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		Megan Wilson

		

	
		Settling In

		

		I floated naked in the villa pool. The Nairobi sun pressed down hot on my pale skin. Water lapped gentle against my heavy tits. My blonde hair spread out wet around my head. I let my strong thighs drift apart. The coolness touched my pussy lips.

		Tom was inside working on his lecture notes. I had the afternoon to myself. The garden hummed with insects. Birds called from the jacaranda trees. Heat shimmered off the pool deck.

		The gate creaked open.

		I turned my head. James walked around the pool edge. His polo shirt clung to his thick chest. Sweat darkened the fabric under his arms. His jeans showed the bulge of his cock already swelling. Those dark eyes locked on my naked body floating in the water.

		"Fuck Rachel. Perfect timing."

		A grin spread across my face. James showed up when he had gaps between airport runs. Sometimes three times a week. Sometimes just once. Never planned. Just his truck pulling up to the gate and him texting he was outside. I always said yes.

		He pulled his polo over his head. His broad shoulders flexed. Dark skin gleamed with sweat in the bright sun. Chest muscles bunched as he tossed the shirt aside. His dark nipples were hard points.

		I let my heavy tits bob up higher in the water. "Get in here. My pussy needs that thick cock."

		James popped the button on his jeans. Yanked down the zipper. Shoved denim and boxers down his muscular thighs in one motion. His thick black cock sprang free. The shaft was heavy and veined. The dark head flared wide. His balls hung low and full.

		He dove in. Water splashed high. His strong body cut through the pool toward me. I watched his dark arms pull. His thick legs kick. He surfaced right in front of me. Water streamed down his black face.

		His large hands grabbed my waist underwater. Pulled my voluptuous body against his solid frame. My heavy tits pressed his muscled chest. My fat nipples scraped his skin. He was so warm. So hard everywhere.

		"Been thinking about this white pussy all morning." His voice rumbled deep. His breath was hot against my neck.

		His dark hands slid down. Gripped my round ass. Squeezed my soft flesh hard. My pale thighs wrapped around his waist. His thick black cock nudged between my pussy lips. The head rubbed up and down my slit slow. Teasing.

		I gripped his wet shoulders. Felt the muscles bunch under my palms. "Stop teasing. Fuck me."

		He thrust up. His thick cockhead pushed through my pussy entrance. My lips stretched wide around his black girth. The water made everything drag different. His shaft sank in inch by inch. My pussy walls hugged his familiar size. That fullness bloomed deep in my core.

		"Ahh. Yeah." The gasp escaped my throat.

		James groaned low. His hips started rolling steady. His thick black cock pumped in and out of my gripping pussy. Water sloshed around our bodies. Little splashes hit our faces. The wet squelching sounds mixed with the water sounds.

		My heavy tits mashed against his chest with each thrust. Pale flesh molding to black muscle. I licked the sweat from his neck. Tasted salt sharp. The chlorine smell filled my nose mixed with his male musk.

		He pushed me back against the pool wall. The rough tile scraped my shoulders. His dark hands lifted my round ass higher. Changed the angle. His thick black cock drove deeper now. Hit that spot inside that made my pussy clench. His heavy balls slapped against me underwater. Muffled thuds.

		"Fuck. So thick inside me." My voice came out breathy.

		"Mmm. Yeah. Squeeze that cock Rachel." James grunted. His dark eyes stared into mine. "Your white pussy gripping me so good."

		My pussy clenched harder around his shaft. Friction built heat low in my belly. My strong thighs locked tighter around his hips. My nails dug into his black shoulders. Left little crescents in his skin. Blonde hair whipped water droplets everywhere.

		His mouth came down on mine. Hard. His thick lips crushed my pale ones. His tongue pushed deep. Fucked my mouth the same rhythm as his cock fucked my pussy. I tasted beer faint on his breath. His stubble rasped my soft cheeks.

		I broke the kiss. Arched my back. Thrust my heavy tits up out of the water. Droplets streamed down between them. "Suck my tits James. Bite my fat nipples."

		His dark head dipped. His hot mouth engulfed my left nipple. Teeth grazed the sensitive bud. His tongue lashed the tip. Sucked hard vacuum pull. His hand cupped my right heavy tit. Black fingers squeezed. Twisted my other nipple between thumb and finger.

		Pleasure shot straight to my pussy. My walls fluttered around his thick shaft. His thrusts got faster. Harder. Water churned white froth between our bodies now. Splattered our faces. Got in my mouth. I spit it out.

		"Unh. Unh. Fuck yes."

		James switched to my right tit. Teeth scraped the nipple. His free hand mauled my left breast. Pale flesh overflowed his dark fingers. Red marks bloomed where he gripped. His other hand slapped my round ass underwater. The sound came muffled but I felt the sting.

		My pussy spasmed. First ripples of orgasm. That familiar coil wound tight in my core. His thick black cock dragged against my g-spot perfect with every stroke. His balls tightened. Slapped faster against my ass.

		"Gonna cum James. Fill my pussy. Ahh."

		He growled around my tit in his mouth. His hips slammed brutal now. His thick black cock swelled even bigger. Stretched me more. The dark head pulsed. Hot jets flooded deep. His cum painted my womb.

		My climax crashed through me. My pussy milked every spurt from his cock. My walls convulsed. Gripped his shaft tight. My strong thighs quaked. My heavy tits bounced in his hands. Water splashed high.

		James held me pinned. Kept his thick black cock buried deep. It throbbed. Pumped the last spurts. His cum leaked out around his shaft. Mixed with my pussy juice. Made the water cloudy between our bodies.

		We both panted. Chests heaving against each other. His dark forehead pressed against my pale shoulder. Sweat dripped from his face onto my wet skin. Mixed with pool water.

		"Good fuck." His voice came out rough.

		He pulled out slow. His thick black cock slipped free from my stretched pussy. Made a soft pop. More cum bubbled out of my pussy lips. Floated to the surface in little clouds.

		I unwrapped my thighs from his waist. Floated back on the water. Watched his naked black body move through the pool. He reached the steps. Climbed out. Water cascaded down his muscled back. His round ass flexed with each step. His thick black cock hung heavy between his thighs. Still half hard. Dripping onto the pool deck.

		James grabbed his towel from the lounger. Rubbed it rough over his body. Dark skin gleamed. He grinned down at me still floating. "Gotta run. Airport pickup in an hour."

		"Come by whenever. You know I'm always ready for that cock."

		He laughed. "Your husband know I'm here?"

		"He's inside. Doesn't care."

		James dressed quick. Pulled on his boxers and jeans. Tugged his polo over his head. The fabric stuck to his still-damp skin. He waved. Jogged toward the gate. Left it swinging behind him.

		I climbed out of the pool. Water streamed off my naked body. My full tits swayed with each step. My firm ass dripped onto the hot tiles. I grabbed my towel from the lounger. Rubbed it over my wet skin. Between my thighs. James's cum was already leaking out. Thick and warm down my inner legs.

		The sun had shifted lower. Shadows stretched across the garden. I wrapped the towel around my curves. Walked barefoot across the grass toward the villa. My pussy still throbbed. Still felt stretched from his thick cock.

		Inside the house was cool. Ceiling fans rotated slow overhead. Tom sat at the dining table with his laptop open. Papers scattered around him. He looked up when I walked in. His eyes moved over my barely covered body. The damp towel clinging to my shape.

		"James was here." Not a question. A statement.

		"Yeah. Quick fuck in the pool."

		Tom smiled. Closed his laptop. "Good?"

		"Always good with him." I walked to the kitchen. Opened the fridge. Pulled out the bottle of white wine. Poured two glasses. "But easy now. You know?"

		I handed him a glass. We moved out to the terrace. Settled into the wicker chairs. The jacaranda trees dropped purple petals on the table. Birds sang their evening songs. The air smelled like flowers and cut grass.

		Tom's hand found my bare thigh under the towel. His fingers traced slow patterns on my pale skin. "Tell me."

		I sipped my wine. Let the cold liquid slide down my throat. "He came by after a morning run. Found me floating naked. Got hard the second he saw me."

		Tom's fingers moved higher on my leg. His breathing changed. Got heavier.

		"Dove right in. Grabbed my ass underwater. His thick black cock pushed into my pussy against the pool wall. Fucked me hard. Water splashing everywhere."

		His hand reached the wetness between my thighs. Found James's cum still leaking. Mixed with my own arousal. His finger traced my swollen pussy lips. Gentle. Collecting the mess.

		"He sucked my tits. Bit my nipples. Made me cum on his cock. Then filled my pussy with his cum."

		Tom brought his finger to his mouth. Licked it clean. His eyes stayed locked on mine. "You're so fucking hot."

		"But it felt routine Tom. Like we've done it a hundred times now."

		His hand dropped from my thigh. He leaned back in his chair. Nodded slow. "I know what you mean. The edge is fading."

		"I love fucking James. His cock is perfect. He's sweet. But it's becoming normal."

		"You want something new."

		"I want to feel that thrill again. That danger. That moment when everything is uncertain and raw."

		Tom reached over. Pulled me from my chair onto his lap. The towel fell open. My naked flesh pressed against his clothed body. He kissed me slow. Deep. His hands roamed my exposed skin. Cupped my ample breasts. Squeezed my plump ass.

		We stayed like that. Just touching. Just connected. No rush to fuck. Just us acknowledging that something needed to shift.

		

		––––––––

		

		The next morning I woke to hedge clippers snapping outside. Metal blades chopping through branches. I rolled over in bed. Tom's side was empty. He'd left early for a faculty meeting.

		I got up. Pulled on my smallest bikini. White triangles that barely covered my nipples. The bottoms cut high on my hips. Showed the curve of my ass. I wanted Jonah to see me. Wanted his thick cock inside me.

		Outside the heat already pressed down. The garden smelled like cut grass and jasmine. Jonah worked near the back hedge. Shirtless. His skin was the deepest black. Almost blue-black in the bright sun. Sweat made it gleam. His lean muscles flexed with each cut. Shoulders bunching. Back rippling. His work pants hung low on narrow hips.

		I walked across the grass. My bare feet silent on the hot ground.

		He saw me coming. Dropped the clippers. His face split into a wide grin. Those dark eyes traveled over my body. My full breasts straining the tiny white triangles. My stiff nipples visible through the thin fabric. My wide hips. My thick thighs.

		"Morning Rachel." He strode toward me. Confident.

		Before I could answer his large hands grabbed my waist. Pulled me against his sweaty chest. His mouth came down on mine. Hard. Hungry. His thick lips crushed my soft ones. His tongue pushed deep. Tasted me. Claimed me.

		I laughed against his mouth. My hands found his bare shoulders. Felt the muscles bunch under my palms.

		His hands slid down. Gripped my firm ass. Squeezed hard through the thin bikini bottoms. Kneaded my flesh. One hand came up. Cupped my breast. His rough palm pressed against the white triangle. Found my hard nipple beneath. Pinched it.

		I gasped. Broke the kiss. "Good morning to you too."

		"Couldn't help myself. You come out here in this tiny thing." His dark eyes were hungry. His massive bulge already straining his work pants. "You want this cock."

		"Always want your cock Jonah."

		He laughed. Deep and rumbling. His hands still roaming my body. Groping. Squeezing. Like he owned me. "Tom inside?"

		"Faculty meeting. We're alone."

		"Good." His mouth found my neck. Sucked hard. Bit the pale skin. His hands slid under my bikini top. Palmed my bare breasts. My sensitive nipples scraped his rough palms.

		"Pool. Now." My voice came out breathless.

		He pulled back. Grinned. "You gonna sit on my face first?"

		"Maybe after you fuck me."

		"Deal."

		I turned. Walked toward the lounger near the water. My round ass swayed with each step. The bikini bottoms rode up. Showed more skin. I heard him follow. His footsteps heavy. His breathing already rough.

		At the lounger I turned. He was right behind me. His lean body tense with hunger. His work pants tented at the crotch. That massive bulge straining the faded fabric.

		"Strip." I said.

		His hands moved to his waistband. Unbuttoned. Unzipped. Pushed the work pants down his muscular thighs. No underwear beneath. His cock sprang free.

		My breath caught even though I'd seen it dozens of times. Not particularly long. But impossibly thick. My hand wouldn't wrap around it. The shaft was dark. Almost purple-black. Textured. Prominent veins bulged under the skin. The head was huge. Flared and darker than the shaft. Already leaking precum. His balls hung heavy below. Large and full.

		"Fuck." The word escaped my throat.

		I dropped to my knees on the hot tile. My soft breasts bounced with the movement. I reached out with both hands. Wrapped my fingers around his shaft. They didn't meet. Not even close. The width filled my palms. The texture was rough under my touch.

		I stroked slow. Up and down his dark cock. Watched more precum leak from the massive head. I leaned forward. Licked it. Tasted salt and musk. My tongue circled the flared tip. Traced the edge.

		Jonah groaned. His dark hands found my blonde hair. Held gentle at first. Then firmer.

		I opened my mouth wide. Took the huge head inside. My lips stretched. Barely fit around him. My jaw ached immediately. I sucked. Hollowed my cheeks. My tongue worked the underside. Lapped at the sensitive spot.

		"Ahh. Fuck. That mouth." He grunted.

		I pulled back. Licked down his shaft. My tongue traced the prominent veins. The texture. My hands stroked what my mouth couldn't reach. So much cock. I moved lower. Licked his heavy balls. Took one in my mouth. Sucked gently. The skin was soft. Firm beneath.

		Jonah's hips jerked. His cock pulsed in my hands. I licked back up. Took the huge head in my mouth again. Tried to take more. The shaft barely fit. Another inch. Then another. The head hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. Tears formed in my eyes.

		I pulled off. Gasped for air. Looked up at him. At his dark face twisted with pleasure. "Your cock is so fucking big."

		"You want it inside that wet pussy?"

		"Yes. Now."

		I stood. Untied my bikini top. Let it fall. My ample breasts spilled free. Bare. My hard nipples pointing at him. I pushed down my bikini bottoms. Stepped out of them. Naked in the bright sun.

		I bent over the lounger. Gripped the sides. Pushed my firm ass up. Spread my legs. My wet pussy exposed. Pink and swollen. Ready.

