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Pretending normal
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I stood in front of the mirror. Pulled on a navy dress I hadn't worn in over a year. Modest neckline. Hem below the knee. The fabric felt wrong against my skin.

Tom appeared behind me. Wrapped his arms around my waist.

"You look beautiful."

I didn't feel beautiful. I felt buried.

"The Mitchells are expecting us in twenty minutes."

Rain dotted the windshield as we drove. Vancouver in early March. Grey skies, wet streets, the smell of cedar and decay. So different from Bali's heat.

We parked on a residential street lined with craftsman homes. Porch lights glowing through the drizzle. Everything tidy. Everything safe.

The Mitchells' house smelled like roasted vegetables and expensive wine. Susan greeted us at the door.

"Rachel! Tom! Come in, come in."

The living room was full. Couples I vaguely recognized from the neighborhood. Everyone holding wine glasses, voices blending into polite background noise.

Susan pressed a glass of red wine into my hand. A woman with blonde highlights cornered me by the cheese platter.

"Rachel! You were in Bali, right? For a whole year?"

"Yes."

"That must have been amazing. The beaches look incredible on Instagram."

I smiled. Nodded. Didn't tell her I'd spent more time on my back getting fucked than on any beach. Didn't tell her about Wayan's weathered hands gripping my hips. About Made's young cock stretching me open.

"It was beautiful."

"Must feel good to be home. Back to normal."

Normal. The word tasted like ash in my mouth.

Someone called her name. She excused herself. I moved toward the windows.

"Escaping already?"

The voice came from behind me. Male. Warm.

I turned. Tall man. Late thirties. Dark hair greying at the temples. Wedding ring. Blue eyes that held mine too long.

"Just needed a moment."

"I don't blame you. These things can be suffocating." He extended his hand. "Mark."

"Rachel."

His palm was warm. Rough. The handshake lasted longer than necessary. His thumb brushed against the inside of my wrist.

I felt that old electricity. The current that ran through me when a man looked at me with clear desire.

My pussy clenched. Heat spreading through my belly.

"You're new to the neighborhood?"

"Moved in three months ago. Two houses down from you."

He'd noticed where I lived.

"You were away, I heard. Year abroad?"

"My husband had a teaching position in Bali."

"Bali. That's quite the adventure." He leaned against the wall beside me. Close enough I could smell his cologne. "Did it change you?"

The question caught me off guard. Not asking if I had a good time. Asking something real.

I looked at him. Saw the intelligence in his eyes. The hunger barely concealed behind polite conversation.

"Yes."

"I thought so. You have that look."

"What look?"

"Like you're wearing a disguise. Like the person everyone sees isn't quite the person you are anymore."

My breath caught. He'd seen through me in five minutes.

"Mark! There you are." A woman appeared beside him. Petite. Blonde. Pretty. Wedding ring matching his. "I've been looking everywhere."

"Sorry, love. Got caught up meeting our neighbor." He gestured to me. "This is Rachel."

"Oh! Rachel. I'm Hannah. We should have you and your husband over for drinks sometime."

She smiled. Warm. Genuine. Oblivious to the tension crackling between her husband and me.

"That would be nice."

"Perfect. I'll set something up." She looped her arm through Mark's. "Come on. Dinner's being served."

He let her lead him away. But he looked back. Held my eyes.

I finished my wine in one long swallow.

Dinner was salmon and roasted vegetables and small talk about property values. Mark sat three seats down. I felt his presence like heat against my skin. Felt his eyes on me when I reached for my water glass. When I shifted in my seat and my dress pulled tight across my heavy tits.

I caught his gaze twice. Both times the current ran through me. Both times my pussy clenched.

Tom's hand found mine under the table. Squeezed.

I squeezed back.

We left at ten. The drive home was silent. Rain drumming on the roof. Tom's jaw was tight. His hands gripped the steering wheel.

I stared out the window. Felt the ache between my thighs. The frustration building.

We pulled into our driveway. Tom killed the engine. Neither of us moved.

The rain fell. The house sat dark and empty.
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My phone buzzed three days later. Text from Jennifer. My actual friend. The one I'd known for fifteen years.

“Coffee this week? I've missed you!”

I smiled at the screen. I'd missed her too.

“Thursday? 10am?”

“Perfect! The usual place?”

The café in Kitsilano. I felt a rush of warmth. Then anxiety. What was I going to tell her about Bali?

“See you there”

Thursday morning the café smelled like coffee and baked goods. Jennifer was already there. Same blonde bob. Same careful makeup.

She stood when she saw me. Pulled me into a hug.

"Oh my god, look at you. You look amazing. So tan. Bali clearly agreed with you."

I hugged her back. Felt something loosen in my chest.

"You look good too. I missed you."

"Missed you too. Sit, sit."

A server appeared. I ordered a latte. Jennifer already had hers.

"So. A year. An entire year in Bali. I need to hear everything."

Everything. The word hung between us.

"It was incredible. Really incredible."

"I bet. The pictures you posted looked amazing. That villa. That pool."

The pictures. Carefully curated shots. Nothing that showed what actually happened in that villa. In that pool.

"The weather was perfect. Hot. We had this outdoor shower. Garden full of tropical plants."

Jennifer leaned forward. Curious.

"And you? What did you do all day?"

The server brought my latte. I wrapped my hands around the cup.

"Worked mostly. Still had my clients. But it was different. Easier somehow."

Jennifer nodded. Sipped her coffee. I could see her trying to read me.

"You seem different. I can't put my finger on it, but something's changed."

My heart jumped. She'd seen it.

"I guess I am different. It's hard to explain."

"Try. I want to understand."

I stared into my latte.

"I think I stopped caring so much. About what people think. About doing everything right. I just let myself be."

Jennifer smiled. Nodded. Encouraging.

I took a breath. Decided to go a little further.

"Tom and I had some experiences there. Things that changed how we look at life. At our marriage."

Jennifer's eyebrows raised. Her coffee cup paused halfway to her mouth.

"Experiences?"

"Yeah. We just opened up in ways we never had before. Tried things we'd never considered."

"Like what? Meditation? Ayahuasca?" She laughed. Half joking.

I smiled. Shook my head.

"Nothing like that. More personal. Between us. About our relationship."

Jennifer leaned in closer. Her voice dropped.

"You're being so mysterious. What kind of things?"

I felt my face flush. How much could I say?

"Just exploring different aspects of ourselves. Of what we want. It's hard to put into words."

"Rachel, come on. You can't drop something like that and not elaborate."

I looked at her. My oldest friend. And I wanted to tell her. But the words wouldn't come.

"I need to figure out how to communicate it first. Even to myself. It's still so new."

Jennifer studied my face.

"Is everything okay? With you and Tom?"

"Everything's great. Better than great. That's what I'm trying to say. We're closer than we've ever been."

"Okay. Good. You just seem so different."

I was holding everything back. The entire year. The entire transformation.

"I am. I'm sorry. I will tell you. When I can figure out how."

Jennifer reached across the table. Squeezed my hand.

"Whenever you're ready. I'm here."

Then she launched into her updates. Kyle and his travel soccer team. Emma's algebra struggles. Mark's promotion. The new grey sectional. Kitchen renovation plans. I listened. Tried to match her energy.

We finished our coffee. Hugged goodbye outside the café.

"I really am glad you're back. Even if you're being all cryptic and mysterious."

I laughed. "I'll explain eventually. Promise."

I walked toward my car. The rain had stopped but everything was still wet.

I passed a construction site. Three workers on break. One of them noticed me. Nudged his buddy.

The other one whistled. Low. Appreciative.

And before I could think, I smiled. Slowed my walk. Let my hips sway. Met their eyes and grinned. Feeling their attention on my body like heat.

One of them grinned back. His buddies laughed.

I felt powerful. Desired. Alive.

Then reality crashed in. What the fuck was I doing? This wasn't Bali. This was Vancouver.

My face flushed hot. My heart hammered. I spun away. Walked fast toward my car. Almost running. My pussy throbbing. Wet.

I fumbled with my keys. Got the door open. Slid inside. Sat there breathing hard.

My hands were shaking. From embarrassment. From arousal. From the realization that I'd just done exactly what I would have done in Bali without thinking twice.

My phone buzzed. Text from Tom.

“How was coffee?”

I typed with trembling fingers.

“Good. But strange. Construction workers whistled at me after and I flirted back before I could stop myself. I'm a mess”

Three dots appeared immediately.

“That's not being a mess. That's being you. Come home. We need to talk about this”

I started the car. My face still burning. My pussy still wet. Thinking about those men's eyes on me. About how good it had felt.

––––––––
[image: ]


Tom left for campus at seven thirty every morning. Same time. Same routine. Kiss on my forehead. Door closing with a soft click.

I'd go upstairs to our home office. Open my laptop. Check emails from clients. Software companies. Fitness brands. Skincare lines.

The work was fine. It paid well. It bored me.

My mind would drift. Usually to Bali. To Wayan.

His weathered hands gripping my hips. The way he'd look at me while he worked in the garden. Shirtless. Sweating.

The first time he'd fucked me. In the outdoor shower. Water running over both of us. His thick cock pushing into me. The sounds he'd made. Half English, half Indonesian. Telling me I was beautiful.

Tom watching from the bedroom window. Getting hard.

I'd catch myself touching my pussy through my pants. Rubbing slow circles.

I was always wet now. Always aching.

Afternoons bled into evenings. Grocery shopping. Laundry. Dishes.

In Bali, Wayan came three times a week. Once for the garden. Twice for cleaning. My days were open. We'd eat out at the local warungs where a meal cost less than a coffee in Vancouver. Ready for whatever happened next.

Here, my days were structured by obligation.

Tom came home at six. We'd cook together. Chicken. Pasta. Salad. Things we'd made a thousand times before.

We'd eat in front of the television. Some show about people buying houses.

We didn't talk much. I could feel the tension building. The frustration simmering under the surface.

He was feeling it too. The restlessness. The hunger. He'd watched me transform in Bali. Watched me discover parts of myself I'd buried for decades. Watched me fuck other men and loved every second of it.

After dinner we'd retreat upstairs. Tom to his faculty reports. Me to my phone.

In bed, we'd lie next to each other. Close but not touching.

I'd scroll through social media. Vacation photos. Baby announcements. Engagement rings.

Every photo from Bali was loaded with memory. That sunset was the night Wayan fucked me against the garden wall while Tom watched. That pool was where Made had first touched me. Where I'd let an eighteen-year-old boy explore my heavy tits.

Tom set down his report.

"We need to talk about it."

I set my phone down. Kept my eyes on the ceiling.

"About what?"

"You know what."

We'd been dancing around it for three weeks.

I turned my head. Looked at him.

"Okay."

Tom sat up. Ran his hand through his hair.

"This isn't working. Pretending everything's fine. Pretending we can just go back to how things were before."

"I know."

"We've been home three weeks and we've barely mentioned Bali."

"What do you want me to say?"

Tom moved closer. His hand found mine.

"I want you to tell me what you're feeling. I can see you struggling."

I pulled my hand back. Sat up.

"I'm miserable. Is that what you want to hear?"

"Rachel."

"I spent a year being desired. Being watched. Being worshipped. Men looked at me like I was the most beautiful thing they'd ever seen. Now I'm back to being invisible."

My voice cracked.

"You're not invisible."

"I'm just another middle-aged housewife in Vancouver. I sit in my office working on campaigns. I go to dinner parties where people talk about kitchen renovations. Nobody sees me. Nobody wants me. I can't turn off what I became."

Tears were running down my face now.

Tom pulled me against his chest.

"I want you. I see you."

"It's not the same."

"I know."

We sat there. Rain tapping against the window. Traffic instead of jungle. Sirens instead of roosters.

"I don't know how to make this work here," Tom said. "We can't just have a gardener who shows up to fuck you. We can't pick up teenage neighbors. Vancouver isn't anonymous. We know people. We have reputations."

I laughed. Bitter. Sharp.

"So what? We just give up? Go back to being boring? Faithful? Pretend I didn't spend a year being a hotwife?"

The word hung between us. Hotwife. The label I'd claimed in Bali. The identity that fit better than any I'd worn before.

"No," Tom said. His voice firm. "We don't give up. We figure it out. We find a way to make this work in Vancouver."

"How?"

"I don't know yet. I know we can't keep going like this. We can't keep pretending."

I looked up at him. His face serious.

"You really want this?"

"I want you happy. I want us to keep being who we became in Bali. We need to be smart. Careful."

I nodded. Wiped my face. Felt something loosen in my chest.

"Okay. So what do we do?"

"Maybe we start small. Test the waters. See what's out there."

Tom was quiet for a moment.

"Maybe we start with research. See what's available for couples like us. Dating apps. Websites. Communities."

"In Vancouver?"

"There have to be other people doing this. We're not the only ones."

I'd never thought about it like that. Never considered that there might be a whole world of people exploring the same things we were.

"Okay. We can look."

Tom kissed my forehead.

"We'll figure this out. I promise."
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Testing the Waters
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Tom had suggested it the night before. Careful. Tentative. His hands on my waist as we stood in the kitchen.

"Maybe we could try something small. Just to see how it feels here."

"Like what?"

"The gym. A different neighborhood. Far from anyone we know."

Heat spread through my belly. God, I'd been waiting for this. For permission to stop pretending.

"Just attention," Tom continued. "Nothing more. We see how it feels."

I kissed him. Hard. My pussy already wet at the thought.

"Yes."

Tom drove me that morning. Forty minutes across the city to a gym in Burnaby. Far from our neighborhood. Far from his university. Far from anyone who might recognize us.

"Wear something that gets noticed," he said as I was getting dressed.

I grinned. Pulled tight black leggings from the drawer. The kind that hugged my round ass. Showed off my strong legs. A sports bra that lifted my heavy tits. A cropped tank top over it. Thin enough that my fat nipples showed through both layers if you looked close.

Tom's eyes went dark when I walked out of the bedroom.

"Fuck, Rachel."

"That's the idea."

I felt good. Alive. Like myself again after weeks of playing the vanilla wife.

The gym was busy. Mid morning crowd. Mostly men. Some older. Some younger. Weights clanging. Music pounding through speakers. The smell of sweat and rubber.

I walked toward the squat rack. Felt eyes following me. Tracking my body. My heavy tits bouncing slightly with each step. My round ass shifting under the tight fabric.

Bali had taught me how good this felt. Being watched. Being wanted. I wasn't going to pretend anymore that I didn't love it.

I loaded the bar. Not heavy. Enough to work my muscles. Enough to make my body move in ways that drew attention.

The first set of squats brought heat to my thighs. My ass pushing back. My heavy tits straining against the thin fabric. I could see myself in the mirror. Could see the men watching. Trying to be subtle. Failing.

My pussy throbbed. This was what I needed.

A man approached during my second set. Mid thirties. Fit. Wedding ring catching the light.

"You've got great form."

I straightened. Turned to face him. Let him see my flushed cheeks. My heavy tits rising and falling with my breath. Smiled.

"Thanks."

"You train here often? I haven't seen you before."

"First time. Just trying it out."

His eyes dropped to my tits. Just for a second. Then back to my face. He looked a little embarrassed. I didn't mind.

"I'm Derek."

"Rachel."

We shook hands. His palm warm. Slightly rough. The handshake lasting a beat longer than necessary.

"If you need a spotter, let me know."

"I might take you up on that."

He walked away. Glanced back once. Twice. His eyes on my ass as I turned back to the squat rack.

I bit my lip. This felt so good. The attention. The desire in his eyes. The knowledge that Tom would want to hear every detail.

I did another set. Felt Derek watching from across the room. Felt other eyes tracking my movements. My pussy getting wetter with each squat. The fabric of my leggings rubbing against my clit.

When I finished, Derek was there again. Closer this time.

"You leaving?"

"Soon."

"Maybe I could buy you a smoothie. There's a place next door."

My heart kicked up. This was the moment. Tom had said attention only. Nothing more. Just testing. But god, I wanted to say yes. Wanted to see where it went.

I looked at Derek. At his wedding ring. At the hunger in his eyes barely concealed. Wondered if he had a wife at home. Wondered if she knew what he was like.

"I'd like that. But I can't today."

His face fell. Just slightly.

"Another time?"

"Maybe."

I walked toward the locker room. Felt his eyes on me the whole way. My phone buzzed in my bag.

Tom's text. "How was it?"

I typed back. "So good. Got plenty of attention."

"Tell me everything when you get home."

My pussy ached. I couldn't wait to tell him. Couldn't wait to see what came next.

Tom leaned against the kitchen counter when I walked in. His eyes locked on me. Reading every shift in my body.

"How was it?"

"Good." I set my gym bag on the floor. "Really good."

His jaw tightened. That look forming. The one I knew so well now. Heat. Hunger. Permission.

"Tell me."

I stepped closer. Let my hands rest on his chest. Felt his heart beating faster.

"A guy approached while I was doing squats. His name was Derek. Married. Noticed me right away."

Tom's hands moved to my waist. Gripped me.

"And?"

"He complimented my form. Asked if I needed a spotter. We talked."

"That all?"

"He wanted to buy me a smoothie. I said no. But I wanted to say yes."

Tom pulled me closer. His cock already hardening against me.

"This isn't enough," he said. "Just attention. Just flirting."

I knew what he meant. We'd been back in Vancouver for weeks. Pretending to be normal. Going to dinners with his colleagues. Running into neighbors at the grocery store. Smiling. Playing the part.

And underneath it all, the frustration building. The ache for what we'd had in Bali.

"What do you suggest?"

Tom was quiet for a moment. His hands moved up my sides. Traced the curve of my heavy tits through my tank top.

"There are apps," he said. "For couples like us."

My pulse kicked up.

"Dating apps?"

"Discrete ones. For people in the lifestyle. We could create a profile together. See who's out there."

I pulled back. Looked at him. At the tension in his face. The want mixed with uncertainty.

"You've been thinking about this."

"Since we got back. Since the first dinner party where I watched you pretend to care about Linda's renovations. You were dying inside. I could see it."

He wasn't wrong. I'd stood there with a glass of wine. Listening to stories about kitchen backsplashes and school board meetings. My body screaming for something more. Something real.

"It's risky," I said.

"Everything about this is risky."

"Vancouver's smaller than Bali. People know us here."

"We'll be careful. No face photos. No identifying details. We control who we talk to."

My pussy throbbed. The idea of it. Browsing profiles with Tom. Reading messages together. Choosing someone.

"Show me."

Tom pulled out his laptop. Set it on the counter. Opened a browser. Typed in a URL.

The site loaded. Clean. Professional looking. Photos of couples. Single men. Profiles with careful descriptions.

"We create an account," Tom said. "Upload photos that don't show our faces. Write what we're looking for."

I leaned against him. His arm wrapped around my waist. We scrolled through profiles together. Reading descriptions. Looking at bodies. Cocks. Messages from other users.

"This one," I said. Pointing to a profile. Married couple seeking bulls for wife. Discrete. Respectful.

Tom clicked on it. We read through the details. The rules. The boundaries they'd set.

"We could do this," he said. His voice rough. "Tonight. Together."

I turned. Looked at him. At the hunger in his eyes. The need for this to work. For us to figure out how to keep our lifestyle alive in this city where everything felt too close.

"Okay."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. Let's try."

Tom kissed me. Hard. His hands moving to my ass. Squeezing.

"After dinner," he said. "We'll set it up. See what happens."

"And if nothing happens?"

"Then we figure out something else. But we're not stopping. Not going back to pretending."

I nodded. Relief flooding through me.

We weren't giving up.

The profile went live after dinner. Tom and I sat in bed with the laptop between us. Both of us showered. Fresh. The screen glowing in the dark room.

I wore one of his old t-shirts. Nothing underneath. My heavy tits loose beneath the fabric. My pussy bare and ready.

Tom wore boxers. His cock already stirring with anticipation.

We uploaded three photos. Carefully chosen. My body in black lingerie from behind. Showing my round ass. My strong legs. Another from the side. My heavy tits visible. Full. Tempting. A third of both of us. Faces cropped out. Just our bodies.

Tom wrote the description. His hands on the keyboard while I leaned against him.

"Married couple seeking discrete encounters. She's experienced. Confident. Looking for respectful men who understand boundaries. He's supportive. Involved. This is our dynamic."

Simple. Direct. No games.

We hit publish. Both of us staring at the screen. Waiting.

Nothing happened for ten minutes. Then the first message arrived.

Tom clicked on it. We read together.

"Hey. Love your profile. Would love to meet. Let me know."

Generic. Brief. No effort.

"Next," I said.

Tom deleted it. Moved to the second message.

"Your wife is stunning. I'd be honored to meet you both."

Better. More respectful. Tom clicked on the profile. The guy was in his forties. Married. Photos showed a decent body. Nothing special. But polite.

"Maybe," Tom said.

We kept scrolling. Messages came faster now. Some crude. Some promising. Some attached photos we didn't ask for.

"Jesus," Tom muttered. Deleting a dick pic. "Do guys really think this works?"

"Apparently."

By midnight we had twenty messages. Most were immediate nos. A few seemed possible. We marked three profiles as maybes. Sent polite responses saying we'd think about it.

Tom closed the laptop. Set it on the nightstand. His hand moved to my thigh.

"This is happening," he said.

"Yeah."

His hand slid higher. Found my bare pussy. Already wet from reading messages. From imagining the possibilities.

"You got turned on."

"A little."

"Liar." His fingers slid between my pussy lips. Found me soaking. "You're dripping."

I shifted. Let my legs fall open. Gave him access.

"Reading those messages. Imagining meeting them. Choosing who gets to fuck you."

"Yes."

Tom's fingers pushed inside. Two. Deep. His thumb finding my clit. Rubbing circles.

"We'll be careful," he said. "Pick someone safe. Someone discrete."

"Mmm."

His fingers curled. Found that spot. My hips rocked against his hand.

"Or maybe we won't find anyone," he continued. His voice rough. Thick with arousal. "Maybe Vancouver's too small. Too risky. Maybe this was just for Bali."

My pussy clenched around his fingers. The thought of giving this up. Going back to normal. It made my chest tighten with something close to panic.

"No," I gasped. "We'll figure it out."

"You want this."

"Yes."

Tom pulled his fingers out. Moved over me. His cock hard against my thigh.

"Say it."

"I want this. I want to keep being your hotwife. Want to fuck other men and come home to you."

He pushed inside me. One thrust. Buried himself completely.

"Fuck."

My legs wrapped around his waist. Pulled him deeper.

We fucked like that. Hard. Fast. Both of us chasing something. Trying to prove this could work. That we could make it happen even in Vancouver where everything felt too close.

When we finished, Tom rolled off me. Pulled me against his chest. His arm wrapped around me. Holding me tight.

"We'll check messages tomorrow," he said. "See if anyone new comes in."

"Okay."

"This might take time. Might not happen right away."

"I know."

But we both knew we'd keep trying. Keep looking. Keep pushing this forward even when it felt impossible.

The laptop sat on the nightstand. The profile live. Messages waiting.

Our secret out there in the digital world. Looking for someone who could fit into the space we'd created. Someone who understood what we needed. What we were willing to risk.

Someone who could keep a secret.

Four days after we created the profile, I walked into my freelance client's building for a meeting. The woman from the couple's profile was standing at the reception desk. The one who'd written us. The one who seemed perfect.

My stomach dropped. I froze for a second. Maybe half a second. Long enough that she looked up.

Her eyes met mine. Casual. Polite. The way strangers look at each other in lobbies.

"Good morning."

"Morning."

I walked past. Got into the elevator. My hands shaking. My heart slamming against my ribs.

She didn't recognize me. Couldn't possibly. We hadn't shown our faces. But I'd recognized her. And that was enough to make everything feel too real. Too close.

What if we'd met? What if Tom and I had gone to their place or invited them to ours? What if I ran into her here every week while working with this client?

The elevator doors closed. I leaned against the wall. Tried to breathe.

That evening, Tom and I sat on the couch. His laptop open between us. The profile glowing on the screen. Twenty eight messages now. Some promising. Some crude. Some that seemed like they could actually work.

But the weight of what we were risking pressed down on both of us.

"That man who messaged yesterday," I said. "The one with the detailed profile. The teacher."

"Yeah?"

"He mentioned his kids go to school in North Van."

Tom's jaw tightened. "Erik's old school?"

"Probably. The descriptions match."

Tom scrolled through the messages. Found another one. Read it out loud.

"Work at UBC. Administration side. Love the academic environment."

His voice flat. The implications settling over both of us.

"He could know you," I said.

"Could work in my building."

We sat there. The laptop screen bright between us. All those messages. All those possibilities. All of them suddenly feeling like landmines.

"Maybe Vancouver's too small for this," Tom said quietly.

"Maybe."

"Or maybe we're just spooked."

I looked at him. At the uncertainty in his face. The same questions running through my head on repeat.

"I don't know anymore," I said. "In Bali it felt safe. Anonymous. Here, everyone knows someone."

"Six degrees of separation."

"More like three."

Tom pulled the laptop closer. Stared at the messages. His finger hovering over the delete button.

"Are we being smart or are we being cowards?"

"I don't know."

"If we delete this, what's next? We just stop? Go back to pretending?"

His voice had an edge. Frustration bleeding through. The same frustration building in me since we got back.

"No," I said. "But this approach feels wrong. Too risky."

"Everything about this is risky."

"I know. But this feels different."

Tom's hand moved to the trackpad. Clicked through the messages one more time. Lingered on a few that seemed promising. Then moved to the account settings.

"We could keep it up. Be more careful about who we respond to."

"We could."

But neither of us moved to stop what was about to happen.

Tom clicked. The confirmation screen appeared. Delete account? Yes or no.

"Last chance," he said.

I looked at the screen. At all those possibilities about to disappear. Part of me wanted to say no. To keep trying. To prove we could make this work.

But the bigger part remembered that woman in the lobby. The teacher who might know Erik. The UBC administrator who might work with Tom.

"Do it," I said quietly.

Tom clicked yes. The profile disappeared. All those messages gone. All those possibilities erased.

We sat there. The laptop screen dark. The silence heavy.

"Now what?" I asked.

Tom closed the laptop. Set it on the coffee table. Pulled me onto his lap.

"Now we think. We plan. We figure out if we're being smart or just scared."

His hands moved to my waist. Gripped me.

"And if we're just scared?"

"Then we try again. Different approach. Smarter."

His cock hardened beneath me. The frustration between us coiling into something else. Something we could actually touch.

I ground down against him. Felt him strain against his jeans.

"This is harder than Bali," I said.

"Everything's harder than Bali."

His hands moved under my shirt. Found my heavy tits. Squeezed rough.

We fucked right there on the couch. Hard. Desperate. Both of us chasing something we couldn't quite reach. Both of us trying to prove this wasn't over. That deleting the profile didn't mean giving up.

When we finished, we lay tangled together. His cum leaking out of me. Both of us breathing hard.

"There has to be a way," I said quietly.

Tom's arm tightened around me.

"Maybe. We'll figure it out. Or we won't."

The uncertainty hung between us. Heavy. Unresolved. Neither of us knowing if we'd just made the right choice or thrown away our only option.
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The Hotel Bar
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I watched Marcus disappear through the lobby doors. His roller bag clicked across the polished floor. The automatic glass panels slid open. He raised one hand in a final wave before the rain swallowed him. Gone. Back to Seattle.

The meeting had gone well. Two hours discussing brand strategy for his sustainable packaging startup. He seemed pleased with my concepts. Said he'd email the contract details by Friday. Professional. Clean. Done.

I should have left too. Called an Uber. Gone home to Tom.

Instead, I turned back toward the bar.

The hotel was downtown. Glass and steel. One of those places where business travelers drink alone after conferences. The bar stretched along the back wall. Dark wood. Pendant lights casting pools of amber over polished surfaces. A dozen seats. Half occupied. Men in suits. A couple in the corner booth speaking French.

I slid onto a stool. The bartender appeared immediately. Older woman. Professional smile.

“Red wine”, I said. “Whatever Merlot you have open.”

She poured. I watched the dark liquid catch the light. Took the first sip. Let it settle warm in my chest.

Tom and I had been cowards since coming home. That was the truth of it. Three weeks of wanting and not acting. We'd talked about it in bed. Whispered about how much we needed this. How Bali had awakened something we couldn't put back to sleep. Then we'd deleted the dating app out of fear. Walked away from the gym guy who'd shown interest. Let possibility slip through our fingers again and again because Vancouver felt too close. Too real. Too risky.

But the hunger didn't go away.

My phone buzzed. Tom. "How did it go?"

"Good. He seems interested. I'll know more Friday."

"Coming home soon?"

I looked at the half-full wine glass. The empty seat beside me. The warm lighting that made everything feel like possibility.

"One more drink."

"Take your time. Love you."

"Love you too."

I set down the phone. Caught my reflection in the mirror behind the bar. Navy blouse. Professional but cut to show the curve of my heavy tits. Charcoal slacks that hugged my strong thighs and round ass when I stood. The same clothes I'd been wearing to client meetings for years. But after Bali, I understood what they did. How men's eyes followed the fabric across my chest. How the tailored fit traced the shape of my body. I saw myself differently now. Saw the power in it.

My mind drifted to Bali. To Ketut. To that afternoon on the beach near the golf course.

Tom had gone to play eighteen holes with his university colleagues. I'd ridden along with Ketut. Said I wanted to see that part of the island. He'd driven us to a secluded spot. Empty white sand. Palm trees bending over turquoise water.

We'd fucked right there. Me bent over against a tree. His thick cock pounding into me from behind. The ocean sounds mixing with my moans. His hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. The risk of being seen. The heat. The salt air. The way he'd made me come twice before pulling out and covering my ass with his cum.

My pussy clenched at the memory. I shifted on the bar stool. Pressed my thighs together.

That was four months ago. Another life.

I took another sip. Longer this time. The wine warming my throat. My chest.

A man sat down three seats away. Dark suit. Loosened tie. Wedding ring catching the light when he raised his hand to order. The bartender poured him whisky. Neat. He nodded thanks. Took a sip.

His eyes found mine in the mirror. Held for a beat. Two.

I didn't look away.

He smiled. Slow. Tired but interested.

I felt something shift in my chest. Heat spreading low in my belly.

Maybe Vancouver could be like Bali. Maybe possibility existed here too.

I lifted my wine glass. Took another sip. Let him watch.

The rain continued outside. The bar stayed quiet. Warm. Removed from the grey March night.

He picked up his whisky. Stood. Walked toward me.

"Mind if I sit?"

His voice was smooth. Toronto accent. Educated. The kind of voice that belonged in boardrooms.

"Go ahead."

He settled onto the stool beside me. Close enough that I could smell his cologne. Something woody. Cedar maybe. Expensive.

"Adam." He extended his hand.

"Rachel." I shook it. His palm was warm. Dry. His grip firm without being aggressive.

The bartender appeared. He gestured to his whisky. "Another." Then looked at my wine glass. Three-quarters empty. "And whatever she's having."

"Merlot," I said.

The bartender poured. Adam watched me in the mirror behind the bar. Not subtle about it. His eyes traced down from my face to my chest. Lingered on the curve of my heavy tits pressing against the navy fabric. Then back up.

"Business trip?" he asked.

"Client meeting. You?"

"Tech conference." He took a sip of his fresh whisky. "Three days of presentations about cloud infrastructure. Riveting stuff."

"Sounds it."

He smiled. His teeth were white. Straight. Wedding ring visible when he lifted his glass.

"Where are you from?" I asked.

"Toronto. You?"

"Here. Vancouver."

"So you're local." His eyes held mine. "Makes me wonder why you're drinking alone at a hotel bar instead of heading home."

Heat spread through my chest. The accuracy of it.

"Long day," I said.

"I get that." He took another sip. "My wife's back in Toronto. Probably already asleep. She goes to bed early."

The air between us shifted. The acknowledgment of our marriages. The implicit permission to continue anyway.

"How long are you in town?" I asked.

"Leaving Thursday morning." His knee brushed against mine under the bar. Barely. Could have been accidental. He left it there. "Two more days."

"Must get lonely. Business travel."

"Sometimes." His hand reached for his glass. Fingers brushed against mine on the bar top. Deliberate this time. "Depends on the company."

My pussy clenched. The touch was light but charged. Electric.

"Do you usually meet people at hotel bars?" I asked.

"Not usually." His smile widened. "But you looked like you might be open to conversation."

I turned to face him more directly. His eyes were dark. Brown maybe. Hard to tell in the low lighting. His jaw was clean-shaven. Strong. There was something practiced about him. Like he'd done this before. Approached women at hotel bars. Made conversation. Built toward something.

"Just conversation?" I asked.

His hand moved to my thigh. Under the bar where no one could see. Just rested there. Palm warm through my slacks.

"Tell me if you want me to stop."

I didn't move his hand. Didn't tell him to stop.

He took that as permission. His fingers pressed slightly. Testing. Feeling the muscle of my thigh through the fabric.

"You're very beautiful," he said. Quiet. Just for me. "The blouse. The way you carry yourself. I noticed you the moment you walked in."

"I've been here an hour."

"I know." His thumb traced a small circle. "I've been trying to work up the nerve to approach you."

"Seems like you managed."

"Finally." His hand slid higher. Inch by inch. Still on top of my slacks but moving toward dangerous territory. "I kept thinking about what I'd say. How I'd start the conversation. Then you looked at me in the mirror and I thought fuck it. Just go talk to her."

"And here you are."

"Here I am."

The bartender passed by. Wiping down the far end of the bar. Oblivious to his hand on my thigh. To the way my breath had changed. Shorter. Faster.

"Are you staying here?" I asked. "At the hotel."

"Twelfth floor." His eyes searched my face. "View of the city. Not that I've spent much time enjoying it."

"Busy conference."

"Very busy." His hand squeezed my thigh. "But I'm done for the day."

The meaning was clear. The invitation implicit.

My heart hammered. This was it. The moment. Say yes and everything changed. Say no and I'd go home to Tom and we'd stay cowards.

"I have a room upstairs." Adam's voice dropped lower. More intimate. "I have whisky that's better than this." He gestured to his glass. "And no one around to watch us."

The directness caught me off guard. No more dancing around it. No more pretense.

"Us?" I kept my voice steady.

"I think you know what I'm asking." His hand moved higher. Right to the top of my thigh. "If I'm wrong, tell me now and I'll move my hand and we'll finish our drinks and say goodnight like civilized people."

My pussy throbbed. Wet already. The fantasy becoming real. A stranger in a hotel. Anonymous. Safe. Everything we'd wanted.

But it felt different from Bali. Faster. More transactional. Less about desire and more about opportunity.

"You're very direct," I said.

"I leave Thursday." His thumb brushed against the seam of my slacks. Right where my legs met. Not enough pressure to really feel but enough to promise. "I don't have time to be subtle."

"I should say no."

"Should you? Or do you want to say no?"

I looked at his wedding ring. Then at mine. Then at his face. He was handsome. Confident. But there was no real connection. No chemistry beyond physical attraction. Just two married people in a bar willing to cross a line.

"I need to use the restroom," I said.

Disappointment flashed across his face. Followed by acceptance. He removed his hand from my thigh.

"Of course."