		Jonah moved behind me. His rough hands gripped my hips. Spread my cheeks. I felt his hot breath on my pussy. Then his tongue. Licking through my wetness. Slow. Deliberate. Tasting me.

		"Mmm. Fuck yes." I pushed back against his mouth.

		His tongue circled my clit. Flicked it. His lips sucked. His hands held my thighs open. Kept me spread for his mouth. He pushed his tongue inside my pussy. Fucked me with it. Deep strokes. Then back to my clit. Circling. Licking. Sucking.

		My pleasure built fast. My soft tits hung down. Swayed with my breathing. My nipples brushed the rough cushion. His tongue worked faster. More insistent. His fingers dug into my pale flesh.

		"Oh god. Right there. Ahh."

		My orgasm hit quick. My body jerked. My pussy clenched. My legs tried to close. He kept licking. Kept sucking. Pushed me higher. Drew it out.

		He finally pulled back. His face was wet with my arousal. His cock harder than before. The huge head dark and angry. Pulsing.

		He stood. Positioned himself behind me. I looked back over my shoulder. Watched him grip his massive shaft. Guide it to my pussy. The head pressed against my entrance.

		"Fuck me Jonah. Shove that thick cock in me."

		He thrust forward. The huge head forced through my pussy lips. My entrance stretched wide. Burned. So much. But he kept pushing. His shaft splitting me open. Inch by inch.

		"Ungh. Fuck. Stretching me." My voice came out strangled.

		He paused. Only halfway in. His dark chest heaving. "Still good?"

		"Don't stop. All of it. Fill my pussy."

		He pushed deeper. His shaft dragging against my walls. Creating friction everywhere. My pussy stretched to accommodate his size. His heavy balls finally pressed against my ass. His entire cock buried inside me.

		We both froze. The fullness overwhelming. Perfect.

		"Move. Fuck me hard."

		He pulled back slow. His cock dragging through my tight pussy. The texture catching. Creating sensation. His head pulled at my entrance. Then he slammed back in. Deeper. Harder.

		I cried out. My hands gripped the lounger. My breasts swung with the force. Scraped the cushion. He did it again. Pulled out. Slammed in. Built a rhythm. His lean hips driving forward. His heavy balls slapping my ass. Smack. Smack. Smack.

		The sun blazed down. Sweat formed between my hanging tits. On my forehead. Jonah's chest gleamed. Droplets ran down his lean muscles. His breathing came hard. Fast. His cock pumped into me. Stretched me with every stroke. In and out. Filling me completely.

		"Your cock. Nngh. So deep. Fuck."

		"Taking it so good Rachel. Pussy gripping me tight." Jonah grunted. His pace increased. Harder strokes. Deeper. The huge head hit my cervix. Pain and pleasure mixing.

		I looked down between my body. Watched his black shaft disappear into my pink pussy. My pale lips stretched impossibly wide around his dark width. Then he pulled out. His cock glistening with my wetness. Then back in.

		"Look at that black cock splitting my white pussy." My voice broke. "Fuck me harder."

		His hands moved from my hips to my shoulders. Pulled me back onto his cock with each forward thrust. The angle changed. Deeper. The head hitting spots that made stars burst.

		My orgasm built. Pressure coiling in my core. My pussy throbbed around him. "Don't stop. Right there. Fuck. Gonna cum."

		His rhythm stayed steady. Hard deep strokes. The head hitting that perfect spot. The friction everywhere. My climax crashed through me. I screamed. My back arched. My pussy clenched around his black cock. My thighs shook.

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes. Ahh."

		He kept fucking me through it. Didn't slow down. His cock pounding into my spasming pussy. Prolonging the pleasure. Making it bigger.

		I barely came down before another orgasm started building. The stretch. The heat. The relentless pace. Too much sensation.

		"Oh god. Again. Your cock. Ungh. Making me cum again."

		Jonah leaned forward. His chest pressed against my back. His mouth found my neck. Sucked hard. Bit the pale skin. The angle changed. His cock drove impossibly deeper.

		I came again. Harder. My nails dug into the cushion. My legs gave out. My face pressed down. My ass still up. Still taking his brutal thrusts.

		"On your back." His voice was rough. Commanding.

		He pulled out. His cock slipped from my stretched pussy. I felt empty. I turned. Lay back on the lounger. Spread my legs wide. My pussy dripped. Swollen and red. Gaping slightly from his size.

		Jonah climbed over me. His lean body covered mine. His cock pressed against my entrance. He pushed in. One hard thrust. Bottomed out. I gasped. The fullness overwhelming again.

		He started moving. His hips driving down. His cock pumping deep. His heavy balls slapping my ass. His dark face above mine. Sweat dripped onto my pale chest. Ran between my soft tits.

		"Fuck me. Use me. Fill me with that black cock." The words came out raw. Honest.

		"Gonna fill this white pussy with my cum." He growled. His pace got frantic. His cock swelled inside me. Stretched me more.

		"Yes. Cum in me. Flood my pussy. Ahh."

		His body went rigid. His cock pulsed. Hot jets flooded deep. His cum painted my walls. Rope after rope. He kept thrusting. Working it deeper. His heavy balls emptied into my pussy.

		I wrapped my legs around his waist. Held him buried inside. Felt every pulse. Every spurt. My pussy milked him. Took everything.

		He collapsed on top of me. His weight pressing me into the cushion. His cock still inside. Still hard. We both panted. Hearts racing. Skin slick with sweat and sex.

		Jonah pulled out slow. His cock slipped from my pussy. Cum leaked immediate. Thick and warm down my ass onto the cushion. He stood. His lean body gleaming with sweat. That massive cock still half hard. Dripping.

		He grabbed his work pants from the ground. Pulled them on. His dark chest still heaving. He looked down at me sprawled naked. Legs spread. Pussy gaping. Leaking his cum.

		"Good fuck Rachel." He grinned. Bent down. Kissed me quick on the mouth. Tasted like sweat and me.

		"Always is with you."

		He laughed. Walked back to his hedge clippers. Started working again like nothing happened. Like he hadn't just pounded me into the lounger. The sound of blades snapping through branches resumed.

		I lay there. The sun beat down on my naked body. My pussy throbbed. Ached. Stretched and used. My tits rose and fell with my breathing. Sweat cooled on my pale skin.

		I reached down. Touched my swollen pussy lips. So sensitive. My fingers came away coated. His cum mixed with mine. I brought them to my mouth. Tasted salt and sex and him.

		The satisfaction was there. Real. My body loose and fucked. But something felt flat. Routine.

		The garden gate opened. Tom's footsteps on the path. He appeared at the pool. Stopped when he saw me. Naked. Spread. Covered in sweat and cum. Jonah still clipping hedges twenty feet away.

		"Jonah?"

		"Yeah."

		Tom grinned. Walked over. Sat on the edge of the lounger. His hand found my thigh. Warm. His fingers traced lazy patterns on my pale skin.

		"Good?"

		"Always good." I stretched. My body ached in that pleasant way. "He kissed me goodbye. Like we're fucking married or something."

		Tom laughed. "You basically are at this point."

		"That's the problem."

		His hand stopped moving. "What do you mean?"

		I sat up. Looked at him. "It's too easy now. Too comfortable. James texts. I say yes. Jonah shows up. We fuck. Steven used to just walk in and bend me over."

		"You want them to stop?"

		"No. God no." I shook my head. "I just miss the excitement. When everything felt new and dangerous. When I didn't know what would happen."

		Tom nodded. Squeezed my thigh. "The edge."

		"Yeah. The edge."

		We sat quiet. The hedge clippers snapped. Birds called from the jacaranda trees. Jonah whistled while he worked. Like this was just another Tuesday.

		And maybe that was the problem. It was just another Tuesday.

		I wanted to feel that rush again. That moment when my pussy clenched and my heart raced because something unexpected was happening. Something sneaky. Something that made me feel alive and reckless and powerful.

		But I didn't know how to get it back.

		

	
		Boyfriend material

		

		I pulled my phone from my bag. Scrolled to Simon's name. My thumbs moved across the screen.

		"Need to see you. Somewhere away from the villa. Tonight?"

		The reply came fast.

		"Serena hotel bar. 7pm. Everything ok?"

		"Will be."

		I dropped the phone on the bed. Walked to my closet. The ceiling fan rotated slow overhead. Hot air pushed down against my bare skin.

		I chose a simple sundress. Blue cotton that hugged my full breasts and cinched at my narrow waist. The skirt flowed loose around my thick thighs. Nothing slutty. Nothing that screamed I was there to fuck. Just pretty.

		Tom looked up from his laptop when I walked through the living room.

		"Going out?"

		"Meeting Simon. Just drinks and talking."

		He nodded. His eyes tracked over my body in the blue dress. "You okay?"

		"Just restless."

		The Serena sat in landscaped gardens off Kenyatta Avenue. White walls glowed in the early evening light. Palm trees swayed gentle. Security waved my taxi through the gates.

		Inside the lobby was cool and dark. My eyes adjusted from the bright sun. Polished marble floors. High ceilings. The smell of expensive perfume and air conditioning.

		The bar opened onto a terrace. I spotted Simon at a corner table. He stood when he saw me. Kissed my cheek. His stubble scraped my soft skin. He smelled like soap and coffee.

		"You look good Rachel."

		"So do you."

		We sat. A waiter appeared. Simon ordered a Tusker. I asked for white wine.

		The terrace overlooked the garden. Flame trees dropped red petals on the grass. Birds called from the branches. Traffic hummed distant beyond the walls.

		"How's the water project?" I asked.

		Simon leaned back in his chair. His shirt pulled across his lean chest. "Frustrating. The county government keeps changing requirements. We're three months behind schedule."

		"Bureaucracy?"

		"And corruption. Same as always." He smiled. Not bitter. Just honest. "But we'll get there. We always do."

		The waiter brought our drinks. Cold bottles beaded with condensation. I sipped my wine. Let the chill spread through my chest.

		"What about you? How's the expat wife life treating you?"

		I laughed. The sound came out flat. "That's why I wanted to meet."

		Simon's dark eyes studied my face. He didn't speak. Just waited.

		"I'm bored Simon."

		His eyebrows lifted. "Bored? You've got what, three or four regular guys fucking you?"

		"James shows up twice a week. Jonah fucks me in the garden every time he works. It's good. Their cocks are perfect. But it's routine now."

		"Routine."

		"Yeah. James texts. I say yes. We fuck in the pool or on the bed. Jonah strips me by the lounger. Same positions. Same rhythm." I took another sip of wine. "The edge is gone."

		Simon set his beer down. His fingers drummed the table. "Am I boring too?"

		The question hung between us. Honest. A little vulnerable.

		I looked at him. Really looked. His intelligent eyes. The way his mouth curved when he was thinking. The calm confidence in how he moved through the world.

		"You're boyfriend material Simon."

		"That's not an answer."

		"It is." I reached across the table. Put my hand over his. "If we were both single? I'd fall for you. Hard. You're smart and decent and you fuck me like you actually see me."

		"But?"

		"Not but. 'And' is the right word." I squeezed his hand. "I need that. I get that from you and from Tom. But I also need naughty and sneaky and wild."

		Simon grinned. His thumb rubbed across my knuckles. "So I'm the boring safe option between your exciting adventures?"

		"You're the one who reminds me I'm a person and not just a collection of holes."

		He laughed. The sound was warm and genuine. "Jesus Rachel. You really know how to compliment a guy."

		"I'm serious."

		"I know you are." He lifted his beer. Took a long drink. Set it down. "I get it. You want the rush. The unpredictable shit that makes your pussy wet before anyone even touches you."

		"Exactly."

		"And James showing up at the same time every Tuesday doesn't do that anymore."

		"No. It doesn't."

		Simon leaned forward. His eyes held mine. "You know I love you right? In my fucked up way."

		My chest tightened. "I know."

		"Good." He stood. Dropped cash on the table. "Come upstairs anyway. Let the boyfriend material guy fuck you properly."

		I stood. Grabbed my bag. "Room number?"

		"412. Checked in this afternoon."

		We walked through the lobby. My heels clicked on the marble floor. Simon's hand rested light on my lower back. His palm was warm through the thin cotton of my dress.

		The elevator doors slid open. We stepped inside. The space was small. Mirrored walls reflected us back. My blonde hair fell loose over my shoulders. His shirt was wrinkled from the Nairobi heat.

		The doors closed. The elevator hummed upward.

		Simon turned. His hands found my waist. Pulled me close. His mouth came down on mine. His lips moved slow against mine. His tongue traced my lower lip. Slipped inside when I opened for him.

		I kissed him back. Tasted beer and mint. My hands found his chest. Felt his heart beating under my palms. His stubble scraped my soft cheeks.

		His hands stayed on my waist. Didn't grab my ass. Didn't grope my tits. Just held me steady while his mouth worked mine. Deep and thorough.

		The elevator dinged. Fourth floor. We broke apart. His forehead rested against mine for a breath. Then the doors opened.

		The hallway was quiet. Cream walls. Dark wood doors. The smell of fresh laundry and air conditioning.

		Room 412 was at the end. Simon pulled the keycard from his pocket. The lock beeped green. The door swung open.

		The room was standard hotel. King bed with white sheets. Dark wood furniture. Floor to ceiling windows overlooking the garden. The evening light filtered through sheer curtains. Cast everything in soft gold.

		The door clicked shut behind us.

		Simon turned back to me. His hands cupped my face. Thumbs brushed my cheekbones. He kissed me again. Slower this time. Like we had all night. Like he was savoring me.

		We broke apart. His breath was warm on my lips.

		"I needed that," I said.

		"I know."

		I stepped back. My hands found the straps of my sundress. Slid them off my shoulders. The blue cotton fell down my arms. Over my full breasts. Past my wide hips. Pooled at my feet.

		I wasn't wearing a bra. My heavy tits hung natural. My pink nipples were already stiff. I hooked my thumbs in my white panties. Pushed them down my thick thighs. Stepped out of them.

		I stood naked in the golden light. Let him look.

		Simon pulled his shirt over his head. Tossed it on the chair. His lean chest was pale. A few dark hairs scattered across his pecs. He unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his jeans. Pushed them down with his boxers.