I stood. Grabbed my purse. His eyes followed me as I walked toward the hallway where the restrooms were.

My legs felt unsteady. My pulse loud in my ears.

I locked the bathroom stall door. Leaned against it. My hands shook as I pulled out my phone.

My reflection in the polished steel divider looked flushed. Eyes bright. Lips parted. I looked like a woman about to cheat on her husband.

I texted Tom first. "Need to talk. Can you call?"

The response came immediately. "Now?"

"Yes."

My phone buzzed. Tom's name on the screen. I answered.

"Hey." His voice was already different. Tense. Anticipating. "What's happening?"

"There's a man at the bar." I kept my voice low. "He wants me to go to his room."

"Is he from Vancouver?" Tom's question immediate. Practical. "Could you run into him again?"

"No. Toronto. Business trip. Married. Leaves Thursday."

"Okay." Relief in his voice. Then his breathing changed. "Is he sexy?"

"Yes. Older. Confident. Wedding ring."

"Do you want to fuck him?" Direct. No pretense.

My pussy clenched. "I think so."

"You think so?" Tom's voice rougher now. "Do you want his cock inside you or not?"

"Yes." The admission made heat flood through me. "I want it."

"Is he going to be good?" Tom asked. "Can you tell?"

"I don't know." Honest. "He seems experienced. Knows what he wants."

I heard something in the background. Movement. Then Tom's breathing got heavier.

"Are you touching yourself?" I asked.

"Yes." No shame. "Thinking about you walking back out there. Telling him yes. Going upstairs with him."

"Tom."

"Do it." His voice strained. Commanding. "Go back out there and fuck him. Then call me after and tell me everything."

"Okay."

"I want to know what his cock feels like. If he makes you come. Everything."

My fingers pressed between my legs through my slacks. I was soaking through my panties.

"I will."

"Go." Almost a groan. "Don't make him wait."

I hung up. Stood there breathing hard. Fixed my makeup quickly. My nipples were hard. Visible through my blouse. I left them that way.

Walked out of the bathroom. Down the hallway. Back into the bar.

Adam was still at his seat. His whisky glass empty. He looked up when I appeared. Relief crossed his face. Like he'd thought I might not come back.

I walked straight to him. Didn't sit down.

"I thought maybe you'd left," he said.

"Just needed a minute." I stayed standing. Close enough that he had to look up at me. "To decide."

"And did you?" His eyes dropped to my chest. To my hard nipples pressing against the navy fabric. "Decide?"

"That depends."

"On what?"

I leaned closer. Put my hand on his thigh. Let my voice drop low.

"On whether you're going to make it worth my while."

His pupils dilated. His jaw tightened. His hand covered mine. Pressed it harder against his thigh.

"I think I can manage that," he said.

"You think?" I let my fingers slide higher. Felt the hardness of his cock through his slacks. "Or you know?"

"I know." His hand moved to my hip. Pulled me closer. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't remember your husband's name."

Heat shot through me. The arrogance. The confidence. The promise.

"Big talk," I said.

"Not talk." His other hand slid around to my ass. Squeezed through my slacks. "I'm going to bend you over that bed. Make you come on my cock. Make you beg for more."

My pussy throbbed. I was so wet I could feel it on my thighs.

"Twelfth floor?" I asked.

"Twelfth floor." He stood. His erection obvious now against his slacks. He didn't try to hide it. "Room 1247."

He pulled out his wallet. Left cash on the bar. Too much. He didn't care.

His hand found the small of my back. Possessive. Guiding me toward the elevators.

The lobby was quiet. A few people at the front desk. Business travelers with rolling luggage. No one paid attention to us.

The elevator doors opened. Empty. We stepped inside.

Adam pressed twelve. The doors slid closed.

The moment we were alone, his mouth was on mine. Hard. Demanding. His hand in my hair. His other hand on my ass. Pulling me against him. I felt his hard cock pressing against my stomach.

I kissed him back. Let him push me against the elevator wall. Let his hands roam over my body. Squeezing my heavy tits through my blouse. Gripping my ass.

The elevator chimed. Twelfth floor.

He pulled back. Both of us breathing hard.

"Come on," he said.

His hand found mine. Led me down the hallway. Past identical doors. Cream walls. Patterned carpet. Hotel anonymous.

Room 1247. He swiped his keycard. The door clicked open.

The room was standard business hotel. King bed with white linens. Dark wood furniture. Floor to ceiling window overlooking the city lights. Rain streaking the glass.

Adam closed the door behind us. The lock clicked. Loud in the sudden quiet.

He moved toward the minibar. "Drink?"

"Sure."

He pulled out two small bottles of whisky. Poured them into glasses. Handed me one.

We stood there. The moment suddenly awkward. The bar confidence fading into the reality of what we were about to do.

"To Vancouver," he said. Raising his glass.

"To Vancouver."

We drank. The whisky burned down my throat. I set the glass on the desk.

Adam set his down too. Then he was on me. His mouth finding mine. Kissing me hard. His hands already pulling at my blouse. Fumbling with buttons.

I helped him. Got the blouse open. Let it fall to the floor. His eyes dropped to my heavy tits in my black bra. My fat nipples visible through the lace.

"Fuck," he breathed. "You're incredible."

His hands cupped my tits. Squeezed them. Thumbs brushing over my nipples. He bent down. Kissed my neck. My collarbone. Down to the curve of my breasts.

I reached for his shirt. Started unbuttoning. He helped. Shrugged it off. His chest was average. Some muscle but soft around the middle. Greying chest hair.

He unhooked my bra. Let it fall. My heavy tits free. He groaned. Bent down. Took one fat nipple in his mouth. Sucked.

It felt good. Mechanical but good.

I reached for his belt. Got it open. Unzipped his slacks. Pushed them down. His cock strained against his boxers. I pulled those down too.

His cock sprang free. Average length. Average thickness. Nothing like Ketut's. Nothing remarkable.

He pushed my slacks down. My panties. I stepped out of them. Naked except for my heels. He stared at my body. My heavy tits. My strong thighs. My shaved pussy.

"You're fucking perfect," he said.

He kissed me again. Walked me backward toward the bed. We fell onto it. His weight on top of me. His cock hard against my thigh.

His hand moved between my legs. Found my pussy. Already wet. His fingers rubbed my clit. Circles. Too fast. Too light. Missing the rhythm I needed.

"Does this feel good?" he asked.

"Yes." I lied.

He pushed two fingers inside me. Pumped them. In and out. His thumb on my clit. Still too fast. Too light.

I tried to shift. Guide him. But he kept the same rhythm. Confident he knew what he was doing.

He pulled his fingers out. Kissed down my body. My heavy tits. My stomach. Between my legs.

His tongue found my clit. Licked. Circled. Too much pressure. Then too little. No consistency. No instinct for what I needed.

I moaned anyway. Made the sounds he expected.

After a minute he moved back up. Positioned himself between my thighs. His cock in his hand. Stroking it.

"I want to fuck you," he said.

"Yes."

He pushed inside. One slow thrust. Filling me. The stretch was there but nothing special. Nothing that made my body sing.

"God, you're tight," he groaned.

He started thrusting. Slow at first. Watching my face. Then faster. His hands gripping my hips. His rhythm building.

"Does this feel good?" he asked again. "Tell me what you like."

"Harder," I said.

He obliged. Pounding into me. The bed creaking. But the angle was wrong. His cock wasn't hitting where I needed it.

He shifted. Tried a different angle. Better but not quite right.

"Like this?" he asked.

"Yes." Another lie.

His hand moved between us. Found my clit. Rubbed circles while he fucked me. But the pressure was still too light. The rhythm inconsistent.

I reached down. Touched myself. Tried to help. Tried to get there.

"That's hot," he said. Watching me touch my own clit. "You're so fucking hot."

His thrusts got faster. Harder. Erratic. He was close.

"You feel amazing," he groaned. "Your pussy is perfect."

I kept rubbing my clit. Chasing something I couldn't quite reach. The physical sensation was there but not the connection. Not the heat. Not what I'd had in Bali.

"I'm close," he said. "Fuck. I'm going to come."

"Yes," I said. "Come."

He thrust hard. Once. Twice. His body tensed. His cock pulsed inside me. Hot cum filling my pussy.

"Ahhh. Fuck. Yes." He groaned. Collapsed on top of me. Breathing hard.

We lay like that for a moment. His weight crushing me. His cock softening inside me. His cum leaking out.

Then he rolled off. Onto his back beside me. Staring at the ceiling.

"That was amazing," he said. Breathless. Satisfied. "Really amazing."

"Yeah," I said. The lie tasting bitter.

He turned his head. Smiled at me. "Give me ten minutes and I'll be ready to go again."

"Okay."

But I knew I wouldn't stay for round two. This was enough. This was the answer I'd needed.

Adam got up. Walked to the bathroom. I heard water running.

I lay there staring at the ceiling. My pussy throbbing but unsatisfied. Adam's cum cooling on my thighs. The city lights beyond the window blurred by rain.

He'd tried. Really tried. Asked what I liked. Changed positions. Touched my clit. Done everything a considerate lover should do.

But there was no chemistry. No instinct. No connection.

Just two bodies going through motions. Trying to find something that wasn't there.

Adam came out of the bathroom. Towel around his waist. Smiled at me still lying on the bed.

"That was incredible," he said. "Really incredible."

I sat up. Reached for my panties on the floor. Started dressing.

"You heading out?" Disappointment in his voice. "I thought maybe we could go again."

"I should get home." I pulled on my slacks. Fastened them. "My husband will wonder where I am."

"Right." He nodded. Understanding. "Of course."

I found my bra. Hooked it. Then my blouse. Buttoned it quickly. Adam watched me dress. The intimacy already evaporated. We were strangers again.

"That was really great though," he said again. Like he needed me to confirm it.

"Yeah," I said. "It was."

He grabbed his phone from the nightstand. Started checking it. Work emails probably. Already moving on.

I found my purse. Checked that I had everything.

"We should exchange numbers," Adam said. Looking up from his phone. "In case you're ever in Toronto. Or I'm back in Vancouver."

"Sure."

We traded phones. I typed in my number. He typed in his. Both of us knowing we'd never use them.

He walked me to the door. Still in his towel. Opened it.

"Thanks for tonight," he said. Leaned in. Kissed my cheek. Awkward. Formal. "You're amazing."

"You too."

I walked down the hallway. Didn't look back. Heard his door close behind me.

The elevator arrived. Empty. I stepped inside. Pressed L for lobby. Watched the numbers descend. Twelve. Eleven. Ten.

My reflection in the polished doors looked the same as before. Same blouse. Same slacks. But I felt different. Marked. Changed. A woman who'd just fucked a stranger in a hotel room.

The lobby was quiet. Late now. Past ten. A few people at the bar. The same bartender wiping down glasses. She didn't look up as I passed.

Outside, the rain had stopped. Wet pavement reflected streetlights. I pulled out my phone. Ordered an Uber.

Three minutes away.

I stood under the hotel awning. The night air cool on my flushed skin. Cars passed. Taxis. A bus. Normal Vancouver evening. No one knowing what I'd just done.

The Uber pulled up. Grey sedan. I climbed in the back seat.

"Rachel?" the driver asked.

"Yes."

He pulled away from the curb. Merged into traffic. I gave him my address. Sat back. Watched the city pass outside the window.

My pussy still throbbed. Unsatisfied. I pressed my thighs together. Felt Adam's cum leaking into my panties. The physical evidence of what I'd done.

I touched myself briefly through my slacks. Just pressure. Trying to recapture something. But it was gone. Whatever I'd been chasing in that hotel room hadn't materialized.

The drive took twenty minutes. Through downtown. Across the bridge. Into our neighborhood. Familiar streets. Our life.

The driver pulled up outside our house. "Have a good night."

"Thanks."

I climbed out. Stood on the sidewalk. Looked at our home. Lights on inside. Tom waiting.

I walked up the front steps. Opened the door.

"Rachel?" Tom's voice from the back deck.

I found him there. Sitting in the darkness. Two wine glasses on the table. He'd been waiting.

I sat beside him. Didn't speak at first.

"How was it?" he asked quietly.

The city stretched below us. Lights twinkling. Vancouver at night. Beautiful and cold and nothing like Bali.

"He tried," I said. Honest. Raw. "Really tried. Asked what I liked. Changed positions. Touched me the way he thought I needed. But it just wasn't there."

"Did you come?"

"No." I looked at Tom. His face half in shadow. "He did. Fast. Then wanted to go again but I left."

Tom reached for my hand. Laced our fingers together.

"Are you disappointed?" he asked.

"Yes." I squeezed his hand. "And no. It happened. We tried. We weren't cowards tonight. But it wasn't what I needed. He wasn't bad. He just wasn't right."

"No chemistry?"

"No chemistry. No instinct. Just two people trying to fuck because we could. Because we were both available and willing. Not because we actually desired each other."

Tom pulled me closer. His arm around my shoulders. I leaned against him. Let his warmth seep into me.

"I thought it would feel like Bali," I whispered. "But it didn't."

"Maybe it won't here," Tom said quietly. "Maybe Vancouver is different. Different rules. Different expectations."

"Then what do we do?"

"I don't know." He kissed the top of my head. "But we'll figure it out together."

We sat like that. Holding each other. The night settling around us. My body still carrying the evidence of another man. Tom's arms still making me feel safe.

"Maybe Vancouver will never be Bali," I said finally. "Maybe that year was special because of where we were. Who we were there."

"Maybe."

"Is that okay?"

Tom turned my face toward his. Kissed me softly.

"We tried," he said. "That's what matters. We weren't afraid tonight. Even if it didn't work out the way we hoped."

I kissed him back. Tasting wine on his lips. My husband. My anchor.

"Take me to bed," I whispered.
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Weekend Escape
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Tom loads our overnight bags into the trunk. Friday afternoon. Grey clouds hanging low over Vancouver. Rain threatening but not falling yet.

We need this.

I slide into the passenger seat. My pulse already kicking up. Tom gets behind the wheel. Starts the engine. His jaw tight with the same tension coiling in my belly.

"Seattle," he says. "Three hours if traffic cooperates."

I nod. Watch our neighborhood slide past the window. Familiar houses. Familiar streets. Everything we need to escape from for a weekend.

The border crossing takes forty minutes. The guard asks why we're visiting. Tom says shopping and restaurants. His voice casual. Easy. The guard waves us through.

American highway stretches ahead. Grey pavement. Pine trees lining both sides. My hand finds Tom's thigh. Rests there. His muscle tenses under my palm.

"You nervous?"

"A little," I admit.

"Good nervous or bad nervous?"

I think about it. About what we're trying to do. About whether Seattle is far enough. Anonymous enough. Whether I can actually go through with this after weeks of false starts and deleted profiles.

"Both."

Tom's hand covers mine. Squeezes. "This might work. Different city. Nobody knows us."

"Or it might be exactly like Vancouver. Just with a different skyline."

His jaw tightens. "We won't know unless we try."

The highway cuts through farmland. Then suburbs. Then the city rises ahead. Buildings climbing toward those grey clouds. Tom navigates downtown streets. Finds our hotel. A tall glass tower near Pike Place Market.

The lobby smells like expensive candles and coffee. Our room is on the fourteenth floor. King bed. Floor to ceiling windows looking out over Elliott Bay. Ferries cutting white lines across dark water.

I stand at the window. Watch the city moving below. All those people who don't know me. Don't know Tom. Don't know anything about what we did in Bali or what we're trying to recreate here.

Tom comes up behind me. His arms wrap around my waist. His chin rests on my shoulder.

"You can change your mind," he says quietly. "We can just have a nice weekend. Dinner. Walk around. Go home Sunday."

My pussy clenches. The thought of giving up. Of not even trying.

"No. I want this."

His arms tighten. "I know."

I turn in his grip. Look up at him. At the tension in his face. The want mixed with uncertainty. The same battle playing out inside me.

"What if it doesn't work? What if Seattle's the same as Vancouver?"

"Then we'll know. We'll have tried."

I kiss him. Hard. Tasting his need. His fear. His hope that this might actually save us from suffocating back home.

"I'm going to shower," I say. "Get ready."

Tom releases me. Watches as I walk toward the bathroom. His eyes tracking my body like he's memorizing it. Like he knows in a few hours another man might be doing the same thing.

The shower is all glass and chrome. Water pounds hot against my skin. I wash carefully. Shave my pussy smooth. My legs. Under my arms. Make myself ready for whatever tonight brings.

When I step out, Tom is sitting on the bed. His cock already hard against his jeans. Watching me through the open bathroom door.

I dry off slowly. Let him look. Let him see what I'm offering to someone else tonight. My heavy tits. My round ass. My strong legs. The body he's shared before. The body he wants to share again.

Makeup takes twenty minutes. Careful but not overdone. Enough to signal availability without looking desperate. Dark eyes. Red lips. My hair loose around my shoulders.

The dress I packed is black. Tight. Short enough to show off my legs. Low enough to hint at my heavy tits without showing too much. Heels that make my ass look incredible.

Tom's breathing changes when I walk out of the bathroom.

"Fuck, Rachel."

I do a slow turn. Let him see all of it.

"Too much?"

"Perfect. You look perfect."

I grab my small purse. Check that I have everything. Phone. Hotel key. ID. Lipstick for touch ups.

Tom stands. Walks to me. His hands frame my face. He kisses me. Gentle. Then harder. His tongue pushing into my mouth. Claiming me before I leave.

"Be careful," he whispers against my lips.

"I will."

"Text me. Let me know you're okay."

"I promise."

His thumb traces my cheekbone. The look in his eyes is everything. Permission. Hunger. Fear. Love.

"Go," he says. "Before I change my mind and fuck you right here instead."

I smile. Kiss him once more. Then I walk toward the door. My heart hammering. My pussy already wet with anticipation.

The Uber drops me in Capitol Hill. Friday night energy buzzing through the streets. Groups of people moving between bars. Music bleeding from open doorways. Laughter and voices mixing with car engines.

I find the club Tom and I researched online. Line outside but not terrible. The bouncer checks my ID. Waves me through.

Inside, bodies pack the space. Dark except for colored lights cutting through the crowd. Bass thrumming through the floor. The air thick with sweat and perfume and alcohol.

I push toward the bar. Feel eyes tracking me. Men noticing the tight black dress. My heavy tits. My legs in these heels. The attention makes my skin warm. My pussy clench.

This is what I needed. What we both needed.

The bartender is a woman with sleeve tattoos. She leans across the bar to hear my order over the music.

"Vodka soda," I say. "Lime."

She nods. Pours. Slides the glass toward me. I pay. Turn to face the crowd. Sip my drink. Let myself be seen.

A man looks at me from across the bar. Older. Wedding ring catching the light. He smiles. I smile back. Then look away. Not him.

Another approaches. Mid twenties. Too eager. Drunk already.

"You're beautiful," he slurs.

"Thank you."

"Can I buy you a drink?"

"I have one. But thanks."

He lingers. I turn my body away. He gets the message. Wanders off.

I finish my vodka soda. Order another. The alcohol loosens something in my chest. The nervousness fading. Replaced by that familiar electricity. The feeling I had in Bali every time I walked into a bar alone.

Movement at the edge of my vision. A man approaching. Different from the others. Confident but not aggressive. Late twenties. Tall. Fit body visible through his dark shirt. Strong jaw. Dark eyes that hold mine without wavering.

He stops beside me. Close but not crowding.

"You look like you're deciding something," he says.

His voice is low. Steady. I turn to face him fully.

"Maybe I am."

"Good decision or bad decision?"

"Haven't figured that out yet."

He smiles. "I'm Marcus."

"Rachel."

We shake hands. His palm warm. Rough. The contact lasting a beat longer than necessary. My pussy throbs.

"You here alone?" he asks.

"For now."

Marcus leans against the bar. His eyes moving over my body. Lingering on my heavy tits. My legs. Not hiding what he's thinking.

"You're not from Seattle."

"Vancouver. Just visiting for the weekend."

"Visiting alone?"

I sip my drink. Meet his eyes. "My husband's at the hotel."

Most men would back off at that. Marcus's smile just widens.

"He know you're here?"

"He suggested it."

Something shifts in Marcus's expression. Understanding. Heat.

"That's interesting."

"Is it?"

"Very." He moves closer. His hand finds my lower back. Light pressure. Testing. "You want to dance?"

My heart kicks up. "Yeah."

Marcus leads me onto the floor. Bodies pressed together in the crowd. The music loud and relentless. He pulls me against him. His hands on my waist. His body hard against mine.

We move together. His thigh between my legs. His hands sliding lower. Gripping my ass through the tight dress. I let him. Press back against his touch. Feel his cock hardening against my hip.

His mouth finds my ear. "You're fucking stunning."

"Thank you."

"How long are you in Seattle?"

"Just the weekend."

His hands tighten on my ass. "That's not much time."

"No."

Marcus pulls back. Looks at me. His eyes dark with want. "My apartment's ten minutes from here."

My breath catches. This is the moment. The point where I decide.

I think about Tom waiting at the hotel. About the deleted profile. About weeks of suffocating frustration. About needing this to work.

"Okay."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. Let's go."

Marcus grins. Takes my hand. Leads me through the crowd toward the exit. My pulse hammering. My pussy soaking through my panties. Feeling alive for the first time since we left Bali.

I pull out my phone as we hit the street. Text Tom.

Leaving the club with someone. His place nearby. I'll text when I'm on my way back.

Three dots appear immediately.

Be safe. Have fun. I love you.

I pocket my phone. Marcus's hand finds my lower back again. Possessive. Guiding me down the Seattle street into whatever comes next.

Seattle streets are cold. The night air biting against my bare legs. Marcus pulls out his phone. Orders an Uber. Then offers me his arm. Old school. Gentleman-like despite what we both know is about to happen.

I take it. Let him guide me to the curb. Feel the warmth of his body next to mine.

"You do this often?" he asks. Casual. Easy.

"Not in Seattle."

He grins. "But elsewhere?"

"Bali. For a year."

"Fuck. That must've been incredible."

The Uber pulls up. Black sedan. Marcus opens the door. Lets me slide in first. Gets in beside me. The driver pulls into traffic.

Marcus's hand finds my thigh. Rests there. Heat seeping through the thin fabric of my dress. Then he leans in. Kisses me. His tongue pushing into my mouth. I kiss back. Hungry. My hand sliding up his thigh. Finding his hard cock through his jeans. Gripping him.

He groans into my mouth. His hand moves higher. Cups my heavy tit over my dress. Squeezes. My fat nipple hardening under his palm.

The driver clears his throat. We break apart. Both breathing hard. Marcus's eyes dark with want. His hand stays on my tit. Possessive. I keep stroking his cock through the denim. Feeling him pulse under my touch.

The rest of the ride passes in charged silence. His thumb circling my nipple. My hand working his length. Building the tension until we're both ready to explode.

His apartment building is modern. Glass and concrete. We barely make it through the lobby. Into the elevator. The doors close and he's on me. Hands everywhere. Mouth on my neck.

Inside his apartment, he doesn't bother with lights. Just closes the door. Locks it. Turns to face me.

"Your husband know what a slutty wife he's got?"

The words send heat straight to my pussy.

"Yes. He loves it."

"Fuck. That's hot."

Marcus crosses the distance. His hands frame my face. He kisses me. Hard. Demanding. His tongue pushing into my mouth. I kiss back. Tasting whiskey and want.

His hands slide down. Grip my ass. Pull me against his hard cock. I moan into his mouth. My hands fumbling with his belt. Need overtaking everything else.

He breaks the kiss. Strips his shirt off. I work his jeans open. Shove them down with his boxers. His cock springs free. Hard. Thick. Beautiful.

Marcus reaches for my dress. Pulls it over my head in one motion. My heavy tits spill free. No bra. His eyes go dark.

"Fuck yes."

He palms my tits. Rough. Squeezing. His mouth finding my fat nipples. Sucking hard. I gasp. My hands in his hair. Holding him there.

His fingers hook into my panties. Rip them down. I step out of them. He drops to his knees. Spreads my thighs. Buries his face between my legs.

"Oh fuck."

His tongue finds my clit. Circles. Sucks. Two fingers push inside my soaking pussy. Curling. Finding that spot. Pleasure building fast.

"Marcus. God."

He pulls back. Stands. His mouth wet from my pussy. "Condom's in the bedroom."

"Fuck the bedroom."

Marcus freezes. His eyes searching mine. Understanding what I'm saying. What I'm offering.

"You sure?"

"Yes. Fuck me now. Raw."

"Jesus Christ."

Then he's on me. Spinning me. Pushing me face first against the wall. Cool surface against my flushed skin. My heavy tits. His hand between my shoulder blades. Holding me there.

"Spread your legs."

I do. Wider. My ass pushing back. Offering myself.

His bare cock head presses against my entrance. Hot. Thick. Nothing between us. Then he thrusts. One brutal stroke. Burying himself completely.

"Ahhhh fuck!"

"Ungh. So fucking tight. And bare. Fuck."

Marcus doesn't ease in. Doesn't give me time to adjust. Just starts pounding. Hard. Fast. Desperate. His hips slamming against my ass. His cock driving deep. Stretching me. Filling me. Skin on skin.

My hands brace against the wall. Taking it. Taking every savage thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin filling his apartment. My heavy tits bouncing. My pussy clenching around his bare cock.

"Yes. Fuck. Harder."

"Yeah? You want it harder?"

"Yes. God yes."

Marcus grips my hips. Bruising. Pulls me back onto his cock with each thrust. Using me. The angle hitting spots that make my vision blur. Pleasure coiling tight in my belly.

"Such a good little slut. Taking my bare cock while your husband waits."

"Mmm yes."

"He gonna fuck you after? Reclaim you?"

"Yes. Fuck yes."

The thought sends me higher. Tom waiting. Getting hard imagining this. Knowing another man is inside me. Raw. Using me.

Marcus's hand slides around. Finds my clit. Rubs hard circles. The combination pushing me toward the edge. My thighs shaking. My pussy getting wetter. Dripping down my legs.

"Fuck you're soaked. Can feel you getting close."

"Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"Not stopping. Gonna make you come on my cock."

His fingers work faster. His cock pounding relentlessly. Hitting deep. The pressure building. Building. Then exploding.

"Oh god. Oh fuck. Marcus!"

My orgasm rips through me. Hard. Violent. My pussy clamping down on his bare cock. Pulsing. My whole body shaking. I cry out. Loud. Not caring who hears.

"Fuck yes. That's it. Squeeze my cock."

He doesn't slow. Keeps fucking me through it. Prolonging the pleasure. Making it last until I'm gasping. Trembling. Overwhelmed.

Marcus pulls out. His cock glistening with my wetness. "Bedroom. Now."

My legs barely work. He practically carries me down the hallway. Into his bedroom. Throws me onto the bed. I land on my back. Legs falling open automatically. Showing him my swollen pussy. Ready for more.

He climbs over me. Lines himself up. Slams back inside.

"Ungh yes."

His weight presses me into the mattress. His hips rolling. Fucking me with deep powerful strokes. My legs wrap around his waist. Pulling him deeper. Needing everything he can give.

We fuck wild. Desperate. His young stamina exactly what I needed. No pretense. No performance. Just raw animal need. Bodies colliding. Sweat slicking our skin.

Marcus sits back on his heels. Pulls my hips up. Changes the angle. His cock hitting my cervix now. Deep. Almost painful. Perfect.

"Play with your tits."

I obey. Palming my heavy tits. Squeezing. Pinching my fat nipples. Putting on a show. His eyes locked on my body. Drinking it in.

"Fuck. So hot. Love watching you."

His thumb finds my clit again. Circles. The pleasure building faster this time. My whole body sensitized. Every nerve ending on fire.

"Marcus. I'm gonna come again."

"Do it. Wanna feel it."

He pounds harder. His cock swelling inside me. Getting thicker. His control slipping. Both of us chasing it.

The second orgasm builds from my core. Spreading outward. Taking over everything. My back arches off the bed. My mouth opens in a silent scream. Then sound tears out of me.

"Fuck! Fuck! Yes!"

My pussy convulses around him. Gripping. Milking. Pleasure whiting out everything else. Just sensation. Just his bare cock inside me. Just this moment.

"Shit. Rachel. Gonna come."

"Yes. Spray the bottom of my pussy. Fill me."

"Fuck. You sure?"

"Do it. I need it."

Marcus thrusts twice more. Hard. Then groans. His hips jerking. His cock pulsing inside me. Hot cum flooding my pussy. Filling me. Marking me. His face twisted with pleasure. Beautiful in his release.

We collapse together. Both gasping. Hearts pounding. His cock still inside me. Twitching. His cum leaking out around his softening length.

He rolls off after a moment. Pulls me against his side. We lie there in the dark. The city lights glowing through his windows. My body sated. Glowing. His cum dripping out of me.

"That was fucking intense," he says quietly.

"Yeah."

His fingers trace patterns on my shoulder. "You should stay. Let me fuck you again in the morning."

I check my phone. Three fifteen. Tom's probably awake. Waiting. Hard. Needing to hear everything.

"I can't. But thank you."

"If you come back to Seattle..."

"I'll look you up."

I start gathering my clothes. My dress. My destroyed panties. Marcus watches from the bed. His eyes appreciative even now.

"Your husband's a lucky man."

I smile. Pull my dress on. Feel his cum still leaking out of me. Soaking into my thighs. "I'll tell him you said so."

The Uber ride back feels different. Longer. My body sated but still humming. Marcus's cum leaking out of me. Soaking through my ruined panties into my dress. I can smell sex on my skin. In my hair.

The hotel lobby is empty at four in the morning. Just a tired desk clerk who doesn't look up. I take the elevator to the fourteenth floor. My legs still shaky. My pussy tender and used.

The key card beeps. I push the door open.

Tom is awake. Sitting up in bed. Lamp on. His eyes lock on me the second I step inside. Taking in everything. My messed hair. My smudged makeup. My wrinkled dress. The flush still visible on my skin.

"Rachel."

His voice is rough. Thick. His cock already hard under the sheets.

I close the door. Lock it. Walk toward the bed. Let him see me. See what another man did to me.

"Tell me," Tom says.

I reach for my dress. Pull it over my head. Stand there in just my heels. My heavy tits marked with Marcus's mouth. My inner thighs glistening with his cum.

Tom's breathing changes. Gets heavier.

"His name was Marcus. Late twenties. We left the club together."

"And?"

I climb onto the bed. Straddle Tom's thighs. His hands immediately find my waist. Grip me.

"We fucked against his wall first. Then his bed."

"How many times?"

"Twice. Both times I came."

Tom's cock throbs against me. His hands sliding up. Cupping my heavy tits. Feeling where Marcus sucked. Where Marcus marked me.

"Did he use a condom?"

I shake my head. Watch Tom's eyes go dark.

"No. I told him to fuck me raw."

"Jesus Christ, Rachel."

"He filled me. Came inside me. His cum is still dripping out."

Tom's hand slides down. Between my legs. Finds my swollen pussy. Feels the wetness. Marcus's cum mixed with mine. His fingers push inside. Easy. I'm stretched. Used.

"Fuck. You're so wet."

"That's him. That's Marcus's cum."

Tom groans. Pulls his fingers out. Brings them to his mouth. Tastes. His eyes closing.

"You taste different."

"Because another man came in me."

He opens his eyes. Looks at me with pure hunger. "I need to fuck you."

"Yes."

Tom flips me onto my back. Spreads my legs. Looks at my pussy. Swollen. Pink. Glistening with another man's cum. His cock presses against my entrance. Then he pushes inside.

We both groan. He's harder than I've felt him in weeks. Desperate. Reclaiming what's his.

"Tell me more," he demands. His hips rolling. Fucking into Marcus's mess.

"He was big. Thick. Stretched me."

"Fuck."

"He pounded me against the wall. Called me a slutty wife. I loved it."

Tom's pace increases. Harder. Faster. His cock driving deep. Mixing his precum with Marcus's cum. The sounds obscene. Wet. Raw.

"What else?"

"He made me come twice. Once against the wall. Once on his bed. I screamed his name."

"Did you think about me?"

"Yes. Thought about you waiting. Getting hard knowing what I was doing."

Tom leans down. Captures my mouth in a brutal kiss. His tongue pushing deep. Claiming me. His hips never stopping. Fucking me with purpose. With need.

I wrap my legs around his waist. Pull him deeper. Take everything he's giving me. My pussy still sensitive from Marcus. The pleasure mixing with the tenderness. Perfect.

"This is what we needed," Tom groans against my mouth. "This is what works."

"Yes. God yes."

His hand slides between us. Finds my clit. Rubs. The pleasure building again. Impossible but real. My body responding even after two orgasms with Marcus.

"Come for me," Tom demands. "Come on my cock after coming on his."

"Tom. Fuck."

"Do it. Show me you're mine."

His fingers work faster. His cock hitting that spot. The combination pushing me over. My third orgasm tears through me. Different from the others. Deeper. More emotional. Connected.

"Yes. Tom. Yes!"

My pussy clenches around him. Milking. Tom thrusts twice more. Then groans. His cock pulsing. Adding his cum to Marcus's. Filling me completely. His face buried in my neck. His whole body shaking.

We collapse together. Both gasping. Both covered in sweat and cum and sex. His weight pressing me into the mattress. Grounding me.

"That was the best since Bali," he says quietly.

"Yeah."

Tom rolls off. Pulls me against his side. His hand traces patterns on my hip. My thigh. Both of us coming down. Both of us knowing what comes next.

"We can't do this every weekend," I say.

His hand stills. "I know."

"Driving to Seattle. Hotels. It's not sustainable."

"I know."

We lie there in silence. The city waking up outside our window. Dawn breaking over Elliott Bay. The reality settling in.

"But it worked," Tom says. "Tonight worked. That's more than we've had since we got back."

"It's not enough though. Not long term."

His arm tightens around me. "So what do we do?"

"I don't know. Figure out how to make it work closer to home."

"That's riskier."

"Everything about this is risky."

Tom is quiet for a long moment. His fingers resuming their patterns on my skin. Both of us thinking. Both of us knowing we can't go back to pretending. Can't give this up now that we've tasted it again.

"We'll figure it out," he says finally. "We have to."

I nod against his chest. Feel his heartbeat under my cheek. Steady. Strong. Certain.

For now, we have this. We have Seattle. We have proof it can still work. That I can still be his hotwife even in our real life. Even outside Bali.

It's enough to keep us going. Enough to keep us trying.

We fall asleep like that. Tangled together. Covered in evidence of what we are. What we need. What we'll keep fighting to maintain no matter how complicated it gets.
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The arts center fundraiser was exactly the kind of event I used to enjoy. Wine. Cheese platters. People talking about supporting local culture while showing off their wealth. Now it felt like hunting ground.

Tom had stayed home. We both knew why. I could move freely. Watch. Choose. I wore a burgundy wrap dress that clung to my heavy tits and showed enough cleavage to be noticed without being obvious. Heels made my legs look strong. My wedding ring sat visible on my left hand.

The room was full. Fifty people maybe. I didn't recognize anyone. Different neighborhood. Different circles. Far enough from our life to be safe. Silent auction items lined the walls. I pretended to admire them while scanning the crowd.

That's when I saw him.

Tall. Late forties. Dark hair greying at the temples. Strong jaw. Broad shoulders filled out his navy suit. Wedding ring caught the light. He stood near the bar looking profoundly bored. A woman beside him talked animatedly to a small group. His eyes glazed over while she gestured and smiled and touched people's arms.

His wife. She was all animation and bright smiles. He was all tension and tight jaw. I watched him take a long drink of his wine. His posture screamed that he'd rather be anywhere else.

Our eyes met across the room. Electricity shot through me. He didn't look away. Neither did I. Heat spread through my chest. Down to my belly. My pussy clenched. He took another sip of wine. Still watching me.

I moved toward the bar. Casual. Like I needed a refill. He shifted slightly. Created space beside him while his wife continued her conversation three feet away. I ordered a glass of red wine. Stood close enough that our shoulders almost touched.

"Quite the crowd," I said quietly.

His voice came low. Rough.

"These things always are. Barbara loves them."

Barbara. The wife. I glanced at her. Still talking. Completely absorbed in her conversation about donor levels.

"You don't?"

He looked at me. Really looked. His eyes moved from my face down to the curve of my heavy tits. Then back up.

"I prefer smaller gatherings. More intimate."

Intimate hung between us. Loaded. My pussy throbbed.

"I'm Rachel."

"Paul."

We didn't shake hands. Too visible. His wife stood too close.

"Do you come to these often?" I asked.

"Only when I'm required to."

His eyes held mine.

"You?"

"First one in over a year. We were abroad."

"Lucky you."

The bartender set down my wine. Paul's hand reached for his glass at the same moment I reached for mine. Our fingers brushed. The contact lasted longer than necessary. My breath caught.

Barbara's voice cut through.

"Paul, darling, come meet the Hendersons. They want to talk about their renovation."

He turned. Gave her a smile that didn't reach his eyes.

"Be right there."

She moved back toward her group. Oblivious.

Paul leaned closer. His voice dropped to almost a whisper. His breath warmed my ear.

"I have to go play husband."

"I understand."

"But I'd rather stay here talking to you."

Heat flooded through me. My nipples hardened against the fabric of my dress.

"Maybe another time," I said.

His hand moved to my lower back. Just for a second. Hidden by our bodies. Hidden by the crowd. The pressure came firm. Possessive.

"Barbara's gone tomorrow. Conference in Toronto. Whole week."

My heart kicked up.

"That's a long time to be alone."

His thumb traced a small circle against my spine through the dress.

"House will be too quiet."

I took a sip of wine. His eyes watched my mouth.

"Maybe I should look in on you. See if you need anything."

His jaw tightened. His hand pressed harder against my lower back.

"I'd like that."

Barbara's voice again. Sharper now. Impatient.

"Paul, the Hendersons are waiting."

His hand dropped away. His eyes stayed locked on mine.

"Give me your phone."

I pulled it from my purse. Unlocked it. Handed it to him under the bar where no one could see. He typed quickly. Handed it back. His number sat in my contacts.

"Text me," he said.

"Tomorrow evening."

Then he walked away. Joined his wife and the Hendersons. Smiled. Shook hands. Played the part. I stayed at the bar. Finished my wine. My pussy soaked through my panties. My heart raced.

I'd found him. Strong. Confident. Bored with his perfect socialite wife. Hungry for something real. Tomorrow.

I waited until the next evening. Let the anticipation build. Tom watched me text Paul from the couch. His hand rested on my thigh. I typed.

"Are you home?"

The response came within seconds.

"Yes. Barbara left this morning. Where are you?"

"I could be there in thirty minutes. If you want."

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again. He sent his address. West Vancouver.

I showed Tom. He pulled up the map on his phone. Upscale neighborhood. Forty minutes away. Far from anyone we knew.

"Go," he said.

Kissed me hard.

I drove fast. My pussy was already wet. My heart hammered the entire drive. The house was massive. Modern. All glass and clean lines. Tall hedges set it back from the street. I parked in the driveway. Sat there for a moment. My hands shook slightly. Then I walked to the front door.

Paul opened it before I could knock. He looked different. No suit. Dark jeans hugged his legs. A black t-shirt stretched across his chest. Barefoot. His hair looked slightly messy like he'd been running his hands through it. The bored husband from last night was gone. This man was hungry.

"Rachel."

"Hi."

We stood there. The threshold separated us. His eyes moved over my body. Took in the tight jeans. The low-cut top. My heavy tits pushed against the fabric. He stepped back. Made room for me to enter. I walked past him. Heat came off his body. He closed the door. Locked it. The sound made my pussy clench.

Paul moved closer. His hand went to my waist. Firm. Possessive.

"Are you sure about this?"

His voice came rough.

"Last chance to change your mind."

I looked up at him. Want barely controlled in his eyes.

"I'm sure."

His grip tightened. Pulled me against him. His cock pressed hard through his jeans against my belly.

"Good," he said.

Then everything shifted.

Paul kissed me hard. No hesitation. No gentle exploration. Just raw want. His hand went to the back of my neck. Gripped. Held me in place while his mouth claimed mine. His tongue pushed past my lips. Demanding. Taking. I moaned into his mouth. His other hand moved to my ass. Squeezed rough through my jeans.

He walked me backward until my back hit the wall. The impact knocked the breath from my lungs. Paul pulled back. His eyes dark. Hungry.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," he said.

His hands went to the hem of my top. Pulled it over my head in one motion. Tossed it aside. My heavy tits pushed against my black lace bra. My nipples hard and visible through the fabric. Paul stared. His jaw tight.

"Jesus Christ."

His hands cupped my heavy tits. Squeezed. His thumbs rubbing over my fat nipples through the lace. I arched into his touch. My pussy throbbing. Soaking my panties. He reached behind me. Unhooked my bra with practiced ease. Pulled it off. My heavy tits spilled free.

"Fucking perfect," he said.

His mouth went to my left tit. Sucked my nipple hard. His teeth scraping. His hand squeezing my other tit rough.

"Oh god," I gasped.

He switched sides. Sucked my right nipple into his mouth. Bit down just hard enough to make me cry out. My hands went to his hair. Gripped. Held him against my chest. Paul's hand moved to my jeans. Unbuttoned them. Unzipped. Shoved them down my hips along with my panties. I kicked off my heels. Stepped out of the jeans. Stood there naked against his wall while he was still fully clothed. The power imbalance made my pussy clench.

Paul stepped back. His eyes moving over my body. Taking in my heavy tits. My round ass. My strong thighs. My bare pussy already glistening.

"Turn around," he said.

I turned. Pressed my palms against the wall. His hand ran down my spine. Over the curve of my ass. Squeezed hard.

"Fucking incredible."

His hand moved between my thighs. Cupped my pussy from behind. His fingers sliding through my wetness.

"You're soaking."

"Yes," I breathed.

"You want this."

"Yes."

Two fingers pushed inside me. Deep. Hard. No warning. I cried out. My pussy clenching around his thick fingers.

"Fuck, you're tight," Paul said.

His fingers curled. Found that spot inside me. Started fucking me with them. Hard. Fast. His other hand gripping my hip to hold me steady. I moaned. My forehead pressed against the wall. My ass pushing back against his hand. His thumb found my clit. Rubbed circles while his fingers pounded into me.

"You like that?"

"Yes," I gasped.

"Say it."

"I like it."

"You like me finger fucking you against my wall while my wife's at a conference?"

"Oh god, yes."

His fingers moved faster. Harder. His thumb pressing my clit just right. The orgasm built fast. Overwhelming.

"I'm going to come," I moaned.

"Not yet."

He pulled his fingers out. I whimpered at the loss. Paul spun me around. Lifted me. His hands under my ass. I wrapped my legs around his waist. My wet pussy pressed against his jeans. Against the hard bulge of his cock. He carried me through the living room. Set me down on the leather couch. Stepped back. Started undressing.

I watched. My chest heaving. My pussy throbbing. He pulled his shirt over his head. His chest was broad. Solid. Some grey hair. The body of a man who stayed in shape but didn't obsess over it. Real. Masculine. Strong. He unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his jeans. Shoved them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free. Thick. Hard. Bigger than Tom's. The head already wet with precum. My mouth watered.

Paul saw me staring.

"You want it?"

"Yes."

"You're going to get it," he said.

"But first I want to taste you."

He dropped to his knees in front of the couch. Grabbed my thighs. Spread my legs wide. His eyes locked on my bare pussy. Wet. Swollen. Aching.

"Fucking beautiful," he said.

Then his mouth was on me. No gentle licks. No teasing. Just his tongue flat against my pussy. Licking from my opening to my clit in one long stroke.

"Oh fuck," I moaned.

His hands gripped my thighs. Held them open. Held me in place. His tongue circled my clit. Flicked it. Sucked it into his mouth. I grabbed his hair. My hips rocking against his face. Paul's tongue pushed inside me. Fucked me. His nose rubbing against my clit. The sensation was overwhelming.

He pulled back. Looked up at me. His face wet with my pussy.

"You taste fucking amazing."

Then he dove back in. His tongue on my clit. Fast. Hard. Relentless. Two fingers pushed inside me. Curved up. Found that spot. His mouth sucking my clit while his fingers fucked me hard. I was already close. The orgasm building from when he'd fingered me against the wall.

"Paul," I gasped.

"I'm going to come."

He didn't stop. Didn't slow down. His fingers pounded into me. His mouth working my clit.

"Come for me," he said against my pussy.

"Come on my face."

That did it. The orgasm hit like a wave. My whole body tensing. My pussy clenching around his fingers. My back arching off the couch. I cried out. My hands gripping his hair. Holding his face against me while I came. Paul kept going. Kept licking. Kept fucking me with his fingers. Drawing out every wave of pleasure.

When I finally stopped shaking, he pulled back. His face was covered in my wetness. His eyes dark with hunger.

"That's one," he said.

"Now I'm going to fuck you."

Paul stood. His cock hard and thick in front of my face. He grabbed it at the base. Stroked it slowly.

"You see what you do to me?"

I nodded. My pussy still throbbing from the orgasm. Already wanting more.

"I've been hard since I saw you at that fucking fundraiser," he said.

"Watching you in that dress. Knowing you were wet for me while my wife stood three feet away."

He moved closer. His cock inches from my mouth.

"Suck it."

I leaned forward. Opened my mouth. Took him in. He was thick. I had to stretch my lips around him. The taste of his precum salty on my tongue.

"Fuck yes," Paul groaned.

His hand went to the back of my head. Guided me. Controlled the pace. I took him deeper. My mouth sliding down his thick shaft. My tongue working the underside.

"That's it," he said.

"Take it deeper."

He pushed. His cock hitting the back of my throat. I gagged. Pulled back slightly. Paul's grip tightened in my hair.

"You can take more."

He pushed again. Slower this time. Letting me adjust. His cock slid deeper into my throat. My eyes watering. My hands gripping his thighs.

"Good girl," he said.

"Such a good fucking girl."

He held me there. My nose pressed against his stomach. His cock buried in my throat. Then he pulled back. Let me breathe. I gasped. Saliva dripping down my chin.

"Again," he said.

I took him back in. Let him fuck my mouth. His hand controlling my head. His cock sliding in and out of my throat. Tears ran down my face. My pussy was dripping onto the leather couch. This was what I needed. A man who took control. Who used me. Who knew what he wanted.

Paul pulled out. His cock slick with my spit.

"Stand up."

I stood. My legs shaky. He turned me around. Bent me over the arm of the couch. My heavy tits pressed against the leather. My ass in the air. My wet pussy exposed. Paul's hand ran over my round ass. Squeezed.

"You have no idea how many times I've fantasized about this," he said.

"Bending you over. Fucking you."

His cock pressed against my opening. The thick head pushing at my entrance.

"Tell me you want it," he said.

"I want it."

"Say it properly."

"I want your cock," I gasped.

"I want you to fuck me."

He pushed inside. One hard thrust. Buried himself completely. I cried out. My pussy stretching around his thick cock. The sensation overwhelming.

"Fuck," Paul groaned.

"So tight."

He pulled back. Slammed in again. Started fucking me hard. Deep. His hips slapping against my ass. His hands gripping my hips. Pulling me back onto his cock with each thrust. I moaned into the leather. My hands gripping the couch cushions. His cock filled me completely. Stretched me. Hit spots that made stars explode behind my eyes.

"You feel incredible," Paul said.

"This pussy was made to cheat."

One hand left my hip. Came down hard on my ass. The slap echoed through the room. I cried out. The sting spreading heat through my skin. He spanked me again. Harder.

"You like that?"

"Yes," I moaned.

"Fuck yes."

He spanked me twice more. My ass burning. My pussy clenching around his cock. Paul's rhythm changed. Faster. Harder. His cock pounding into me relentlessly. The second orgasm built fast. The pressure coiling in my belly.

"Oh god," I gasped.

"I'm going to come again."

"Not yet," Paul said.

He pulled out. I whimpered. My pussy empty. Aching. He grabbed my hips. Flipped me over onto my back on the couch. Pushed my legs up. My knees to my chest. Positioned himself between my spread thighs. His cock pushed back inside. Deeper in this position. Hitting different angles.

"I want to see your face when you come," he said.

He started fucking me again. His body covering mine. His cock driving deep with each thrust. I wrapped my legs around his waist. My arms around his neck. His mouth found mine. Kissed me hard while he fucked me. My heavy tits bounced with each thrust. Paul's chest pressing against them.

He broke the kiss. His forehead pressed against mine. His eyes locked on my face.

"Come for me," he said.

"Come on my cock."

His hand moved between us. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles. That was all it took. The orgasm crashed through me. Harder than the first. My whole body convulsing. My pussy clenching around his thick cock. I screamed. My nails digging into his shoulders.

Paul kept fucking me through it. Kept rubbing my clit. Drawing out every wave. When I finally stopped shaking, he pulled out again.

"Turn over," he said.

"On your knees."

I turned. Got on my hands and knees on the couch. Paul moved behind me. His hands spreading my ass. Looking at my soaking pussy.

"Fucking beautiful," he said.

His cock pushed back inside. Filled me again. He grabbed my hips. Started fucking me hard. Brutal. Using my body. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room. Mixed with my moans. His grunts.

"This is what you needed, isn't it?" Paul said.

"A real man to fuck you properly."

"Yes," I gasped.

"Someone to take control."

"Yes."

"To use this perfect body."

"Oh god, yes."

His rhythm got rougher. More desperate. His cock swelling inside me.

"I'm going to come," he said.

"Where do you want it?"

"Inside me," I moaned.

"Fill me up."

Paul groaned. His grip on my hips tightened. Bruising. His cock drove deep. Once. Twice. Three more times. Then he held himself there. Buried completely inside me.

"Fuck," he groaned.

His cock pulsed. I felt him coming. Felt his hot cum filling my pussy. Coating my walls. He kept coming. More than I expected. His cock throbbing inside me. When he finally finished, he stayed there. His body draped over my back. Both of us breathing hard. His softening cock still inside me. His cum starting to leak out around him.

"Jesus Christ," he said against my shoulder.

"That was incredible."

I couldn't speak. My body still trembling. My pussy still clenching around him. He pulled out slowly. His cum dripping out of me. Running down my thighs. I collapsed onto the couch. My legs unable to hold me up. Paul sat beside me. His hand running over my sweaty back. We stayed like that. Both catching our breath. The reality of what we'd done settling over us.

Paul's hand kept moving over my back. Slow. Almost tender. His breathing gradually steadied. I stayed there on the couch. Face down. My body still humming. His cum leaking out of me onto the leather.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yeah."

My voice came out rough. Hoarse from screaming.

"That was..."

He trailed off. Searching for words.

"Yeah," I said.

We sat in silence. The weight of it settling. What we'd done. What it meant. Paul stood. Walked somewhere. Came back with a towel. Handed it to me. I cleaned myself up. My thighs. The couch. Got dressed slowly. My legs still shaky. My pussy sore in the best way.

Paul had put on his boxers. Nothing else. He leaned against the wall. Arms crossed. Watching me pull on my jeans.

"When can I see you again?" he asked.

I looked at him. At the hunger still visible in his eyes. At his wedding ring sitting on the coffee table where he'd taken it off at some point.

"I don't know."

"Tomorrow?"

"Paul."

"I know," he said.

"I know what this is. I'm not asking for more than you can give. I just want to see you again."

I pulled on my top. Found my heels.

"I'll text you."

"When?"

"Soon."

He moved closer. His hand went to my waist. Pulled me against him.

"That's not an answer."

"It's the only one I have right now."

He kissed me. Softer this time. His hand cupping my face. When he pulled back, his eyes searched mine.

"Don't make me wait too long."

I grabbed my purse. Headed for the door. Paul followed. Unlocked it. His hand on the doorframe. Blocking me slightly.

"Rachel."

"Yeah?"

"This was everything I hoped it would be."

Heat spread through my chest. My pussy clenched at the memory.

"For me too."

Then I walked to my car. Got in. Started the engine. Paul stood in the doorway watching me. I pulled out of the driveway. Drove away. My hands gripping the steering wheel. My heart still racing.

The drive home gave me time to think. To analyze what had just happened. Paul had been exactly what I needed. Strong. Confident. In control. He'd fucked me the way I'd been craving since we left Bali. Hard. Intense. Raw. No hesitation. No gentle exploration. Just pure want.

This was different from Seattle. Different from the hotel bar. I'd chosen Paul. Hunted him. Made it happen on my terms. The power in that felt incredible. Like I'd finally figured out how to make Vancouver work.

I pulled into our driveway. Tom's car was there. I sat for a moment. Caught my breath. Checked my reflection in the mirror. My face was flushed. My lips swollen. My hair a mess. I looked freshly fucked. Because I was.

Tom opened the door before I could use my key. His eyes moved over me. Reading every detail. The disheveled hair. The marks on my neck where Paul had bitten. The way I was walking slightly differently.

"How was it?" he asked.

I stepped inside. He closed the door behind me.

"Good," I said.

"Really good."

Tom pulled me against him. His hands moving to my ass. Squeezed where Paul had spanked me. I winced slightly.

"Tell me."

We moved to the living room. I sat on the couch. Tom beside me. His hand on my thigh. His eyes locked on my face. I told him everything. From the moment I arrived at Paul's house to the way he'd bent me over the couch. The way he'd fucked me. Used me. Made me come twice. Filled me with his cum.

Tom's breathing changed as I talked. Got heavier. His cock hardening in his jeans. His hand moving higher on my thigh.

"And?" he asked when I finished.

"He wants to see me again."

"Do you want to?"

I looked at Tom. At the hunger in his eyes. The arousal. The permission.

"Yes," I said.

"This is what I needed. What we needed. He's perfect for this."

Tom's hand moved to the button of my jeans. Undid it. Unzipped. Slid his hand inside. Found my pussy still wet. Still sore. Still full of Paul's cum.

"Fuck," he groaned.

His fingers pushed inside. Felt Paul's cum coating my walls. He pulled his hand out. Looked at his fingers. Wet. Sticky. Then he kissed me. Hard. Desperate. We fucked right there on the couch. Fast. Intense. Tom reclaiming what was his. His cock sliding through Paul's cum inside me. The mixture obscene. Perfect.

When we finished, we lay tangled together. Both breathing hard. Tom's arm wrapped around me.

"This is it," I said.

"This is how we make it work here."

"You choose them," Tom said.

"Yeah. I find them. I control when. Where. How it happens."

"Taking charge."

I nodded. That's exactly what it was. Not waiting for chemistry. Not hoping random encounters would work. Actively hunting. Choosing. Orchestrating my own pleasure.

"When are you seeing him again?" Tom asked.

"I don't know. Soon."

"Tomorrow?"

"Maybe."

Tom's hand moved down my body. Found my pussy again. Still dripping. Still sore.

"I want to hear every detail when you do."

"You will," I said.

"I promise."

We stayed there. The house quiet around us. Both of us understanding that something had shifted. That I'd found the answer to making Vancouver work. Not through apps or random bar encounters. Through deliberate choice. Through taking control. Through hunting men like Paul who needed what I could give them. Who would fuck me the way I needed to be fucked.

My phone buzzed. Text from Paul.

"Already thinking about next time."

I showed Tom. He read it. Smiled.

"Text him back," he said.

I typed.

"Me too. I'll let you know when."

Sent it. Set down my phone. Looked at Tom.

"This is going to work," I said.

"I know," he said.

And for the first time since we'd come home to Vancouver, I believed it.
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The Risk Factor
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Late afternoon light slanted through the kitchen window. The kind of warm spring gold that only happened in Vancouver after the rains finally broke. I stood at the sink rinsing dinner plates, watching water swirl down the drain. Tom sat at the counter behind me, beer bottle sweating onto the granite. Neither of us had spoken in twenty minutes.

The silence felt heavy. Not comfortable. This was the silence of wanting something we couldn't figure out how to reach.

"We need to talk about something," Tom said.

I turned. He was watching me with that expression I'd learned to read over the past year. Want mixed with calculation.

"How to make this life of ours work here at home. I think we are too spooked. There are so many people in this city. We can find areas of the city that socially are far from our little world."

My pulse kicked up. I leaned back against the counter. My heavy tits pressed against my thin t-shirt. No bra underneath. His eyes dropped there before coming back to my face.

"Vancouver's huge. Over two million people. But we've been acting like everyone knows us." He leaned forward. "There are whole neighborhoods we never go to. Places where nobody would recognize us."

I understood what he was suggesting. My pussy clenched before my brain could catch up.

"You want to try something here. In Vancouver."

"Yes." Tom stood. Walked toward me. His hands found my waist. "Here. Close. Real."

Heat spread through my belly.

"That's riskier."

"I know. That's the point." His thumbs traced circles on my hips through my jeans. "Seattle was good. But it was still running away. I want us to prove we can do this in our own city."

"A bar. Different neighborhood. East Van. Near Commercial Drive. Working class places. Cash only. No tech workers. No university professors." His hands slid up my sides. "The kind of bar where people mind their own business."

I pictured it. Dark wood. Neon beer signs. Bodies packed close on Friday nights. Strangers.

"You've already picked a place."

"The Anchor. Reviews say it's rough around the edges. Locals only."

My fat nipples hardened against my shirt. His eyes tracked down. Back up.

"Tomorrow night. Friday." His voice dropped lower. "I'll drive you there. Drop you off. Park down the street. You go in alone. See what happens."

His hands cupped my heavy tits. Squeezed through the thin cotton. "You walk in. You order a drink. You let them look at your sexy body. And we see who's brave enough to approach."

My pussy throbbed. Wet already. Not some distant plan but tomorrow. Less than twenty-four hours away.

"What if someone recognizes us?"

"They won't. Nobody we know goes there." His thumbs found my fat nipples. Rubbed circles until I gasped. "And even if someone saw you leave with a guy, they'd just think you were cheating. They wouldn't know I was outside waiting to hear every detail."

The word cheating sent heat flooding through me.

"You want people to think I'm a cheating wife."

"I want you to feel dangerous again." One hand left my tit. Slid down my stomach. Found the button on my jeans. "I want you to walk into that bar and know the risk is real."

He popped the button. Pulled down the zipper. His hand slipped inside my panties.

"Fuck, Rachel." His fingers slid through my wetness. Found me soaked. "You're already dripping."

I was. My pussy pulsed against his hand. A bar twenty minutes from our house. The proximity made my head spin.

"I'm scared," I whispered.

"Good." Two fingers pushed inside me. Deep. "That means it matters."

His thumb found my clit. Circled it. My hips rocked forward.

"That black dress. The one that hugs your sexy curves. Shows off your heavy tits." His fingers curled. Hit that spot that made my vision blur. "Heels. Red lipstick. I want you looking like exactly what you are."

"What am I?"

His mouth found my ear. Breath hot against my skin.

"A hotwife who needs strange cock. A stunning woman with a sexy body who can't get enough. Mine. But willing to share with men who'll never know how lucky they are."

I came. Hard and sudden. My pussy clenched around his fingers. My knees buckled. He held me up against the counter, his hand still working between my thighs, drawing my orgasm out until I was shaking.

When I could breathe, he pulled his fingers out. Brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean while holding my eyes.

"Tomorrow night," he said. "The Anchor. Eight o'clock."

I nodded. My body still trembling. Already imagining it.

Tom kissed me. I tasted myself on his tongue. Tasted the risk we were about to take.

The black dress clung to my body like a second skin. The fabric wrapped tight around my heavy tits, the neckline cut low enough to show the curve of cleavage. The hem hit mid-thigh. Red heels. Red lipstick. My hair loose around my shoulders.

Tom stood in the doorway watching. His cock was already hard against his jeans.

"Perfect," he said.

The drive to East Van took twenty-five minutes. He parked three blocks from The Anchor.

"Text me when you're inside," he said. "Text me when you're leaving. With who. Where you're going."

He pulled me in for a kiss. Hard. Claiming. His hand gripped the back of my neck.

"You're mine," he said against my mouth. "No matter what happens in there."

"Always yours."

I got out of the car. The evening air was warm on my bare legs. My heels clicked on the sidewalk. Two men smoking outside a convenience store watched me walk past. Their eyes tracked my body. My round ass swaying. My heavy tits bouncing with each step.

The Anchor sat on a corner. Red neon sign buzzing in the window. I pulled the door open. Stepped inside.

Dark. Low ceilings. Sticky floors. The smell of old beer and sweat and Friday night need. A jukebox played in the corner. Classic rock.

Every head turned when I walked in.

I felt their eyes on me immediately. Scanning my body. My dress. My tits. My legs.

I walked to the bar. Slid onto a stool. The bartender appeared. Man in his sixties. Salt and pepper hair. Thick forearms. Tattoos fading with age.

"Vodka soda."

He poured without comment. I paid cash. Pulled out my phone. Texted Tom.

"Inside. At the bar."

His response came immediately.

"How does it feel?"

"Dangerous."

"Good. Let them look at your sexy body."

A man approached. Tall. Maybe forty. Jeans and a flannel shirt. Work boots. His hands looked rough. Calloused. Wedding ring on his left hand.

"You waiting for someone?"

His voice was rough. Like gravel.

"Not anymore."

He grinned. Sat down beside me. Close enough I could smell him. Soap and sawdust and motor oil.

"I'm Derek."

"Sarah." The lie came easy.

His eyes dropped to my tits. Stayed there. No pretense. Just pure want.

"You look like you're looking for something."

"Maybe I'm looking for trouble."

His hand moved to my thigh. Rested there. Palm warm and rough through the thin fabric.

"Dressed like that? You'll find it." He squeezed. "What kind of trouble you after?"

"The kind I don't have to explain."

He laughed. Low. His hand slid higher up my thigh.

I spread my legs slightly. Just an inch. His eyes darkened. His hand moved higher. Fingers brushing the edge of my panties.

"I'm thinking about bending you over. Somewhere private. Making you scream."

My pussy clenched. His wedding ring pressed against my inner thigh.

"Your wife know you talk to women like this?"

"My wife stopped giving a fuck what I do about five years ago." His fingers pressed harder. "You got a husband?"

"Yes."

"He know you're here?"

"Maybe."

Derek's breathing changed. His fingers traced the edge of my panties.

We talked for another twenty minutes. His hand never left my thigh. The conversation got dirtier. More explicit. He told me what he wanted to do to my heavy tits. How he'd fuck me. I matched him. Told him I wanted his rough hands on my body. His cock inside me.

"I have a truck," Derek said finally. His voice thick. Strained. "Parked in the garage around the corner."

"Show me."

We left through the back door. The alley smelled like garbage and piss. His hand found my lower back. Slid down. Gripped my round ass through my dress. Squeezed hard.

"Damn, you're fuckable," he said. "Been staring at this ass since you walked in."

He pulled me against him. Kissed me hard. His tongue pushed into my mouth. Rough. Demanding. His hands gripped my ass with both hands. Ground his hard cock against me through his jeans.

"Fuck," he growled. "Come on."

We walked fast toward the parking garage. Concrete structure. Dim lighting. Our footsteps echoed.

His truck was on the second level. Dark blue. Crew cab. He opened the back door. I climbed in. He followed. Shut the door behind us. Locked it.

The space was tight. The smell of leather and pine air freshener. His hands were on me immediately. Pulling my dress up around my waist. Finding my panties.

"These need to come off."

He yanked them down. I lifted my hips. My red heels stayed on. He tossed my panties onto the front seat.

"Turn around. On your knees."

I turned. Got on my knees on the back seat. Facing away from him. My hands braced against the front seat. My dress bunched around my waist. My round ass exposed. My pussy already dripping.

His rough hands gripped my ass. Spread me open. I heard him groan.

"Fuck me. Look at that wet cunt. Already dripping for it."

One finger slid through my wetness. Circled my opening. Pushed inside. I gasped. He added another finger. Stretched me. His thumb found my clit. Rubbed hard.

"You like sneaking around, don't you? Like letting strangers fuck this married pussy while your husband sits at home."

"Yes."

"Say it. Tell me what you are."

"I'm a married slut."

"Damn right you are." His fingers pumped faster. "Bet you do this all the time. Walk into bars. Show off these tits. Let men take you in parking garages like a cheap whore."

My pussy clenched around his fingers. The words made me wetter.

He pulled his fingers out. I heard his zipper. The crinkle of a condom wrapper. Latex snapping into place.

His cock pushed against my opening. Thick. Blunt. He didn't ease in. Just thrust forward. Buried himself completely in one stroke.

"Unghh!" I cried out. The stretch burned. Perfect.

"Fuck, this cunt is tight." His hands gripped my hips. Bruising. "Gonna wreck this pussy. Make you feel it for days."

He started fucking me. Hard. Deep. His hips slammed against my round ass. The sound of skin hitting skin loud in the enclosed space. The truck rocked.

"Take that cock. Take all of it."

My heavy tits bounced. The neckline of my dress pulled down. My tits spilled out. My fat nipples dragged against the leather seat with each thrust.

"Ahhh! Fuck!"

His rhythm was brutal. His thick cock stretched me. Hit deep. My pussy clenched around him.

One hand left my hip. Slid up my back. Fisted in my hair. Yanked my head back. Arched my spine.

"That's it. Arch that back. Stick that ass out so I can fuck you proper."

The new angle made him hit that spot inside me. The one that made my vision blur.

"Oh god!"

"You gonna come on this cock? Gonna soak me like the dirty bitch you are?"

His other hand reached around. Found my clit. Pinched hard. Pain and pleasure crashed together.

"Yes! Fuck, yes!"

"That's right. Come for me. Show me what a filthy cheating wife you are."

He rubbed my clit. Fast circles. His cock pounding into me. My orgasm built fast. Coiling tight in my belly.

I came. Hard. My pussy clamped down on his thick cock. Pulsing. Milking him. I screamed. Loud.

"Fuck!" Derek's hand tightened in my hair. "That's it. Squeeze that cock with your slutty cunt."

He kept fucking me through it. Drawing it out. Making waves crash over me until I was sobbing.

A car door slammed.

Close. Maybe ten feet away.

We both froze.

Derek's cock was still buried inside me. My dress bunched around my waist. My heavy tits hanging out. His hand still fisted in my hair.

Footsteps. Getting closer. The echo of dress shoes on concrete. A man's voice talking on his phone.

My heart slammed against my ribs. Derek's breathing stopped.

The footsteps got closer. Right outside the truck.

The man's voice was clearer now. Something about a meeting on Monday. His footsteps stopped. Right beside the truck.

Derek's hand clamped over my mouth. His other hand gripped my hip. Holding me still. His thick cock twitched inside me. My pussy clenched involuntarily.

Seconds stretched. The man kept talking. Right there. If he turned his head. If he looked in the window.

My pussy throbbed. Fear and arousal mixing until they were the same thing. I was frozen. Impaled on a stranger's cock. About to be caught.

The man's voice moved. Fading. His footsteps echoed away. A car door opened. Closed. An engine started. Headlights swept across the truck interior. Then gone.

Derek pulled his hand from my mouth. His breathing came out in a rush.

"Holy fuck," he whispered. "That was too close."

My whole body trembled. My pussy still clenched around his cock.

He started moving again. Slow at first. Then faster. His hands gripped my hips. Pulled me back onto his cock with each thrust.

"That got you soaking wet, didn't it?" His voice rough. "Almost getting caught with a strange cock buried in your cunt."

I was. My pussy made wet sounds around his thick cock. Obscene.

"You fucking love the danger. Love knowing someone could see what a whore you are."

"Yes," I gasped. "Fuck, yes."

He slammed into me. Harder now. His rough hands gripped my round ass. Spread me wide. His thumb pressed against my asshole. Just pressure.

"Next time I'm fucking this ass," he growled. "Gonna use all your holes. Make you take it like the slut you are."

The words pushed me over again. My pussy spasmed. A smaller orgasm rolling through me.

"Fuck!" Derek thrust three more times. Hard. Deep. His cock swelled. Pulsed. He came with a grunt. His whole body going rigid behind me.

When he pulled out, I collapsed forward. My cheek against the leather seat. My body wrung out. Shaking.

I straightened slowly. Pulled my dress down. My heavy tits back inside. Found my panties. Pulled them on with trembling hands.

"I need to go."

He nodded. Reached for his phone.

"Can I get your number?"

"No. This was a one time thing."

I opened the truck door. Climbed out on shaking legs. My red heels clicked on concrete. My phone already in my hand.

"Leaving now. Meet me at the car."

Tom's response was immediate.

"On my way."

I walked the three blocks. Every shadow made my pulse spike. Every passing car could be someone who knew us. Someone who'd seen me climb into that truck.

Tom pulled up. I got in. He looked at me. At my flushed face. My messed hair. My swollen lips. The smudged lipstick.

"Tell me," he said.

"Drive first."

He pulled away from the curb. His hand found my thigh. Gripped tight.

"We almost got caught," I said. "Someone walked right past the truck. Stood right outside while he was inside me."

Tom's cock strained against his jeans. I could see it. The bulge growing.

"Tell me everything."

I did. Every detail. The bar. Derek's rough hands. His wedding ring. The things he said. His thick cock. The parking garage. The way he fucked me. The filthy words. The footsteps. The man on the phone. The terror of almost being seen. How wet it made me.

By the time we got home, Tom's hands were shaking on the steering wheel. His breathing was ragged.

We barely made it inside before he was on me.

Tom slammed the door shut behind us. His hands were on me before the lock clicked. Gripping my waist. Spinning me around. Pressing me against the wall. His mouth found mine. Hard. Desperate.

He pulled back. His eyes were wild. Pupils blown wide.

"Tell me again," he said. "About when you almost got caught."

His hand slid up my thigh. Under my dress. Found my panties still damp. "I need to hear it."

His hand pushed my panties aside. Two fingers slid through my wetness. Found me swollen. Used.

"He was inside me," I said. My voice shaky. "His cock buried deep. And the man walked right up to the truck. Stopped. Right outside."

Tom's fingers pushed inside me. I gasped. Still sensitive from Derek's rough fucking.

"What did you feel?"

"Terror. My heart was slamming. I thought we were done."

His fingers curled. Hit that spot. My hips rocked forward.

"And I was so fucking wet. It made me wetter. Knowing we might get caught."

Tom groaned. His cock strained against his jeans. Pressing into my hip.