		His cock stood hard. White and thick. The head was flushed dark pink. A bead of precum glistened at the tip.

		We stood facing each other. Just looking. His eyes traveled over my curvy body. My ample breasts. My soft belly. The blonde hair between my legs. Not hungry. Appreciative.

		"You're beautiful Rachel."

		"Come here."

		Simon closed the distance. His hands found my waist. Pushed me backward. My legs hit the edge of the bed. I fell back onto the white sheets. The mattress gave soft beneath my weight.

		He climbed over me. His lean body covered mine. His hard cock pressed against my belly. Hot and solid. His weight settled on top of me. His hands found my wrists. Pinned them above my head against the pillows.

		His mouth found mine again. Kissed me deep while his body pressed me down into the bed. His chest hair scraped my sensitive nipples. My heavy tits flattened between us.

		He pulled back. Looked down at me. His dark eyes moved over my face. My flushed cheeks. My parted lips. My blonde hair spread across the white pillows.

		"I want to taste you first."

		"Simon..."

		"Let me make you feel good Rachel."

		His mouth moved down. Kissed my neck. My collarbone. The valley between my heavy tits. His tongue traced around my left nipple. Circled the pink flesh. Then his lips closed around the stiff bud. Sucked gentle.

		"Mmm."

		He moved to my right breast. Kissed the soft flesh. Sucked my nipple between his lips. His tongue flicked the tip. His stubble scraped my sensitive skin.

		His mouth traveled lower. Kissed down my soft belly. His hands pushed my thick thighs apart. Spread me open. He settled between my legs. His breath was hot against my pussy.

		"You're already so wet."

		His tongue licked through my slit. Slow. Bottom to top. Tasted me. His hands gripped my thighs. Held them wide. His tongue circled my clit. Gentle pressure. Teasing.

		"Oh fuck."

		He licked again. Firmer this time. His tongue flattened against my clit. Dragged up. Then back down. His lips closed around the sensitive bud. Sucked. Released. Sucked again.

		My hips lifted off the bed. Pressed against his mouth. My hands found his hair. Gripped. Held him there.

		His tongue moved lower. Pushed inside my pussy. Fucked me with it. Shallow strokes. His nose rubbed against my clit. The dual sensation made my thighs shake.

		"Right there. Don't stop."

		Simon pulled his tongue out. Licked back up to my clit. Circled it. His right hand moved from my thigh. Two fingers pressed against my entrance. Pushed inside. Curled up. Found that spot on my front wall.

		"Ahh. Simon. Yes."

		His fingers pumped slow. In and out. His tongue worked my clit. Circling. Flicking. Sucking. The rhythm was perfect. Steady. Building pressure low in my belly.

		His fingers moved faster. His tongue stayed focused on my clit. Licking. Sucking. My pussy clenched around his fingers. My walls gripped tight. That coil wound tighter.

		"I'm gonna cum. Fuck. Your mouth. Ahh."

		He didn't change pace. Kept the same rhythm. His fingers curled. Hit that perfect spot with each stroke. His lips sucked my clit. His tongue flicked fast.

		My orgasm hit hard. My back arched off the bed. My thighs clamped around his head. My pussy spasmed around his fingers. Pulsed. My hands pulled his hair. My breath came out in gasps.

		"Oh god. Oh fuck. Simon."

		He kept going. Drew it out. His tongue gentler now. His fingers slowing. Easing me down from the peak. My body shook. Aftershocks rippled through my core.

		Finally he pulled back. His face was wet with my arousal. His lips glistened. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Grinned up at me.

		"Better?"

		"So much better."

		He climbed back up my body. His hands found my wrists again. Pinned them above my head. His mouth found mine. I tasted myself on his lips. Salt and musk. His tongue pushed deep.

		His left hand moved between our bodies. Gripped his thick cock. Guided it between my legs. The head pressed against my pussy lips. Rubbed up and down my slit. Found my entrance.

		He pushed in. The head spread my pussy lips apart. Stretched me. His shaft followed. Thick and steady. Filled me inch by inch. My walls gripped him. Wet and sensitive from cumming.

		"Fuck. You're so wet Rachel."

		"Your mouth did that."

		He bottomed out. His cock buried completely inside my pussy. His pelvis pressed against mine. His balls rested against my ass. We both held still. Just feeling the connection.

		His eyes stayed locked on mine. I watched his pupils dilate. Saw the concentration in his face. The care. He started moving. Pulled out slow. His cock dragged through my gripping pussy. Then pushed back in. Deep and deliberate.

		"How does that feel?"

		"Perfect."

		"Tell me what you like Rachel. What do you need?"

		His hips kept their steady rhythm. In and out. His thick white cock pumping into my stretched pussy. The wet sounds filled the quiet room. Squelch. Squelch. His balls slapped soft against me.

		"Harder. I need you to fuck me harder."

		Simon released my wrists. Both hands moved to my thighs. Pushed them wider. Spread me open more. His pace increased. His cock drove deeper. Faster. The angle changed. His shaft dragged against my front wall.

		"Ahh. Yes. Right there."

		My hands found his shoulders. Gripped his lean muscles. My nails dug into his pale skin. Left red marks. His chest pressed against my soft tits with each thrust. My stiff nipples scraped his skin.

		His mouth found my neck. Kissed the sensitive spot below my ear. Sucked hard. His teeth grazed my flesh. His stubble burned my pale throat.

		"Your pussy feels perfect. So tight around my cock."

		"Mmm. Keep talking. Tell me."

		His hips slammed harder now. His cock pounded into me. The bed frame creaked. The headboard tapped the wall. Rhythm matching his thrusts. His breathing got heavier. Hot air rushed against my neck.

		"Love watching your face when you take my cock. Love seeing your blonde hair spread out. Your big tits bouncing."

		"Fuck. Simon. Ungh."

		His hands slid under my ass. Gripped my round cheeks. Lifted my hips off the bed. Changed the angle again. His cock drove impossibly deeper. Hit my cervix. Pain and pleasure mixed sharp.

		"You're so fucking beautiful Rachel. The way your body moves. The sounds you make."

		My pussy clenched around his shaft. The praise landed different than the filth James and Jonah usually growled. This felt personal. Like he saw me.

		"I want to ride you. Need to control it."

		Simon pulled out. His thick cock slipped from my gripping pussy. Left me empty. He rolled onto his back. His cock stood straight up. Glistening with my wetness. The shaft was flushed dark. Veins prominent. The head was swollen and leaking.

		I climbed over him. Straddled his hips. My thick thighs spread wide. My heavy tits hung down. Swayed as I positioned myself. I reached between my legs. Gripped his wet cock. Lined it up with my pussy entrance.

		I sank down. Took him in one smooth motion. His cock filled me completely. Stretched me. The fullness made my breath catch. My pussy walls hugged every inch.

		"Oh god. So deep like this."

		Simon's hands found my wide hips. His fingers dug into my soft flesh. "Fuck yourself on my cock Rachel. Take what you need."

		I started moving. Rose up until just his head stayed inside. Then dropped down. Took him to the base. My ass slapped against his thighs. My heavy tits bounced with each movement. Up and down. Building rhythm.

		His eyes were locked on my chest. Watching my pale breasts swing. My pink nipples drawing circles in the air. His hands slid up. Cupped my tits. Squeezed the soft flesh. His thumbs found my stiff nipples. Rubbed circles around them.

		"Your tits are incredible. So full and heavy."

		I leaned forward. Changed the angle. My clit rubbed against his pelvis with each grind. Pressure built low in my belly. My pussy clenched around his shaft. I rode him faster. Chased the sensation.

		Simon's mouth found my right nipple. Sucked it between his lips. His tongue circled the sensitive bud. Flicked it. His teeth grazed the tip. Not rough. Just enough pressure to send sparks through my chest.

		"Ahh. Yes. Suck my nipples."

		His hands moved back to my hips. Gripped hard. Guided my rhythm. Pulled me down harder onto his cock. His hips thrust up to meet me. Our bodies slapped together. Wet skin on skin.

		I ground against him. Circled my hips. His cock stayed buried deep while my clit dragged against him. The friction built. Heat spread through my core. My thighs burned from the effort but I couldn't stop.

		"I'm close Simon. Fuck. Your cock feels so good."

		"Look at me Rachel. I want to see your face when you cum."

		My eyes found his. Dark and intense. His mouth released my nipple. His hands gripped my hips tighter. Held me steady while I ground against him. My pussy walls fluttered. That familiar coil wound tight.

		"Right there. Don't stop. Ahh. Ahh. Simon."

		My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy clenched hard around his cock. Pulsed. Milked him. My back arched. My heavy tits thrust forward. My nails dug into his chest. My thighs shook.

		"Fuck. Yes. Oh god."

		He held my gaze the entire time. Watched pleasure twist my face. Watched my mouth fall open. Watched me come apart on his cock.

		The waves finally subsided. I collapsed forward. My soft tits pressed against his chest. My face buried in his neck. His cock still hard inside my sensitive pussy. Both of us breathing heavy.

		Simon's arms wrapped around me. Held me close for a moment. His lips found my temple. Kissed me gentle.

		Then his hands moved to my shoulders. Pushed me up and off him. His cock slipped free. I felt empty immediately.

		"On your stomach."

		I rolled over. My face pressed into the pillows. My arms stretched above my head. My heavy tits mashed beneath me. My legs spread.

		Simon's hands gripped my hips. Pulled them up. My ass lifted off the bed. My knees tucked under. My face stayed down. The position exposed everything.

		His thick cock pushed back inside. One hard thrust. Filled my pussy completely. The angle was different. Deeper. His hands spread my ass cheeks. Held me open. Watched his white cock pump into my pink pussy.

		"Such a perfect view. Your pussy gripping my cock."

		He started fucking me hard. Fast brutal thrusts. His hips slammed against my round ass. The sound echoed through the room. Smack. Smack. Smack. His heavy balls swung forward. Hit my clit with each stroke.

		"Ungh. Fuck. So deep."

		My hands fisted the sheets. My face turned to the side. Gasped for air. His cock pounded into me. Relentless. The bed shook. The headboard banged the wall. Steady rhythm.

		His right hand came down. Slapped my firm ass. The crack was sharp. Stinging heat bloomed across my pale cheek. He did it again. Left red handprints on my flesh.

		"You like that? Like when I spank this perfect ass?"

		"Yes. Fuck. Harder Simon."

		He obliged. His hand came down harder. His cock drove deeper. My pussy was so sensitive from cumming twice. Every thrust sent sensation shooting through my core. Too much. Not enough.

		His breathing got ragged. His rhythm faltered. His cock swelled inside me. Stretched me more. His hands gripped my hips brutal. Held me in place.

		"I'm gonna cum Rachel. Where do you want it?"

		"Inside. Fill my pussy. I want your cum deep."

		His thrusts got frantic. Three more hard strokes. Then he slammed in one final time. Buried to the base. His cock pulsed. Hot jets flooded my pussy. Painted my walls. His fingers dug into my soft hips. Held me pinned against him.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Rachel."

		He ground against me. Worked his cum deeper. His cock throbbed. Pumped every drop inside. My pussy walls clenched around him. Milked him. Took everything.

		His weight collapsed onto my back. Pressed me down into the mattress. His chest heaved against my shoulders. His cock still buried inside. Still hard. Still pulsing.

		We stayed like that. Both gasping. Sweat slicked between our bodies. The smell of sex filled the room. Salt and musk and me.

		Simon finally rolled off. Pulled his cock free. His cum leaked immediate from my stretched pussy. Dripped down my inner thighs. Onto the white sheets.

		I collapsed flat. My face pressed into the pillows. My body boneless and satisfied. My pussy throbbed. Ached in that pleasant way.

		Simon settled beside me. His hand found my lower back. Traced slow circles on my damp skin.

		Neither of us spoke. Just breathed. Just existed in the aftermath.

		d they make."

		Simon's fingers moved to my hip. Drew circles on my pale skin. "Predictable."

		"Completely. And it's worse than that." I paused. Looked at his face. "Even Tom doesn't get turned on hearing about them anymore. He used to get hard just listening to me describe James fucking me. Now he just nods and asks if it was good."

		"They've become part of your daily routine."

		"Exactly. Like the gardener and the driver. Except they also fuck me." The frustration leaked into my voice. "James is just there. Jonah is just there. They're not exciting. They're just available."

		Simon nodded slow. His thumb rubbed my hipbone. "What about the emotional stuff? They getting attached?"

		"James acts like we're dating. Asks about my day. Wants to know what I'm doing over the weekend. Jonah kissed me goodbye last time like we're fucking married."

		"And that bothers you?"

		"It's not what I signed up for. I wanted raw sex. Power. The rush of taking what I want." My voice dropped. "Not fixtures in my life who happen to have great cocks."

		Simon laughed. The sound was warm. Understanding. "Of course they got attached Rachel. You're gorgeous and you fuck like a dream and you're available whenever they want. What did you think would happen?"

		Heat rose in my cheeks. "I thought they'd just want the sex."

		"Most men can't separate good pussy from feelings. Especially when you keep letting them back in."

		I looked down. Watched his hand move on my hip. His fingers were long and steady.

		"So what do I do?"

		"You already know."

		"Tell me anyway."

		Simon's hand moved to my chin. Tilted my face up. Made me look at him. "Stop being passive. Stop just saying yes when someone shows up at your gate. Start choosing."

		"Choosing?"

		"Yeah. Decide who you actually want to fuck. When and where and how. Find situations that give you that danger you're craving." His thumb brushed my lower lip. "Be the one in control again Rachel. Not the one being controlled by whoever texts."

		The words settled in my chest. True and uncomfortable.

		"I've just been letting it happen."

		"Exactly."

		"Waiting for them instead of hunting."

		"Right." Simon grinned. "You used to be a predator. Now you're just convenient prey."

		I hit his shoulder. "Fuck you."

		"You just did." He pulled me closer. His arm wrapped around my waist. "Look. James and Jonah are good guys. Great cocks. But if they're not exciting you anymore then change the dynamic or cut them loose."

		"Cut them loose?"

		"Or scale back. Make them less available. Less predictable." His hand slid down. Cupped my ass. Squeezed. "Find new situations. Risky ones. Public ones. Places where you might get caught."