"You wanted it. Wanted someone to see you getting fucked by a stranger."

"Yes." The admission came out as a moan. "God, yes."

He pulled his hand away. Grabbed my wrist. Pulled me toward the stairs.

"Upstairs. Now."

We climbed fast. My heels clicking on the hardwood. His hand on my lower back. Pushing.

In the bedroom, he turned me to face him. His hands found the zipper of my dress. Dragged it down. The fabric fell. Pooled at my feet. I stood there in just my panties and heels. My heavy tits bare. My fat nipples hard.

Tom's eyes roamed over my body. The flush on my skin. The marks on my hips where Derek's fingers had gripped. The wetness on my inner thighs.

"You look thoroughly fucked," he said.

"I am."

He stepped closer. His hand cupped my heavy tit. Squeezed. His thumb brushed over my fat nipple. I hissed.

"Sensitive?"

"He was rough with them. Kept squeezing. Pinching."

"Did you like it?"

"Yes."

"Did you come on his cock?"

"Twice."

He groaned. Both hands on my tits now. Kneading. Possessive. His mouth found my neck. Kissing. Biting. Marking me.

"Tell me what he said to you," Tom breathed against my skin.

My pussy clenched. The memory flooding back.

"He called me a married slut. Said I was a cheating wife. That I loved letting strangers fuck me."

Tom's teeth scraped my collarbone. His hands moved to my waist. Gripped tight.

"He said I was a whore. That my cunt was dripping for it. That he was going to wreck my pussy."

"Fuck." Tom pulled back. His eyes locked on mine. Dark. Hungry. "Did he?"

"Yes. I'm sore. I can still feel where he stretched me."

Tom's hand moved between my legs. Cupped my pussy through my damp panties. Pressed hard. I gasped.

"You're mine," he said. His voice rough. "He got to use you. But you're mine."

"Always yours."

He yanked my panties down. Naked except for the red shoes. Tom stripped fast.

"Get on the bed. On your back."

I climbed onto the bed. The comforter cool against my overheated skin. My legs fell open automatically. My pussy exposed. Swollen. Glistening.

Tom climbed between my legs. His hands gripped my thighs. Spread them wider.

"Look at you," he said. "Used. Dripping. So fucking beautiful."

His mouth descended. Tongue licking through my folds. I cried out. Too sensitive. But he didn't stop. His tongue circled my clit.

"Tom! Oh fuck!"

His fingers joined his tongue. Two pushing inside me. Stretching. Finding where Derek had been. Reclaiming.

"You taste different," he said against my pussy. "Like sex. Like him."

The words made me wetter. Made my hips rock against his mouth.

"Does that turn you on?" I gasped. "Tasting where he fucked me?"

"Yes." His tongue worked faster. "Knowing another man's cock was inside you."

My orgasm built. Too fast. My hands fisted in his hair. Pulled him closer.

"I'm close. Fuck, I'm so close."

"Come for me. Show me you're mine no matter who else fucks you."

I came. Hard. My pussy clenched around his fingers. My thighs clamped around his head. Waves crashed through me.

Tom didn't let up. Drawing it out until I was sobbing. Pushing at his head.

"Too much. Tom, please."

He pulled back. His face wet. His eyes wild. He moved up my body. His cock lined up with my opening. Pushed inside in one thrust.

"Ahhh!" The stretch burned. Good pain.

"You're mine," he said. His hips pulled back. Slammed forward. "Say it."

"I'm yours. Always yours."

He fucked me hard. Brutal. His hands pinned my wrists above my head. His mouth found mine. Kissing me. Making me taste myself on his tongue.

"Did he fuck you this deep?" Tom's voice ragged.

"No."

"Did his cock fill you like mine?"

"No. You're bigger."

The lie made him fuck harder. His cock hitting that spot with every thrust. My heavy tits bounced. My fat nipples scraped against his chest.

"The danger got you so wet," Tom said. His breath hot against my ear. "Almost being caught. You fucking loved it."

"Yes. God, yes."

"You want more. Want to take bigger risks."

My pussy clenched around him.

"Yes. I want more."

Tom groaned. His rhythm got more erratic. His cock swelling inside me.

"Next time closer," he said. "Someone from my work. Someone we might see again."

"Yes."

"You'll fuck someone who could recognize us later. Someone dangerous."

"Yes! Fuck, yes!"

His hand released my wrist. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles.

"Come with me. Come on my cock."

My orgasm hit. Sudden. Violent. My pussy spasmed around his thick cock. Milking him. He came with me. His cock pulsing. Filling me. His whole body shaking.

"Rachel. Fuck. Rachel."

We lay tangled together. Both gasping. His weight pressed me into the mattress. His cock still inside me. Softening. His cum leaking out around it.

Tom rolled onto his side. Pulled me against his chest. His arms wrapped around me. His face buried in my hair. We lay there in the dimming light. Our breathing slowly syncing.

His hand traced lazy patterns on my back. His touch gentle now. Loving.

"That was insane," he murmured.

I felt his chest shake. A laugh building. It burst out. Low. Almost disbelieving.

I started laughing too. The absurdity of it hitting me all at once. The fear. The thrill. The complete recklessness.

"We're insane," I said against his chest.

"Completely." His arms tightened around me. "We spent weeks being so careful. Deleting dating apps. Avoiding gyms. Too scared to try anything."

"And then tonight."

"And then tonight you fuck a stranger in a parking garage twenty minutes from our house."

I giggled. The sound bubbling up. Half hysteria. Half pure joy.

"Almost got caught too."

"Almost." His hand cupped my face. Tilted it up so he could see me. His eyes were bright. Happy. "You were terrified."

"So were you."

"I was." He kissed me. Soft. His lips curved into a smile against mine. "And I've never been so turned on in my life."

I laughed again. Pressed my face into his neck. Felt his pulse still racing under my lips.

"The thing we've been avoiding," I said. "The risk. The danger. It's what makes it hot here."

"I know." His fingers threaded through my hair. "All that caution. All that fear. And it turns out the fear is the whole point."

We lay there giggling. Our bodies still joined by his softening cock. His cum leaking between us. The wrongness and rightness of it all swirling together.

"We're so fucked," Tom said. But he was smiling.

"Completely."

He kissed my forehead. My cheek. My mouth. His hand stroked down my body. Possessive. Loving.

"I love you," he said.

"I love you too."

We fell quiet. Just holding each other. The laughter fading into contentment. Into the certainty that whatever we were doing, however reckless, we were doing it together.

His breathing deepened. His arms stayed wrapped around me. Safe even as we chased danger.

I closed my eyes. Felt his heartbeat against my cheek. Felt my pussy still throbbing. Already anticipating whatever came next.
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Chasing The Thrill
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The gym in Burnaby smelled like rubber and sweat and old metal. Thursday morning. Mid week crowd. Mostly men scattered between machines and weight racks. Music pounded through overhead speakers.

I walked past the front desk. The same girl as last time barely looked up from her phone.

My leggings were black. Tight enough to show every curve of my round ass. Every line of my strong thighs. The sports bra lifted my heavy tits. Made them bounce with each step. The cropped tank top over it was thin. My fat nipples visible if you looked close enough.

Men looked close enough.

Eyes tracked me across the floor. That electricity ran under my skin. The awareness of being watched. Being wanted.

I loaded the barbell for Romanian deadlifts. Not heavy. Just enough weight to make my body work. To make my hips hinge and my round ass push back and my hamstrings stretch.

The first set brought heat to the backs of my thighs. Sweat to my skin. I watched myself in the mirror. Watched the men watching me. Pretending to focus on their own workouts while their eyes kept drifting back.

One of them stood near the cable machines. Mid thirties. Tall. Fit body in a grey tank top and black shorts. Wedding ring on his left hand. Dark hair. Strong jaw. He wasnt even pretending to work out anymore. Just watching me bend forward. His eyes locked on my round ass.

I finished the set. Straightened. Let my heavy tits rise and fall with my breathing. Our eyes met in the mirror.

He smiled. Not shy about it.

I smiled back.

He walked over. Confident. His wedding ring catching the gym lights.

"Youve got great form."

I turned to face him. Let him see my flushed cheeks. My heavy tits pushing against the thin fabric. The sweat on my neck.

"Thanks."

"You been training long?"

"A while. Just getting back into it."

His eyes dropped to my heavy tits. Stayed there a beat longer than polite. Then moved back to my face. No apology in his expression.

"Im Marcus."

"Rachel."

We shook hands. His palm was warm. Rough with calluses. The handshake lasted longer than necessary. His thumb brushed against the inside of my wrist.

My pussy clenched.

"You need a spotter?" Marcus asked. "RDLs can be tricky with form."

"Im not sure Im doing them right."

"I can help with that."

"What are you working today?" I asked.

"Was doing chest. But Im flexible."

"Flexible. Good quality."

His smile widened. "I try to be accommodating."

The air between us felt charged. Hot. Every word carrying double meaning.

"So you going to spot me or just stand there looking helpful?"

"Oh, Im very helpful."

I turned back to the barbell. Added more weight. Enough to actually need someone checking my form. Marcus moved into position behind me. Close. His body just inches from mine.

"How many you going for?"

"Ten. Maybe twelve."

"Ill watch your form. Make sure youre hitting the right depth."

I gripped the bar. Lifted it off the rack. Marcus stepped closer. His hands hovered near my hips.

"Keep your back straight. Push your hips back."

I hinged forward. My round ass pushed back toward him. The barbell lowered down my thighs.

"Good. Just like that."

My ass was inches from his crotch. I could feel the heat of his body behind me.

"One more inch," he said.

I pushed my hips back further. My round ass pressed against his crotch. Felt the bulge there. Already getting hard.

"Perfect. Now come up."

I straightened. His hands moved to my hips. Guiding me. His fingers pressed into my skin through the thin leggings.

"Again. Same depth."

Second rep. I pushed my ass back. Pressed firmly against his cock this time. Felt it twitch. Getting harder.

His hands gripped my hips. Thumbs rubbing small circles against my hipbones.

"Thats it. Hold it there."

I stayed bent forward. My round ass grinding against his thick cock. His breathing changed. Heavier.

"Good. Come up."

Third rep. His cock was definitely hard now. Straining against his shorts. I pushed back slower this time. Let my ass press and drag against the growing bulge.

"Fuck," he muttered. "I mean. Good form."

His hands slid from my hips to my lower belly. Fingers spread wide. Pulling me back against him. Making sure I felt how hard he was.

Fourth rep. Fifth. Sixth. Each time grinding my round ass against his thick cock. Each time feeling it throb and grow harder through the fabric of our clothes.

Sweat ran down my neck. Between my heavy tits. My pussy was soaking wet. The fabric of my leggings rubbed against my clit with each movement.

"Youre doing great," Marcus said. His voice rough. His hands stayed on my belly and hip. His cock pressed hard between my ass cheeks.

I did the last few reps. Each one slower than the last. His thick cock throbbed against me every time I bent forward.

When I finished and racked the bar, Marcus didnt step back immediately. His hands lingered on my hips. His cock still hard against my ass.

"Your form is perfect," he said. His breath hot against my neck.

"Thanks for checking."

"Anytime."

He stepped back. The bulge in his grey shorts was obvious. Tenting the fabric. He didnt try to hide it.

"What else you working today?" he asked.

"Back. Maybe some chest."

"I can spot you through all of it. If you want."

"Yeah. I want."

We moved through the gym together. Marcus stayed close. His hands finding reasons to touch me. Adjusting my grip on the lat pulldown bar. Steadying my back during rows. His fingers brushing against my sides. His eyes dropping to my heavy tits every time I bent forward or arched my back.

Other men watched us. Watched him touching me. Watched the way we moved together. The chemistry obvious even from across the room.

When we got to the bench press, I lay back on the bench. Marcus stood at the head. Right above me. His crotch at eye level.

I gripped the bar. Looked up. His thick cock was right there. Hard. Fat. Outlined perfectly in his grey shorts. The head visible. The shaft thick and long. Straining against the fabric.

"Ready?" he asked.

I couldnt stop staring at his cock. At how hard he was. How big.

"Yeah."

He helped me lift the bar off the rack. I lowered it to my chest. My heavy tits pushed up against the sports bra. Marcus stared down at them. His cock twitched above my face.

"Up," he said.

I pushed the bar up. His hands hovered near it. Ready to catch if I needed. But his eyes stayed on my heavy tits. On the way they moved with each rep.

"How many?"

"Ten."

I did the reps. Each one with his thick cock right above my face. Each one with him staring at my heavy tits. My fat nipples hard and visible through the thin fabric.

When I finished, he helped me rack the bar. I sat up. Flushed. Sweating. My pussy throbbing.

"You train here regularly?" Marcus asked.

"Might start to."

"What days?"

"Depends. When are you here?"

"Tuesdays and Thursdays. Same time."

"Good to know."

We stood there. The gym noise faded into background. Just the two of us and the current crackling between our bodies. His wedding ring visible when he raised his hand to wipe sweat from his forehead.

"You want my number?" Marcus asked. "In case you need a spotter again."

"Sure."

He pulled his phone from his pocket. Unlocked it. Handed it to me.

I typed in my number. Saved it under just my first name. Handed the phone back. Our fingers touched. That same electric charge.

"Ill text you," he said.

"Okay."

"Maybe we could grab a drink sometime. After the gym."

My heart kicked up. This was the moment. Say yes and everything moved forward. Say no and walk away. Stay safe.

"Maybe."

"Thats not a no."

"Its not."

Marcus smiled. Slow. Confident. "Good."

He walked away. Glanced back twice. His eyes on my round ass. On my heavy tits. On all of me.

I grabbed my bag from the locker room. My hands shook pulling out my phone. My pussy throbbed. Soaked through my leggings.

Texted Tom. "Got hit on at gym. He spotted me. His cock was so hard the whole time."

I put the phone back in my bag. Didnt wait for a response. Walked to my car on shaking legs. My whole body buzzing. Alive.

Marcus would text. I knew he would. And when he did, I was going to say yes.
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The building downtown was all glass and steel. Twenty floors of tech companies and consulting firms. My client occupied the eighth floor. Id been coming here twice a month for the past year.

Id never paid attention to the coffee shop in the lobby before.

Tuesday afternoon. I finished my meeting early. Walked toward the elevator in a tight black skirt that hugged my round ass and strong thighs. Navy blouse with the top two buttons undone. Enough to show the curve of my heavy tits. Black heels that made my legs look longer.

The coffee shop was tucked in the corner. Small. Maybe six tables. A counter with pastries under glass.

He was standing at the pickup counter. Tall. Early forties. Dark suit. No tie. White shirt open at the collar. Clean shaven. Strong hands. Wedding ring.

Our eyes met as I walked past.

He smiled.

I smiled back. Didnt stop walking.

"Excuse me."

I turned. He was holding his coffee. Walking toward me.

"You work here?" he asked.

"I have a client on eight."

"Im on ten. Consultant. I feel like Ive seen you before."

"Maybe. I come here a lot."

He extended his hand. "James."

"Rachel."

His palm was warm. Dry. The handshake firm. Professional. But his eyes dropped to my heavy tits for just a second before coming back to my face.

"You getting coffee?" he asked.

"I was thinking about it."

"Let me buy you one. Make up for stopping you in the middle of the lobby."

"You dont need to do that."

"I know. But I want to."

The air between us shifted. His eyes held mine. Dark. Interested. His wedding ring caught the light.

"Okay."

We walked to the counter together. James ordered for both of us. Paid before I could pull out my wallet. We took our coffees to a small table by the window. Cars moved past outside. People walked by. Everything normal. Professional.

"So what do you do?" James asked.

"Marketing. Freelance. Mostly digital campaigns."

"Sounds interesting."

"Its fine. Pays well."

He smiled. "Damning with faint praise."

"What about you?"

"Strategy consulting. Help companies figure out what theyre doing wrong."

"And are they usually doing a lot wrong?"

"Always."

We both laughed. The conversation easy. Natural. But underneath it all, the current running between us. His eyes kept dropping to my heavy tits. To the curve of them pushing against the navy blouse. To the exposed skin at my throat.

"You married?" James asked. Direct. No pretense.

"I am." I held up my left hand. Showed him my ring. "You?"

"Ten years."

"Happy?"

He took a sip of coffee. Considered the question. "Its complicated."

"Isnt it always."

"What about you? Happy?"

"Very. In our own way."

James leaned forward. His elbows on the table. "Whats your own way?"

Heat spread through my chest. My pussy clenched. This was the moment. Tell him or walk away.

"We have an understanding."

"What kind of understanding?"

"The kind where Im sitting here having coffee with you and hes fine with it."

James eyes went dark. Understanding immediately what I meant. "Hes fine with more than coffee?"

"Depends on the situation."

"And this situation?"

I looked at him. At his wedding ring. At the hunger in his eyes. "Im still figuring that out."

We sat there. The coffee shop noise faded into background. Just the two of us and the possibility hanging between us.

"I have an office upstairs," James said. His voice lower. More intimate. "Tenth floor. Private. No one comes by after six."

My heart kicked up. "What time is it now?"

"Four thirty."

"Youre very direct."

"You said you were figuring out the situation. Im giving you information to help you figure it out."

I bit my lip. My pussy was already wet. Already aching. The risk of it. In this building where I met with clients. Where people might know me.

"I have some work to finish," I said. "For my client."

"So do I."

"What time does your floor clear out?"

"Six fifteen. Everyone gone by six thirty."

"Text me your office number."

James pulled out his phone. "Whats your number?"

I gave it to him. Watched him type it in. Felt my phone buzz in my purse a second later.

"Tenth floor. Office 1047. Door will be unlocked."

"Okay."

"You coming?"

"Maybe."

"Thats not a no."

"Its not."

James stood. Picked up his coffee. His eyes traced down my body. My heavy tits. My round ass visible even sitting down. My long legs crossed under the table.

"I hope you do," he said.

He walked away. Disappeared into the elevator. Gone.

I sat there. My hands shaking. My pussy throbbing. This was insane. This building was part of my professional life. My client was eight floors down. Security cameras everywhere. People who might recognize me.

My phone buzzed. Text from James. "1047. Six thirty. Ill be waiting."

I finished my coffee. Walked to my car. Sat in the parking garage staring at my phone.

Texted Tom. "Met someone at my clients building. Consultant. He invited me to his office after hours."

Three dots appeared immediately. "You going?"

"I think so."

"Fuck. Be careful."

"I will."

I put the phone down. Started the car. Drove to a coffee shop three blocks away. Sat there for an hour. Checking my phone. Watching the time. My pussy getting wetter with every passing minute.

At six twenty I drove back. Parked in the garage. Took the elevator to the tenth floor.

The hallway was empty. Quiet. Fluorescent lights humming overhead. My heels clicked on the polished floor. Too loud. Too obvious.

Office 1047 was at the end. The door was closed but unlocked like hed promised.

I pushed it open.

James was sitting on the edge of his desk. Jacket off. Shirt sleeves rolled up. He stood when he saw me.

"You came."

"I did."

He walked toward me. Closed the door behind me. Locked it. The click loud in the quiet office.

"I wasnt sure you would."

"Neither was I."

James stepped closer. His hand moved to my waist. Pulled me against him. His cock was already hard. I felt it pressing against my belly through his suit pants.

"Tell me to stop if you want me to stop."

"I dont want you to stop."

He kissed me. Hard. His hands gripping my waist. My round ass. Pulling me tighter against him. His thick cock throbbing against me.

I kissed him back. My hands moving to his chest. Feeling the muscle under his shirt. His heart beating fast.

James walked me backward toward the desk. His hands moving to the buttons of my blouse. Undoing them one by one. Exposing my heavy tits in the black lace bra.

"Fuck," he muttered. His hands cupping my heavy tits. Squeezing. His thumbs rubbing over my fat nipples through the lace.

"You like them?"

"Theyre perfect."

He pushed my blouse off my shoulders. Unhooked my bra. Let it fall. My heavy tits spilled free. Full. Round. My fat nipples hard and aching.

James bent down. Took one nipple in his mouth. Sucked hard. His hand squeezing my other heavy tit. Rough. Hungry.

My hand dropped to his crotch. Cupped the bulge straining against his suit pants. Thick. Hard. Long.

"Fuck," I breathed.

I stroked him through the fabric. Felt his thick cock throb under my palm. Squeezed. Hefted the weight of it. He was big. Bigger than I expected.

"Jesus, James."

He groaned against my nipple. Bit down gently. Made me gasp.

My fingers found his belt. Unbuckled it. Unzipped his pants. Reached inside. Wrapped my hand around his bare cock.

Hot. Thick. Veins running along the shaft. The head already slick with precum.

I stroked him slow. Root to tip. Felt him pulse in my hand.

"Fuck, Rachel."

His hand slid under my tight skirt. Found my soaking wet pussy. No panties. I hadnt worn any.

"God youre wet."

"I took them off in the car."

"Fuck."

His fingers pushed inside me. Two. Deep. His thumb found my clit. Rubbed rough circles.

I stroked his thick cock faster. Squeezed. Twisted my wrist on the upstroke.

"I need to fuck you," James growled.

"Yes."

He pulled his fingers out. Turned me around. Bent me over the desk. Papers scattered. A coffee mug fell. Rolled across the floor.

James pushed my skirt up around my waist. His hands gripped my round ass. Squeezed hard. Spread me open.

I felt his thick cock press against my pussy. Hot. Hard. Then he pushed inside. One hard thrust. Buried himself completely.

"Oh fuck!"

He was thick. Stretching me. Filling me. His hands gripped my hips. Started fucking me hard. Fast. The desk shook with each thrust.

"God youre tight."

"Harder."

He fucked me harder. His thick cock pounding into my pussy. My heavy tits swung beneath me. My fat nipples dragging against the cool wood of the desk.

"Stand up," James said. He pulled out. Grabbed my hand. Pulled me toward the window.

The floor to ceiling glass showed the city. Other office buildings. Windows lit up. People working late. The sky darkening.

James positioned me facing the window. My hands pressed against the cold glass. My heavy tits hanging free. Swaying.

He kicked my legs apart. Pushed his thick cock back inside me from behind. Started fucking me hard.

My hands pressed against the window. My heavy tits bounced with each thrust. My fat nipples hard. Aching.

I could see other offices. Other windows. People at their desks. Any one of them could look over. Could see me pressed against the glass. My heavy tits hanging. A man fucking me from behind.

The thrill shot through me. Hot. Electric. Made my pussy clench around his thick cock.

"They could see us," I gasped.

"I know."

"Anyone could look over."

"Does that turn you on?"

"Fuck yes."

James fucked me harder. His hands gripped my round ass. His thick cock stretching me. Filling me completely with each thrust.

I looked out at the city. At all those windows. All those people. The risk intoxicating. Making me wetter. Hotter.

"Im close," I gasped.

James hand reached around. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles.

"Come for me."

I came. Hard. My pussy clamping down on his thick cock. My whole body shaking. A moan tearing from my throat. My hands sliding down the glass.

"Fuck, Rachel."

He kept fucking me. Hard. Deep. His breathing ragged. His thick cock throbbing inside me.

"Where do you want it?"

"Inside. Fuck. Come inside me."

James groaned. His hands gripped my hips hard. His thick cock buried deep. He came. Hot. Pulsing. Filling me.

We stayed like that. Both of us pressed against the window. The city spread out before us. My heavy tits hanging. His cock still inside me. Both of us breathing hard.

James pulled out slowly. I felt his cum start to leak out. Run down my inner thigh.

I turned around. My legs unsteady. My pussy sore. Throbbing.

James was zipping up his pants. His face flushed. His hair messed up.

I found my blouse. Put it on. Buttoned it with shaking hands. Pulled down my skirt. Didnt bother trying to clean up. Just let his cum leak into my skirt.

"That was," James started.

"Yeah."

"You want my number? In case you come back to the building?"

"I already have it."

He smiled. "Right."

I walked to the door. Unlocked it. Looked back at him standing by the window. The city lights reflecting off the glass behind him.

"See you around," I said.

"I hope so."

I walked out. Down the empty hallway. My heels clicking on the polished floor. Got in the elevator. Hit the button for the lobby.

Security was at the desk. The same woman as always. She smiled when I walked past.

"Have a good night."

"You too."

I walked to my car on shaking legs. James cum leaking down my thighs with each step. Got inside. Locked the doors. Sat there breathing hard.

My pussy was sore. Throbbing. My heavy tits ached. My fat nipples still hard.

I pulled out my phone. Started to text Tom. Then stopped.

This one I wanted to tell him in person. Wanted to see his face when I described James thick cock inside me. The window. The city watching. His cum inside me right now.

I started the car. Drove home fast. My pussy aching. Already wet again just thinking about telling Tom everything.
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Thursday morning. I walked into the building at nine thirty. Same glass and steel lobby. Same security guard at the desk. She waved me through.

My client meeting was at ten. Eighth floor. Presentation on the new campaign strategy. Id spent three days preparing.

I wore a grey dress. Professional. Knee length. But it hugged my round ass and heavy tits in a way that wasnt quite innocent.

The elevator doors opened. I stepped inside. Hit the button for eight.

The doors started to close. A hand shot through. Stopped them.

James.

He stepped in. Three other people with him. Two men in suits. One woman with a tablet. All of them talking. Discussing some project. Budget concerns. Timeline issues.

James eyes met mine for half a second. Recognition flashed. Then nothing. His face went completely neutral. Professional.

He turned to his colleagues. Kept talking. Something about quarterly projections.

I stood at the back of the elevator. My heart slamming against my ribs. My face burning.

The woman with the tablet was asking questions. James answered. His voice calm. Steady. The same voice that had groaned my name three days ago while he fucked me against the window.

The elevator stopped at eight. My floor.

"Excuse me," I said.

The group shifted. Made room. James stepped aside. Didnt look at me. Didnt acknowledge me at all.

I walked past. Our bodies inches apart. I could smell his cologne. The same scent from his office.

The doors closed behind me. I stood in the empty hallway. My hands shaking. My pulse loud in my ears.

The receptionist greeted me. Led me to the conference room. Offered coffee. I said yes. Needed something to do with my hands.

My client arrived. Shook my hand. Sat down across from me. Started asking questions about the presentation.

I opened my laptop. Pulled up the slides. Started talking.

But my mind kept drifting. To James in the elevator. To how close he was. To the fact that he worked two floors above my client. That I could run into him any time. Every time.

What if his colleagues knew my client? What if they compared notes? What if someone saw us together?

"Rachel?"

I blinked. My client was looking at me. Waiting.

"Sorry. Can you repeat that?"

"The timeline. For implementation."

"Right. Yes. Six weeks. We can have phase one live in six weeks."

The meeting lasted an hour. I fumbled through half the answers. My client noticed. Asked if I was feeling okay. I said I was fine. Just tired.

When it ended, I packed up fast. Got out of there. Took the stairs instead of the elevator. Didnt want to risk seeing James again.

My car was in the parking garage. I sat behind the wheel. Breathing hard.

Pulled out my phone. Texted Tom. "Ran into James at the building. He was with colleagues. We pretended not to know each other. It was so close."

Three dots appeared immediately. "Fuck."

"I have to come back here twice a month. What if I see him every time?"

"Does that scare you?"

I stared at the phone. At Tom's question. My pussy was wet. Had been since the elevator. Since James stood inches away pretending I was a stranger.

"Yes. But it also makes me so fucking wet."

"God, Rachel. Im hard right now just thinking about it."

"The risk is getting closer."

"I know."

"I like it."

"I know you do."

I put the phone down. Started the car. My hands still shaking. My pussy throbbing.

This building was part of my professional life. My income. My reputation. And now James was here too. Two floors above my client. Close enough to destroy everything if anyone found out.

The danger should have made me stop. Should have made me tell James it was a mistake. That we couldnt do this again.

Instead, I wanted to go back upstairs. Find his office. Lock the door. Let him fuck me on his desk again while people worked just outside.

I drove home. The need building with every mile. The addiction taking root.

Tom was right. I liked the risk. Craved it. Needed it.

And I had no idea how to stop.

––––––––
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Tuesday evening. I drove to the gym in Burnaby. Six thirty. Late workout. Tom was working late at the university. I had the evening free.

The parking garage was concrete and fluorescent lights. Half empty. I parked on the second level. Grabbed my gym bag from the passenger seat.

Footsteps echoed across the concrete. Someone walking. Getting closer.

Marcus.

He came around the corner. Gym bag over his shoulder. Black t-shirt. Jeans. His hair wet from the shower. Droplets on his neck. His fit body visible even through the clothes. Wedding ring on his left hand.

He saw me. Stopped. His eyes went wide.

"Rachel."

"Hey."

"You just getting here?"

"Yeah. You leaving?"

"Just finished. Showered."

We stood there. Twenty feet between us. The parking garage quiet except for the hum of fluorescent lights and distant traffic.

I walked toward him. Slow. Let my hips sway. My tight leggings hugged my round ass. My cropped tank top showed the curve of my heavy tits in the sports bra.

Marcus eyes tracked down my body. Hungry. Dark.

"You looked good at the gym last week," I said.

"You looked better."

"Yeah?"

"Couldn't stop thinking about your ass pressed against me during those deadlifts."

Heat spread through my belly. My pussy clenched. "No?"

"Been hard every time I think about it."

I stepped closer. Right in front of him now. Close enough to smell his soap. His cologne. Fresh. Clean.

"You hard now?"

"Getting there."

I looked down. The bulge in his jeans was growing. Straining against the denim.

"I can see that."

Marcus hand moved to my waist. Pulled me against him. His thick cock pressed against my belly. Hard. Hot through the fabric.

"What are you doing, Rachel?"

"I don't know. What are you doing?"

"Trying not to kiss you in the middle of a parking garage."

"Maybe you should stop trying."

He kissed me. Hard. His hands gripping my waist. My round ass. Pulling me tight against him. His thick cock throbbing between us.

I kissed him back. My hands moving to his chest. Feeling the muscle through his shirt. His heart pounding.

Marcus walked me backward. My back hit the side of his SUV. Cold metal through my thin tank top. His hands moved to my heavy tits. Cupped them through the sports bra. Squeezed.

"Fuck, I want you."

"Then take me."

"Here?"

"Your car. Back seat."

Marcus pulled back. Looked around. The parking garage was empty. Quiet. But anyone could drive in. Could walk past.

"Fuck it."

He opened the back door. I climbed in. He followed. Pulled the door shut behind us.

The space was bigger than expected. SUV back seat with room. Tinted windows but not dark. Anyone looking close could see inside.

Marcus pulled me onto his lap. Kissed me hard. His hands everywhere. My heavy tits. My round ass. My strong thighs.

I ground against his thick cock. Felt it throbbing through his jeans. Rock hard.

"I need your cock in my cunt," I gasped.

"Yeah?"

"Yes. Fuck. Shove that fat dick inside me now."

Marcus hands yanked at my leggings. Peeled them off along with my thong. Tossed them to the floor. My bare pussy exposed. Wet. Dripping.

He unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his jeans. Yanked them down enough to free his thick cock. It sprang up. Hard. Veins bulging along the shaft. The head slick with precum. Fat and ready.

"Oh fuck, Marcus. That's a big fucking cock."

"You want this fat dick in your slut cunt?"

"Yes. God yes. Stretch my pussy with that monster."

He gripped his thick cock. Lined up. I lifted my hips. Sank down hard.

He split me open. Filled my cunt completely. Thicker than Tom. Thicker than James. My pussy walls gripped him tight.

"Fuck you're huge."

"You're so fucking tight. Like a vice on my dick."

I started riding him. Slow at first. Then slamming down. My heavy tits bouncing. My hands braced against the seat behind him.

Marcus hands gripped my round ass. Helped slam me up and down on his thick cock. Wet slaps filled the air. Skin smacking skin.

"Goddamn, your cunt grips me so good."

"Your cock is wrecking my pussy. So fucking deep."

"You love this fat dick destroying you?"

"Yes. Fuck yes. I need your cock ruining my hole."

Marcus yanked my tank top up. Hauled my sports bra over my heavy tits. They spilled free. Full. Round. Fat nipples rock hard.

He latched onto one. Sucked brutal. Bit down hard.

"Ah! Fuck yes!"

"Filthy tits. Made for sucking."

"Bite them harder. Mark my slut tits."

He did. Teeth scraping. Bruising my fat nipples. Making me howl.

I rode him savage. Faster. The SUV rocked hard. Springs groaning.

"Fuck my cunt harder," I snarled.

Marcus hands clamped my hips. Bucked up brutal. His thick cock hammering my pussy depths.

"Like that, you whore?"

"Yes! Pound my sloppy cunt!"

Windows fogged thick. Air reeked of sweat and cunt juice.

"Your pussy's flooding my balls."

"Your dick's so fat. Bottoming out in my fuckhole."

Marcus hand seized my throat. Squeezed firm. Claiming.

"Whose cunt owns this cock right now?"

"Yours. Fuck. It's your dirty hole."

"Scream it, slut."

"It's your cunt! Fuck it raw! Use my hole!"

He railed me harder. SUV bucking wild. Frame shaking.

Voices bounced off concrete.

People nearby. Laughing. Walking closer.

"Don't stop," I hissed.

"They'll hear your whore screams."

"I want them to. Keep destroying my pussy."

Marcus drilled deeper. His thick cock battering my core. My heavy tits flailing.

Voices neared. Man and woman. Chuckling loud.

"Oh shit. Oh fuck. Gonna cum."

"Squirt on my fat cock, bitch."

"Yes! Fuck!"

I exploded. Pussy convulsing. Squeezing his dick like a fist. Juices gushing.

I screamed raw. "Fuck! Marcus! Rip my cunt apart!"

Laughter cut off. Dead quiet. Then roars of amusement.

"Someone's getting wrecked!" the man yelled.

Woman cackled. "Nasty fuckers!"

Car door slammed. Engine roared away.

Marcus hammered relentless. Balls deep.

"Gonna flood your cunt."

"Pump me full. Breed my pussy."

"Fuck, Rachel!"

He erupted. Thick cock pulsing. Hot ropes blasting my depths. Gripping my ass till it hurt.

We froze. Gasping. Drenched. SUV stinking of cum and sweat.

Marcus dick twitched inside. Still leaking.

"That was fucking animal," he growled.

"Yeah."

"They heard every scream."

"I know."

"You're a dirty slut."

"And you're a beast."

He grinned. Kissed rough. "You're fucking incredible."

I lifted off slow. Cum poured out. Coated my thighs. Soaked the seat.

Pulled on thong. Leggings. Yanked sports bra down. Tank top straight. Body humming. Raw.

Marcus zipped up. Belt buckled. Combed wet hair. "Thursday? Same time?"

"Maybe."

"I'll be waiting to wreck that cunt again."

I opened door. Stepped out shaky. Cum squelching in my thong. Leggings sticky.

Walked to my car. Locked in. Sat panting.

Pussy wrecked. Throbbing. Heavy tits bruised. Nipples pulsing.

Pulled phone. Called Tom.

Second ring. "Hey."

"Hey. Home?"

"Just walked in. Gym good?"

"Changed plans. Workout went filthy. Shower. Bed. Coming home now."

"What the fuck happened?"

"Everything. Be ready."