		My pussy clenched. The idea sent heat through my core.

		"Like where?"

		"I don't know. That's for you to figure out." He kissed my forehead. "But stop letting your sex life just happen to you. Make it happen."

		I pressed against him. My soft tits mashed his chest. His spent cock rested against my belly. Still slick with our mess.

		"You're too smart Simon."

		"I pay attention. That's different."

		We lay quiet. His hand rubbed slow circles on my lower back. The room had gotten darker. The golden light faded to blue evening. Traffic sounds filtered through the windows. Horns. Engines. Nairobi's constant hum.

		My breathing slowed. My body felt loose and satisfied. My mind felt clearer than it had in weeks.

		"Thank you."

		"For what?"

		"For seeing me. For not just seeing my body."

		Simon kissed the top of my head. "That's what boyfriends do."

		I laughed against his chest. Felt his heart beating under my cheek. Steady and calm.

		"I should go soon. Tom will wonder."

		"Does he know you're with me?"

		"Yeah. He knows."

		"Good man."

		"The best man."

		Simon's arms tightened around me. Held me close for another moment. Then released.

		"Go. Before I want to fuck you again."

		I rolled off the bed. My legs felt shaky. My pussy still throbbed. Simon's cum leaked down my inner thighs. Warm and thick.

		"Shower?"

		"Yeah. Come on."

		The bathroom was small. White tile. Glass shower door. Simon turned on the water. Steam filled the space. He stepped in first. Held his hand out to me.

		I took it. Stepped under the hot spray. The water hit my shoulders. Ran down between my heavy tits. Washed away the sweat and sex.

		Simon's hands found my waist. Turned me around. His palms moved over my back. Gentle. Washing me. No groping. No teasing. Just care.

		He worked soap into my blonde hair. His fingers massaged my scalp. Firm pressure. I closed my eyes. Let my head fall back. The water rinsed the suds away.

		His hands moved to my shoulders. Down my arms. Over my soft belly. Between my thighs. He cleaned his cum from my pussy. His touch was efficient. Tender.

		I turned. Took the soap from him. Washed his lean chest. His arms. His back. He stood still. Let me work. His dark eyes watched my face.

		We rinsed. The water ran clear. He turned off the tap. Grabbed two towels from the rack. Handed me one.

		I dried my body. Rubbed the towel over my wet skin. Between my breasts. Down my legs. My hair hung damp and heavy down my back.

		Simon dried himself quick. Wrapped the towel around his waist.

		I walked back to the bedroom. Found my white panties on the floor. Stepped into them. Pulled them up over my wide hips. The fabric pressed against my sensitive pussy. I picked up my sundress. Slipped it over my head. The blue cotton settled around my curves.

		Simon pulled on his boxers. His jeans. Left his shirt unbuttoned.

		I found my bag. Checked my phone. Two messages from Tom asking how it was going. Nothing urgent. I felt calm. Clearer than I had in weeks.

		Simon walked me to the door. His hand found my waist. Pulled me close one more time. He kissed my forehead. His lips lingered.

		"Be selfish about your pleasure Rachel. Take what you want. Fuck who you want. Stop settling for comfortable."

		"I will."

		"Good." He opened the door. "Text me when you get home safe."

		"I will. Thank you Simon."

		"Anytime."

		I walked down the hallway. The elevator ride felt different. My body was loose. Satisfied. My mind was focused.

		Outside the hotel a taxi waited. I climbed in. Gave the driver my address. Pulled out my phone.

		"On my way home. We need to talk."

		Tom's reply came fast.

		"Everything okay?"

		"Yeah. Really okay. Just thinking about some changes."

		The taxi pulled through the gate. Past security. Into Nairobi traffic. Horns blared. Matatus weaved between lanes. The city noise pressed in through the windows.

		I watched the streets pass. Thought about what Simon said. About choosing. About hunting. About finding that edge again.

		James and Jonah were good. Their cocks were perfect. But they'd become routine. Expected. Part of my daily life like breakfast or laundry.

		I didn't want routine. I wanted unpredictable. Sneaky. Dangerous.

		The taxi turned onto our street. Pulled up to the villa gate. I paid the driver. Walked through the garden. Jasmine bloomed heavy in the evening air. The pool glowed blue in the dusk.

		Tom stood on the terrace. Two glasses of wine already poured. He smiled when he saw me. Wrapped his arms around me. Kissed my neck.

		"How was it?"

		"Good. Really good." I pulled back. Looked at his face. "But we need to talk about what comes next."

		"Yeah?"

		"Yeah. Things need to change Tom. I need them to change."

		He handed me a wine glass. Led me to the wicker chairs. We sat. The night sounds started. Crickets. Distant dogs. The hum of the city beyond our walls.

		I took a sip. Let the cool wine settle my thoughts.

		Then I told him what I wanted.
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		I pulled out my phone Thursday morning. My thumbs moved across the screen.

		"Come to the villa tomorrow night. 7pm. Bring nothing. Stay late."

		I sent it to James. Then copied the exact words and sent them to Jonah.

		Both replies came within minutes. James sent a flame emoji. Jonah texted back "yes ma'am" and I felt my pussy clench.

		Tom looked up from his coffee at the kitchen table. The morning sun cut through the window behind him. His eyes found mine.

		"Was that you finally inviting them?"

		"For tomorrow night. Same time." I poured myself coffee. The steam rose hot against my face. "This feels like it should be a big last kind of night."

		He nodded slow. His fingers drummed the wooden table. "You ready?"

		"I need to reset. Step back from the routine. But I want one more time with both of them together." I sat across from him. My bare thighs stuck to the chair. "Something that reminds me why this all felt so good in the first place."

		"A proper goodbye."

		"Yeah. A proper goodbye."

		Friday crawled past. I changed the sheets on our bed. White cotton that smelled like detergent and sun. I showered in the afternoon. Shaved my pussy smooth. Rubbed lotion into my pale skin until it gleamed. My heavy tits bounced as I moved around the bedroom. My thick thighs brushed together.

		I chose the Balinese sarong from the bottom drawer. Blue and green batik that Tom bought me years ago in Ubud. I wrapped it around my naked body. The thin cotton clung to my curves. No bra. No panties. Just the fabric tied at my heavy breasts.

		By six the sun hung low and orange. I walked out to the pool. Unwrapped the sarong. Let it fall on the lounger. My bare feet were hot on the tiles. I dove in.

		The water closed cool around my naked body. I surfaced. Floated on my back. My ample breasts broke the surface. Water lapped at my stiff pink nipples. My blonde hair spread out wet. The sky above was turning purple and gold.

		My pussy throbbed. Anticipation made my walls clench on nothing. Both of them. At the same time. Their thick black cocks filling me. Using me. Taking me together one last time.

		The gate creaked.

		I turned my head. James walked through. His polo shirt stretched across his broad chest. His jeans showed the bulge already forming. Those dark eyes locked on my naked body floating in the water. He grinned wide.

		The gate creaked again before it closed.

		Jonah appeared behind James. Shirtless. His skin gleamed blue-black in the dying light. Work pants slung low on his narrow hips. His lean muscles flexed as he stopped next to James.

		Both men looked at each other. Then at me. Then back at each other.

		James laughed. Deep and warm. "Guess we're both invited."

		Jonah's grin split his dark face. "Guess so."

		I stood up in the shallow end. Water streamed down my pale curves. My heavy tits dripped. My smooth pussy glistened. Both their eyes traveled over every inch of my voluptuous body.

		"Get inside. Both of you. We're doing this right."

		I climbed out of the pool. Water streamed down my naked body. My heavy tits swayed. My bare feet left wet prints on the hot tiles. I picked up the Balinese sarong. Wrapped it around my curves. The thin fabric stuck to my wet skin. Clung to my full breasts. The edge barely covered my round ass.

		James and Jonah followed me through the garden. Their eyes locked on the way my hips moved. The sarong rode up with each step. Showed more of my thick pale thighs.

		Tom appeared on the terrace. Three Tusker bottles sweating in his hands. He set them on the wooden table. His eyes moved over my wet body in the clinging fabric. Over the two men behind me.

		"Evening guys."

		"Tom." James nodded. Reached for a beer.

		Jonah grabbed the second bottle. "Good to see you man."

		I took the third. The glass was cold against my palm. I tilted it back. Let the bitter liquid slide down my throat. The four of us stood there. The garden hummed with insects. Purple light filtered through the jacaranda branches.

		Tom settled into one of the wicker chairs. His legs spread comfortable. I sat on the cushioned bench between James and Jonah. The sarong pulled tight across my thighs. The knot between my breasts loosened slightly.

		James sat to my right. His thick arm stretched across the back of the bench. His fingers found my bare shoulder. Traced patterns on my wet skin. Jonah sat to my left. His lean body radiated heat.

		"So this was planned." James grinned at Tom.

		"Rachel's plan." Tom sipped his beer. His eyes stayed on me. On the way James's dark fingers moved across my pale shoulder.

		Jonah's large hand landed on my left thigh. The rough palm pressed against my smooth skin. His fingers squeezed. Not gentle. Possessive.

		"We're good with that." Jonah's voice rumbled low.

		James's hand moved from my shoulder. Slid down. Found my right thigh under the sarong edge. His fingers pushed higher. The fabric bunched. Both their dark hands on my pale thighs now. Spreading my legs slowly.

		My breath caught. The sarong pulled tight across my lap. Rode up. Exposed more skin. Their fingers moved higher. Closer to my smooth pussy.

		I turned to James. His dark eyes were hungry. I leaned in. My lips found his. His mouth opened. His thick lips crushed mine. His tongue pushed deep. Tasted like beer and want.

		Jonah's fingers reached my pussy. No fabric between his rough skin and my wet lips. He groaned. Two thick fingers traced through my slit. Found my entrance. Pushed inside.

		"Mmm." The sound vibrated against James's mouth.

		James kissed me harder. His hand gripped my thigh. Held my leg spread wide. Jonah's fingers pumped slow. In and out of my gripping pussy. The wet sounds mixed with the garden insects. With my breathing getting faster.

		I broke the kiss. Turned to Jonah. His dark face was close. His breath hot against my cheek. I kissed him. His stubble scraped my soft skin. His fingers curled inside me. Found that spot. My pussy clenched around him.

		"Ahh."

		James's mouth found my neck. Sucked hard on the pale skin. His free hand pulled at the sarong knot between my breasts. The fabric loosened. Fell open. My heavy tits spilled free. Bare. My stiff nipples pointed at Tom across from us.

		Tom leaned forward in his chair. His beer bottle hung loose in his hand. His eyes moved between my exposed breasts and Jonah's dark fingers disappearing into my pussy. The bulge in his pants was obvious.

		James's hand cupped my right breast. Squeezed the soft flesh. His fingers found my nipple. Pinched. Twisted. Pleasure shot straight to my core.

		Jonah added a third finger. Stretched me. His thumb found my clit. Rubbed circles. My thighs shook. The sarong was bunched at my waist now. Useless.

		"Fuck. Bedroom. Now." My voice came out ragged.

		Jonah pulled his fingers out. They glistened with my wetness. He brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean. His eyes stayed locked on mine.

		I stood. The sarong fell completely open. My naked body on display in the purple light. My full breasts. My smooth pussy dripping. I grabbed both their hands. Pulled them to their feet.

		Tom stayed seated. Watched me lead both men toward the house. My round ass swayed with each step. The sarong trailed behind me on the ground. Forgotten.

		Inside the bedroom the ceiling fan spun slow. Cool air pushed down against our heated skin. I turned to face them. Two dark bodies filled the doorway. James pulled his polo over his head. His broad chest gleamed with sweat. Jonah was already shirtless. His lean muscles moved under blue-black skin.

		James kicked off his shoes. Unbuttoned his jeans. Shoved them down with his boxers. His thick black cock sprang free. Heavy. Veined. The dark head already leaking.

		Jonah unbuckled his work pants. Let them fall. No underwear. His massive cock stood rigid. Not as long as James but impossibly thick. The shaft was textured. Purple-black. The huge flared head darker still.

		I walked to the bed. My voluptuous body on full display. My ample breasts swayed. My bare pussy dripped down my inner thighs. I climbed onto the white sheets. Looked back at them.

		"James. On your back."

		He grinned. Walked to the bed. Lay back against the pillows. His thick black cock stood straight up from his groin. His heavy balls rested against his thighs. His dark eyes locked on my curvy body.

		I crawled over him. Straddled his muscular hips. My thick thighs spread wide. My wet pussy hovered over his cock. I reached down. Gripped his shaft. The girth filled my hand. I positioned the head at my entrance.

		I sank down. His thick cockhead pushed through my lips. Stretched me. My walls gripped him. I kept sinking. Inch by inch. His shaft filling my gripping pussy. So full. I bottomed out. His balls pressed against my round ass.

		"Fuck. So deep."

		James's large hands found my wide hips. Gripped hard. His fingers dug into my pale flesh. "Ride that cock Rachel."

		I started moving. Rose up. His shaft dragged through my tight pussy. Just the head stayed inside. I dropped back down. Took him to the base. My heavy tits bounced. My blonde hair whipped.

		The bed dipped. Jonah climbed on. Knelt beside my face. His massive cock pointed at my mouth. The huge head was level with my lips. Precum leaked from the tip.

		I turned my head. Opened my mouth wide. He pushed forward. The flared head forced past my lips. My jaw stretched. Ached immediately. So thick. I sucked. Hollowed my cheeks. My tongue worked the sensitive underside.

		"Ahh. Yeah. That mouth." Jonah groaned.

		I rode James faster. His cock pumped into my wet pussy. The friction built heat in my core. My walls clenched around him. Jonah's hand found my blonde hair. Gripped. Held my head steady. He pushed deeper. His massive shaft filled my mouth. Hit the back of my throat.

		I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. Tears formed. He pulled back. Let me breathe. I gasped around his cock. He pushed in again. Fucked my throat in rhythm with James fucking my pussy from below.

		"Ungh. Mmph."

		James's hips thrust up. Met my downward motion. His thick black cock drove deeper. His hands moved from my hips to my bouncing breasts. Cupped my soft flesh. Squeezed. His thumbs found my stiff nipples. Rubbed circles.

		Jonah's cock swelled in my mouth. The huge head pulsed. He pulled out suddenly. His shaft left my lips with a wet pop. I gasped. Spit strung between my mouth and his dark cockhead.

		"Not cumming yet. Need that pussy first."

		I lifted off James. His thick cock slipped from my gripping walls. Left me empty. I moved to all fours. My heavy tits hung down. Swayed. My firm ass pointed at Jonah. My smooth pussy gaped. Pink and dripping.

		"Fuck me from behind. Stretch my pussy with that thick cock."

		Jonah positioned himself behind me. His rough hands gripped my round ass. Spread my cheeks. The massive head pressed against my entrance. He pushed forward. My lips stretched impossibly wide. The burn was immediate. His girth forced through. Inch by thick inch.

		"Oh fuck. Oh god. So thick."

		He kept pushing. My pussy walls struggled to accommodate him. The stretch bordered on pain. His textured shaft dragged against every nerve. He bottomed out. His heavy balls swung against my clit. His entire massive cock buried in my stretched pussy.

		James moved in front of me. His thick wet cock pointed at my face. Covered in my pussy juice. I opened my mouth. He pushed in. I tasted myself on his shaft. Salt and musk. He gripped my blonde hair. Both hands tight.

		Jonah started moving. Pulled his massive cock back. The drag was intense. Then slammed forward. Buried himself. My body jerked. My mouth took James deeper. His cock hit my throat.

		They found a rhythm. Jonah thrust forward. Drove me onto James's cock. My throat bulged. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. Onto my swinging breasts. Jonah pulled back. James pulled out. Let me breathe. Then again.

		"Fuck. Look at her take both our cocks." James's voice was rough.

		"This white pussy gripping me so tight." Jonah grunted. His pace increased. His lean hips slammed against my round ass. Smack. Smack. Smack. The wet sounds filled the room. His heavy balls slapped my clit with each brutal thrust.

		James fucked my throat harder. His thick cock pushed deep. Blocked my airway. I couldn't breathe. Tears streamed down my flushed cheeks. He pulled back. I gasped. Coughed. Spit everywhere.

		My pussy clenched around Jonah's massive shaft. The friction. The fullness. The helplessness of being used from both ends. My orgasm built fast.

		"Gonna cum. Don't stop. Ahh. Ahh."

		Jonah's rough hands slapped my ass. Hard. The sting spread across my pale flesh. He pounded harder. His textured cock dragged against my g-spot with every stroke. James held my hair tight. Kept his thick cock buried in my throat.

		My climax crashed through me. My pussy spasmed. Clenched around Jonah's shaft. My body shook. My heavy tits swayed violent. My thighs quaked.

		"Mmph. Ungh."

		The sounds were muffled around James's cock. Jonah kept fucking me through it. His massive cock stretching my convulsing walls. Prolonging the pleasure.

		They both pulled out. I collapsed forward onto the bed. Gasped for air. My face was wet with tears and spit. My pussy throbbed. Gaped. So sensitive.

		"On your back Rachel." James's voice was commanding.

		I rolled over. My blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face. My ample breasts rose and fell with my heavy breathing. My thick thighs fell open. My smooth pussy glistened. Swollen and red.

		James climbed between my legs. Gripped his thick black cock. Pushed into my stretched pussy in one stroke. Bottomed out. Started fucking me hard. His heavy balls slapped against my ass.

		Jonah knelt beside my face again. His massive cock pointed at my mouth. Still rock hard. I turned my head. Opened wide. Took him in. Sucked while James pounded my pussy.

		James's hands pushed my thighs wider. Spread me open more. His thick shaft pumped relentless. The bed frame creaked. The headboard tapped the wall. His dark chest was slick with sweat. Droplets fell onto my pale belly. Between my bouncing breasts.

		"Time for both of us." James slowed. Looked at Jonah. "You ready?"

		Jonah pulled his massive cock from my mouth. "She ready?"

		James pulled out of my pussy. His thick shaft glistened. He rolled onto his back. His cock stood straight up. "Come here Rachel. Ride me."

		I climbed onto him. Straddled his hips again. Sank down onto his familiar thickness. My pussy took him easily now. So stretched. So wet. I leaned forward. My soft breasts pressed against his broad chest. My round ass pushed up and out.

		Jonah moved behind me. The bed shifted with his weight. His rough hands gripped my ass cheeks. Spread them. I felt his hot breath against my exposed hole.

		"You gonna let me fuck this tight ass Rachel?"

		"Yes. Fill me. Both of you. I want both your cocks inside me."

		Something cold dripped onto my asshole. Lube. His thick finger rubbed it around my tight ring. Pushed inside. Just the tip. The pressure was intense. He added more lube. Worked his finger deeper. Pulled out. Added a second finger.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Go slow."

		His fingers scissored. Stretched my ass. Prepared me. James lay still beneath me. His thick cock buried in my pussy. His hands held my hips gentle. More lube. Jonah's fingers pulled out.

		The massive head of his cock pressed against my lubed asshole. The pressure increased. My ring stretched. Resisted. He pushed harder. The huge flared head forced through.

		"Oh god. Oh fuck. So big. Ungh."

		The burn was overwhelming. His head was inside my ass. My ring clamped tight around his shaft. He held still. Let me adjust. More lube. He pushed deeper. Another inch of his massive textured cock splitting my ass open.

		"Breathe Rachel. You're doing good." James's voice was soft. His hands rubbed my back.

		I panted. Tried to relax. Jonah pushed deeper. His thick shaft stretched my ass wider than anything ever had. The fullness was insane. Both holes stuffed. I felt James's cock through the thin wall. Felt Jonah's massive girth stretching me.

		Jonah kept pushing. Inch by brutal inch. My body trembled. Sweat dripped from my face onto James's chest. Finally Jonah's heavy balls pressed against where James's cock entered my pussy. His entire massive cock was buried in my ass.

		"Holy fuck. Both of you. So full. Can't. Ahh."

		They held still. Let me adjust to the overwhelming sensation. Two thick black cocks buried in my holes. Stretching me completely. Using me. Owning me.

		"You good?" Jonah's voice was strained.

		"Move. Fuck me. Both of you."

		James pulled back first. His thick cock dragged through my gripping pussy. Then pushed back in. Jonah held still. Let James fuck me. The friction was incredible. I felt every inch of James through my stuffed pussy.

		Jonah started moving. Pulled his massive cock back. My ass clung to his shaft. Didn't want to let go. He pushed back in. Deeper. Both of them moving now. Finding rhythm.

		"Oh god. Oh fuck. Ungh. Yes. Ahh."

		They moved opposite. James pulled out while Jonah pushed in. Then switched. One cock always buried deep. The friction between them through the thin wall was intense. Their cocks rubbed together inside me.

		The wet sounds were obscene. Squelch. Slap. Smack. My stretched holes gripping their shafts. Their heavy balls swinging. My desperate moans. Their grunting. The bed creaking loud.

		"Look at you taking both our black cocks." James groaned. His hands found my heavy breasts. Squeezed hard.

		"This ass so tight around my cock. Squeezing me." Jonah's rough hands gripped my hips. Pulled me back onto his massive shaft.

		They moved faster. Harder. My body was just holes for their thick cocks. Pinned between them. Used completely. The fullness. The stretch. The burn in my ass. The pressure in my pussy. Too much sensation.

		"Fuck. Fuck. Gonna cum. Don't stop. Ahh. Ahh."

		My orgasm built different. Deeper. Started in my core where both cocks stretched me. Spread outward. My holes clenched. Gripped both shafts tight. My body convulsed.

		"Ungh. Oh god. Fuck. Yes. Ahh."

		They kept pounding. Drove me higher. My vision went white. My ears rang. Every nerve fired. My pussy and ass spasmed around their thick cocks. Milked them. My heavy tits mashed against James's chest. My blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face.

		"Gonna cum. Fuck. Your pussy. Can't hold it." James's hips jerked. His thick cock swelled inside me. Pulsed. Hot jets flooded my pussy. His cum painted my walls. Rope after rope. His hands gripped my soft flesh bruising tight.

		Jonah kept fucking my ass. His massive cock stretched me with each stroke. His breathing came ragged. His lean body went rigid. His cock pulsed in my tight ass. Heat flooded deep. His cum pumped into my bowels. So much. His heavy balls emptied.

		"Take that cum. Both loads. Fuck. Ahh."

		They both held still. Cocks buried deep. Pulsing. Filling me. I collapsed onto James. My body was limp. Used. Completely satisfied. Their cum leaked around their shafts. Warm and wet.

		Jonah pulled out first. His massive cock slipped from my stretched ass with a wet pop. My ring gaped. His cum leaked immediate. Thick and white. Ran down over my pussy. Over James's cock still buried inside me.

		I lifted off James. His thick cock left my pussy. More cum bubbled out. Mixed with Jonah's load dripping from my ass. I rolled onto my back. My legs splayed open. Both holes gaping. Leaking their cum onto the white sheets.

		I rolled onto my back. My legs splayed open. Both holes still leaking their cum onto the white sheets. My blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face. My ample breasts rose and fell with my breathing. My body felt loose. Used. Satisfied.

		James stayed on the bed. His broad back against the headboard. His thick cock rested heavy against his muscular thigh. Still wet. Jonah sprawled beside me. His lean body gleaming with sweat. His massive cock lay across his leg. Softening finally.

		Tom appeared in the doorway. Three fresh Tusker bottles dripping condensation. He walked to the bed. Handed one to James. One to Jonah. Set mine on the nightstand. He settled into the chair beside the bed. His eyes moved over our naked bodies.

		I sat up slow. Grabbed my beer. The cold glass felt good in my hand. I took a long drink. Let the bitter liquid cool my throat.

		Jonah stretched. His lean muscles flexed. He grinned at me. "Fuck Rachel. That ass is something special."

		"Your cock almost split me in half."

		James laughed. Deep and warm. "Looked good though. Both of us filling you up." He turned his head toward Tom. His expression shifted. More serious. "Tom. Man. I gotta say something."

		Tom lifted his beer. "Yeah?"

		"This whole thing. You sharing Rachel with us. Letting us come here." James shook his head. His dark eyes held genuine respect. "That takes real strength. Most men couldn't handle watching their wife take two cocks like that."

		Jonah nodded. Sat up straighter. "For real. You're not weak for this. You're stronger than any jealous husband I know." He raised his beer toward Tom. "Takes confidence to share something this good."

		Tom's face flushed slightly. He smiled. "She's not mine to control. She chooses."

		"Still." James's voice was firm. "You created the space for this. You trusted us with her. That means something."

		"Appreciate you both." Tom clinked his bottle against the air toward them. "Not many guys would respect the dynamic the way you two have."

		We sat there. Four people comfortable in the aftermath. The ceiling fan pushed cool air down. Sweat dried on our skin. The smell of sex hung heavy in the room. The moment felt honest. Real.

		I took another drink. Set my beer down. The weight of what I needed to say pressed against my chest.

		"I need to talk to you guys about something."

		James turned his head. His dark eyes found mine. "What's up?"

		"I love fucking both of you. Your cocks are perfect. Tonight was incredible." I paused. Chose my words careful. "But I need to step back after this. See other people. Not let things become routine or complicated."

		Jonah propped himself up on his elbow. His face was serious now. "You worried we're getting attached?"

		"Maybe. Or that I am. I don't know." My voice came out honest. Raw. "The sex has been amazing but it's starting to feel too familiar. Too easy. I need space to figure out what comes next."

		James laughed. Not mean. Relieved almost. He rubbed his hand over his short hair. "Shit Rachel. I've been seeing someone for three weeks now."

		My eyebrows shot up. "What?"

		"Girl from my church. Sarah. She's sweet. Smart. Wants something real." He grinned at me. His white teeth flashed. "But I couldn't say no when you texted. Your white pussy is addictive."

		Tom laughed from his chair. Jonah shook his head. His grin spread wide across his dark face.

		"Wait." I looked at Jonah. "What about you?"

		Jonah shrugged. His lean shoulders moved easy. "I've had a girlfriend the whole time. Since before I started working your garden."

		"Are you serious?"

		"Yeah. Grace. We've been together two years." He took a drink of his beer. "She doesn't know about this obviously. But man, your pussy was impossible to resist. That first day you came out in that tiny bikini? I was done."

		I stared at both of them. Then burst out laughing. The sound filled the bedroom. James joined in. Then Jonah. Tom was chuckling beside the bed. The tension broke completely.

		"So we're all feeling guilty about the same thing." I shook my head. "Jesus."

		"Guess so." James stretched his arms above his head. His broad chest expanded. "But for real Rachel. You're incredible. This whole thing has been wild."

		"No regrets?" I asked.

		"None." Jonah's voice was firm. "This was exactly what it needed to be. Good sex. No bullshit. And now we all get to move forward clean."

		Tom leaned forward in his chair. His elbows rested on his knees. "So you two are good with this being the last time?"

		James nodded. "Sarah deserves my full attention. Can't keep sneaking over here."

		"And Grace has been asking why I work so many extra hours." Jonah laughed. "Probably time to be honest with her. Not about this. But about wanting to commit more."

		I reached over. Put my hand on Jonah's lean arm. Then on James's thick forearm. "Thank you. Both of you. For being part of this. For tonight."

		"Thank you for letting us fuck that perfect body." James grinned. His dark eyes warm.

		We sat quiet for a moment. The beer bottles sweating in our hands. Our naked bodies relaxed. The weight of endings and beginnings settling gentle around us.

		Jonah drained his beer. Set the empty bottle on the nightstand. "So we staying for another round or calling it here?"

		James looked at me. His thick cock was already starting to harden again. "Your call Rachel."

		I looked at both of them. At their beautiful dark bodies. At their cocks that had just filled me completely. At Tom watching with that familiar hunger in his eyes.

		"One more." I grinned. "But slower this time. I want to remember every second."

		

	
		Consequences

		

		I texted Simon Tuesday afternoon. The villa felt too quiet. Tom was at the university. James and Jonah were settled into their new normal. I wanted conversation. Wanted someone who saw me as more than just a hot body to fuck.