"Fuck, Rachel."

"Move."

Hung up. Fired engine. Sped home. Pussy clenching. Cum leaking. Those laughs replaying. Screaming on his fat cock. SUV thrashing. Not giving a shit.

Addiction owned me. Risk my drug. Thrill my air.

Couldn't wait for Tom's cock while spilling every nasty detail. Chasing harder now. No brakes.
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He’s Just My Son’s Friend
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Erik's car pulled into the driveway on a Tuesday afternoon. I watched from the kitchen window as he unloaded his duffle bag from the trunk. Twenty three years old. Tall. My son.

I opened the door before he knocked.

"Hey, Mom." He pulled me into a hug. His body solid. Strong. Not the boy who left for university.

"Hey, sweetheart. Good drive?"

"Not bad. Traffic was light."

Tom appeared behind me. Shook Erik's hand. Pulled him in for a brief hug. The three of us stood in the entryway for a moment. That awkward beat before everyone settled into their roles.

"Summer break treating you well so far?" Tom carried Erik's bag toward the guest room.

"Yeah. Been working part time at the rec center. Lifeguarding." Erik followed him down the hall. "Saving up for next semester."

I went back to the kitchen. Started pulling ingredients for dinner. Chicken. Vegetables. Rice. Normal mom things.

The reality of the next two weeks settled over me. Erik would be home the entire time. Sleeping down the hall. Around constantly. No opportunities for anything except being his mother.

I had been planning this week differently. A fitted tank top and jean shorts to the grocery store. The gym across town where men always looked. Maybe that bar near the university where I could blend in. Anonymous. Available.

My pussy had been aching for days. Tom and I fucked regularly. Good sex. But I wanted more. Needed the thrill of new hands. A stranger's cock. The way men looked at me when they wanted to devour every inch of my body.

Now I was making chicken and rice.

Dinner conversation flowed easily enough. Erik talked about his classes. Business administration with a minor in sports management. He wanted to work in athletic facilities eventually. Maybe professional teams.

"How's that economics professor you were worried about?" Tom passed the vegetables.

"Turned out fine. Got a B plus in the class." Erik loaded his plate. "Just had to figure out how he wanted things formatted."

"And your roommate situation next year?"

"Same guys. We found a house off campus. Cheaper than the dorms."

I listened. Asked questions. Smiled. My heavy tits pressed against my t-shirt. I had put on a bra before Erik arrived. Something I rarely did at home anymore.

The days blended together. Erik slept late. Worked afternoons at the pool. Came home for dinner. We watched television. Talked. I did laundry. Grocery shopping. Wore loose clothing. Kept my body covered.

Tom went to his office at the university most days. Faculty meetings. Research. I had the house to myself for hours. But that did nothing. I needed out. Needed to hunt.

Instead I did freelance design work. Answered emails. Took calls. My pussy wet and ignored.

Tom and I fucked when we could. Quick and silent in our bedroom. His hand over my mouth. Both of us aware of Erik sleeping down the hall. It satisfied nothing. Made me hungrier.

A week passed. Then another few days.

I stood at the kitchen counter one morning. Erik walked in. Poured coffee. Looked at me.

"You and Dad doing okay?"

My hands stilled on the cutting board. "What do you mean?"

"I don't know. You both seem tense." He leaned against the counter. His eyes searching my face. "Did something happen?"

"We're fine, honey." I resumed chopping vegetables for lunch. "Just adjusting to being back. Work stress."

"You sure?"

"Positive." I smiled at him. "We're really glad you're home."

Erik nodded. Sipped his coffee. He did not look convinced.

That evening after dinner, Erik's phone rang. He answered. Walked outside to the deck. Tom and I cleaned up the kitchen. His hand found my ass briefly. Squeezed.

"Ten more days," he whispered.

"I know."

Erik came back inside. "That was Connor. Remember him?"

"Your hockey friend?" Tom dried a plate.

"Yeah. He's moving here for the summer. Got an internship downtown. He's looking for a place but everything's expensive or already rented."

"That's tough." I wiped down the counter.

"I told him he could crash here sometimes if you guys were okay with it. Just while he keeps looking. He wouldn't be here all the time."

Tom glanced at me. I shrugged.

"Sure. That's fine." Tom hung the dish towel on the rack. "When's he arriving?"

"This weekend. I'll pick him up Saturday afternoon." Erik grabbed a beer from the fridge. "Thanks, guys. I really appreciate it."

"No problem." I started loading the dishwasher. "Always happy to help your friends."

Erik headed to his room. The house settled into its evening quiet. Tom and I finished cleaning. Both of us counting the days until our son went back to school.

Thursday morning I woke up horny. Tom's hand on my waist. His body warm against my back. I pressed my ass against him. Felt his cock hard.

"Erik's still asleep," I whispered.

Tom's hand moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed. His cock pressed harder against my ass through our clothes.

"We don't have time." His breath hot against my neck. "I have an eight thirty meeting."

"We could be quick."

"Too risky."

I rolled over. Looked at him. His blue-grey eyes dark with want. His jaw tight. Frustrated as I was.

"I need something," I said.

"I know." He kissed me. Deep. His tongue in my mouth. His hand sliding down my stomach. Finding the waistband of my sleep shorts.

Footsteps in the hall. The bathroom door closing.

Tom pulled back. "Fuck."

"Yeah."

He got up. Headed to the shower. I lay there. My pussy wet. Aching. Unsatisfied.

Friday I went to the gym. Our regular one in the neighborhood. Wore loose shorts and an oversized t-shirt. Nothing that showed my body. Nothing that invited attention.

I ran on the treadmill. Lifted weights. Showered in the women's locker room. Came home.

Erik was making lunch. Sandwiches and chips spread across the counter.

"Want one?" He held up the bread.

"Sure. Thanks."

We ate together. He told me about the kids at the pool. The parents who hovered. The teenagers who broke rules. I listened. Nodded. My mind elsewhere.

That night Tom grilled burgers. We ate on the deck. The evening warm. Erik's phone buzzed constantly. His friends making weekend plans.

"You going out tomorrow?" Tom flipped a burger.

"Yeah. Connor's arriving around two. I'll pick him up. Then probably hang with him and the guys tomorrow night."

"Sounds good."

I sipped my wine. Watched the sun setting. Felt the heat between my legs that would not go away.

After Erik went to bed, Tom pulled me into our bedroom. Locked the door. Pushed me against it.

"I need you." His hands on my heavy tits. Squeezing roughly through my shirt.

"Yes." I reached for his belt. Unbuckled it. Freed his cock.

Tom lifted my dress. Pulled my panties to the side. Pushed inside me. Hard. Fast. No buildup.

"Fuck." I bit his shoulder to keep quiet. His cock felt good. Thick. Familiar.

He fucked me against the door. His hand over my mouth. Both of us silent except for breathing. The headboard on the other side of the wall from Erik's room.

Tom came inside me. Quick. We had not even fully undressed.

He pulled out. I felt his cum leak down my thigh. My pussy still clenching. Still hungry. I had not come.

"I'm sorry." Tom kissed my forehead. "I'll make it up to you."

"It's fine."

But it was not fine. I wanted more. Wanted different. Wanted a stranger's hands and mouth and cock. Wanted to be fucked like I mattered. Like my pleasure was the point.

I cleaned up in the bathroom. Looked at myself in the mirror. My dark hair messy. My full mouth swollen from kissing. My heavy tits straining against my dress. My body ready and no one to use it properly.

Saturday morning dragged. I did laundry. Vacuumed. Changed the sheets in the guest room for Connor. Put out fresh towels.

Erik left at one thirty to pick him up. Tom was in his study. Working on a research paper. I made iced tea. Sat on the couch. Scrolled my phone.

Two thirty. Three o'clock. Three fifteen.

Erik's car pulled into the driveway. I heard voices. Laughter. The trunk opening and closing.

The front door opened.

"Mom, Dad, Connor's here."

I stood up. Smoothed my shorts. I was wearing denim cutoffs and a tank top. Nothing special. Casual weekend clothes. My heavy tits pushed against the thin fabric. My fat nipples visible through the material.

Tom came out of his study.

Connor walked in behind Erik.

Twenty four years old. Tall. Maybe six two. Broad shoulders. Muscular arms. Dark blond hair cut short. Strong jaw. Blue eyes. A hockey player's build. Thick thighs. Narrow waist.

He wore jeans and a fitted black t-shirt that showed every muscle.

Those blue eyes found me. Held. Traveled down my body. My heavy tits. My strong legs. Back up to my face.

Heat flooded through me. My pussy clenched. Wet immediately.

"Mrs. Thompson." Connor's voice was deep. Confident. He held out his hand.

I walked forward. Shook it. His hand warm. Strong. His grip firm.

"Rachel's fine. Nice to meet you, Connor."

"You too. Thanks for letting me crash here."

His eyes dropped to my heavy tits again. Just for a second. Then back to my face. A small smile playing at his full lips.

He knew exactly what he was doing.

Connor carried his bags to the guest room. Erik followed. Their voices traveled down the hall. Laughter. The sound of things being unpacked.

Tom shook my hand. A brief squeeze. A question in his eyes.

I looked away.

"I'll get dinner started," I said.

The kitchen gave me something to do with my hands. I pulled chicken from the fridge. Vegetables. Started chopping. My mind replaying the moment Connor walked in. Those blue eyes on my body. The way he looked at my heavy tits without trying to hide it.

My pussy was wet. Had been since he walked through the door.

This was Erik's friend. His childhood friend. Someone who had been in our house a dozen times over the years. Someone who knew our family.

The wrongness of it made me wetter.

"Need help?" Tom appeared beside me. His voice low.

"I'm fine."

His hand found my lower back. Warm through my thin tank top. "Rachel."

"Not now."

Connor and Erik came back out. Connor had changed into athletic shorts and a tank top. His arms thick with muscle. His chest broad. The tank top showed everything.

"Smells good." Connor leaned against the counter. "What are you making?"

"Chicken stir fry. Nothing fancy."

"I'll eat anything that's not takeout at this point."

"The internship keeping you busy?" Tom grabbed beers from the fridge. Handed one to Connor. One to Erik.

"Yeah. Financial analysis. Long hours but good experience." Connor twisted the cap off. Took a long drink. His throat working. "Beats my last job."

"What was that?" I kept my eyes on the cutting board. Focused on the vegetables.

"Construction. Paid well but destroyed my body."

"Hence the gym obsession." Erik laughed. "Dude's there every morning at five."

"Old habits." Connor shrugged. Moved to get a glass of water from the sink. Brushed past me. His arm grazing my shoulder.

The contact sent heat through me. Brief. Could have been accidental.

I stepped aside. Gave him room.

Dinner was ready by six. We ate at the table. All four of us. Connor sat across from me. Erik beside him. Tom at the head of the table.

Normal conversation. Connor's internship. Erik's lifeguarding job. Tom's research. My freelance work.

Connor listened more than he talked. Asked questions. Looked at whoever was speaking. Polite. Attentive.

But every time I reached for my water, I felt his eyes on me. On my hand. My wrist. The way my heavy tits shifted when I moved.

When I looked up, he was already looking away.

"Pass the rice?" Connor held out his hand.

I picked up the bowl. Passed it to him. Our fingers brushed. His touch lingered a fraction too long.

"Thanks."

"Sure."

Erik was talking about some kid at the pool who kept diving in the shallow end. Tom was laughing. Neither of them noticed the way Connor's thumb had stroked across my knuckles.

After dinner Erik and Connor cleared plates. I stayed at the table with Tom.

Tom's hand found my thigh under the table. Squeezed once.

I did not respond.

We moved to the living room. Erik turned on a hockey game. The four of us settled in. Erik and Connor on the couch. Tom in his chair. I took the other chair.

Connor stretched. His arms over his head. His tank top riding up. Showing his stomach. Defined abs. A trail of dark blond hair disappearing into his shorts.

I looked at the television. Pretended to watch.

"Remember that game against Richmond?" Erik pointed at the screen. "When you got that penalty for boarding?"

"Refs were garbage that night." Connor shook his head. "Worth it though."

"Coach was pissed."

"Coach was always pissed at me."

They laughed. Fell into easy conversation about old games. Old teammates. I half listened. Watched the way Connor's body moved when he gestured. The thickness of his thighs. The way his shorts rode up.

He adjusted himself. His hand casual. But his eyes flicked to me.

Checking if I was watching.

I was.

My pussy clenched. I crossed my legs.

The game played on. Connor and Erik argued about penalties. About plays. Tom added comments. I said nothing.

Around ten o'clock Erik yawned.

"Early shift tomorrow." He stood. Stretched. "You good, Connor?"

"Yeah. Tired from moving." Connor stood too.

He walked past my chair. Stopped.

"Night, Rachel."

His voice low. Just for me. His body close enough that I could smell him. Clean sweat and deodorant and something male underneath.

"Night."

He held my eyes for a beat too long. Then followed Erik down the hall.

Their doors closed.

Tom and I sat in the living room. The television still playing. Neither of us watching.

"Well," Tom finally said.

"Yeah."

"That's Erik's friend."

"I know."

"His childhood friend."

"I know." I looked at him. "Nothing is going to happen."

Tom held my gaze. "Okay."

But we both knew I was lying.

Sunday morning I woke to the sound of the basement door closing. Movement below. Weights clanking.

Connor was working out.

I lay in bed. Tom still asleep beside me. The clock read six thirty. Too early to be up on a weekend. But my body was awake. Alert.

I slipped out of bed. Pulled on yoga pants and a sports bra. No shirt over it. Just the bra. My heavy tits pushed up. Contained but visible.

I told myself I was going to make coffee.

I walked to the kitchen. Started the machine. The basement door was open. I could hear movement. Breathing. The sound of a barbell being racked.

I poured water into the machine. Hit the button. Stood there.

Connor appeared at the top of the basement stairs. Shirtless. His chest and stomach slick with sweat. His athletic shorts low on his hips. That trail of dark blond hair leading down.

He stopped when he saw me.

"Morning." His voice rough. His chest still heaving.

"Morning." I did not move. Did not cover myself. Let him look at my body in the sports bra and yoga pants.

His eyes traveled down. Slow. My heavy tits. My flat stomach. My strong legs. Back up.

"Couldn't sleep?" I asked.

"Old habit. Early workouts."

"Erik mentioned."

Connor moved into the kitchen. Grabbed a glass. Filled it with water from the sink. His body close to mine. Close enough that I could smell his sweat. See the definition in his arms and shoulders. The veins running down his forearms.

He drank. His throat working. Set the glass down.

"You work out?" His eyes on my body again.

"Most days."

"It shows."

The words simple. Direct. Not a line. Just a statement.

My pussy clenched.

Connor grabbed a towel from his gym bag by the basement door. Wiped his face. His chest. His arms.

"Coffee smells good."

"Want some?"

"After I shower. Thanks."

He walked past me. Down the hall toward the bathroom. His body still bare except for those shorts.

I stood in the kitchen. My coffee forgotten. My body humming.

By the time Tom and Erik woke up, Connor was dressed. Hair wet. Normal. We ate breakfast together. Eggs and toast. Connor asked about good running trails nearby. Erik suggested a few. Tom mentioned the university track.

The day unfolded. Erik and Connor left to meet friends. Tom worked in his study. I did laundry. Cleaned. Made lunch.

They came back mid afternoon. Connor's shirt soaked with sweat. They had been playing basketball.

"I'm going to shower." Erik headed down the hall.

Connor grabbed water from the fridge. I was folding towels at the kitchen table.

"You two lived in Bali for a year?" Connor sat down across from me. His elbows on the table.

"Yeah."

"What was that like?"

"Different. Hot. Beautiful." I folded another towel. Stacked it. "Why?"

"Just curious. Erik said you loved it there."

"We did."

"Must be hard being back." His blue eyes steady on mine. "After all that freedom."

The word landed. Deliberate.

I looked up. Met his gaze.

"It's an adjustment."

Connor nodded. Took a drink. His eyes never leaving mine.

Erik came back out. The moment broke.

That night we ordered pizza. Watched another game. Connor sat on the floor this time. His back against the couch. Right beside my chair.

His shoulder inches from my leg.

Halfway through the game, he shifted. Leaned back. His shoulder brushed my calf.

"Sorry." He glanced up at me.

"It's fine."

He stayed there. His shoulder warm through my yoga pants. Light pressure. Constant.

Tom watched from his chair. His eyes moving between Connor and me. His jaw tight.

When the game ended, Connor stood. Stretched. His tank top riding up again.

"I'm beat. Night, everyone."

"Night." Erik was already half asleep on the couch.

"Night, Connor." Tom's voice flat.

Connor looked at me. "Night, Rachel."

"Night."

He walked down the hall. His door closed.

Tom stood. "Erik, bed."

"Yeah, yeah." Erik hauled himself up. Stumbled toward his room.

When his door closed, Tom looked at me.

"We need to talk."

"About what?"

"You know what." He moved closer. His voice low. "Connor."

"Nothing happened."

"Not yet."

"Tom."

"I see how he looks at you. How you look at him." Tom's hand found my waist. Pulled me close. "You want him."

My pussy was soaking wet. Had been all day.

"He's Erik's friend."

"I know."

"It's too risky."

"I know that too." Tom's other hand cupped my heavy tit. Squeezed. "But you still want him."

I did not answer.

Tom kissed me. Hard. His tongue in my mouth. His hand moving between my legs. Finding me wet through my yoga pants.

"Fuck," he breathed against my mouth.

"Not here."

We went to our bedroom. Locked the door. Tom fucked me hard. Fast. His hand over my mouth. Both of us thinking about Connor down the hall.

I came harder than I had in two weeks.

Monday morning Connor was up before anyone else. I heard him in the basement again. Six o'clock. The weights. The sound of effort.

I stayed in bed. Tried to ignore it. Tried to ignore the wetness between my legs.

Tom pulled me closer. His cock hard against my ass.

"He's down there again," Tom whispered.

"I know."

Tom's hand moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed roughly. Rolled me onto my stomach. Pulled my sleep shorts down. Pushed inside me from behind. No warning. Just his cock filling me.

I bit the pillow to stay quiet. His hand in my hair. Holding me down. Fucking me hard.

We both came fast. Desperate. Then lay there breathing.

Connor was in the kitchen when I came out. Showered. Dressed for his internship. Button down shirt. Dress pants. His hair still damp.

"Morning." He poured coffee. Handed me a cup. "Cream, no sugar, right?"

"Right. How did you know?"

"Noticed yesterday." He smiled. "I pay attention."

Erik stumbled out. Still half asleep. Grabbed coffee. The three of us stood in the kitchen.

Normal. Domestic. Except for the way Connor's eyes found mine over his cup. Held.

"I'll be late tonight," Connor said to Erik. "Team dinner with the other interns."

"No worries. I'm working till nine anyway."

They left together. The house went quiet.

Tom came out of his study. Found me standing in the kitchen. My coffee untouched.

"He made you coffee."

"Yeah."

Tom's hands were on me immediately. Gripping my waist. Pulling me back against him. His cock already hard through his pants.

"He wants you." His voice low in my ear. His hand sliding up to cup my heavy tit. Squeeze roughly. "That young cock is getting hard thinking about you."

"Tom." I tried to pull away. "This is different."

"I know." His other hand moved between my legs. Found me wet through my yoga pants. "That's what makes it so fucking hot."

"He's Erik's friend."

"Mmm." Tom's fingers pressed harder. Rubbing. "And he's been jerking off thinking about these tits. About this pussy."

My legs trembled. My pussy clenching.

"I'd love to watch him fuck you." Tom bit my neck. His fingers working my clit through the fabric. "See that young body on top of you. His cock stretching you open."

"We can't." My voice breathless. "It's too close."

"I know." Tom turned me around. Kissed me hard. "But fuck, I want it."

Tuesday Connor came home early. Erik was still at work. Tom was at the university. I was alone in the house.

I heard his car. His key in the door.

"Rachel?" He called from the entryway.

"Kitchen."

Connor appeared. Still in his work clothes. Tie loosened. Sleeves rolled up. His forearms strong. Veined.

"Intern dinner got cancelled." He set his bag down. "Erik around?"

"Working."

"Tom?"

"University."

Connor nodded. Opened the fridge. Grabbed a beer. "You want one?"

"Sure."

He handed it to me. Our fingers brushed. This time he did not pull away fast. Let his thumb stroke across my knuckles. Slow. Deliberate.

My breath caught.

Connor's blue eyes locked on mine. "You feel it too."

Not a question. A statement.

I should have said no. Should have stepped back. Should have reminded him whose house this was. Whose son was his best friend.

Instead I stood there. My pussy soaking wet. My heavy tits rising and falling with my breathing.

Connor moved closer. His body inches from mine.

"This is a bad idea," I whispered.

"I know."

"Erik is your friend."

"I know that too." His hand came up. Touched my face. His thumb tracing my full bottom lip. "But I haven't been able to stop thinking about you since I walked through that door."

I should have moved. Should have said something. Should have stopped this before it started.

Erik's car pulled into the driveway.

Connor stepped back. Fast. Grabbed his beer. Moved to the other side of the kitchen.

Erik walked in. "Hey. Dinner plans?"

"I was just going to order something." My voice steady. Calm. Nothing showing.

"Pizza?" Erik looked between us.

"Sure," Connor said. His eyes still on me. That small smile playing at his lips.

We ordered pizza. Ate together. Erik talked about work. About pool drama. About his plans for the week.

I barely heard any of it.

Later that night Tom found me in the bathroom. I was brushing my teeth. Getting ready for bed. He locked the door behind him.

His hands gripped my hips. Bent me forward over the sink. Pulled my sleep shorts and panties down in one motion.

"Tom, what are you..."

His cock pushed inside me. Slow. Deep. His hand on the back of my neck. Holding me down. Making me watch in the mirror.

"He touched you today." Tom's voice low. Rough. "I can smell it on you."

He started fucking me. Long slow strokes. His eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

"Connor would love to be right here." Tom's hand moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed. "Right where I am. His young cock inside you."

"Stop." But my pussy clenched around him.

"He'd fuck you so hard." Tom's rhythm increased. His cock hitting deeper. "Bend you over just like this. Make you watch yourself get fucked."

"Oh god."

"You want it." His hand moved to my throat. Light pressure. "You want that young cock stretching you open."

My orgasm hit fast. Hard. My pussy spasming around Tom's cock. My knees weak.

Tom kept fucking me through it. His breathing harsh in my ear.

"He'd fill you up." Tom groaned. "Pump you full of cum. Mark what's mine."

Tom came inside me. His cock pulsing. His grip on my hips bruising.

We stayed like that. Both of us breathing hard. My body bent over the sink. His cock still inside me. His cum leaking out.

"We're in trouble," Tom finally said.

"I know."



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Crossing The Line

[image: ]


Tom kissed me goodbye at the door. His hand cupped my face for a moment before he pulled away.

"I'll be home around six."

"Okay."

He left. I heard his car start in the driveway. The engine sound fading as he drove toward campus.

I stood in the kitchen. Connor was still asleep upstairs in the guest room. Erik had texted last night saying he was staying in Seattle overnight with his girlfriend. The house felt different knowing we were alone.

I made coffee. My hands shook slightly pouring the water. I told myself it was just caffeine need. Not the awareness thrumming through my body that Connor and I were the only ones here.

The shower in the master bathroom was hot. Steam filled the small space. I stood under the spray longer than necessary. My pussy already wet and it had nothing to do with the water running over my skin.

I dried off. Pulled on denim shorts. A grey tank top. No bra. My heavy tits moved freely under the thin fabric. My fat nipples visible through the cotton.

I told myself I was just being comfortable in my own house.

Connor was in the kitchen when I came downstairs. He wore gym shorts and a t-shirt. His hair messy from sleep. He looked up when I walked in.

His eyes dropped immediately to my chest. Locked on my heavy tits. The way they swayed with each step. My fat nipples pushing against the thin grey fabric.

"Morning."

"Morning." I moved to the coffee maker. Poured a cup.

Connor's gaze followed my body. I felt it like heat on my skin. When I reached up to grab a mug from the upper cabinet, my tank top rode up. Exposed my lower back. The top of my ass where my shorts sat low on my hips.

He stared. No attempt to hide it.

I turned. Caught him looking. His eyes snapped up to my face. He didn't look embarrassed. Just hungry.

"Tom already left?"

"Yeah. Around eight."

Connor opened the fridge. Grabbed milk. His arm brushed against mine when he reached past me for a mug. The contact sent heat through my belly.

We stood at the counter drinking coffee. His eyes kept dropping to my chest. To the outline of my heavy tits. The shadow of my cleavage visible through the neckline.

I shifted my weight. My heavy tits bounced slightly. Connor's jaw tightened. His hand gripped his coffee mug harder.

"How's the internship going?" I asked.

"Good. Busy. Learning a lot."

"That's good."

I walked to the sink. Rinsed my mug. Bent forward more than necessary. My shorts pulled tight across my round ass. The denim stretched. Showing the curve of my cheeks.

I glanced back. Connor was staring. His eyes fixed on my ass. On my strong thighs. He didn't look away when I caught him this time.

The air between us changed. Thickened. The pretense dropping.

"I need to shower before work." Connor set down his mug. His voice rougher now. "Should probably get moving."

"Okay."

He left the kitchen. I watched him walk away. Saw him adjust himself through his gym shorts before he reached the stairs.

His footsteps went up. The guest bathroom door closed. Then water running through the pipes.

I sat on the couch. My coffee cup cradled in both hands. The shower sound carried through the house. Steady. Constant.

My pussy throbbed.

This was the moment. The choice. I could stay here. Do nothing. Pretend the tension between us didn't exist.

Or I could go upstairs.

My heart pounded. This was Eriks friend. Eriks childhood friend living in our house. The wrongness of it should have stopped me.

Instead it made me wetter.

I stood. Walked to the linen closet in the hallway. Pulled out a fresh towel. The fabric soft and clean in my hands.

The stairs felt longer than usual. Each step deliberate. My bare feet silent on the carpet.

The guest bathroom door was closed. Water still running. Steam seeping out from the crack underneath.

I stood outside. The towel clutched against my chest. My breathing fast and shallow.

This was it. The line. Once I crossed it there was no going back.

I raised my hand. Knocked twice.

"Come in."

His voice came through the door. Muffled by the water sound but clear enough.

I turned the handle. Pushed the door open. Steam poured out. Hot and thick. The mirror fogged completely. Water drumming against tile and glass filled the small bathroom.

The shower had frosted glass. I could see his outline. His young body. Broad shoulders. Narrow hips. Water running over him.

"I brought a towel. In case you needed one."

My voice sounded steadier than I felt.

The water shut off. Silence except for the dripping. Then the shower door slid open.

Connor stood there. Naked. Water streaming down his chest. His flat stomach. His thick young cock half hard and already impressive.

He didn't cover himself. Didn't act surprised or embarrassed. Just looked at me. His eyes moving down my body. Lingering on my heavy tits straining against the thin grey tank top. On my bare legs below my short denim shorts.

"I already have a towel."

He pointed to the rack beside the shower. A blue towel hanging there. Untouched.

My heart hammered. My mouth went dry.

"Oh. Sorry. I thought—"

"But you'll need one."

His eyes locked on mine. Heat in them. Want barely contained.

"If you decide to join me."

The words hung in the steamy air. An invitation. A challenge. Permission wrapped in certainty.

My pussy clenched. Wetness soaking through my shorts.

I dropped the towel I was holding. It landed soft on the bathroom floor.

My hands went to the hem of my tank top. Pulled it up. Over my heavy tits. Over my head. I dropped it beside the towel.

Connor's eyes fixed on my bare chest. On my heavy tits. My fat nipples already hard in the humid air.

"Holy fuck."

The word came out rough. Hungry. His cock hardening completely as he stared.

I unbuttoned my shorts. Pushed them down my strong thighs. No panties underneath. Just my bare pussy. Already wet. Already aching.

I stepped out of the shorts. Stood naked in front of him.

Connor's cock stood fully erect now. Thick and long. The head dark. A bead of precum forming at the tip.

"Your tits are fucking incredible."

His eyes locked on my heavy breasts. On my fat nipples. Pure want in his face.

I stepped into the shower. The tile warm under my bare feet. Steam wrapping around my naked body.

Connor pulled me against him. His hands went straight to my waist. Gripped me. His cock pressed hard against my belly.

I reached past him. Turned the water back on.

Hot spray hit my shoulders. Ran down my back. Streamed between us. Making our skin slick.

His mouth crashed into mine. Kissing me like he'd been starving for it. His tongue pushing inside. Tasting me. Claiming me.

I kissed him back. My hands on his strong chest. Feeling the muscle. The heat of his young skin.

His hands moved up. Cupped my heavy tits. Squeezed them hard. Water running over them. Over his hands.

"Fuck, these tits."

He broke the kiss. Looked down at my heavy breasts in his hands. Water streaming over them. Making them shine.

"I've been jerking off thinking about these tits since I was a teenager."

His voice raw. Honest. His thumbs rubbing over my fat nipples.

"Used to stay over at Eriks. See you in the kitchen in the morning. Your tits in whatever you were wearing. Couldn't stop thinking about them."

"God."

My breathing fast. My pussy throbbing. His confession making me wetter.

"Knew they'd be perfect. Knew they'd feel this good."

He bent his head. Took one fat nipple into his mouth. Sucked hard. Water running over his face. Over my breast.

"Ahh!"

The suction intense. His tongue flicking. His teeth scraping.

My hands went to his head. Held him against my heavy tit. My fingers in his wet hair.

He switched to the other nipple. Bit down. Not gentle. His hand squeezing the abandoned breast. Rough. Claiming.

"Fuck yes."

I arched into him. Water streaming down my body. My pussy aching. Empty.

One hand slid down. Wrapped around his thick cock. Hot and hard. Water making my grip slippery.

"Ungh."

Connor lifted his head from my tit. His eyes dark. Pupils blown wide.

I stroked him. Base to tip. Water running over his cock. Over my hand. Making him slick.

His hand left my heavy tit. Slid down my body. Between my legs. His fingers found my soaking pussy.

"Jesus, you're fucking drenched."

Two fingers pushed inside me. No warning. Just need.

"Oh god!"

My pussy clenched around his fingers. My hand tightening on his cock.

He pumped his fingers. In and out. Water streaming down. His thumb found my clit. Rubbed circles.

"Can't believe I'm finally doing this."

His voice rough. Wonder and lust mixing. His fingers curling inside me.

"Fucking Erik's mom's hungry pussy."

The words shocked through me. Wrong. Taboo. Making my pussy clench harder around his fingers.

"You thought about this?"

My voice shaking. My hand stroking his thick cock faster.

"Every fucking time I came over. Lying in that guest room back in high school. Hearing you move around the house. Imagining this."

He curled his fingers. Hit that spot. Made my knees weak.

"Imagining these big tits bouncing while you ride my cock."

"Fuck."

Heat flooding through me. His crude words. His young fingers inside me. Water running over both of us.

He pulled his fingers out. Spun me around. My hands hit the wet tile wall. Cold against my palms. Water streaming down my back.

Connor pressed against me. His cock sliding between my ass cheeks. His hands gripping my hips. Water running between us. Making everything slick.

"Tell me you want this."

His cock rubbed between my cheeks. Teasing. His hands moving up. Cupping my heavy tits from behind. Squeezing them.

"I want it."

"Want what?"

He pinched my fat nipples. Hard. Water streaming over his hands. Over my tits.

"I want you to fuck me."

"Yeah? You want my cock?"

One hand left my tit. Grabbed my hair. Pulled my head back. Water hitting my face now.

"Yes."

"Say it. Tell me you want my young cock inside you."

"I want your young cock inside me."

Wrong. Filthy. Perfect.

He positioned himself. The thick head of his cock nudging against my soaking entrance. Water running down my ass. Down my thighs.

"Gonna fuck you so good. Gonna make you come all over my dick."

He pushed inside. One hard thrust. Buried himself completely.

"Oh fuck!"

The stretch. The fullness. His thick young cock filling my pussy. Hitting deep. Water streaming down both of us.

Connor didn't wait. Didn't ease in. Just started fucking me. Hard. Fast. His hips slamming against my round ass with each thrust. Water splashing with each impact.

The wet sounds obscene. Skin slapping. Water spraying. My moans echoing off the tile.

"Fuck yes. This pussy."

His hands gripped my hips. Bruising. Pulling me back onto his cock with each forward thrust.

"So fucking tight. So wet."

Water ran down my face. Down my chest. My heavy tits swung with each impact. My fat nipples brushing the cold tile.

I braced against the wall. Taking his thick cock. Taking everything he gave me.

"Harder."

The word came out as a gasp. A plea.

"Yeah? You want it harder?"

One hand left my hip. Reached around. Grabbed my heavy tit. Squeezed hard. Water streaming over it.

"Want me to rail this tight pussy harder?"

"Yes. God yes."

Connor fucked me harder. His young body tireless. His thick cock stretching me. Pounding into me. Water spraying everywhere.

"Shit. Your tits. Fuck."

Both hands on my heavy breasts now. Groping them. Squeezing them. Using them for leverage as he fucked me.

My pussy clenched. Heat coiling low in my belly. Building fast. The water. His cock. His crude words. Everything combining.

"I'm close."

"Fuck yeah. Come on my cock."

One hand left my tit. Slid down. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed fast circles. Water making his fingers slip and slide perfectly.

"Come all over my dick. Wanna feel this pussy squeeze me."

The command pushed me over. I came screaming. My pussy spasming around his thick cock. Waves of pleasure crashing through my body. My legs shaking. Only his hands keeping me upright. Water streaming over both of us.

Connor kept fucking me. Through my orgasm. Extending it. His cock relentless.

"Oh fuck. Oh god."

I was gasping. My hands slipping on the wet tile. Water hitting my face. My body overwhelmed.

"That's it. Take my cock. Take all of it."

He fucked me harder. Faster. His breathing ragged. His grip on my hips tightening. Water spraying with each brutal thrust.

"Fuck. Gonna come. Gonna fill Erik's mom's pussy."

The words sent another shock through me. The wrongness. The taboo. Making my pussy clench around him.

His rhythm broke. His cock swelled inside me. Then he groaned. Long and low. His hips jerking.

"Fuck yes!"

Hot cum filled my pussy. Pulse after pulse. Connor buried deep. His body shaking against mine. Water still streaming over both of us.

We stood there. Both breathing hard. Water running down. His cock softening inside me. His cum leaking out. Mixing with the water running down my inner thighs.

He pulled out slowly. Turned me around. Water streaming over my face. My heavy tits. He stared at them. At the water running over my fat nipples.

"Goddamn."

He bent down. Sucked water off one fat nipple. Then kissed me. His hands cupping my heavy tits. Squeezing them gently now.

I reached behind him. Turned off the water.

We stumbled out of the shower. Both laughing. Breathless. Water dripping everywhere. Reaching for towels.

Connor dried my heavy tits first. His hands lingering. His eyes locked on them.

"Can't stop looking at these."

"I noticed."

I smiled. Grabbed a towel. Started drying his chest. His stomach. Lower.

His cock twitched. Already starting to harden again.

"Jesus. You're twenty-four."