		Simon's reply came fast.

		"My place? Six?"

		"Perfect."

		His apartment was in Lavington. Third floor walkup. Clean. Minimal. The kind of place a man keeps when his wife is away and he doesn't need to perform domesticity.

		He opened the door wearing jeans and a cotton button down. Sleeves rolled to his elbows. His smile was easy. Familiar.

		"Rachel."

		"Simon."

		He pulled me inside. His mouth found mine immediately. The kiss was warm. Unhurried. His hands settled on my waist. My full breasts pressed against his chest through my thin sundress.

		We broke apart. Both grinning.

		"Wine?"

		"God yes."

		The balcony overlooked a garden courtyard. Bougainvillea spilled over the railing. The evening air was cooling. Traffic sounds drifted up from the street below mixed with voices from neighboring apartments.

		Simon handed me a glass of red. Sat beside me on the wicker loveseat. His thigh touched mine. The contact casual. Comfortable.

		"How's the villa chaos?"

		"Simplified actually." I sipped the wine. Dry. Good. "James has a girlfriend now. Jonah apparently had one the whole time."

		Simon laughed. His brown eyes crinkled at the corners.

		"I told you they'd be fine."

		"You were right."

		We talked. His NGO work. Budget cuts. The frustration of bureaucracy. My days alone at the villa. The books I was reading. The market vendor who always gave me extra mangoes.

		His hand rested on my bare knee. His thumb traced lazy circles on my pale skin. The touch sent heat up my thigh. My pussy getting wet already. Anticipating.

		"Elizabeth won't be back for another week." His voice dropped lower. More intimate. "She extended her trip. Her mother is having surgery."

		"So we have time."

		"We have time."

		I set my wine glass down. Turned to face him. My blonde hair fell over my shoulder. His eyes tracked down to my full breasts. The outline of my hard nipples visible through the thin fabric.

		"Then stop talking and take me inside."

		Simon stood. Extended his hand. Pulled me to my feet. His mouth found mine again. Deeper this time. Hungrier. His tongue slid against mine. I tasted the wine. The want.

		We walked inside together. The bedroom door open. His bed unmade. Sheets rumpled. The space felt lived in. Real.

		This was easy. This was right. Two people who enjoyed each other about to fuck without drama or weight.

		Simon's hands moved to the straps of my sundress. Slid them down my shoulders. The fabric fell away. Pooled at my feet. I stood there in just my lace panties. My full breasts exposed. My pink nipples hard.

		His eyes moved over me. Appreciating. Wanting.

		"I will never get used to how fucking sexy you are!"

		I reached for his shirt. Unbuttoned it slowly. My fingers working down his chest. He shrugged it off. His body was lean. Defined. The body of a man who ran and stayed active but didn't obsess.

		My hands went to his jeans. Popped the button. Dragged the zipper down. He kicked them off. His cock already hard against his boxers. Straining the fabric.

		I hooked my fingers in the waistband. Pulled them down. His thick cock sprang free. Flushed. The head already leaking.

		"Bed."

		We moved together. His hands on my waist. Guiding me backward. My legs hit the mattress. I sat. Then pushed him down beside me.

		"My turn first."

		I knelt between his legs. My hands ran up his thighs. My full breasts swayed as I leaned forward. My blonde hair fell around my face.

		His cock stood hard. Thick. The head glistening with precum. I wrapped my hand around the base. Stroked slowly. My other hand cupped his balls. Squeezed gently.

		"Fuck."

		I leaned down. My tongue extended. Licked up his shaft. Base to tip. Tasting salt. Tasting him. My tongue swirled around the head. Gathered the precum.

		"Mmm."

		I took him into my mouth. My lips sealed around his shaft. Sucked. My tongue pressed against the underside. My head bobbed. Taking him deeper with each movement.

		"God. Rachel."

		His hand found my hair. Gathered it. Held it back so he could watch. His eyes locked on my face. On my full lips stretched around his thick cock. On the way my cheeks hollowed as I sucked.

		I relaxed my throat. Took him deeper. His cock hit the back of my throat. I gagged slightly. Pulled back. Breathed through my nose. Then took him deep again.

		"Ungh. That mouth."

		Spit dripped down his shaft. Made everything slick. Wet. I stroked what didn't fit in my mouth. My fist twisting. My lips tight around him. My tongue working.

		His hips rolled. Small thrusts. Fucking my mouth gently. His breathing getting heavier. His fingers tightening in my hair.

		I pulled off with a wet pop. Looked up at him. My lips swollen. Spit connecting my mouth to his cock.

		"I want you to eat me out too."

		He grinned. Understood immediately.

		We repositioned. He lay on his back. I straddled his face. My wet pussy hovering over his mouth. My knees on either side of his head. I leaned forward. Took his cock back in my mouth.

		His hands gripped my pale ass. Pulled me down. His tongue found my pussy. Licked up through my swollen lips. The sensation made me moan around his cock.

		"Mmm."

		I sucked him harder. My head bobbing. My hand stroking his slick shaft. My other hand massaging his balls. Taking him as deep as I could.

		His tongue circled my clit. Flicked. Then pushed inside my opening. Fucking me. Tasting my wetness.

		The dual sensation overwhelmed me. His thick cock in my mouth. His tongue working my pussy. Pleasure building in waves.

		I ground down on his face. My hips rolling. Seeking more pressure. More friction. My full tits swayed beneath me. My hard nipples aching.

		His tongue moved back to my clit. Sucked it between his lips. The pressure perfect. My thighs trembled on either side of his head.

		"Mmmmph."

		I couldn't stop sucking him. My mouth working faster. My hand stroking. My lips tight around his shaft. Drool running down to his balls.

		His tongue maintained that perfect rhythm. Circling. Flicking. My orgasm building fast. Too fast.

		I pulled off his cock. Gasped for air. My hand still stroking him.

		"Fuck. I'm going to come."

		He groaned against my pussy. His tongue pressed harder. Faster. His hands squeezed my round ass. Held me against his mouth.

		The orgasm hit. My pussy clenched. My thighs shook. Pleasure whited out everything.

		"Ahh. Oh god. Ungh."

		He kept licking. Kept sucking my clit. Prolonging the waves. Making my whole body tremble.

		I collapsed forward. My face pressed against his thigh. My heavy tits against his stomach. Gasping. Shaking.

		He gave my pussy one last long lick. Then gently pushed me off him. I rolled onto my back. My chest heaving. My legs still trembling.

		Simon moved between my thighs. His thick cock jutting out. Still hard. Still slick from my mouth. His face wet with my juices.

		"Now I need to be inside you."

		I spread my legs wider. Welcomed him. My pussy still pulsing from the orgasm. Still wet. Still ready.

		He positioned himself. His cock nudging my entrance. The thick head pressing against my slick opening.

		Our eyes locked. He pushed inside. Slow. Steady. His cock stretching me. Filling me inch by inch.

		"Ohhh."

		The fullness was perfect. His thickness hitting every spot. My pussy adjusting. Welcoming him.

		He buried himself completely. Stayed there. Let me feel every inch. His pelvis pressed against my clit. His cock deep inside my slick channel.

		"God you feel amazing."

		His mouth found mine again. Kissing me while his cock stayed buried. His tongue moving against mine. Unhurried. Intimate.

		Then he started moving. Pulling out slowly. His thick shaft dragging against my inner walls. The friction perfect. Then pushing back in. Deep. Filling me completely.

		"Yes. Like that."

		He set a steady rhythm. Long strokes. His cock hitting deep with each thrust. His body working above me. His lean muscles flexing. Sweat beginning to form on his chest.

		My hands ran up his back. Felt the strength there. The movement. My legs wrapped around his waist. Changed the angle. Let him go deeper.

		"Mmm. Fuck."

		His mouth moved to my neck. Kissing. Sucking. His teeth grazing my skin. His breath hot against my throat. His cock never stopping. Never slowing.

		My heavy tits bounced with each thrust. The movement sending pleasure through my sensitive flesh. My hard nipples rubbing against his chest.

		"Touch my tits."

		He shifted his weight. One hand moved between us. Cupped my full breast. Squeezed. His palm hot against my soft skin. His fingers finding my nipple. Pinching. Rolling.

		"Ahh. Yes."

		His hips drove forward harder now. His cock pounding into me. The sounds filling the room. Wet. Rhythmic. Slap of skin. My moans. His breathing.

		"You feel so good. So tight."

		"Your cock is perfect. Stretching me."

		He groaned. His thrusts got faster. His control slipping slightly. His cock swelling inside me. Hitting that spot that made stars burst behind my eyes.

		"I want to see you ride me."

		He pulled out. Rolled onto his back. His thick cock jutting up. Wet. Glistening with my juices. His chest heaving.

		I straddled him. My thighs on either side of his hips. My wet pussy hovering over his cock. I reached down. Gripped his shaft. Positioned him.

		Then I sank down. Took him inside in one smooth motion. Buried him completely.

		"Ungh. Fuck."

		The angle was different. Deeper. His cock filling me from below. My full breasts hanging above his face. Swaying.

		I started moving. Rolling my hips. Grinding down on him. His cock hitting deep. My clit rubbing against his pelvis with each movement.

		His hands found my waist. Gripped my curves. Helped guide my rhythm. His eyes locked on my bouncing tits. Watching them sway with each roll of my hips.

		"You're incredible."

		I leaned forward. Changed the angle again. My hands braced on his chest. My blonde hair falling around my face. My heavy tits brushing his chest.

		I rode him harder. Lifting up. Slamming down. Taking his thick cock deep with each movement. The sounds obscene. Wet. My pussy gripping his shaft. My ass slapping against his thighs.

		"Yes. Fuck. Your cock feels so good."

		His hands moved to my bouncing tits. Cupped them. Squeezed the soft flesh. His thumbs rubbing my hard nipples. The dual sensation of his cock inside me and his hands on my tits pushing me higher.

		"Touch yourself."

		One hand left my breast. Moved between us. His thumb found my clit. Rubbed circles. Firm pressure. Constant.

		"Oh god. Simon."

		The pleasure built fast. His cock hitting deep. His thumb on my clit. My tits bouncing. My thighs burning from the effort but I couldn't stop. Didn't want to stop.

		"I'm close."

		"Come. I want to feel it."

		His thumb pressed harder. Rubbed faster. His other hand squeezed my breast. His cock drove up into me. Meeting my downward thrusts.

		The orgasm crashed through me. My pussy clamped down on his thick shaft. My whole body went rigid. Pleasure whiting out everything.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Ungh. Yes."

		He kept thrusting up into me. His cock never stopping. His thumb still rubbing. Prolonging the waves. Making them last.

		I collapsed forward. My tits pressed against his chest. My face buried in his neck. Gasping. Trembling. My pussy still pulsing around him.

		"Not done yet."

		He rolled us. Stayed inside me. His thick cock still hard. Still filling me. Now he was on top. My legs spread wide beneath him.

		He pushed my legs up. My knees toward my chest. Opened me completely. Then he started fucking me. Hard. Deep. The new angle letting him go even deeper.

		"Oh fuck. So deep."

		His hands gripped the backs of my thighs. Held me open. His hips driving forward. His thick cock pounding into me. Hitting spots that made my toes curl.

		The bed frame creaked. The headboard tapped the wall. A steady rhythm. Someone in the next apartment probably heard. Probably knew exactly what was happening.

		"You like that?"

		"Yes. Fuck me harder."

		He gave me harder. His powerful body working. His cock relentless. My oversensitive pussy gripping him. Taking everything he gave.

		Sweat dripped from his chest onto my pale skin. The room smelled like sex. Like us. The sounds were primal. Wet slapping. Gasping. Moaning.

		"I'm getting close."

		"Come inside me. Fill me."

		His rhythm got erratic. His breathing ragged. His cock swelling even more inside my stretched channel.

		"Fuck. Rachel."

		"Do it. I want your cum."

		He buried himself deep. His whole body tensing. His face contorting. His cock pulsing.

		"Ahh. Ungh. Fuck."

		I felt it. Hot spurts flooding my pussy. Wave after wave. His cock throbbing. Pumping his release deep inside me.

		"Yes. Give me all of it."

		He kept coming. His body shaking. His hands gripping my thighs hard enough to bruise. Finally he collapsed. His weight pressing me into the mattress. Both of us gasping. Hearts pounding together.

		His cock stayed inside me. Softening slowly. His cum leaking around his shaft. Warm. Wet.

		We lay there. Catching our breath. The sounds of Nairobi filtering through the window. Horns. Voices. Life continuing outside while we recovered.

		He finally pulled out. Rolled onto his back beside me. His arm extended. I curled into his side. My head on his chest. My hand resting on his stomach. His cum leaking from my used pussy onto his sheets.

		"That was perfect."

		"Always is with you."

		He kissed the top of my head. His fingers traced patterns on my shoulder. Lazy. Content.

		This was what I needed. Not just the fucking. The connection. The ease. The way we fit together without trying.

		We stayed in bed. His sheets tangled around our legs. My head still on his chest. His fingers still tracing lazy patterns on my shoulder. The sweat cooling on our skin.

		"I needed this." My voice was quiet. Satisfied.

		"Me too. The work has been draining. Budget meetings. Politics. This is the only thing that feels real anymore."

		I lifted my head. Looked at him. His face was relaxed. Content. The tension he usually carried in his jaw was gone.

		"When does Elizabeth get back?"

		"Next Friday. Her mother's surgery is Wednesday. She wants to stay through the recovery."

		"So we have time."

		"We have time."

		I settled back against his chest. His heartbeat steady beneath my ear. The sounds of the city drifted through the open window. A dog barking. Music from somewhere below. The call to prayer starting in the distance.

		My hand rested on his stomach. Felt the rise and fall of his breathing. His cum was still leaking from my pussy. Pooling beneath me on his sheets. The wetness sticky. Cooling.

		"You should come to the villa next time. Tom would enjoy watching us."

		Simon laughed. The sound rumbled through his chest.

		"That still feels so strange to me. But in a good way. Like you've figured out something the rest of us are too scared to try."

		"It's just honesty. No lying. No sneaking."

		"Just fucking."

		"Just fucking."

		A sound from the front of the apartment. Faint. A key in a lock.

		Simon went rigid beneath me. His fingers stopped moving. His breathing stopped.

		I lifted my head.

		"What?"

		"Shh."

		We both listened. The front door opening. Closing. The sound of something heavy being set down. A suitcase maybe.

		Simon's face went white. His eyes wide.

		"It can't be."

		"What?"

		"Elizabeth."

		My heart dropped into my stomach. Adrenaline flooded my system.

		"You said next Friday."

		"She's not due back. She's not supposed to be here."

		Footsteps in the hallway. Getting closer. A woman's voice calling out.

		"Simon? Are you home?"

		I scrambled. Threw the sheet off. My naked body suddenly exposed. Vulnerable. I grabbed for my sundress on the floor. My hands shaking.

		Simon sat up. Grabbed his boxers from the floor. Pulled them on. His movements frantic. Panicked.

		"Simon?"

		The footsteps stopped outside the bedroom door.

		I had my dress in my hands. No time to put it on. I held it against my naked body. My full breasts barely covered. My blonde hair wild. My lips still swollen from kissing. From sucking his cock.

		The door opened.

		A woman stood in the doorway. Tall. Dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. Jeans and a wrinkled blouse. Her face tired. Then confused. Then understanding crashed over her features.

		She saw me. Naked. Holding my dress. Standing beside her bed.

		She saw Simon. In his boxers. His hair messed. His face guilty.

		She saw the rumpled sheets. The smell of sex heavy in the air. My lace panties on the floor beside the bed.

		Time froze. One horrible second where nobody moved. Nobody breathed.

		Then she screamed.

		"What the fuck! What the fuck is this!"

		Her voice was shrill. Piercing. Rage and pain mixed together. The sound made my whole body flinch.

		"Elizabeth. I can explain."

		"Explain? Explain what? That you're fucking some whore in our bed?"

		I pulled my dress on. Fast. Fumbling with the straps. My hands shaking so hard I could barely manage.

		"Get out! Get the fuck out of my house!"

		She moved toward me. Fast. Her hands reaching. Her face twisted with fury. Tears already streaming down her cheeks.

		"You fucking slut! You fucking homewrecking cunt!"

		I backed away. My bare feet stumbling. My back hit the wall. No escape. Nowhere to go.

		She lunged. Her hands clawed at my face. Her nails raking across my cheek. Sharp pain. Hot.

		"Ahh!"

		Simon grabbed her. His arms wrapping around her waist. Pulling her back.

		"Elizabeth stop!"

		"Let me go! Let me fucking go!"

		She fought him. Thrashing. Her arms swinging. Trying to break free. Trying to get to me.

		"You fucking bitch! You fucking whore!"

		Her voice was raw. Hoarse. Screaming. Sobbing. The sound filled the room. Bounced off the walls.

		Simon held her tight. His arms straining. His face panicked.

		"Rachel go! Just go!"

		I grabbed my purse from the chair. My sandals. No time to put them on. I ran for the door.

		"Come back here you fucking cunt! I'll kill you!"

		Elizabeth's screams followed me. Simon's voice trying to calm her. Useless. Drowned out by her rage.

		I ran down the hallway. My bare feet slapping the tile floor. My sundress barely on. One strap falling off my shoulder.

		"You're fucking dead! Do you hear me? Dead!"

		I fumbled with the front door lock. My hands shaking. Slipping. Finally got it open. Burst into the exterior hallway.

		The door slammed behind me. Didn't muffle the screaming. Elizabeth's voice carried through the walls. Through the door. Echoing in the stairwell.

		Other apartment doors opened. Faces appeared. Neighbors watching. Judging. Seeing me barefoot and disheveled running down the stairs.

		I didn't care. Couldn't care. Just needed to get out. Get away.

		I hit the ground floor. Burst through the building exit into the courtyard. The evening air hit my flushed skin. Cool. Sharp.

		My lungs burned. My heart hammered against my ribs. My hands still shaking.

		I stumbled to the side of the building. Into the shadows beside the garbage bins. Away from the security lights. Away from the entrance where people could see me.

		I dropped my sandals. Bent over. Tried to catch my breath. Tried to stop shaking.

		Elizabeth's screams still echoed in my head. Her face. The rage. The pain. The betrayal.

		Her nails had broken skin on my cheek. I touched the scratches. Felt wetness. Blood on my fingertips.

		I pulled my phone from my purse. My hands shaking so hard I almost dropped it. Found James's number. Hit call.

		It rang. Once. Twice.

		"Mrs. Rachel?"

		"James. I need you. Can you come get me?"

		"Where are you?"

		I gave him the address. My voice unsteady. Cracking.

		"Are you okay?"

		"Just come. Please."

		"I am coming now. Ten minutes."

		The line went dead.

		I pulled my sandals on. My feet dirty from running barefoot. My sundress twisted. Wrinkled. Stained with sweat and sex.

		I waited in the shadows. Watched the building entrance. Praying Elizabeth wouldn't come down. Wouldn't follow me out here.

		The screaming had stopped. Or maybe I just couldn't hear it anymore from down here.

		My cheek throbbed. My whole body shook. Not from cold. From adrenaline crashing. From fear. From shame.

		What had I done?

		Headlights turned into the courtyard. The white Toyota. James pulled up fast. Got out. His eyes scanned the courtyard. Found me in the shadows.

		"Mrs. Rachel?"

		I ran to the car. Yanked the back door open. Threw myself inside.

		"Drive. Just drive."

		He got back behind the wheel. Pulled out fast. The tires squealing slightly on the pavement.

		I sank low in the seat. My hands covering my face. My body still trembling.

		James's eyes found mine in the rearview mirror. Concerned. Confused. But he didn't ask questions. Just drove.

		The city lights blurred past the windows. Traffic. Noise. Life continuing like nothing had happened.

		But everything had happened.

		Simon's wife. Her face. Her screams. The hatred in her eyes.

		I had caused that. Me. My choices. My need to fuck whoever I wanted.

		The guilt hit different than anything before. Sharp. Heavy. Real.

		The drive was silent. James's eyes flicked to the rearview mirror every few seconds. Checking on me. His face concerned but careful. Not asking.

		I sat low in the back seat. My arms wrapped around myself. My body still trembling. The adrenaline fading. Leaving behind exhaustion. Shame.

		My cheek stung where Elizabeth's nails had cut. I touched the scratches. They weren't deep. Barely bleeding anymore. But they burned.

		The city passed by outside. Lights. Traffic. People walking on sidewalks. Eating at outdoor restaurants. Laughing. Living normal Friday evenings.

		I had just run barefoot from an apartment after being caught naked in another woman's bed.

		The wrongness of it sat heavy in my chest. Different from the usual thrill. Different from the excitement of being seen. Being desired.

		This was pain. Real pain inflicted on someone who hadn't chosen any of this.

		Elizabeth's face kept flashing in my mind. The confusion shifting to understanding. The rage. The tears streaming down her cheeks while she screamed.

		My stomach churned. Nausea rising.

		James turned onto our street. The familiar route. The security gate ahead. He punched in the code. The gate swung open.

		The villa appeared. Warm lights glowing from inside. Safe. Home.

		James pulled up to the front door. Put the car in park. Turned to look at me.

		"Do you need anything Mrs. Rachel?"

		I shook my head. My throat tight.

		"Thank you James."

		"Of course."

		I opened the door. Got out on unsteady legs. My sandals crunched on the gravel driveway. I walked to the front door. Heard James pull away behind me.

		I stood there. Hand on the door handle. Trying to compose myself. Trying to breathe.

		The door opened before I could.

		Tom stood there. His expression shifting instantly. His eyes scanning my face. My disheveled dress. The scratches on my cheek.

		"Rachel. What happened?"

		I walked past him into the villa. Into the safety of our space. My legs finally giving out. I sank onto the couch.

		Tom closed the door. Locked it. Came to sit beside me. His hand found mine. Squeezed.

		"Tell me."

		I told him everything. The words came out broken. Halting. Simon's wife walking in. The screaming. Her nails raking my face. Running barefoot down the stairs while neighbors watched.

		Tom listened. His jaw tight. His grip on my hand steady. Anchoring me.

		The guilt pressed down harder as I spoke. Making it real. Elizabeth's face wouldn't leave my mind. The betrayal. The pain. The rage that came from discovering her husband with another woman in their bed.

		I had caused that. Me. My choices. My need to fuck whoever I wanted.

		"I feel sick Tom." My voice cracked. "Not scared. Not embarrassed. Sick. Like I did something truly awful."

		He pulled me against him. His arms wrapping around me. Holding me tight.

		"She looked destroyed. Not just angry. Destroyed."

		The tears came. Hot. Stinging. Spilling down my cheeks. I buried my face in his chest. Let them fall.

		This wasn't shame about sex. Wasn't guilt about breaking rules. This was something deeper. Heavier. I had hurt someone who didn't sign up for any of this. Who came home to find her marriage shattered.

		"What if she tells people?" The fear crept in beneath the guilt. "What if she goes to the university? Your colleagues. Your boss."

		"We'll deal with it."

		"Your career Tom. Everything you've worked for."

		"Is not more important than you being okay right now."

		I pulled back. Looked at him. His face was serious. Concerned. But not angry. Not blaming me.

		"How are you not furious with me?"

		"Because you're home. You're safe. And because I know you. This is tearing you apart already."

		Fresh tears spilled over. My chest tight. My throat aching.

		"I've never felt like this before. All the other times it was fun. Exciting. Even the risks felt thrilling. This just feels wrong."

		Tom cupped my face. His thumbs wiping away the tears.

		"Then we figure out what this means. What we do differently going forward."

		I nodded. Couldn't speak past the emotion choking me.

		He pulled me back against him. Held me while I cried. While the adrenaline finally crashed completely. While the reality settled into my bones.

		The sex with Simon had been perfect. Intimate. Connected. Everything I wanted.

		But the cost had been Elizabeth's pain. Her marriage. Her trust.

		I didn't know how to reconcile those things. Didn't know how to hold both truths at once.

		Tom's hand rubbed steady circles on my back. Patient. Present. Not trying to fix it. Just letting me feel it.

		The villa was quiet around us. Safe. But the image of Elizabeth's face wouldn't fade. The sound of her screams echoed in my head.

		I had crossed a line I didn't know existed until I was already on the other side.

		We sat on the terrace. The night air cool against my flushed skin. The city lights spread below us. Distant. Separate from what we were dealing with.

		Tom had made tea. Set the mug in my hands. The warmth felt grounding. Real.

		My tears had stopped. Dried salt tight on my cheeks. The guilt still sat heavy in my chest but the shaking had finally eased.

		"I keep seeing her face." My voice was quiet. Raw. "The way she looked at me."

		Tom's hand rested on my thigh. Steady pressure.

		"I feel terrible for her. She didn't deserve that."

		"No. She didn't."

		I took a sip of tea. Let the heat slide down my throat.

		"But I'm also angry at Simon." The words surprised me. "He told me she wouldn't be home until next week. He said we had time."

		"He lied."

		"Or didn't know. Or didn't care enough to check."

		Tom squeezed my thigh.

		"He's the one who's married Rachel. He's the one who made vows to her. Not you."

		I turned to look at him. His face serious in the low light from inside.

		"He knew the risks. Knew what he was doing. Chose to do it anyway."

		"But I was there. In her bed."

		"Because he invited you. Because he wanted you there."

		The guilt shifted slightly. Not disappearing. But redistributing.

		"I don't chase married men Tom. That's not the appeal. I didn't want Simon because he was married. I wanted him because he saw me. Because we connected."

		"I know that."

		"But I won't say no just because a man has a ring on his finger."

		Tom was quiet. Listening.

		"If the right man wants me. If he's willing to take that risk. That's his choice. His marriage. His consequences."

		"You're not responsible for other men's commitments."

		"No. I'm not."

		The words felt true. Solid. The guilt was still there for Elizabeth's pain. For being the catalyst. But Simon's choices weren't mine to carry.

		"Men are adults." Tom's voice was calm. Clear. "They make their own decisions. You're not their conscience. You're not their keeper."

		I nodded. Took another sip of tea.

		"I won't lie to wives. Won't sneak around behind their backs on purpose. But their husbands' honesty isn't my job."

		"No. It's not."

		We sat in silence. The sounds of Nairobi drifting up. Dogs barking. Music from a distant bar. A car alarm going off then stopping.

		"I still feel sick about what happened to her."

		"That's okay. That's human."

		Tom's hand moved to mine. Threaded our fingers together.

		"But we don't change who we are because Simon fucked up. We just move forward with clearer eyes."

		I looked at him. My husband. Still here. Still supporting me. Still believing in what we'd built together.

		"I choose who I want. Married or not. But I won't carry their dishonesty."

		"Agreed."

		The clarity felt good. Necessary. The guilt for Elizabeth's pain would take time to fade. But the path forward was visible now.

		I squeezed Tom's hand. Leaned against his shoulder. Let the night air cool my face. Let the decision settle.

		Simon's number was still in my phone. I pulled it out. Found his contact. My thumb hovered over delete.

		Tom watched. Didn't push. Didn't tell me what to do.

		I pressed delete. Watched his name disappear.

		Not because I regretted the sex. Not because I was ashamed. But because that chapter was closed. That connection severed the moment Elizabeth walked through the door.

		"Done."

		Tom kissed the top of my head.

		We sat together. The villa quiet behind us. The city alive below. Moving forward into whatever came next.

		

	
		The Reception

		

		I stood in front of the bedroom mirror. The black wrap dress hugged my full breasts tight. The neckline cut low between my heavy tits. Pale flesh swelled above the fabric. My stiff nipples pressed visible against the thin material. The dress cinched at my narrow waist. The skirt ended high on my thick thighs. Showed leg. My round ass lifted in the black heels. I turned sideways. Checked the profile. My curvy body looked ready.

		Tom appeared in the doorway behind me. His eyes traveled down my reflection. Lingered on my cleavage. Dropped to where the hem rode up my thighs.

		"You look incredible."

		"I need to feel powerful tonight." My hands smoothed down the dress over my wide hips. "After the Simon mess. After all that guilt and chaos."