"And you're fucking hot."

He pulled me against him. Both of us still damp. His mouth finding mine. Kissing me deep.

His hands on my heavy tits. My strong ass. Still touching. Still wanting.

And I wanted more too.

Connor ran the towel over my heavy tits. Slow. His eyes locked on them. Water droplets still clinging to my fat nipples.

"These are perfect."

His voice quiet. Reverent. His thumbs brushing over the damp skin.

"You keep saying that."

"Because it's true."

I grabbed another towel. Dried his chest. His stomach. The water making his skin shine under the bathroom light.

My hand moved lower. The towel rubbing over his cock. Still half hard. Already starting to thicken again.

"Mmm."

Connor's hips pushed forward. Into the towel. Into my hand.

I dropped the towel. Wrapped my bare hand around his cock. Stroked him. Felt him harden completely in my grip.

"Already?"

"Can't help it."

He pulled me against him. Both of us still damp. His mouth finding mine. Kissing me deep. His tongue sliding inside.

His hands moved down my body. Over my heavy tits. My waist. My strong ass. Squeezing. Gripping. Not gentle.

"Bedroom."

The word came out rough against my mouth.

"Yours or mine?"

"Mine."

He took my hand. Led me out of the bathroom. Down the hall. Into the guest room.

His bed was unmade. Sheets twisted from sleep. The morning light coming through the window making everything bright and exposed.

Connor pulled me onto the bed. His hands on my waist. His mouth on my neck. Kissing. Biting. Moving down to my heavy tits.

I pushed him back. Onto the mattress. His head hitting the pillow. His cock hard and ready. Pointing up at me.

"My turn."

I straddled him. My knees on either side of his hips. My wet pussy hovering over his thick cock.

Connor's hands went to my heavy tits. Cupped them. Lifted them. His eyes locked on my fat nipples.

"Fuck. Yeah. Ride me."

I reached down. Wrapped my hand around his cock. Positioned him. The thick head pressing against my entrance.

I sank down. Slow. Inch by inch. Taking him inside. Feeling every bit of stretch. Every bit of fullness.

"Oh god."

My voice shaking. My hands braced on his chest.

"That's it. Take my cock."

Connor's hands squeezed my heavy tits. His hips lifting. Pushing deeper.

I bottomed out. His cock buried completely inside me. His cum from the shower still coating my inner walls. Making everything slick.

I started moving. Rolling my hips. Slow circles. Grinding down on him. Feeling his thick cock fill me with each movement.

"Fuck. You feel so good."

His hands moved to my hips. Gripping. Guiding my rhythm.

I rode him. My heavy tits bouncing. My fat nipples hard. His eyes locked on them. Watching them move.

"Love watching these tits bounce. Erik's mom's big fucking tits."

His hands left my hips. Went back to my breasts. Grabbed them. Squeezed them. Used them to pull me down harder onto his cock.

"Ahh!"

The angle hit deeper. Hit that spot inside. Made my pussy clench around him.

I rode faster. My hands still braced on his chest. My nails digging in. Taking what I wanted.

Connor sat up. His mouth finding my neck. Kissing. Biting. Hard enough to leave marks.

"Mmm. Yes."

His teeth scraped over my skin. His hands on my strong ass now. Gripping my cheeks. Spreading them. Guiding me up and down on his cock.

"Gonna mark you up."

His mouth moved to my shoulder. Bit down. Hard. The pain mixing with pleasure.

"Everyone's gonna see. Gonna know you got fucked."

His hips thrust up. Meeting my downward movements. Driving his cock deeper.

I wrapped my arms around his neck. Held him close. Rode him harder. The bed creaking beneath us.

"Fuck. Your pussy."

Connor's voice ragged against my skin. His hands squeezing my strong ass. His cock pounding up into me.

"So tight. So wet. Can't get enough."

My pussy clenching around his thick cock.

"Connor."

"Yeah. Say my name."

He bit my neck again. Sucked hard. Definitely leaving a mark.

"Connor. Oh god. Connor."

"That's it. Ride my cock. Use it."

I rode him faster. Chasing my orgasm. My heavy tits pressed against his chest. My pussy clenching around his thick cock.

"Close. I'm close."

"Come for me. Wanna feel it."

His hand slid between us. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed fast circles.

I came. Hard. My pussy spasming around his cock. My body shaking. His name spilling from my mouth.

"Fuck yes."

Connor held me through it. His cock still hard inside me. His finger still working my clit. Extending the pleasure.

When I could breathe again, he flipped me.

Strong. Fast. My back hitting the mattress. Him over me.

"Not done yet."

He pulled out. Grabbed my hips. Flipped me onto my stomach.

"Up. On your knees."

I scrambled up. Hands and knees. My strong ass in the air. My heavy tits hanging down.

Connor's hand ran over my ass. Squeezed one cheek. Then smacked it. Hard.

"Ahh!"

The sound sharp. The sting spreading across my skin.

"Been wanting to do that."

He smacked the other cheek. Just as hard.

"Fuck!"

My pussy clenched. Empty. Aching to be filled again.

Connor positioned himself. The thick head of his cock pressing against my entrance. Then he pushed inside. One hard thrust.

"Oh god!"

The angle. So deep. Hitting everything.

He grabbed my hips. Started fucking me. Hard. Fast. His pelvis slamming against my round ass with each thrust.

The bed shook. The headboard hitting the wall. The sounds obscene. Skin slapping. My moans. His grunts.

"This ass."

He smacked my cheek again. While still fucking me. The sting mixing with pleasure.

"This tight pussy."

His hands gripped my hips. Bruising. Pulling me back onto his cock with each forward thrust.

My heavy tits swung beneath me. My fat nipples grazing the sheets. The friction sending sparks through my body.

"Harder."

The plea ripped from my throat.

Connor fucked me harder. His young body relentless. His thick cock stretching me. Pounding into me.

"Yeah? This what you need?"

"Yes. God yes."

One hand left my hip. Slid up my back. Grabbed my hair. Pulled my head back.

"Such a dirty slut."

His voice rough. Strained. His cock driving deep.

"Getting fucked by your son's friend."

The words wrong. Taboo. Making my pussy clench around him.

"In his bed."

Thrust.

"While your husband's at work."

Thrust.

"Fuck!"

I was gasping. My hands fisting in the sheets. My body overwhelmed.

"You love it. Love getting railed by young cock."

"Yes!"

No shame. Just truth. Just raw need.

Connor's rhythm got faster. Harder. His breathing ragged. His grip on my hair tightening.

"Gonna come again. Gonna fill you up."

"Do it."

I pushed back. Met his thrusts. Taking everything.

"Fill me. Come inside me."

"Fuck. Gonna breed Erik's mom. Gonna fill this pussy full."

His words raw. Wrong. Perfect. My pussy clenching around him.

"Yes. Breed me."

"Fuck. Rachel. Fuck!"

His cock swelled. His rhythm broke. Then he groaned. Long and low. His hips jerking.

Hot cum flooded my pussy. Pulse after pulse. Mixing with what was already there. Connor buried deep. His body shaking.

He collapsed over my back. Both of us breathing hard. His cock still inside me. His cum leaking out around his shaft.

"Holy shit."

His voice muffled against my shoulder.

"Yeah."

We stayed like that. Connected. Both recovering. The morning sun bright through the window. The reality of what we'd done settling over us.

Connor pulled out slowly. Rolled onto his back beside me. His chest heaving. His cock softening. Slick with my wetness and his cum.

I collapsed onto my stomach. My legs shaking. My pussy sore. Satisfied. Leaking his cum onto his sheets.

"That was—"

"Yeah."

No other words needed.

His hand found mine. Squeezed. Both of us staring at the ceiling. Both knowing this changed everything.

Connor's hand stayed in mine. Both of us staring at the ceiling. His cum leaking out of me onto his sheets. The evidence of what we'd done soaking into the fabric.

"I really need to shower now."

His voice quiet. Almost laughing.

"For real this time."

I turned my head. Looked at him. His face flushed. His hair messy. Bite marks on his shoulder from my teeth.

"Yeah. You're a mess."

"So are you."

He sat up. Pulled me with him. Both of us covered in sweat. Cum. The smell of sex thick in the room.

We walked back to the bathroom. Our legs unsteady. The shower still damp from before.

Connor turned on the water. Hot spray filling the space with steam again.

We stepped in together. The water hitting our tired bodies. Washing away the evidence.

"Here."

Connor grabbed the soap. Lathered his hands. Ran them over my shoulders. My back. Down to my strong ass.

His touch gentle now. Different from before. Less desperate. More careful.

I took the soap from him. Washed his chest. His stomach. His cock. Still sensitive. Twitching slightly under my soapy hands.

"Careful."

His voice strained. Amused.

"Don't want to start again?"

"I have to be at work in forty minutes."

His hands moved to my heavy tits. Soaping them. His thumbs brushing over my fat nipples. Lingering.

"Though these make it hard to leave."

I smiled. Rinsed the soap off my hands. Tilted my head back under the spray. Water running through my hair. Down my body.

Connor watched. His eyes tracking the water over my heavy tits. Down my belly. Between my legs.

"You're staring."

"Can't help it."

We finished washing. Actually cleaning this time. Though his hands kept finding excuses to touch me. Soaping my heavy tits twice. Running his hands over my strong ass. Sliding between my legs to wash my pussy. His fingers lingering there.

"Connor."

"What? I'm being thorough."

We stepped out. Grabbed towels. Dried off quickly this time.

Connor walked to his room. Pulled clothes from his dresser. Boxers. Jeans. A button-down shirt for work.

I stood in the doorway. My towel wrapped around my body. Watching him dress.

He kept stopping. Coming back to me. Kissing me. His hands on my waist. On my face. Like he couldn't quite make himself leave.

"I have to go."

His forehead pressed against mine. His hands cupping my face.

"I know."

"Tonight though."

"Erik's still in Seattle."

"I know."

He kissed me again. Deeper. His tongue sliding into my mouth. Tasting me one more time.

"Can't wait."

He pulled back. Grabbed his keys from the dresser. His phone. Checked the time.

"Shit. I'm gonna be late."

He kissed me one more time. Quick. Then headed for the stairs.

I followed him down. Watched him grab his bag from the kitchen. His jacket.

He stopped at the door. Turned back to me.

"Tonight."

"Tonight."

He left. The door closing behind him. His car starting in the driveway. The engine sound fading as he drove away.

I stood alone in the hallway. My towel damp against my skin. My body sore. Marked. Bite marks on my neck and shoulders. Bruises forming on my hips where his hands had gripped me.

My pussy ached. Tender from his thick cock. From being fucked twice. Hard.

I could still feel his cum leaking out of me. Warm and wet. Running down my inner thighs.

I walked upstairs. Back to his room. The bed unmade. Sheets twisted and stained. The smell of sex and sweat filling the space.

Evidence everywhere.

I grabbed my tank top and shorts from the bathroom floor. Still damp from the steam. Pulled them on.

Walked to the master bedroom. My bedroom. The bed Tom and I shared.

I sat on the edge. Pulled out my phone. My hands shaking slightly.

Opened the message thread with Tom.

Started typing.

"Something happened this morning."

Deleted it.

"Connor and I fucked."

Deleted that too.

Finally just typed the truth.

"I crossed the line. Connor. This morning. Twice."

Sent it.

Three dots appeared immediately. Tom typing. Stopping. Typing again.

"Holy fuck."

Another pause.

"Tell me everything tonight."

I stared at the screen. My heart pounding. The reality of what I'd done settling over me.

Eriks friend. In our house. In his bed.

But my pussy still throbbed. My body still hummed with satisfaction. The kind I hadn't felt since Bali.

I wanted him again.

Tonight. When he came home from work. When we were alone again.

I knew I wouldn't stop.

Couldn't stop.

This had crossed into dangerous territory. But the danger made it hotter. Made it impossible to walk away.

I set down my phone. Lay back on the bed. Tom's side. My side. Our bed.

Connor's cum still leaking out of me. Soaking into my shorts.

Tonight couldn't come fast enough.
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I love you
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Connor texted at three fifteen.

Boss let me leave early. Heat got too bad. Be home in twenty.

I stared at the message. My pulse kicked up immediately. My pussy clenched.

Tom was still at campus. Erik was working at the pool until six. We would be alone again.

I set down my phone. My hands shook slightly.

This had been going on for three weeks now. Three weeks of stolen afternoons when Tom was at work and Erik was out. Three weeks of Connor's young body worshipping mine. His eager hands learning every curve. His thick cock inside me in every room of this house. Sometimes quick and desperate. Sometimes slow and worshipping. Always intense.

I had told Tom everything. Every encounter. Every time Connor made me come. Tom listened. Got hard. Fucked me after while I told him the details. This was what we needed. What we'd been chasing since we got back from Bali.

But something had shifted lately. Connor looked at me differently now. Held me longer after we finished. Said things that made my chest tighten with warning.

I walked upstairs. Changed out of my work clothes. Pulled on the black silk robe Tom had bought me in Bali. Nothing underneath. Just bare skin against the cool fabric. My heavy tits loose beneath the silk. My fat nipples visible when the light hit right.

I wanted Connor to know the second he saw me. Wanted him hard before he even touched me.

I went back downstairs. Poured iced tea. Stood at the kitchen counter staring out the window at nothing.

His car pulled into the driveway at three thirty-two. The engine cut. The door opened and closed. His footsteps on the front walk.

The key turned in the lock.

Connor walked in. He wore khaki pants and a button-down shirt. Work clothes. His tie was gone. The top two buttons undone. His sleeves rolled up showing his strong forearms.

His eyes found me immediately. Locked on my body. On the black silk robe. On the outline of my heavy tits beneath the thin fabric.

Heat flooded his face. Want naked and obvious.

"Hey."

My voice came out rough. Breathless already.

"Hey."

Connor dropped his bag by the door. Didnt move further into the room. Just stood there looking at me.

The air between us crackled. Electric. Dangerous.

"You got out early."

"Too hot to work." His eyes traveled down my body again. Slower this time. Taking in every detail. "AC broke in the building."

"That sucks."

Connor took a step toward me. His jaw tight. His hands flexing at his sides like he was fighting to keep them still.

"Toms at work?"

"Yeah. Until five thirty."

"Erik?"

"Pool. Six oclock."

The confirmation hung between us. We were alone. We had hours.

Connors breathing changed. Got heavier. His eyes dark with hunger barely contained.

"Rachel."

The way he said my name. Raw. Needy. It sent wetness flooding between my thighs.

I set down my iced tea. Turned to face him fully. Let the silk shift and cling to my body.

Connor moved closer. Another step. Then another. His eyes never leaving mine.

"You wore that for me."

Not a question. A statement.

"Yes."

He reached me. His body inches from mine. Heat coming off him in waves. The smell of his cologne mixed with sweat from the hot office.

"I havent been able to stop thinking about you all day."

Connors hand came up. Touched my face. His thumb tracing my jaw. His fingers sliding into my hair.

"About your sexy body. Your heavy tits bouncing. The sounds you made when I was inside you."

My breath caught. My pussy throbbed.

"Connor."

His other hand moved to my waist. Gripped me through the thin silk. Pulled me against him. I felt his cock already hard through his khakis. Pressing into my stomach.

"I cant stop wanting you."

Then his mouth was on mine. Hard. Desperate. His tongue pushing past my lips. Claiming. Taking.

I kissed him back. My hands fisting in his work shirt. Pulling him closer. Three weeks of this and the hunger never faded. Never dulled.

Connor groaned. His hands everywhere. Gripping my ass through the silk. Sliding up to cup my heavy tits. Squeezing them rough through the thin fabric.

I broke the kiss. Grabbed his hand.

"Come."

I pulled him down the hallway. Past the guest room where we usually went. Past the bathroom. To the door at the end.

Our bedroom. Mine and Toms.

I pushed it open. Led Connor inside.

He stopped at the threshold. His eyes going to the king bed with its grey duvet. The photos of Tom and me on the dresser. Our wedding photo on the wall.

"Rachel."

His voice uncertain now. A question in it.

I turned to face him. Let the silk robe fall open. Showing him my naked body. My heavy tits. My wet pussy.

"Here. I want you here."

Understanding flooded his face. Heat and something darker. Want mixed with the knowledge of what this meant.

"In your bed."

"In our bed."

Connor groaned. His hands reaching for me. Yanking the robe off my shoulders. Letting it pool on the floor.

His mouth crashed against mine. Harder than before. More desperate. His hands everywhere. Cupping my heavy tits. Squeezing them. Pinching my fat nipples until I gasped.

I pulled at his work shirt. Got it unbuttoned. Shoved it off his shoulders. My hands moved to his belt. His khakis. Freed his thick young cock.

We stumbled toward the bed. The bed I shared with Tom every night. The bed where Tom fucked me after hearing about Connor. Where I told Tom every detail of what this young man did to my body.

Connor pushed me down onto it. I lay back against Toms pillow. My heavy tits falling to the sides. My legs spreading.

"Fuck." Connor stared down at me. His cock hard and leaking. "Youre so fucking sexy."

"Then fuck me."

He climbed onto the bed. His young body covering mine. His cock pressing against my entrance.

"In your husbands bed."

"Yes." I wrapped my legs around his waist. Pulled him closer. "Right here where he sleeps."

Connor pushed inside. One hard thrust. Buried himself completely in my soaking pussy.

We both groaned. The fullness. The stretch. His thick cock filling me perfectly.

"Youre so wet." He pulled back. Thrust deep again. "So fucking tight and wet."

"For you." I gripped his shoulders. Pulled him deeper. "All for you."

Connor started moving. Hard strokes. Deep. His hips rolling. His hands gripping my heavy tits. Squeezing them while he fucked me on my marital bed.

The headboard hit the wall. The same wall it hit when Tom fucked me. The same rhythm. The same sounds.

This was reckless. Dangerous. More intimate than anything wed done before.

And I wanted it.

Connor fucked me hard. His young stamina relentless. His thick cock pounding into my wet pussy while my heavy tits bounced with each thrust.

"Fuck. Rachel. God."

His voice rough. Strained. Getting close.

I reached between us. Found my clit. Rubbed circles while he drove into me. The pressure building fast. My whole body tightening.

"Connor. Right there. Dont stop."

"Not stopping. Gonna make you come."

His hands gripped my heavy tits. Squeezed them. Pinched my fat nipples hard enough to send sparks of pain mixing with pleasure.

The combination pushed me over. My orgasm tore through me. Hard. Violent. My pussy clamping down on his thick cock.

"Oh fuck. Oh god. Connor!"

I screamed his name. Loud. Not caring that we were in my marital bed. Not caring about anything except the waves of pleasure flooding my body.

"Yes. Fuck yes." Connor groaned. His rhythm breaking. Getting erratic. "Gonna come. Fuck. Rachel."

"Come in me. Fill me."

Three more hard thrusts. Then his cock pulsed. Hot cum flooding my pussy. Marking me. His face twisted with pleasure. Beautiful in his release.

"Ahhh. Fuck."

He collapsed on top of me. His weight pressing me into Toms side of the bed. His heart hammering against my chest. Both of us gasping. Covered in sweat.

We lay like that for long minutes. His cock softening inside me. His cum leaking out around his length. The afternoon light coming through the bedroom window making everything golden and unreal.

Connor rolled off me. Pulled me against his side. His arm wrapped around my shoulders. His fingers tracing patterns on my skin.

I could feel his cum dripping out of me. Soaking into the sheets Tom and I would sleep on tonight. The evidence of what wed done.

My body felt sated. Glowing. Three weeks of this and it never got old. Never stopped feeling incredible.

Connor turned his head. Looked at me. His young face serious. Something shifting in his expression.

"Rachel."

His voice different now. Softer. More vulnerable.

"Yeah?"

His hand moved to my face. Stroked my hair back. His thumb traced my cheekbone. The touch gentle. Too gentle.

"I need to tell you something."

My stomach tightened. Warning bells going off in my head.

"Connor."

"No. Let me say it."

He pulled me closer. His arms wrapping around me. Holding me against his young body. His face buried in my hair.

"These past three weeks have been incredible. Youre incredible. Your sexy body. The way you respond to me. The way you let me worship you."

His voice getting rougher. Emotion bleeding through.

"But its more than that. Its not just the sex. Its you. The way you smile. The way you laugh. The way you look at me like Im the only person in the room."

My heart started pounding. This was going wrong. This was exactly what I was afraid of.

"Connor. Stop."

"I cant stop." His arms tightened. "I tried. I tried to keep it just physical. Just fun. But I cant."

He pulled back. Looked at me. His eyes intense. Raw. Honest.

"I love you."

The words hung between us. Heavy. Dangerous. Changing everything.

My stomach dropped. Ice flooded my veins despite the warmth of his body against mine.

"Connor. No."

"Yes." His hand cupped my face. "I love you. I think Ive loved you since the first time. Maybe before that. Maybe since I saw you again after Bali and realized how different you were. How alive."

"You cant."

"I do."

His thumb stroked my cheek. His eyes searching mine. Looking for something I couldnt give him.

My mind raced. This was too dangerous. Too complicated. This was supposed to be physical. Fun. What Tom and I needed to feel alive again after coming home from Bali.

Not this. Never this.

I opened my mouth. Tried to find words. Tried to figure out how to shut this down without destroying him.

Before I could speak, a sound from downstairs froze us both.

The front door opening. Keys hitting the entry table.

"Mom? You home?"

Eriks voice. Clear. Close. Coming from the first floor.

Panic flooded through me. Ice replacing the heat in my veins. My heart slammed against my ribs.

Erik wasnt supposed to be home until six. It was only four thirty.

"Shit." Connor whispered. His eyes going wide. His face draining of color.

"Mom?"

Eriks footsteps on the stairs. Coming up. Getting closer.

We scrambled. Both moving at once. Connor rolling off the bed. Grabbing his clothes from the floor. I sat up. Looked around wildly for my robe.

"Rachel?" Eriks voice closer now. Top of the stairs. "You up here?"

Connor grabbed his work clothes. Looked at me. Terror in his eyes.

I pointed to the bathroom. The only option. He ran. Silent. Closed the door behind him just as I heard Erik reach the hallway.

I found my robe on the floor. Yanked it on. My hands shaking. My heart pounding so hard I thought it might explode.

"Mom?"

I pointed frantically at the door. Connor understood immediately.

He grabbed his khakis. His work shirt. His shoes. Moved fast and silent across the bedroom floor.

I heard Eriks footsteps in the hallway. Getting closer.

Connor slipped out the door. Turned right toward his room at the far end of the hall just as Eriks footsteps reached the top of the stairs from the left.

I stood. Smoothed the robe. My hands shaking. My face flushed. My hair a mess. Connors cum still leaking down my thighs.

"Mom?"

Erik appeared in the doorway. Twenty two years old. Tall like his father. His lifeguard shirt damp with pool water.

"Hey sweetie." My voice came out steady somehow. Normal. "Youre home early."

"Pool pump broke. They sent everyone home." His eyes scanned the room. The messed bed. The rumpled sheets. Then back to my face. "You okay? You look flushed."

"Just got out of the shower." The lie came easy. Too easy. "Heard you come in so I threw on my robe."

Erik nodded. Seemed to accept it. But his eyes lingered on me. Reading something he couldnt quite name.

"Wheres Dad?"

"Campus. Hell be home around five thirty."

"Connor home?"

My heart kicked up. Blood rushing in my ears.

"I think so. His car was in the driveway when I got home."

Erik pulled out his phone. Typed something. Waited. Then smiled at the response.

"Yeah. Hes in his room. Says they got sent home early too. Heat was too bad downtown."

I nodded. Tried to look casual. Tried not to think about Connor scrambling to get dressed. Probably throwing himself on his bed. Grabbing his phone. Texting Erik back like nothing happened.

Like he hadnt just been inside me. In this room. In my marital bed.

Like he hadnt just told me he loved me.

"Im gonna grab a snack. You want anything?"

"No. Thanks. Im good."

Erik turned to leave. Then stopped. Looked back at me.

"You sure youre okay? You seem weird."

"Just tired. Long day of work."

"Okay." He didnt look convinced but he didnt push. "Im gonna change and play some video games."

"Sounds good."

Erik left. His footsteps heading down the hallway toward his room. I heard his door close.

I stood there. Frozen. My heart still pounding. My whole body shaking with adrenaline.

That was too close. Way too close.

I walked to the bedroom door. Closed it. Locked it. Leaned against it.

My legs gave out. I slid down to the floor. Sat there with my back against the door. The silk robe falling open. Connors cum still wet on my thighs.

My phone buzzed. On the nightstand where Id left it.

I crawled to the bed. Grabbed it.

Text from Connor.

"Fuck. That was close. Is he suspicious?"

I typed back.

"No. I dont think so. But we need to be more careful."

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

Then his response.

"I meant what I said."

My stomach dropped. The words from before. The confession I hadnt had time to shut down.

"We need to talk about that. But not now. Not with Erik home."

The dots appeared. Stayed there for a long time. Then disappeared without a response.

I set down the phone. Looked at the bed. The sheets soaked with sweat and cum and evidence of what wed done.

I needed to change them before Tom got home. Needed to shower. Needed to wash Connor off my skin.

But I sat there. Staring at the mess wed made.

Connors words echoing in my head.

I love you.

I stripped the bed. Pulled off the sheets soaked with sweat and cum. Balled them up. Carried them to the laundry room.

Started the washer. Hot water. Extra detergent. Erasing the evidence.

Then I showered. Scrubbed Connors scent off my skin. Washed his cum from between my thighs. Watched it swirl down the drain.

But I could still feel him. Still hear his voice saying those three words.

I love you.

I dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. Put on my normal face. The mother. The wife. Not the woman who just fucked her sons friend in her marital bed.

Downstairs, Erik sat on the couch playing video games. Gunfire and explosions coming from the TV.

I started dinner. Chicken. Rice. Vegetables. Normal Thursday night meal.

Tom came home at five forty-five. Kissed my cheek. Asked about my day.

"Fine. Good. Finished that campaign for the skincare client."

"Thats great."

He went upstairs to change. Came back down in shorts and a t-shirt. Poured himself wine. Offered me a glass.

I took it. Drank too fast.

At six fifteen, Connor emerged from his room. He wore sweatpants and a hoodie. His hair damp from his own shower. His eyes found mine across the kitchen. Held for just a second.

Then he looked away. Moved to the fridge. Grabbed a beer.

"How was work?" Tom asked him.

"Hot. AC broke. They sent us home early."

"Lucky you."

Connor nodded. Took a long drink. Didnt look at me again.

We ate at the dining table. The four of us. Tom talked about a faculty meeting. Erik complained about the pool pump. Connor stayed mostly quiet.

I pushed food around my plate. My stomach too tight to eat. My mind replaying the afternoon on repeat.

Connors confession. Eriks voice from the stairs. The scramble to hide what wed done.

Too close. Way too close.

"Mom, you okay?" Erik was looking at me. Concerned. "You barely ate anything."

"Just not that hungry. Long day."

Tom's hand found mine under the table. Squeezed. His way of asking if something was wrong.

I squeezed back. A lie that said everything was fine.

After dinner, Erik went back to his video games. Connor disappeared to his room. Tom and I cleaned up together. Loading the dishwasher. Wiping counters. Our normal routine.

"You seem tense," Tom said quietly. His back to Erik in the living room. "Did something happen today?"

My heart kicked up. He knew. Of course he knew.

"Later," I whispered. "When were alone."

Tom nodded. His jaw tightening. That look I knew. The one that meant he was already getting hard thinking about what I might tell him.

We went upstairs at ten. Both of us saying goodnight to Erik. Hearing Connors door stay closed. No sign of him.

In our bedroom, Tom closed the door. Locked it. Turned to face me.

"Tell me."

I sat on the edge of the bed. The new sheets crisp and clean. No evidence of what had happened here hours ago.

"Connor came home early. Around three thirty."

Toms breathing changed. Got heavier.

"We fucked. Here. In our bed."

"Fuck, Rachel."

"Erik came home while Connor was still here. We barely got him out in time."

Tom moved closer. His hands on my shoulders. His eyes dark.

"Did Erik see anything?"

"No. Connor made it to his room. But it was close. Too close."

"Jesus."

Tom sat beside me. Ran his hand through his hair. Both of us processing how badly that could have gone.

"Theres something else," I said quietly.

"What?"

I looked at him. At my husband. At the man who had given me permission to explore this. Who got off on hearing about other men inside me.

"Connor told me he loves me."

Toms whole body went rigid. His jaw clenched.

"What?"

"Right before Erik came home. He said he loves me. That its more than just sex for him."

Tom stood. Walked to the window. Stared out at the dark street. His hands balled into fists.

"Fuck."

"I know."

"This is too dangerous now."

"I know."

He turned back to face me. His expression hard. Worried.

"We need to end this. With Connor. Before it gets worse."

I nodded. Relief flooding through me that he was saying it. That I didnt have to be the one to decide.

"Yeah. We do."

Tom came back to the bed. Pulled me against him. His arms tight around me.

"Im sorry. I know you were enjoying it. But feelings change everything."

"I know."

We lay down together. Tom behind me. His arm around my waist. His body warm against my back.

But I couldnt sleep. My eyes stayed open. Staring at the dark wall. My mind racing.

Connors voice echoing.

I love you.

The look on his face. Raw. Honest. Vulnerable.

My body still remembered his touch. His thick young cock. The way he made me feel worshipped. Desired.

But Tom was right. This had to end.

Before Erik found out. Before Connor got hurt worse than he already would be. Before this thing we started destroyed more than it gave us.

I felt Toms breathing even out behind me. Sleep taking him.

But I stayed awake. The weight of what I had to do pressing down on my chest.

Heavy. Unavoidable. Necessary.
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The Bar
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Tom leaned back in his chair. His coffee mug between both hands. The kitchen was quiet except for the rain against the windows.

"He has to move out."

I wrapped my hands tighter around my own mug. "I know."

"Soon. This week if possible."

My chest tightened. "Erik will ask questions. Why his friend suddenly has to leave."

"We'll figure that out." Tom's voice was steady. Firm. "Say we found him a place closer to campus. That it makes more sense. Erik won't push."

I stared into my coffee. Dark liquid reflecting the grey morning light.

"What if Connor tells him?"

Tom was quiet for a beat. His jaw working.

"He won't."

"You don't know that. He's twenty-four. He's hurt. He might—"

"He won't." Tom set down his mug. His blue-grey eyes locked on mine. "Because that destroys him too. Erik would never speak to him again. Connor knows that."

I wanted to believe it. Needed to believe it.

"So what. You just tell him he has to leave? Today?"

"I'll handle it." Tom reached across the table. His hand covering mine. "I'll say I found him a room. Help him pack. Make it easy."

"He'll know it's because of what he said. Because of me."

"Good. Let him know. He needs to understand this was always temporary."

The guilt sat heavy in my stomach. Connor's young face. The way he'd looked at me yesterday before everything went to shit. I love you. Three words that changed everything.

"I fucked up," I said quietly. "I should have seen it coming."

"We both should have." Tom squeezed my hand. "But it's done. Now we fix it."

I looked at him. At the tension in his shoulders. The worry barely hidden behind his calm exterior.

"You're scared."

"Yes." He didn't hide it. "Erik almost walked in. If he'd been thirty seconds earlier—"

"I know."

"This can't happen again. Not here. Not with someone close."

My pussy ached despite everything. Despite the fear. Despite knowing how badly we'd fucked up.

"I still need this," I said. "Even after Connor. I can't just stop."

Tom's thumb stroked my wrist. His eyes softening.

"I know. I'm not asking you to stop."

"Then what?"

"You get Connor out of your system. Tonight, you find someone who can't get attached."

I nodded. My heart already beating faster.

"Where?"

"That sports bar we looked up. Far enough from here. Working guys. No one who knows us."

My hands were shaking. From fear. From anticipation. From relief that we had a plan.

"Okay."

Tom stood. Came around the table. Pulled me up into his arms.

"Connor moves out today. Tonight you go hunting. We start over. Smarter this time."

I pressed my face against his chest. His heart beating steady under my cheek.

"I'm sorry."

"I know." He kissed the top of my head. "But we fix it. Together."

––––––––
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The parking lot was half full. Pickup trucks and older sedans. Working vehicles. The kind of place where nobody dressed up or pretended to be anything they weren't.

I sat in my car for a minute. Engine off. Rain drumming on the roof. My hands on the steering wheel.

Tight jeans. Black tank top. My heavy tits pushed up by the bra underneath. Hair down. Minimal makeup. I looked good. I knew I looked good.

Tom had watched me get dressed. His eyes dark. His cock already hard. He'd kissed me at the door. Told me to text him everything.

I got out of the car. Locked it. Walked across the wet pavement toward the entrance.

The sports bar was loud inside. TVs mounted on every wall showing hockey. Pool tables in the back. The smell of beer and fried food. Men outnumbered women three to one.

I walked to the bar. Felt eyes tracking me. Let them look.

The bartender was young. Mid twenties. Fit. Black t-shirt tight across his chest. He grinned when he saw me.

"What can I get you?"

"Whatever's on tap."

He poured. Slid the glass across to me. His eyes lingering on my chest. On my heavy tits pushing against the thin tank top.

I took a sip. Turned slightly. Let my gaze sweep the room.

A guy at the end of the bar was watching me. Big. Thirties. Flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Tattoos covering both forearms. Dark hair. Stubble. No wedding ring.

Our eyes met. He smiled. Slow. Confident.

I smiled back.

He picked up his beer. Walked over. Sat on the stool beside me.

"Jake."

"Rachel."

We talked. Easy conversation that turned flirty fast. He bought me another beer. Then another. His hand found my thigh under the bar. I didn't move it away.

"You play pool?" Jake nodded toward the tables in the back.

"I'm terrible."

"Good. I like winning."

I laughed. Followed him back. His hand on my lower back. Possessive already.

Jake racked the balls. I bent over the table to line up my shot. Let him see the curve of my round ass in tight jeans. Heard his breath catch.

"You're not playing fair," he said.

"Who said I play fair?"

The game stretched out. Jake stood behind me. His body pressed against mine. Showing me how to hold the cue. His hands covering mine. His thick cock hardening against my ass.

"Husband at home?" His mouth near my ear.

"Yeah."

"He waiting for you?"

"Probably asleep by now."

Jake's hand slid around. Cupped my heavy tit through the tank top. Right there in the bar.

"Does he know what he's missing?"

My pussy throbbed. "Not a clue."

We played another game. More touching. More heat building between us. His hand on my hip. My fingers trailing down his tattooed forearm. The pretending making everything hotter.

An hour passed. Maybe more. The bar getting louder. Drunker.

Jake leaned close. His lips brushing my ear.

"You want to get out of here?"

"Yes."

He threw cash on the pool table. His hand found mine. Led me toward the exit.

The rain had stopped. The parking lot smelled like wet asphalt. Jake led me to a pickup truck. Black. Lifted. Crew cab.

He opened the back door. I climbed in. He followed.

The space was tight. The windows already fogging.

Jake pulled me onto his lap. His mouth found mine. Hungry. His hands gripping my round ass through my jeans.

I ground against him. Felt his thick cock hardening beneath me.

"Your husband's an idiot." His hands moved to my heavy tits. Squeezed rough through the tank top. "Letting you walk around like this."

"Maybe I don't give him a choice."

Jake groaned. His mouth on my neck. Biting. Sucking. Marking me.

I reached between us. Unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his jeans. His thick cock sprang free. Hard. Veined. Ready.

Jake yanked my jeans down. My thong with them. Pulled them off completely. My bare pussy exposed.

"Fuck, you're soaked." His fingers found my wetness. Slid through my pussy lips. "Does cheating turn you on?"

"Yes." The truth in the lie.

Jake positioned me over him. His thick head pressing against my entrance.

I sank down. Took him raw. No barrier. Just his bare cock stretching me. Filling me.

"Ohhh fuck." My head fell back.

Jake gripped my hips. Started moving me. Hard. Fast. His thick cock driving deep.

The truck rocked. Windows fogged completely. Jake's thick cock stretched me. Filled me. His tattooed hands gripping my hips.

"Fuck. Your cunt is so tight."

I rode him harder. My heavy tits bouncing with each thrust. His eyes locked on them. Hungry. Dark.

Jake yanked down my tank top. My bra. My heavy tits spilled free. Pale skin flushed. Fat nipples hard.

He groaned. His mouth closing around one nipple. Sucking hard. His teeth scraping.

"Ahhh. Fuck yes."

His other hand mauled my other tit. Squeezing rough. Pinching my fat nipple until I gasped.

The pain mixed with pleasure. Shot straight to my pussy. Made me clench around his thick cock.

"You like it rough." Not a question. Jake bit down harder.

"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

He released my nipple. Sat back. His hands moving to my hips. Gripping hard. Controlling my rhythm.

"Bounce on my fat cock. Let me watch those big tits."

I braced my hands on his shoulders. Rode him harder. Faster. My heavy tits bouncing. Swaying. The sound of skin slapping skin filling the truck.

Jake's eyes never left my chest. Watching my tits move. His cock throbbing inside me.

"Does your husband fuck you like this?"

"No." The lie came easy. Natural. "Never like this."

"Good." Jake thrust up. Meeting my downward strokes. Driving deeper. "He doesn't deserve this pussy."

My head fell back. The angle hitting that perfect spot. Making my thighs tremble.

"Ohhhh. Right there."

Jake's hand slid between us. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles. His calloused fingers rough against my sensitive flesh.

"Come on my cock. Let me feel that cheating cunt squeeze me."

The dirty talk pushed me closer. The pretending. The wrongness of it all.

My orgasm built fast. Pressure coiling tight in my belly. My pussy getting wetter. Clenching around his thick shaft.

"Fuck. Jake. I'm close."

"Yeah? You gonna come thinking about what a total whore you are?"

"Yes. God yes."

His fingers worked my clit faster. His cock pounding up into me. Relentless. His other hand gripping my hip hard enough to bruise.

My orgasm crashed through me. Waves of pleasure radiating out from my core. My pussy spasming around his bare cock.

"Ahhh. Fuck. Yes. Yes."

I screamed. Right there in the parking lot. Anyone walking past could hear. Could know exactly what was happening in this fogged-up truck.

I didn't care.

Jake kept thrusting. Riding through my orgasm. Drawing it out. Making it last until I was shaking. Gasping. Oversensitive.

"Fuck, that was hot." His hands moved to my ass. Gripped both cheeks. "But I'm not done with you yet."

He lifted me off him. His cock sliding out. Wet. Coated with my juices. Hard. Still ready.

"Get down there. Suck my cock."

I slid off his lap. Positioned myself between his legs in the cramped space. His thick cock jutted up. Glistening with my wetness.

I wrapped my hand around the base. Thick. Hot. Pulsing.

Jake's hand tangled in my hair. Gripping. Guiding my mouth down.

I opened wide. Took him in. Tasted myself on his shaft. Salt and musk mixing.

"Fuck. Yes. That's it."

I sucked him deeper. Let him hit the back of my throat. Gagging slightly. My spit coating his cock.

"Such a good little whore. Taking it all."

I pulled back. Licked along his shaft. Swirled my tongue around the head. Then took him deep again.

Jake's hand tightened in my hair. Started moving my head. Fucking my mouth.

"That's it. Let me use that throat."

I relaxed. Let him control it. Let him push deeper. My eyes watering. Spit running down my chin.

This was what I needed. To be used. To be nothing but a mouth. A pussy. A body for a stranger to fuck.

Jake groaned. His hips bucking up. Driving his thick cock deeper down my throat.

"Fuck. You love this. Love being a cock-hungry slut."

I moaned around him. The vibration making him groan louder.

He pulled me off. His cock popping out of my mouth. Slick. Throbbing.

"Turn around. On your knees. I need to fuck you again."

I shifted in the cramped space. Got on my hands and knees on the back seat. My round ass in the air. My pussy exposed. Dripping.

Jake positioned himself behind me. His hands spreading my ass cheeks. Looking at me.

"Fuck. What a view."

His thick cock pressed against my entrance. He pushed in. One hard thrust. Buried himself completely.

"Unghh. Fuck."

The new angle was deeper. Harder. His cock hitting places that made my vision blur.

Jake gripped my hips. Started pounding. Fast. Brutal. The truck rocking violently now.

"This what you needed? A real man to fuck you proper?"

"Yes. Fuck yes."

My heavy tits swayed beneath me. Brushing against the leather seat. My fat nipples dragging across the surface with each thrust.

Jake's hand came down hard on my ass. The slap echoing in the small space.

"Ahhh!"

"You like that?"

"Yes. Again."

He spanked me again. Harder. The sting spreading across my ass cheek. Heat blooming.

"Fuck. Your ass jiggles when I hit it."

Another slap. Then another. My ass burning now. Marked.

Jake's rhythm got faster. More desperate. His breathing harsh behind me.

"Touch yourself. Make yourself come again."

I slid my hand between my legs. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed circles. My pussy still sensitive from the first orgasm.

"That's it. Good girl. Get that cunt ready to milk my cock."

The pressure built again. Faster this time. My body already primed. Already on edge.

Jake's thick cock stretched me. Filled me. Pounded relentlessly. His tattooed hands gripping my hips. Pulling me back onto him with each thrust.

"Fuck. I'm gonna come soon. Where do you want it?"

"Inside." I gasped. My fingers working faster. "Fill my pussy."

"Yeah? You want me to fill your married cunt with my cum?"

"Yes. God yes. Do it."

My second orgasm hit. Harder than the first. My whole body convulsing. My pussy clenching. Squeezing his thick cock.

The pleasure was too much. Too intense. My vision went dark. My body went limp.

I fainted.

When I came to, Jake was still inside me. Still thrusting. His hands holding me up.

"Fuck. Rachel. You passed out. That's so fucking hot."

He slammed deep. His hands gripping my ass. His cock pulsing. Hot cum flooding my pussy. Rope after rope. Filling me.

"Ahhh. Fuck. Take it all."

He kept thrusting. Slower now. Riding out his orgasm. His cum leaking out around his shaft. Dripping down my thighs.

Finally he stopped. Both of us breathing hard. His cock softening inside me.

Jake pulled out slowly. His cum gushing out. Coating my pussy. My thighs. Making a mess.

I collapsed onto the seat. Rolled onto my back. My legs spread. My pussy swollen. Leaking his cum.

Jake stared down at me. His eyes dark. Satisfied. Possessive.

"Fuck. Look at you. All filled up."

I smiled weakly. Still recovering. My body trembling.

Jake tucked himself back in. Zipped up. Found his flannel shirt on the floor. Handed me my clothes.

I sat up slowly. Started getting dressed. His cum still leaking out of me. Soaking into my thong as I pulled it back on.

"That was incredible," Jake said. Watching me dress.

"Yeah."

I pulled on my jeans. My tank top. Fixed my bra. My heavy tits still sensitive. My nipples rubbing against the fabric.

Jake reached out. Tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. The gesture surprisingly gentle after everything.

"Can I see you again?"

I met his eyes. Let him see the heat there. The hunger.

"I want to. But we have to keep it a secret. My husband can never know."

Jake's face lit up. His grin widening.

"Fuck yes. When?"

"I'll text you. When I can get away."

"I'll fill this pussy again." His hand moved between my legs. Cupped me through my jeans. "Breed you good next time."

Heat flooded through me. My pussy clenching at the words.

"I'd like that."

Jake pulled out his phone. "Give me your number."

I took it. Typed in my number. Handed it back.

"Text me when you can sneak away," he said. "I'll make time."

I kissed him once. Hard. Then climbed out of the truck.

The parking lot was darker now. Later. Most of the cars gone. Just a few trucks scattered across the wet pavement.

I walked to my car. Felt Jake watching me. Looked back once. He waved.

I got in. Locked the doors. Sat there for a moment. My pussy throbbing. Sore. Satisfied. Filled with his cum.

My phone was in the cup holder. I picked it up. Texted Tom.

"Done. On my way home. He was perfect. Big tattooed construction guy named Jake. Fucked me raw in his truck. Came inside me. Made me pass out from coming so hard. Got his number."

I set the phone down. Started the car. Pulled out of the parking lot.

Jake was still sitting in his truck. Watching me leave.

I pulled into our driveway. The house was dark except for the bedroom light upstairs glowing warm against the rain.

My thighs were sticky. Jake's cum leaking steadily into my soaked thong. My pussy throbbed. Sore. Used. Marked.

The front door opened before I killed the engine.

Tom stood there. Backlit. His silhouette tense. Waiting.

I got out. My legs shaky. Jake's cum running down my inner thigh now. Soaking through my jeans.

Tom met me at the car. His hands immediately on me. Checking. Reading every sign on my body.

He pulled me close. Kissed me hard. Desperate. His tongue pushing into my mouth. Tasting me.

Then he pulled back. His eyes dark. Hungry.

"Inside. Now."

We stumbled through the door. Tom's hands already pulling at my clothes. Stripping me as we moved through the house. My tank top on the floor by the stairs. My jeans halfway up. My soaked thong abandoned in the hallway.

By the time we reached the bedroom I was naked. Marked. Covered in another man's evidence.

Tom pushed me onto the bed. His eyes roaming over my body. Taking in every detail.

The bite marks on my heavy tits. The bruises forming around my fat nipples. The redness on my ass. The cum coating my thighs.

"Tell me," he said. His voice rough.

Tom knelt between my legs. His hands spread my thighs wide.

"He fucked me in his truck," I said. "Made me ride him first."

Tom's tongue slid through the cum coating my inner thighs. Licking. Tasting Jake mixed with me.

"His cock was so thick. Stretched me. I bounced on him while he watched my tits."

Tom's mouth moved higher. Closer to my pussy. His breath hot against my swollen flesh.

"He pulled down my top. Sucked my nipples. Bit them hard."

Tom's tongue found my entrance. Pushed inside. Licking out Jake's cum.

I gasped. My hands tangling in his hair.

"He made me come like that. His thick cock inside me. His mouth on my tits."

Tom groaned against my pussy. The vibration making me shudder. His tongue worked deeper. Cleaning me. Tasting everything Jake had left behind.

"Then he made me suck his cock."

Tom's hand moved to my heavy tit. Squeezed. His thumb brushing over the bite marks Jake had left.

"He fucked my throat. Called me a whore. Made me gag on it."

Tom's other hand gripped my ass. Fingers digging into the redness where Jake had spanked me.

"Then he bent me over. Fucked me from behind."

Tom's tongue moved to my clit. Flicked it. I jerked at the sensation. Still so sensitive.

"He pounded me so hard. Spanked my ass. Made me touch myself."

Tom sucked my clit into his mouth. His fingers replacing his tongue. Pushing inside my cum-filled pussy.

"I came so hard I passed out. Everything went dark."

Tom pulled back. Looked up at me. His face wet. His eyes dark with need.

"You fainted?"

"Yes. The orgasm was too much. When I came to, he was still inside me. Still fucking me. Still using me."

Tom's fingers curled inside me. Found that spot. His thumb pressed against my clit.

"He filled me with his cum. So much of it."

Tom leaned forward again. His tongue joining his fingers. Licking around where they stretched me open.

My back arched. The sensation overwhelming. Tom's mouth. His fingers. The memory of Jake.

"He wants to see me again. Thinks I'm cheating. That you don't know."

Tom's fingers pumped faster. His tongue working my clit. His other hand mauling my heavy tit. Pinching my bruised nipple.

"Fuck. Tom. I'm close."

He didn't stop. His fingers drove deeper. His mouth sucking harder.

My third orgasm crashed through me. Waves of pleasure rolling through my exhausted body. My pussy clenching around his fingers.

Tom licked me through it. Drawing it out. Until I was sobbing. Shaking. Pushing at his head because it was too much.

He pulled back. His fingers sliding out. His face slick with cum and my juices.

He stood. Stripped off his clothes. His thick cock jutting out. Hard. Leaking. Ready.

He climbed over me. Positioned himself at my entrance. His cock sliding through the mess.

He pushed inside. One brutal thrust. Buried himself in my cum-filled pussy.

We both groaned.

This was the reclaiming. The part where Tom made me his again. Where he added his cum to Jake's. Where he proved that no matter who fucked me, I always came home to him.

His rhythm was hard. Possessive. His hands gripping my hips where Jake's bruises were forming. His cock driving deep. Mixing everything together.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Pulled him closer. Needed him deeper.

This was us. This was our truth.

I could fuck strangers. Could let them use my body. Could come home marked and filled.

And Tom would accept it. Would celebrate it. Would reclaim me and make me whole again.

His thrusts got faster. More desperate. His cock swelling inside me.

"I love you," he gasped. "Fuck. I love you so much."

"I love you too." My nails dug into his back. "Only you. Always you."

Tom slammed deep. His hands gripping my ass. Lifting my hips. His cock pulsing. Hot cum flooding my already-full pussy.

He collapsed onto me. Both of us breathing hard. His cock softening inside me. Our combined cum leaking out onto the sheets.

We lay like that. Bodies tangled. Sweaty. Satisfied.

Tom finally rolled off me. Pulled me against his chest. His arm wrapping around me. Holding me tight.

"That was perfect," he said quietly. "Jake is perfect for this."

I pressed closer. My hand on his chest. Feeling his heartbeat slow.

"No complications. No feelings. Just a stranger who thinks I'm cheating."

"Which means he'll be discrete." Tom's hand stroked my hair. "Won't try to contact you at bad times. Will wait for you to reach out."

"And he's far from our life. From Erik. From anyone we know."

"Exactly."

We were quiet for a moment. Both processing. Both relieved.

This was better than Connor. Better than the hotel businessman. Better than any of the risks we'd taken since coming home.

This was what we needed. What we'd been searching for.

A stranger who wanted me. Who thought he was getting away with something forbidden. Who would fuck me hard and let me walk away.

And a husband who celebrated it. Who reclaimed me. Who loved me more for it rather than less.

"Connor moves out tomorrow," Tom said.

"Good."

"And you have Jake now. When you need it."

"When we need it." I looked up at him. "This is for both of us. Always."

Tom kissed my forehead. "Yeah. It is."

I closed my eyes. Exhausted. Satisfied. Safe in Tom's arms despite everything we'd done. Everything we'd risked. Everything we'd become.
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One Last Time
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Tuesday afternoon. Two days since Jake fucked me in his truck. Two days since I drove home with his cum leaking out of me and told Tom everything.

I stood at the kitchen counter chopping vegetables for dinner. The house was quiet. Erik at class. Tom at the university. Rain drummed against the windows. Grey Vancouver afternoon settling into evening.

Footsteps behind me. Connor emerged from the hallway. He'd been in his room all day. Studying maybe. Avoiding me maybe.

"Rachel."

I set down the knife. Turned to face him.

He stood in the kitchen doorway. Hands in his pockets. His young face serious. Those eyes that had watched me come so many times now looked uncertain.

"Can we talk?"

"Of course."

Connor moved closer. Leaned against the counter opposite me. Close but not touching. The space between us charged with everything we'd done in the guest room down the hall.

"Something changed," he said quietly. "I can feel it. You've been different the last few days."

I nodded. No point lying.

"We need to talk about this," I said. "About us. About what we've been doing."

Connor's jaw tightened. He looked down at his hands.

"You want to end it."

"I think we need to," I said carefully. "This has been incredible, Connor. You've made me feel alive and desired and beautiful. But we both know this can't continue."

"Why not?" His voice rough. Hurt bleeding through.

"Because I love my husband," I said simply. "I'm never going to leave Tom. This between us, it's been amazing, but it's not forever. It was never going to be forever."

Connor looked up. His eyes searching my face.

"I know that. I'm not asking you to leave him."

"And you deserve someone your own age," I continued. "Someone who can give you everything. A real relationship. Not sneaking around. Not hiding."

"What if I don't want someone my own age? What if I want you?"

The want in his voice made my pussy clench. God, I was going to miss having him down the hall whenever the hunger hit.

"Connor."

"I know this has to end," he said. "I'm not stupid. I know you love your husband. I know the risks. I know this was always temporary."

I stayed quiet. Let him talk.

He stepped closer. His hand found my hip. Light pressure. Testing.

"But can we have one more time?" His voice dropped lower. Raw. Honest. "A real goodbye? Not rushed. Not scared of getting caught. Just one more night where I can take my time with you."

Heat spread through my belly. My pussy getting wet at the thought. One last time with his young cock. His eager mouth. His hands that worshipped my body like I was precious.

But I couldn't just say yes. Couldn't make it that easy.

"I'll have to think about it," I said.

Connor's hand tightened on my hip for a moment. Then he nodded. Stepped back. Gave me space.

"Okay," he said quietly. "I understand."

I touched his arm. Felt the warmth of his skin.

"I promise I'll try to find a way," I said softly. "For one last time. A proper goodbye."

Hope flickered across his face.

"Yeah?"

"Let me see what's possible. With Tom's schedule. With everything."

Connor nodded. Something vulnerable in his young face. Something that made my chest tighten.

"I just want to do this right," he said. "Say goodbye properly. Not just stop and pretend it never happened."

"I know."

He looked at me for a long moment. Then leaned in. Kissed my cheek. Soft. Sweet.

"Thank you."

His door closed with a quiet click.

I stood there in the kitchen. Rain against the windows. Vegetables half chopped on the cutting board. My pussy throbbing with want and my mind already spinning.

One more night. A proper goodbye. It would be good for both of us. Clean. Final.

I picked up my phone. Opened my messages to Tom.

"Connor just asked for one last goodbye. A whole night, not rushed. What do you think?"

Three dots appeared immediately. Tom typing.

"We'll make that work. If you're sure he'll accept it as the last time."

Relief flooded through me. I typed back.

"He will. He knows this can't continue. He just wants a proper goodbye."

Tom's response came fast.

"I'll find a way to make it happen. But I want to watch or listen."

My pussy clenched. Heat spreading through my belly.

"Yes. We'll talk about how when you get home."

"Good. I'm already hard thinking about it."

I smiled at the screen. Set the phone down.

My hands shook slightly as I returned to the vegetables. Started cooking dinner like everything was normal.

But nothing was normal. Tonight Tom would come home and we'd plan it together. How to give Connor his goodbye. How to let him worship my body one last time while Tom watched or listened.

One last night with young cock down the hall. One last time having what I'd been craving since Bali. Easy access. Eager desire. A man who looked at me like I was everything.

Then back to strangers and bars and the hunt.

The rain continued. Dinner simmered on the stove. Everything calm on the surface.

Underneath, anticipation coiled tight and hot. Waiting for Tom to come home. Waiting to plan the details. Waiting for Connor's hands on my body and his cock inside me one final time.

One last time.
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Connor lifted my shirt over my head. Let it fall to the floor. His eyes moved over my body. My heavy tits in the black lace bra. My flat stomach. The curve of my hips.

"God, you're beautiful," he breathed.

His hands cupped my heavy tits through the lace. Squeezed gently. His thumbs found my fat nipples. Already hard. Already aching for his mouth.

I reached behind my back. Unhooked the bra. Let it slide down my arms. My heavy tits spilled free. Connor groaned.

"I'm going to miss these so fucking much."

He bent down. Took one fat nipple into his mouth. Sucked hard. His hand kneading my other heavy tit. Rough. Possessive. Like he was memorizing the weight of them.

I arched into him. My hands in his hair. Heat spreading through my chest. My pussy getting wetter.

Connor switched sides. His mouth on my other nipple now. Sucking. Licking. His teeth grazing the sensitive flesh. Making me gasp.

"Connor."

He pulled back. Looked up at me. His eyes dark with hunger.

"Lay back," he said.

I did. The mattress soft beneath me. My heavy tits rising and falling with my breathing. Connor's hands moved to my yoga pants. Hooked his fingers in the waistband. Pulled them down along with my panties. One slow motion. Revealing my bare pussy.

"Fuck," he whispered. "So perfect."

He knelt between my legs. Spread my thighs wide. I was already wet. Already ready for him. He could see it glistening on my pussy lips.

Connor lowered his head. His tongue found my slit. Licked from bottom to top. Slow. Savoring. I moaned.

Down the hall, I imagined Tom hearing that sound. His hand wrapping around his hard cock. Stroking slowly while he listened.

Connor's tongue circled my clit. Gentle at first. Then firmer. His hands slid up my body. Found my heavy tits. Cupped them. Squeezed them in rhythm with his tongue.

"Mmm," I breathed. "Yes."

His mouth worked my clit. Sucking. Licking. Creating perfect pressure. His fingers pinched my fat nipples. Rolling them. Tugging them. The dual sensation making my thighs shake.

Connor pushed two fingers inside me. Curled them. Found that spot. Started pumping while his tongue stayed on my clit. His other hand still kneading my heavy tit. Playing with my nipple.

"Oh god," I gasped.

The pleasure built fast. His fingers hitting exactly where I needed. His tongue maintaining perfect rhythm on my clit. His hand on my heavy tit grounding me.

"Connor, I'm close."

He groaned against my pussy. The vibration pushing me higher. His fingers pumped faster. His tongue worked harder. His hand squeezed my heavy tit rougher.

My orgasm hit. Hard. My pussy clamped down on his fingers. Pulsing. My back arched off the bed. My heavy tits bouncing in his hand.

"Fuck! Connor! Yes!"

He didn't stop. Kept licking. Kept pumping. Drawing it out. Making waves crash over me until I was gasping. Trembling. Oversensitive.

Connor pulled back. His face wet with my juices. His eyes glazed with lust.

"God, I love making you come," he said.

I sat up. Reached for him. Pulled his shirt over his head. His young body revealed. Smooth chest. Defined abs. Beautiful.

My hands moved to his jeans. Unbuttoned them. Unzipped. Pushed them down with his boxers. His cock sprang free. Hard. Thick. Perfect.

I wrapped my hand around his shaft. Stroked slowly. Connor's head fell back. His breath hissing out.

"Rachel."

I leaned down. Licked the head of his cock. Tasted his precum. Salty. Clean. I opened my mouth. Took him inside. Sucked gently.

Connor groaned. His hand found my hair. Not pushing. Just holding. Feeling.

I worked his cock with my mouth. Taking him deeper. My hand following my mouth. Creating suction. My other hand cupped his balls. Rolled them gently. Felt them tight and full.

"Oh fuck," Connor breathed. "Your mouth feels so good."

I hummed around his cock. The vibration making him twitch. I took him deeper. Let him hit the back of my throat. My hand squeezing his balls.

"Rachel, shit, I'm not going to last if you keep doing that."

I pulled off with a wet pop. Looked up at him. My hand still stroking his thick cock.

"I want to ride you," I said.

Connor's eyes went dark. He nodded. Climbed onto the bed. Lay back against the pillows.

I straddled him. My wet pussy hovering over his hard cock. I positioned him at my entrance. Sank down slowly. Inch by inch. Feeling him stretch me. Fill me. Perfect.

We both groaned when I bottomed out. His cock buried completely inside me. My heavy tits hanging above his chest. His hands immediately finding them. Cupping them. Playing with my fat nipples.

I started moving. Slow. Rolling my hips. Taking him deep. His cock hitting that spot inside me. His hands on my heavy tits sending sparks through my body.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," Connor said. "So tight. So wet."

I rode him slowly. Savoring it. The stretch of his young cock. The fullness. The way his hands worshipped my heavy tits. Squeezed them. Made my fat nipples ache.

Connor's hips started moving. Meeting my rhythm. Thrusting up when I came down. Driving deeper. Making me moan.

"Yes," I breathed. "Like that."

I leaned forward. Let my heavy tits drag across his chest. Changed the angle. His cock hitting different spots now. Better spots. My clit rubbing against his pelvis with each movement.

Connor's hands moved to my ass. Gripped my round cheeks. Helped guide my movements. Pulled me harder onto his cock.

"God, Rachel, I'm getting close."

"Me too."

I sat up straighter. Rode him faster. My heavy tits bouncing. Connor's eyes locked on them. Mesmerized. His hands moved back to squeeze them. Pinch my fat nipples.

The pleasure built again. Different from the first time. Deeper. More connected. My pussy clenching around his thick cock with each thrust.

"Connor."

"Yeah?"

"I'm going to come."

His hand slid between us. Found my clit. Rubbed circles. Fast and firm. The added sensation pushing me over the edge.

I came hard. My pussy spasming around his cock. Milking him. My heavy tits bouncing wildly in his hands. My mouth falling open in a silent scream.

"Fuck! Rachel! Yes!"

Connor thrust up hard. Once. Twice. His cock swelled. Pulsed. Hot cum flooding my pussy. Filling me. His hands squeezing my heavy tits bruisingly.

"Ahh! God! Fuck!"

We rode it out together. Both gasping. Both shaking. His cum pumping into me. My pussy clenching around him. Taking everything.

I collapsed forward onto his chest. His softening cock still inside me. Both of us breathing hard. Hearts pounding against each other.

Connor's arms wrapped around me. Held me close. His face buried in my hair.

"That was perfect," he whispered.

I kissed his neck. Tasted salt. Sweat. "Yeah."

We lay like that. His cock slipping out of me. His cum leaking out onto his thighs. Neither of us caring. Just holding each other.

"I meant what I said," Connor said quietly. "I love you."

I stroked his chest. Didn't answer. Couldn't give him what he wanted to hear.

"I know you don't feel the same way," he continued. "I know you love your husband. But I needed to say it. Needed you to know."

"Connor."

"It's okay." He kissed the top of my head. "I'm not expecting anything. I just wanted to be honest."

We talked quietly. About what this had meant. About how it had to end. About how he'd remember me. About how I'd remember him.

His hand traced patterns on my back. My shoulder. My arm. Gentle. Affectionate.

I felt his cock stirring against my thigh. Hardening again. Young stamina returning.

Connor felt it too. Laughed softly.

"Sorry," he said. "Can't help it. Having you naked against me."

I lifted my head. Looked at him. His young face vulnerable in the dim light.

"One more?" I asked.

"Yeah."

I rolled onto my back. Connor moved over me. Positioned himself between my thighs. His cock hard again. Ready.

He pushed inside slowly. Both of us sighing at the sensation. Still sensitive. Still perfect.

Connor fucked me missionary this time. Slow. Deep. His eyes locked on mine. His hand framing my face. Intimate. Connected.

"You're so beautiful," he whispered.

My legs wrapped around his waist. Pulled him deeper. Let him fill me completely.

The pace stayed slow. Unhurried. Both of us savoring it. His cock sliding in and out. My pussy gripping him. My heavy tits moving with each thrust.

Connor leaned down. Kissed me. Soft. Sweet. His tongue sliding into my mouth. Tasting me.

I kissed back. My hands in his hair. On his back. Holding him close.

We fucked like that for a long time. Slow and steady. Building gradually. No rush. No urgency. Just connection.

Connor's breathing changed. Got heavier. His thrusts deeper.

"I'm close again," he said against my mouth.

"Come inside me."

He groaned. His pace increasing slightly. His cock swelling. Then pulsing. More cum flooding my already full pussy. Mixing with the first load.

"Rachel," he breathed. "Fuck."

I held him as he came. Felt him shudder. Felt his cock twitch inside me. Gave him everything he needed.

After, we curled together. His arm around my waist. My back pressed against his chest. His softening cock against my ass. His cum leaking out of my pussy onto the sheets.

We fell asleep like that. Exhausted. Sated. The goodbye half finished.

I woke to Connor's hand on my hip. His cock hard again against my ass. The room dark. The house silent.

"Rachel," he whispered. "You awake?"

"Yeah."

His hand slid around. Cupped my heavy tit. Squeezed. His cock pressing more insistently against my ass.

"I need you again," he said. Voice rough with sleep and want.

I pushed back against him. Offering.

Connor moved fast. Positioned himself behind me. His hand gripped my hip. Rough. Needy. His cock found my entrance. Still wet. Still full of his cum.

He thrust inside. Hard. Deep. No gentleness this time. Just raw need.

"Fuck!" I gasped.

Connor's hand fisted in my hair. Pulled my head back. Arched my spine. Changed the angle. His cock driving deeper.

"You like that?" His voice different now. Dominant. Claiming.

"Yes! Fuck, yes!"

He pounded into me. The bed creaking. His hips slamming against my round ass. The sound of skin hitting skin loud in the quiet room.

Down the hall, I imagined Tom waking to the sounds. His hand immediately going to his cock. Listening to Connor fuck his wife rough and desperate.

Connor's other hand slid down. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles.

"Ahh! God!"

"You're such a good little slut," he growled. "Taking my cock in the middle of the night while your husband sleeps down the hall."

The dirty talk made my pussy clench. Made me wetter. I pushed back against him harder.

"Yes! Fuck me!"

Connor's hand left my clit. Moved lower. His finger circling my asshole. Wet from his cum leaking out of my pussy.

"Can I?" he asked. Breathless. Desperate.

"Yes."

His finger pushed inside. Gentle at first. Just the tip. Then deeper. The dual sensation making me gasp. His cock in my pussy. His finger in my ass. Filling me completely.

"Oh fuck! Connor!"

He finger fucked my ass in rhythm with his cock. Both holes full. Both being used. The pleasure intense. Almost too much.

"You're so fucking hot," Connor groaned. "Taking everything I give you. Letting me fill both your holes."

"Mmm! Yes! More!"

His hand in my hair pulled harder. His cock pounded faster. His finger pushed deeper in my ass. The combination pushing me toward the edge.

"I'm going to come," I gasped.

"Do it. Come on my cock while I fuck your ass with my finger."

The orgasm hit like lightning. Sharp. Intense. My pussy clamping down on his cock. My ass tightening around his finger. My whole body shaking.

"Fuck! Connor! Yes! Fuck!"

Connor thrust three more times. Hard. Brutal. Then came with a roar. His cock pulsing. More cum flooding my already full pussy. His finger still buried in my ass.

"Ungh! Rachel! God!"

We collapsed together. Both gasping. Both trembling. His cock softening inside me. His finger slipping from my ass. Cum and sweat everywhere.

Connor pulled me against him. Kissed my shoulder. My neck. My hair.

"Sorry," he breathed. "That was rough."

"Don't be sorry. That was perfect."

We fell asleep again. Tangled together. Exhausted. Used. Happy.

The next time I woke, dawn light filtered through the curtains. Connor stirred behind me. His cock hardening again against my ass.

"One more time," he whispered. "Please. One last time."

I turned in his arms. Faced him. Kissed him softly.

"Okay. One last time."

Connor rolled me onto my back. Moved between my thighs. His cock found my entrance. Still wet. Still full of his cum from the night.

He pushed inside slowly. Gentle. Sweet. Different from the wild fuck hours before.

"I'm going to remember this forever," he said quietly. Looking into my eyes.

"Me too."

He fucked me slow. Tender. His hand holding mine. Our fingers laced together. His eyes never leaving my face.

Morning light grew brighter. The house starting to wake. Tom would be stirring soon. This had to end.

Connor's pace increased slightly. His breathing changing. Getting close.

"Come with me," he said. "One last time together."

His hand found my clit. Rubbed gently. Building me up. Bringing me with him.

The orgasm was soft. Sweet. Rolling through me like waves. My pussy clenching around his cock. My heavy tits rising and falling with my breathing.

Connor came inside me. One last load. Filling me. Marking me. His face buried in my neck. His body shuddering.

"I love you," he whispered. "I'll always love you."

I held him. Stroked his hair. Gave him this moment.

After, I slipped from his bed. Found my clothes scattered on the floor. Dressed quietly. Connor watched from the bed. Sheets tangled around his naked body. His cock finally soft. Satisfied.

"Goodbye," I said softly.

"Goodbye, Rachel."

I walked down the hall to our bedroom. Tom was awake. Sitting up in bed. His eyes locked on me as I entered.

I closed the door behind me. Stumbled to the bed. Completely drained. Filled with Connor's cum. Used. Happy.

Tom pulled me into his arms. Kissed my forehead.

"Good?" he asked.

"Perfect," I whispered.

I fell asleep in my husband's arms. Satisfied. Complete. The goodbye given.

Down the hall, Connor slept until two in the afternoon. Dreaming of my body. My heavy tits. My pussy wrapped around his cock. The memory he'd carry forever.

I woke to afternoon light streaming through our bedroom window. My body ached. Tender between my legs. My heavy tits sensitive. The pleasant soreness of being thoroughly fucked.

Tom lay beside me. Awake. Watching me. His hand stroking my hair.

"How do you feel?" he asked quietly.

"Completely used," I said. "In the best way."

He smiled. Kissed my forehead. No jealousy in his eyes. Just satisfaction. He'd heard everything through the open doors. Every moan. Every orgasm. Every time Connor filled me with his cum.

"He's still asleep," Tom said. "Door closed now. I checked an hour ago."

I stretched. Felt Connor's cum still leaking out of me. Four loads. Maybe five. I'd lost count in the middle of the night.

"We should talk about next steps," Tom said. "Moving him out."

Reality settling back in. The goodbye given. Now the practical part.

I nodded. Sat up. The sheets fell away from my naked body. Tom's eyes tracked over my heavy tits. The marks Connor had left. Small bruises on my hips. My inner thighs.

"I found him a room," Tom continued. "Near campus. Shared house. Good price. I can help him move today if he's up for it."

"Today?"

"Better to do it quickly. Clean break."

He was right. No point dragging it out.

I showered. Washed away the evidence. Connor's scent. His cum. His sweat. Let the hot water beat against my tender pussy. My sensitive heavy tits.

When I emerged, Tom had coffee ready. We sat at the kitchen table. The house quiet. Connor still sleeping down the hall.

"Thank you," I said. "For last night. For giving me that."

Tom reached across the table. Took my hand.

"I loved every second of listening," he said. "Hearing you come on his cock. Hearing him worship you. It was perfect."

"No regrets?"

"None. You?"

I thought about it. About Connor's young body. His eager mouth. His thick cock stretching me over and over. The way he'd said he loved me.

"No regrets," I said. "It was exactly what we both needed. A proper goodbye."

Tom squeezed my hand. "Now we move forward."

Connor's door opened around two. He emerged looking rumpled. Shy. His eyes finding mine across the living room. Heat and vulnerability mixed together.

"Morning," he said quietly.

"Afternoon," Tom corrected. Friendly. Easy. Playing the oblivious husband perfectly.

Connor managed a small smile. Took the coffee Tom offered.

We sat together. The three of us. Surface conversation about the weather. About Connor's classes. Nothing about what had happened in the guest room. Nothing about my body marked with his passion.

After coffee, Tom cleared his throat.

"So I've been meaning to mention," he said casually. "I found you a great room. Near campus. Shared house with three other students. Rent's reasonable."

Connor looked up. Understanding crossing his face.

"Oh. That's great. Thanks."

"Want help moving today? No point waiting. Get you settled before the week starts."

Connor glanced at me. Something passing between us. Gratitude. Sadness. Acceptance.

"Yeah," he said. "That would be great."

They spent the next three hours packing. Boxes and bags. Connor's entire summer compressed into his car. Tom helped carry everything. Strong. Efficient. Giving Connor and me space for small moments.

Connor hugged Tom first at the car. Genuine warmth.

"Thanks for everything, Tom. For letting me stay. For helping me find a place."

"Anytime. You're always welcome."

Then Connor turned to me. Pulled me into his arms. Held me longer than appropriate for a friend. His mouth near my ear.

"I meant what I said," he whispered. "I'll never forget you."

I squeezed him. Kissed his cheek.

"Be good," I whispered back. "Find a girl your own age. Be happy."

He pulled back. His eyes red. Nodded.

We watched him drive away. Tom's arm around my waist. The car disappearing down the street. Taking Connor and all those weeks of easy access with him.

Back inside, the house felt different. Emptier. Cleaner somehow. The guest room door open. The bed stripped. No evidence of what had happened there.

My phone buzzed on the kitchen counter. I picked it up.

Text from Jake.

"Free tonight? Been thinking about that tight pussy."

I showed Tom. Raised an eyebrow.

He read it. Grinned.

"Already?"

"Why wait?" I said. "Connor was goodbye to convenience. Jake is the future. Strangers. The hunt. What actually works in Vancouver."

Tom pulled me close. Kissed me. Deep. Tasting coffee and something else. Satisfaction. Partnership. Trust.

"Then text him back," he said. "Tell him you'll be there."

I typed my response.

Tom kissed my neck. His hands sliding over my body. My heavy tits. My round ass.

"Go see him tonight," he said. "Come home full of his cum. Tell me everything."

"And you'll be here waiting."

"Always."
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Two weeks passed since Connor moved out. The guest room stayed empty. The house felt bigger. Quieter. Safer.

But I was restless.

Tom noticed. He always noticed. His hand would find mine across the dinner table. His eyes would search my face while we watched television. His cock would get hard when he saw me staring at nothing, lost in thought about the ache between my thighs.

"You need something," he said one Thursday morning. Coffee between us. Rain against the kitchen windows.

"Yeah."

"Jake?"

I nodded. My pussy clenched at the memory. His thick cock. His rough hands. The way he fucked me in his truck like I was made for it.

I pulled out my phone. Found Jake's contact. My fingers hovered over the keyboard.

"You sure?" Tom asked.

"Yeah." I started typing. "You around this weekend?"

The reply came fast. "Saturday night. You free?"

My heart kicked up. Heat spreading through my belly.

"He wants Saturday," I said.

Tom leaned across the table. Kissed me. "Then Saturday it is."

I typed back. "Where?"

"Dive bar downtown. Closer than Surrey. More fun."

I showed Tom. His jaw tightened. That look forming. The one that meant his cock was already getting hard.

"Downtown is riskier," he said.

"I know."

"Closer to people who might know us."

"I know that too."

Tom's hand moved to my thigh. Squeezed. "You want the risk."

My pussy was soaking wet. Had been since Jake's name appeared on the screen.

"Yeah. I want it."

I typed. "Send me the address."

Jake's response came with a pin. A brick building near Gastown. Working class bar. Pool tables. Cheap beer.

"8pm. Wear something I can rip off you."

I showed Tom the message. His hand tightened on my thigh.

"Fuck, Rachel."

"I'll text you everything."

"You better."

––––––––
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Saturday evening I showered. Shaved my pussy smooth. My legs. Under my arms. Made myself ready.

The dress I chose was black. Strappy. Thin fabric that draped over my heavy tits and clung to my round ass. No bra. The straps were just thin strips over my shoulders. Easy access to everything.

I pulled on black panties. Heels that made my legs look long and strong.

Tom watched from the bed. His eyes tracking every movement. His cock already hard against his jeans.

"Fuck, Rachel."

I turned. Let him see all of it. The way the dress showed off my body. The way my heavy tits swayed when I moved. My fat nipples visible through the thin fabric.

"Too much?" I asked.

"Perfect." He stood. Crossed to me. His hands framed my face. "You look like every man's fantasy."

"Just theirs?"

"Mine especially." He kissed me. Deep. His tongue pushing into my mouth. Claiming me before I left.

When he pulled back, his eyes were dark. Hungry.

"Text me," he said. "Let me know you're okay."

"I will."

"And Rachel?"

"Yeah?"

"Have fun. Get exactly what you need."

––––––––
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The Uber dropped me outside a brick building with neon beer signs in the windows. Music thumped from inside. Voices and laughter spilled onto the street.

I walked in. The bar was packed. Saturday night crowd. Working guys in jeans and t-shirts. A few women scattered throughout. Pool tables in the back. TVs mounted on every wall showing hockey.

The smell of beer and sweat and bodies pressed together filled the space.

I pushed toward the bar. Felt eyes tracking me. Men noticing the tight black dress. My heavy tits. My bare legs in these heels.

The attention made my skin warm. My pussy clench.

A hand touched my lower back. Warm. Familiar.

"You came."

Jake's voice. Low. Rough.

I turned. He stood close. Jeans and a black t-shirt stretched across his broad chest. Tattoos visible on his forearms. His dark eyes locked on mine. Then dropped to my heavy tits in the strappy dress.

"Fuck, you look good."

"Thanks."

His hand stayed on my lower back. Possessive. His fingers pressing against the thin fabric.

"Want a drink first?" he asked.

"No."

Jake laughed. The sound rough and hungry. "Christ. You that needy already?"

My pussy throbbed. "Yeah."

His hand slid lower. Gripped my ass through the thin dress. "What, bathroom too filthy for a classy girl like you?"

I grinned. Pressed closer to him. Let him feel my heavy tits against his chest. "That bathroom's good."

"Fuck." His eyes went darker. "Come on then."

He took my hand. Led me through the crowd. Bodies pressed together. The music loud enough that conversation was impossible.

We passed the pool tables. A hallway opened up. Bathrooms at the end.

Jake pushed open the door marked WOMEN. Pulled me inside.

The space was small. Two stalls. A sink. Fluorescent lights making everything harsh and bright.

He locked the door behind us.

Then his mouth was on mine.

His tongue pushed into my mouth. Tasting me. His hands gripped my waist. Pulled me hard against him. His cock already thick and straining through his jeans.

I kissed him back. Hungry. My hands moving to his chest. Feeling the muscle through his shirt.

Jake broke the kiss. His breathing rough. His eyes locked on my heavy tits in the strappy dress.

"Fuck, I need these tits." His hands moved up. Cupped my heavy tits through the thin fabric. Squeezed rough. "Been jerking off thinking about these fat tits all week."

Heat shot through me. My fat nipples hardening under his palms.

"Yeah?"

"Every fucking night. Pumping my cock thinking about burying my face in these." He pushed the straps off my shoulders. The dress fell to my waist. My heavy tits spilled free. Bare. Full. My fat nipples already hard in the cold bathroom air.

"Jesus Christ. Look at these fucking tits." Jake stared. His hands moved to my bare tits. Squeezed them brutal. Rough. Possessive. His thumbs rubbing over my fat nipples. "Perfect fucking whore tits."

I gasped. Arched into his touch.

"Missed fucking this body." His mouth dropped to my heavy tit. Sucked my fat nipple hard. His teeth scraping. Biting.

"Ahh, fuck."

His other hand yanked the dress down over my hips. It pooled at my feet. I stood in just my black panties and heels. The fluorescent lights harsh on my skin.

Jake pulled back. Looked at my body. His eyes moving down. My heavy tits. My flat stomach. My strong thighs. The black panties barely covering my pussy.

"Turn around."

I obeyed. Faced the sink. The mirror above it streaked and dirty. I could see both of us reflected. Me in just panties and heels. Him fully dressed behind me. His hands already reaching for me.

Jake's hands gripped my hips. Pulled me back against him. His thick cock pressed against my round ass through his jeans. Hard. Hot.

"Look at yourself." His voice rough in my ear. "Look at this slutty body. Came here dressed like a whore begging for cock."

I watched in the mirror. My heavy tits. My flushed face. My body already trembling with need.

His hand slid down my stomach. Found the waistband of my panties. Pushed inside. His fingers found my pussy. Already soaking wet.

"Fuck, this cunt's dripping." He pushed two fingers inside me. Deep. His thumb finding my clit. "Soaked like a bitch in heat."

My hips rocked against his hand. "Been wet since I texted you."

"Dirty slut." He pumped his fingers. In and out. His thumb circling my clit. "Your husband know you snuck out to get fucked?"

"No." The lie came easy. Hot. "He thinks I'm at a friend's house."

Jake groaned. His cock throbbed against my ass. "So you're cheating on him right now?"

"Yes."

"Sneaking around behind his back to get this cunt wrecked?"

"Yes. God, yes."

Jake pulled his fingers out. Yanked my panties down my strong thighs. They fell to my ankles. I stepped out of them. Kicked them aside with my heels.

Completely naked now except for the heels. Standing in a bar bathroom. Fluorescent lights showing everything.

Jake's hand pushed between my shoulder blades. Bent me forward over the sink. The porcelain cold against my palms. My heavy tits hanging. My round ass pushed back.

"Stay just like that. Show me that cheating cunt." His hands moved to his belt. The metal clinked. His zipper rasped.

I watched in the mirror. Watched him shove his jeans and boxers down. His thick cock sprang free. Hard. Veins running along the shaft. The head dark and slick with precum.

My pussy clenched. Empty. Aching.

Jake gripped his thick cock. Stroked it once. Twice. His eyes locked on my round ass. On my pussy visible between my strong thighs.

"Been dreaming about wrecking this hole." He moved closer. His cock head pressed against my entrance. Hot. Blunt. "Gonna fuck you raw like the cheating slut you are."

"Then do it."

He thrust forward. One brutal stroke. Buried himself completely.

"Ungh! Fuck!"

"Christ, this cunt's tight." Jake's hands gripped my hips. Bruising. He pulled back. Slammed in again. Starting a savage rhythm. "Gripping my cock like a vice."

The sound of skin slapping skin filled the small bathroom. His hips crashing against my round ass. His thick cock stretching me. Filling me. The angle hitting deep.

I braced against the sink. Took every thrust. My heavy tits bouncing. Swaying with each impact.

"That's it. Take that fucking cock." Jake pounded harder. His fingers digging into my hips. "Take it like the cheating whore you are."

"Yes. Fuck. Harder."

He obliged. His hips slamming brutal. The sink shaking. My body jolting forward with each thrust.

I watched in the mirror. Watched my face twist with pleasure. Watched my heavy tits bounce. Watched Jake behind me. His face tight with concentration. His body pistoning into mine.

"You love this, don't you?" His hand slid up my spine. Gripped the back of my neck. Pushed my face closer to the mirror. "Love sneaking out to get your cunt pounded like a bar slut in a filthy bathroom."

"Yes. God, yes."

"While your husband's home waiting for you. No fucking clue you're getting split open on another man's cock."

My pussy clenched around him. The fantasy making me wetter.

Jake's other hand came around. Found my clit. Rubbed hard circles. His cock never stopping. Pounding relentless.

The pleasure built fast. Coiling tight in my belly. My thighs shaking.

"Gonna come on this cock?" His fingers worked faster. His hips driving deeper. "Gonna soak my dick like a good little slut?"

"Yes. Fuck, I'm close."

"Do it. Come for me. Squeeze this cock with that cheating cunt."

His words pushed me over. My orgasm crashed through me. Hard. Violent. My pussy spasmed around his thick cock. Gripping. Milking.

"Jake! Fuck! Yes!"

I screamed. Loud. Not caring who heard.

Jake kept fucking me through it. His cock driving deep. Prolonging the pleasure until I was gasping. Trembling. Barely able to stand.

Someone banged on the door. Hard. Three times.

"Occupied!" Jake yelled. He didn't slow down. Kept pounding into me. "Busy fucking this married slut!"

More voices outside. Women. Laughing. Complaining about the wait.

"Hurry up in there!"

Jake grinned. Met my eyes in the mirror. "They can wait." He pulled out. His cock glistening with my wetness. "Not done ruining this pussy yet."

"Turn around."

I did. My legs shaky. My pussy throbbing.

Jake lifted me. Set me on the edge of the sink. The porcelain cold against my ass. He spread my strong thighs. Stepped between them. His thick cock right there. Hard. Ready.

"Want to see this cheating slut face when you come again."

He pushed back inside. One thrust. Buried deep. Started fucking me hard. The sink creaking. My back against the dirty mirror.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Pulled him deeper. My heavy tits bouncing with each thrust. My fat nipples scraping against his shirt.

Jake's mouth found mine. Kissed me brutal. His tongue pushing deep. Claiming. His hips never stopping.

The banging on the door got louder. More insistent.

"Some of us need to piss!"

Jake broke the kiss. Laughed against my mouth. "You hearing this?"

"Yeah."

"Getting this whore cunt hot?"

"Yes."

His hand moved between us. Found my clit again. "You like almost getting caught cheating."

"Fuck, yes."

He rubbed harder. His cock hitting that spot inside me. The combination building me up again. Faster this time.

"Come on my cock again. Let them hear what a dirty bitch you are."

His fingers worked my clit. His thick cock pounding. The angle perfect. Everything building.

My second orgasm hit harder than the first. Ripped through me. My pussy clamping down on his cock. Pulsing. My whole body shaking.

"Oh god! Fuck! Jake!"

I screamed. Loud. My voice echoing off the tile walls.

The voices outside went quiet. Then erupted in laughter.

"Get it, girl!"

"Fuck yeah!"

Jake groaned. His rhythm getting erratic. His cock swelling inside me.

"Gonna flood this cunt. Pump you full before you sneak home to your husband."

"Yes. Do it. Come inside me."

He thrust hard. Once. Twice. Then groaned deep. His cock pulsing. Hot cum flooding my pussy. Filling me. His face buried in my neck. His whole body shaking.

We stayed like that. Both gasping. His cock still twitching inside me. His cum leaking out around his softening length.

More banging on the door.

"We know you're done! Let us in!"

Jake pulled out. His cum dripped from my pussy. Ran down my inner thighs.

He grabbed paper towels. Cleaned himself quickly. Pulled up his boxers and jeans. Buckled his belt.

I slid off the sink. My legs weak. Jake handed me my panties. I pulled them on. His cum soaking into the fabric immediately. Then my dress. The straps back over my shoulders. The thin fabric clinging to my flushed skin.

I looked in the mirror. My hair messy. My lips swollen. My face flushed. I looked exactly like a woman who just got fucked in a bathroom.

"You good?" Jake asked.

"Yeah."

He kissed me once more. Quick. "Text me next time you need to sneak out for this cock."

"I will."

Jake unlocked the door. Opened it.

Three women stood outside. Waiting. Their eyes went wide when they saw us. Saw my messy hair. My flushed face. Jake's satisfied grin.

One of them started laughing. "Damn. Get yours, honey."

Another one looked at me closer. Her smile fading. Recognition flickering across her face.

My stomach dropped. I knew that look.

She knew me. Or thought she did.

I pushed past them. Didn't look back. My heart pounding. My face burning.

Jake's hand found my lower back. Guided me through the crowd. Back toward the entrance.

We stopped near the door. Away from the pool tables. The music loud enough that no one could hear us.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yeah. I just need to go."

"That woman back there?"

I nodded. My hands shaking. "I think she recognized me."

Jake's jaw tightened. "You sure?"

"No. Maybe. I don't know."

He pulled me close. Kissed my forehead. "Get home safe. Text me when you get there."

"Okay."

I walked outside. The night air cold on my flushed skin. My pussy still throbbing. Jake's cum leaking into my panties. Soaking through.

I pulled out my phone. Ordered an Uber. Three minutes away.

My hands wouldn't stop shaking.

That woman. I'd seen her before. Somewhere. A neighborhood event maybe. Or the grocery store. Someone who lived close enough to matter.

Someone who might tell someone else what she saw.

The Uber pulled up. I climbed in. Gave the driver my address.

Watched the city pass outside the window. The bars. The restaurants. People living normal Saturday nights. Not fucking strangers in bathrooms. Not risking everything for a few minutes of release.

My phone buzzed. Text from Jake.

"You were incredible. Next time I want you on your knees sucking my cock."

I stared at the screen. My pussy clenched. My body already wanting more.

But my hands were still shaking.

That woman's face. The recognition in her eyes.

I typed back. "Maybe."

Then I opened a new message. To Tom.

"On my way home. We need to talk."

The driver didn't speak. Didn't look at me in the rearview mirror. Just drove through the dark streets. Rain started falling. Light drops hitting the windshield.

My phone buzzed. Tom.

"Everything okay?"

I stared at the screen. My hands still shaking.

"Yeah. Almost home."

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Then reappeared.

"I'll be waiting."

I put the phone in my lap. Watched the familiar streets appear. Getting closer to home. To our neighborhood. To the life we'd built.

That woman's face kept flashing in my mind. The way her smile had faded. The recognition in her eyes. Like she was trying to place me. Trying to remember where she knew me from.

Maybe she didn't recognize me. Maybe I was panicking over nothing.

But maybe she did.

The Uber pulled up outside our house. The lights were on inside. Tom waiting.

"Thanks," I said. Climbed out. My legs still weak. My dress clinging to my flushed skin.

The front door opened before I reached it. Tom stood there. His face serious. Reading mine.

"Come here."

I walked inside. He closed the door. Locked it.

His hands moved to my face. Tilted it up. Looked at me.

"What happened?"

"It was good. Jake fucked me in the bathroom. Made me come twice." My voice shook. "But when we came out, one of the women waiting looked at me. Really looked at me."

Tom's jaw tightened. "Looked at you how?"

"Like she recognized me. I've seen her before. Somewhere. I can't remember where but I know I have."

"You sure?"

"Her face changed. Like she was trying to place me."

Tom was quiet. His hands dropped to his sides.

"This was always going to happen," he said finally. "We've been getting closer and closer to home."

"I know."

Tom walked to the couch. Sat down. Ran his hand through his hair.

"Maybe nothing comes of it," Tom said. "Maybe she didn't recognize you. Maybe she did but won't say anything."

"Or maybe she tells someone. And it gets back to people we know."

Tom looked at me. His face tired. Conflicted.

"Yeah. Maybe that."

The rain got harder outside. Drumming against the windows. Both of us knowing we'd finally pushed too far. Both of us not knowing what came next.

I walked to the bathroom. Peeled off my dress. My soaked panties. Stood under the shower. Hot water running over my flushed skin. Jake's cum washing down my thighs. Circling the drain.

My hands were still shaking.

I scrubbed my body. My heavy tits. Between my legs. Trying to wash away the evidence. The smell of sex and sweat and that bathroom.

But I couldn't wash away the fear.

That woman's face. The way she'd looked at me. The moment of recognition. Or almost recognition.

I turned off the water. Dried off. Pulled on yoga pants and a t-shirt. No bra. My body still humming. Still wanting more even through the fear.

Tom was in the kitchen when I came out. Pouring wine. Two glasses. He handed me one.

"Drink."

I did. The wine warming my throat. My chest.

We stood there. Not speaking. Just the sound of rain against the windows. The house quiet around us.

"Where do you think you know her from?" Tom asked finally.

"I don't know. Maybe the grocery store. Or one of those neighborhood events. Something."

"Would she know your name?"

I thought about it. Tried to remember. "Maybe. If we were introduced at something. I can't remember."

Tom took a long drink. Set down his glass. Pulled me close. His arms wrapped around me.

"We've been chasing this so hard," he said quietly. His chin resting on top of my head. "Getting closer and closer. I think we both knew something like this might happen."

"Yeah."

His arms tightened. "I'm not angry. Just scared."

"Me too."

We stood like that. Holding each other. The fear settling between us alongside everything else we carried.

"What if she tells someone?" I asked against his chest.

"Then we deal with it together." Tom kissed the top of my head. "Like we always do."

"It could ruin everything."

"I know."

"Your job. My work. Erik finding out."

Tom pulled back. Looked at me. His hands framing my face.

"Hey. We don't know that she recognized you. We don't know if she'll say anything even if she did. Right now it's just fear. Not reality."

I nodded. My throat tight.

"We wait," Tom said. "We see what happens. And maybe we think about being smarter. Not stopping. Just smarter."

"Like what?"

"I don't know yet." He pulled me back against him. "But we'll figure it out. We always do."

I pressed my face into his chest. Felt his heartbeat. Steady. Strong. The one constant through everything we'd become.

"I love you," I whispered.
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Three weeks passed like slow death.

I walked through the grocery store on Tuesday morning. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead. My cart rolled over linoleum that needed replacing. Other shoppers moved past me with their lists and their routines and their normal lives. I reached for a box of pasta. Put it in the cart. Reached for another. My hand moved on autopilot while my brain stayed numb.

The checkout line stretched long. A woman ahead of me complained about the price of avocados. The cashier nodded with a practiced smile. I stared at the magazine rack without seeing any of the headlines.

Home felt smaller every day. The walls pressed in. The neighborhood watched. Mrs. Chen next door waved from her garden when I pulled into the driveway. I waved back. Smiled. Carried my groceries inside and put them away in the same cabinets they always went into.

Tom came home at eight. Later than usual. His face looked tired. Lines around his eyes I didn't remember from Bali.

"How was your day?"

"Long. Meetings. Budget discussions." He kissed me. Pulled me close. "Missed you though."

"Missed you too."

We ate dinner. Talked about his department politics and my freelance projects. Made each other laugh with stupid jokes. The conversation flowed easily like it always had. Twenty-three years together meant we never ran out of things to say.

But underneath the comfort, something itched. Something unfulfilled.

That night we fucked in our bedroom. Tom on top. My legs wrapped around him. His cock inside me hitting all the right spots. He knew my body perfectly. Always had.

The sex was good. Really good. We came together, clutching each other, breathless.

Afterward we lay tangled in sheets. His fingers traced patterns on my bare shoulder.

"I love you."

"I love you too."

And I meant it. God, I meant it.

But part of me was still missing. The part that had come alive in Bali. The part that needed more than just us, no matter how good us was.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I picked it up. Connor's name on the screen.

"Miss you. Can we talk?"

I deleted it. Blocked his number. Set the phone back down.

"Who was that?"

"Connor."

"What did he want?"

"Doesn't matter. Just deleted it."

Tom's arm tightened around me. Protective. Understanding.

The gym on Wednesday felt like punishment. I moved through my routine. Squats. Lunges. The weights I'd been lifting for months. Men looked. Some smiled. I didn't smile back. The risk felt too big. The payoff too small. Vancouver had rules we couldn't break.

At home I sent Tom a photo of my sweaty sports bra. He replied with three fire emojis and "Can't wait to get home to you."

We still had heat. Still had desire. Still had twenty-three years of knowing exactly how to drive each other wild.

But the wildness I'd found in Bali stayed buried under Vancouver safety.

Friday night Tom poured us wine. We sat on the back deck. His arm around my shoulders. My head resting against his chest. The air smelled like cut grass and charcoal from someone's barbecue. Normal suburban smells.

"Tell me what you're thinking."

I was quiet for a moment. His fingers played with my hair.

"I miss it."

"I know."

"Not because I don't love this. Love us." I turned to look at him. "You know that, right?"

"Of course I know that." He kissed my forehead. "I miss it too."

"You do?"

"Fuck yes. Watching you come alive like that. Seeing you own your sexuality. Hearing about it after. Our sex life was incredible in Bali."

"It's still good here."

"It's great here." His hand slid under my shirt. Found my breast. Squeezed. "But it's not the same. We both know it."

My pussy clenched. My fat nipples hardened under his palm.

"What do we do?"

Tom didn't answer. Just pulled me onto his lap. His hard cock pressed against my ass through our clothes. We kissed slow and deep while the sun went down. While the streetlights came on. While normal life hummed around us.

"We figure it out," he said against my mouth. "Somehow."

That night the sex was desperate. Tom pushed me against the bedroom wall. His hand wrapped around my throat. Not squeezing. Just pressure. Just claiming.

"Tell me what you need."

"I need to feel that alive again. With you. Because of you."

His cock pushed inside me. Hard. Fast.

"Tell me what that means."

"You know what it means."

He fucked me harder. His other hand gripping my heavy tit. Squeezing.

"Say it."

"I need what we had in Bali. I need other cocks slamming my pussy. I need you watching their loads fill me up. I need to be that cum-slut again while knowing I'm yours."

Tom came inside me with a groan. His body shaking. His forehead pressed against mine.

"I need that too," he breathed. "I need to see you like that again."

We came together. Clutching each other. Connected in every way.

But when the high faded, we were still in Vancouver. Still trapped. Still missing the part of ourselves we'd discovered ten thousand miles away.

Three weeks felt like three years. Our marriage was solid. Our love unshakeable. Our sex life good.

But we both knew good wasn't enough anymore. Not when we'd tasted extraordinary.
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Tom came home at three on a Tuesday.

I was in the kitchen loading the dishwasher when I heard his car in the driveway. My hands stilled. He wasn't supposed to be home for another three hours.

The door opened. His footsteps crossed the living room.

"Rachel?"

"In here."

He appeared in the kitchen doorway. His face looked different. Excited. Nervous. He held a large envelope in his hand. Cream colored paper. Official looking.

"This came to my office today." He set it on the counter between us. "From Kenya."

My heart kicked. I wiped my wet hands on a towel. Picked up the envelope. Kenya Utalii College. Nairobi. The letterhead embossed in dark green.

I pulled out the letter. Scanned the formal language. Guest lecturer position. Tourism management department. One year contract. Housing provided. Generous salary. Start date in three months.

My pussy clenched.

"They're offering you Bali again."

"Essentially, yes."

I read it again. Slower this time. My hands trembled slightly. The words blurred then sharpened. One year in Nairobi. Anonymous again. Free again.

Tom moved behind me. His hand slid up the back of my sundress. Found bare skin. I hadn't put on panties after my shower.

"What are you thinking?"

"I'm thinking this changes everything."

His fingers traced higher. Over my ass. Between my thighs. Finding wetness already gathering.

"Does it?"

"You know it does."

He pressed two fingers inside me. My breath caught. The letter crumpled slightly in my grip.

"Tell me what you're thinking. Exactly."

"I'm thinking about cocks again. About getting fucked raw by strangers." My voice came out breathy. His fingers curved inside me. Hit that spot. "I'm thinking about you watching their thick cocks stretch my pussy while I beg for their cum."

"Fuck, yes. Keep going. How bad do you want it?"

"Desperate. Dripping. Like right now. I want Nairobi cocks pounding me. Filling me up. Dumping loads in your married slut wife's holes."

Tom pulled his fingers out. I heard his belt buckle. His zipper. The rustle of fabric.

"Bend over."

I leaned forward over the counter. The granite cold against my palms. The letter still gripped in one hand. My heavy tits pressed against the stone surface through my thin sundress.

Tom's cock pressed against my entrance. Thick. Hard. Ready.

"Do you want this?"

"Yes."

"Not just the fucking. This." He pushed inside slowly. Stretching me. Filling me. "Nairobi. Everything it means."

"Oh god. Yes."

He bottomed out. Stayed buried deep. His hands gripped my hips.

"Tell me what it means."

"It means I can be your hotwife again." The words spilled out as he started moving. Slow deep thrusts. "It means other men. Other cocks. You watching this time instead of just hearing about it after."

"Fuck."

He slammed into me harder. The counter edge dug into my hips. My heavy tits dragged across cold granite with each thrust.

"It means drivers and hotel bars and men who want to fuck a married woman."

"Shit."

Tom's rhythm increased. One hand left my hip. Reached around. Found my clit. Started rubbing hard circles.

"It means I get my cum-slut wife back."

"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

The orgasm built fast. His thick cock pounding my pussy. His fingers working my clit. The cold counter against my sensitive nipples. The letter crumpling further under my palm as I gripped it.

"Come for me thinking about Nairobi."

I came. Hard. My pussy clenched around his cock. My back arched. A cry tore from my throat.

"Ahhh. Fuck. Tom."

He didn't stop. Kept fucking me through it. His fingers still on my clit. Drawing it out. Making my legs shake.

"Again."

"I can't."

"You can." His free hand moved to my heavy tit. Squeezed it roughly through my sundress. Pinched my fat nipple. "Think about the first man in Nairobi. The gardener. The pool guy. Whoever it is. His thick cock slamming your sloppy pussy while I watch."

The image hit me. My pussy clenched again. Another orgasm building on top of the first.

"Think about me sitting across the room. My cock hard. Watching a stranger pound you raw. Watching you beg for his cum."

"Oh god."

"You want that."

"Yes. Fuck. I want that."

The second orgasm crashed through me. Bigger than the first. My whole body shaking. My knees buckled. Tom held me up. One arm around my waist. The other still working my clit. His cock never stopping.

"One more."

"Tom. Please."

"Give me one more and I'll flood your pussy."

His hand left my clit. Slid up my body. Found my throat. Wrapped around it. Not squeezing. Just holding. Just claiming.

"Tell me you want Nairobi."

"I want it."

He squeezed slightly. His cock slamming deeper.

"Tell me you want to be my hotwife again."

"I want to be your hotwife. Your slut. I want stranger cocks dumping loads in my pussy."

"Whose pussy is this?"

"Yours."

"Say it again."

"Yours. Always yours. Even when they're pumping me full of cum."

Tom groaned. His rhythm broke. Got erratic. His hand tightened on my throat. His cock swelled inside me.

The third orgasm hit different. Slower. Deeper. Rolling through me in waves as Tom came. His cock pulsing. Hot cum flooding my pussy. His groan loud in the quiet kitchen.

"Fuck. Rachel. Fuck."

He collapsed forward. His chest against my back. Both of us gasping. His cock still inside me. Still twitching. The letter completely crumpled now under my sweaty palm.

We stayed like that. Connected. His cum leaking out around his cock. Dripping down my thighs.

"Are we really doing this?"

His voice was rough. Vulnerable. His forehead pressed between my shoulder blades.

I turned my head. Looked back at him over my shoulder.

"Yes. God, yes."

Tom pulled out slowly. His cum ran down my legs. He turned me around. Kissed me. Deep. Claiming. His hands cupped my face.

"Three months."

"Three months."

His thumb traced my swollen lips.

"Nairobi doesn't know what's coming."

I smiled. Felt something unlock in my chest. The suffocation of the past three weeks lifting.

"Neither do we. Not really."

"Guess we'll figure it out together."

I picked up the crumpled letter from the counter. Smoothed it out. Read it one more time.

One year in Nairobi. One year of freedom. One year of being the woman I'd discovered in Bali.

Tom's cum was still dripping down my thighs when I said it.

"Call them tomorrow. Tell them yes."
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That night we sat on the terrace with wine. The air had cooled. Stars visible overhead despite the city glow. Tom's hand rested on my bare thigh. My sundress still wrinkled from earlier.

I couldn't stop smiling.

"We're really doing this."

"We're really doing this." Tom grinned. Pulled me onto his lap. "One year in Nairobi."

"Freedom again."

"Fuck yes. Freedom again."

I straddled him. My dress riding up. His hands on my hips.

"Tell me what you're thinking."

"I'm thinking about drivers." My pussy pressed against his hardening cock through his pants. "About gardeners. Pool guys. Hotel bars."

"Mmm."

"About being anonymous again. No one knowing us. No one watching."

Tom's hands slid under my dress. Gripped my bare ass.

"What else?"

"About you watching this time." I ground against him. "Not just hearing about it after. Actually seeing me get fucked."

His cock swelled beneath me. Hard. Ready again already.

"I want that so badly."

"So do I." I kissed him. "I want you there. Watching some stranger's cock slide into your wife's pussy."

Tom groaned. His grip tightened on my ass.

"Karen neighborhood. That's where the expat villas are. Staff. Drivers. Opportunities everywhere."

"Just like Bali."

"Better than Bali." I rocked against him. "Because we know what we want now. We're not figuring it out. We're just doing it."

"Fuck."

His hand moved between us. Unbuttoned his pants. Freed his cock.

"Here?"

"Right here."

I lifted up. Positioned him. Sank down onto his thick cock in one smooth movement.

"Ahhh."

We fucked slow. Unhurried. Both of us giddy with possibility.

"Three months." Tom's hands on my heavy tits. Squeezing through my thin dress. "Three months and you're back to being my hotwife."

"Your slut."

"Yes."

"Getting filled by strangers while you watch."

"God yes."

I rode him faster. The terrace chair creaking beneath us.

"What if someone sees?" I gasped. "The neighbors?"

"Let them." Tom thrust up hard. "We're leaving anyway."

That made me laugh. Made my pussy clench around his cock.

"Fuck. You're right. Who cares?"

"No one." He pulled down the top of my dress. Freed my heavy tits. His mouth found my fat nipple. Sucked hard.

"Mmm. Tom."

"I can't wait to share you again."

"I can't wait to be shared."

We came together. Both of us biting back moans that came out anyway. Loud in the quiet night. Let the neighbors hear. Let them wonder.

Afterward I stayed on his lap. His cock still inside me. His cum leaking out.

"I need to tell you something." Tom's voice was serious suddenly.

"What?"

"If there's ever a situation where it's someone I know. A colleague or something. We talk about it first."

I looked at him. His blue-grey eyes earnest.

"Okay."

"Not saying no automatically. Just discussing it. Making sure we're both comfortable."

"That makes sense."

"Otherwise?" His hands traced up my back. "You have complete freedom. Your choice. Your body. Your pleasure."

My chest tightened with love for him.

"You're really okay with this."

"More than okay." He kissed me. Soft. Tender. "I'm excited. Giddy. I feel like we're twenty-five again and planning an adventure."

"We kind of are."

"Except we're forty-something and the adventure is you getting fucked by strangers."

I laughed. Kissed him back.

"Best midlife crisis ever."

"Right?"

We went inside eventually. Showered together. Fell into bed still touching. Still talking. Still planning.

"The villa will have a pool."

"Definitely."

"Staff?"

"Probably. Gardener at least. Maybe a housekeeper."

"Mmm." My hand found his cock. Half-hard again. "Opportunities."

"You're insatiable."

"You love it."

"I really do."

The next morning Tom called Kenya Utalii College from his office. I got the text at noon.

"It's official. We're going to Nairobi."

I stared at the words. My pussy clenched. My whole body hummed with excitement.

Three months. Then everything changed again.

I typed back.

"I can't wait to be your hotwife again."

His response came immediately.

"I can't wait to watch. God, Rachel. This is going to be incredible."

I set down the phone. Stood in the middle of our Vancouver kitchen. The place that had felt like a cage for three weeks.

But not for much longer.

Nairobi was waiting.
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