		Tom stepped closer. His hands found my waist from behind. "This is different. University people. Colleagues."

		"I know." I met his eyes in the mirror. "That's why I need to choose carefully. Someone smart. Someone stable."

		His lips brushed my bare shoulder. "Did you hear Simon and his wife left the country?"

		My stomach tightened. "What?"

		"Packed up and flew back to the UK last week. Apparently some family crisis. His project sent out a brief email."

		"Does anyone know what really happened?"

		"No rumors in the expat circuit. Just the family emergency story." Tom's hands squeezed my waist. "We're safe Rachel. It's over."

		Relief washed through me. Mixed with lingering guilt. But mostly relief.

		The drive to campus took twenty minutes through evening Nairobi traffic. Matatus honked and weaved around our car. Exhaust fumes drifted through the vents. The sun dropped low. Turned the sky orange and pink. My thighs pressed together on the leather seat. My pussy already warm. Already anticipating.

		Tom's hand rested on my bare knee. His thumb traced slow circles on my pale skin.

		"No promises tonight," he said. "Just looking."

		"Just looking." I squeezed his hand. But my body hummed with hunger.

		The university campus spread out green and manicured. Colonial buildings painted white. Flame trees dropped red petals on the walkways. We parked near the faculty center. Walked toward the sound of music and voices.

		The reception filled a stone terrace overlooking the gardens. String lights crisscrossed overhead. Glowed warm gold in the dusk. Small tables scattered around the edges. A bar set up in one corner. A dance floor laid out on the grass beyond the terrace. Maybe twenty people already there. Academics in business casual. Wives in dresses and heels. The smell of wine and cologne and night-blooming jasmine.

		Tom's hand found my lower back. Guided me into the crowd. His colleagues turned. Smiled. Shook hands. I slipped into dutiful wife mode. Smiled pretty. Asked polite questions about research and departmental politics. Let my mind drift while they talked about grant applications and peer review.

		My eyes scanned the terrace. Moved from face to face. Looking for something. Someone.

		An older professor with a beard talked at me about water resources. His wife stood beside him in a floral dress. Her smile was tired. I nodded. Made appropriate sounds. My gaze kept moving.

		Then I saw him.

		Across the terrace near the bar. Tall. Broad shoulders under a fitted blue shirt. The fabric pulled across his muscular chest. His forearms were thick where he rolled up his sleeves. Dark hair with silver at the temples. Strong jaw. He laughed at something another man said. His whole body radiated confidence. Ease. Command.

		My nipples stiffened against the dress. Hard points suddenly visible. My pussy clenched. Warmth spread low in my belly. My mouth went dry.

		He turned slightly. Scanned the crowd. His eyes were gray. Intelligent. They passed over faces. Over the gardens. Then landed on me.

		We locked eyes across the terrace.

		The noise around me faded. The professor's voice became background hum. My heart beat faster. Pounded in my chest. In my throat. Between my legs.

		He didn't look away. Didn't smile. Just held my gaze. His expression shifted. Recognition. Interest. Heat.

		Tom's hand tightened on my back. He noticed where I was looking.

		"That's Derek," he said quiet near my ear. "New hire. Environmental economics. Just moved from London."

		"Introduce me."

		The professor was still talking. Something about aquifer depletion. His wife touched his arm. They excused themselves. Moved toward the bar.

		Tom steered me across the terrace. Through clusters of conversation. The music got louder. Some generic jazz playing from speakers hidden in the garden. My heels clicked on the stone. My heavy tits swayed with each step. I felt Derek watching me approach. Felt his eyes on my body. On my cleavage. On my thick thighs moving beneath the short skirt.

		We stopped in front of him.

		"Derek." Tom extended his hand. "Glad you could make it."

		They shook. Professional. Friendly.

		"Wouldn't miss it." Derek's voice was deep. British accent. Cultured but not posh.

		Tom's hand found my waist. Pulled me forward slightly. "This is my wife Rachel."

		Derek's gray eyes met mine. Dropped to my chest. Lingered on my breasts straining the wrap dress. Moved back up to my face.

		"Rachel." He extended his hand. "A pleasure."

		I took it. His palm was warm. Rough. Strong fingers wrapped around mine. The handshake lasted a beat too long. His thumb brushed the inside of my wrist. My pulse jumped under his touch.

		"The pleasure's mine."

		Derek released my hand. The warmth of his touch lingered on my palm. My skin tingled where his thumb had brushed my wrist.

		"Tom's told me about you." Derek's gray eyes stayed locked on mine. "Said you were adjusting well to Nairobi."

		"I love it here." I stepped closer. Let my shoulder brush Tom's arm. "The heat. The chaos. Everything feels more alive."

		Derek's gaze dropped. Traveled down my neck. Settled on my cleavage. My heavy breasts rose and fell with my breathing. The wrap dress strained across my chest. He stared for a long moment. His jaw tightened.

		I leaned forward slightly. Reached for a passing waiter's tray. Took a glass of white wine. The movement made my breasts push together. Made the pale flesh swell higher above the neckline.

		Derek's eyes stayed fixed on my chest.

		I straightened. Caught him looking. Didn't pull back. Didn't adjust my dress. Just smiled and sipped my wine.

		His eyes lifted back to my face. No embarrassment. Just heat.

		"Tom mentioned you just moved from London." My voice came out lower than usual. "How are you finding the transition?"

		"Challenging." Derek took a drink from his beer. His throat worked as he swallowed. "The university infrastructure is different. The pace of everything."

		"But you're managing." I let my eyes travel over his body now. Down his broad chest. The blue shirt pulled tight across muscular pecs. His flat stomach. Strong thighs in dark gray trousers. Back up to his face. "You look like you're thriving."

		His mouth curved. Almost a smile. "I try to stay active. Swimming mostly. The university pool is decent."

		A colleague called Tom's name from across the terrace. Tom's hand squeezed my waist.

		"I should go say hello." He looked at Derek. "Keep Rachel company for a minute?"

		"Of course."

		Tom walked away. Left us standing close together. The noise of the party swirled around us. Conversations. Laughter. Jazz playing from the garden speakers.

		Derek moved closer. Filled the space Tom had occupied. His shoulder nearly touched mine now.

		"Your husband is very trusting." His voice was quiet. Just for me.

		"He knows I can take care of myself."

		"I'm sure he does." Derek's eyes dropped to my chest again. Lingered longer this time.

		"Swimming." I stepped closer. My hand lifted. Found his forearm where his sleeve was rolled up. My fingers traced over the thick muscle. Felt the warmth of his skin. The strength beneath. "That explains these."

		Derek's breathing changed. Got heavier. His gray eyes watched my hand on his arm.

		"You must be disciplined." My fingers moved higher. Squeezed his bicep through the shirt fabric. The muscle was solid. Hard. "This doesn't come from casual laps."

		"An hour every morning." His voice was rougher now. "Helps clear my head."

		My hand stayed on his arm. Felt the muscle flex beneath my palm. "I can tell you take care of your body."

		"What about you Rachel?" Derek asked. His eyes moved from my hand on his arm to my face. "What keeps you occupied while Tom's at work?"

		"I find ways to stay busy." My hand dropped from his bicep. Trailed down his forearm. My fingertips grazed his wrist before falling away. "Nairobi offers a lot of opportunities. If you know where to look."

		"I'm still learning the city." Derek took another drink. His eyes stayed on me. "Perhaps you could show me around sometime."

		"Perhaps." I sipped my wine. Let the cold liquid slide down my throat. "You mentioned your wife earlier. Is she joining you here?"

		"No." Something shifted in his expression. Tightness around his eyes. "She stayed in London with our teenagers. They're finishing their A-levels."

		"That must be lonely." I turned my body toward him. My shoulder brushed his chest. "Being here by yourself."

		"It is." His gray eyes held mine. "More than I expected."

		"How long have you been married?"

		"Twenty-two years." He finished his beer. Set the empty bottle on a nearby table. "The last five have been difficult. We're more like roommates than spouses at this point."

		My pulse quickened. My pussy clenched. "That sounds hard."

		"It's reality." Derek's hand moved. Found the small of my back. His palm pressed warm through the thin dress fabric. "Sometimes people grow apart."

		A group of faculty members pushed past us. Heading toward the bar. Bodies pressed close in the sudden crowd. Derek's hand tightened on my back. Pulled me against him to make space. My soft breasts mashed against his solid chest. My stiff nipples scraped the fabric between us.

		The crowd passed. The space opened up again. But Derek didn't step back. His hand stayed on my lower back. His thumb moved. Stroked up and down my spine. Lower with each pass. His fingers spread wider. Reached the curve where my back met my ass.

		"Sorry." His voice was rough. "Crowded tonight."

		"Don't apologize." My hand found his chest. Felt his heart pounding beneath my palm. "I don't mind close quarters."

		His thumb dropped lower. Brushed the top of my round ass. Just barely. Testing. His eyes searched my face for a reaction.

		I pressed closer. Let my heavy tits push harder against him. Let him feel my stiff nipples through our clothes.

		"Tell me about Nairobi." His thumb stroked again. Firmer now. "What do you love about it?"

		"The freedom." My voice came out breathy. "The heat makes me feel alive. Makes me want things I wouldn't normally want."

		"What kind of things?"

		"Reckless things."

		His hand squeezed my ass. Quick and hard. Then moved back up to safer territory on my lower back. His breathing was heavy now. His chest rising and falling against my breasts.

		"You're dangerous Rachel."

		"Is that a problem?"

		"It should be." His gray eyes were dark now. Pupils dilated. "But I haven't felt this awake in years."

		Tom appeared at my elbow. His hand found my waist. Derek's hand dropped from my back immediately. Stepped back to a proper distance. But his eyes stayed locked on mine.

		"Everything alright?" Tom asked.

		"Perfect." I smiled at Derek. "We were just talking about what Nairobi has to offer."

		A colleague walked past with a tray of appetizers. Small pastries stuffed with spiced meat. Derek reached for one. I did the same. Our hands collided over the tray. His fingers brushed mine. Warm skin on warm skin. The contact sent electricity up my arm. Straight to my stiffening nipples. Down to my clenching pussy.

		We both pulled back. Laughed. But the charge hung in the air between us.

		"Ladies first." Derek gestured at the tray.

		I took a pastry. Bit into it. Flaky crust. Hot meat inside. A drop of juice ran down my chin. Derek's eyes tracked the movement. Watched me wipe it away with my finger. Watched me suck my finger clean.

		Tom talked about a research project. Something about irrigation efficiency. Derek nodded. Asked smart questions. But his attention kept sliding back to me. To my mouth. My chest. My thick thighs visible below the short hem.

		Another professor appeared. Older man with wire glasses. He touched Tom's shoulder.

		"Tom. Sorry to interrupt. Can I steal you for a moment? Need your input on the curriculum review."

		Tom looked at me. I nodded. He squeezed my waist and followed the professor toward a quiet corner of the terrace.

		Derek and I stood alone again. The party noise felt louder now. More people had arrived. The dance floor in the garden filled with swaying bodies. Music pulsed through the warm night air.

		"That dress is stunning on you." Derek's voice was low. His gray eyes traveled down my body slow. Deliberate. "The color. The way it fits."

		"Thank you." I smoothed my hands down over my wide hips. Watched his eyes follow the movement. "I wanted to look good tonight."

		"You succeeded." He stepped closer. His shoulder touched mine. "More than good."

		"Nairobi suits me." I turned to face him. Our bodies nearly touching now. "I feel different here. More myself than I've been in years."

		"Different how?"

		"Freer. Like I can be honest about what I want."

		Derek's jaw tightened. His hand lifted. Brushed a strand of blonde hair back from my face. His fingers grazed my cheek. Lingered near my ear.

		"What do you want Rachel?"

		"Right now?" My voice came out breathy. "I want another drink. Want to walk through those gardens." I paused. Held his gaze. "Want to keep talking to you."

		"The gardens sound good." Derek's hand dropped. "I could use some air."

		"What about Tom?"

		"What about him?" I glanced over my shoulder. Tom was deep in conversation. Gesturing with his hands. Explaining something. "He knows I can entertain myself."

		Derek's expression shifted. Curiosity mixed with something darker. Hunger. "Does he?"

		"We've been together a long time." I picked up a fresh glass of wine from a passing waiter. Sipped it. "We're honest with each other. About everything."

		"That's rare."

		"It works for us."

		Derek studied my face. Reading between the words. His gray eyes were intelligent. Calculating. "You have a lot of free time during the day. While Tom works."

		"I do." I smiled. Let the implication hang there.

		"That must get lonely."

		"Sometimes." I stepped closer. My heavy breasts nearly brushed his chest. "But I'm good at finding company."

		His breathing quickened. His hand moved to my hip. Rested there. His thumb stroked small circles through the thin dress fabric.

		"Rachel." His voice was rough. "I need to be clear about something."

		"What?"

		"I find you incredibly attractive." His thumb kept moving. Kept stroking. "But I don't want to cause problems. For you or Tom."

		"You won't."

		"How can you be sure?"

		"Because Tom knows exactly who I am." My hand found his chest again. Felt his heart racing beneath my palm. "He knows I make my own choices. About what I do. Who I spend time with."

		Derek's grip on my hip tightened. His gray eyes searched mine. "Are you saying what I think you're saying?"

		"What do you think I'm saying?"

		"That your marriage isn't conventional."

		"No." I leaned closer. My lips near his ear. My breath hot against his skin. "It's not."

		He groaned. Quiet but audible. His hand slid from my hip to my lower back. Pulled me flush against him. My soft body pressed to his hard one. I felt the bulge in his trousers. Thick and getting harder. Pressing against my belly through our clothes.

		"Fuck Rachel."

		"Is that a problem for you?" My hand slid down his chest. Over his flat stomach. Stopped just above his belt. "Does it bother you?"

		"No." His voice was strained. "Opposite of a problem."

		Tom's voice cut through the noise. He walked toward us with the older professor. Derek and I separated. Stepped apart quick. Put proper distance between our bodies. But the heat remained. The charge.

		Tom's eyes moved between us. Read the tension. The flushed faces. The heavy breathing. A small smile curved his lips.

		"Derek was just telling me about the gardens." I kept my voice steady. "The jacaranda trees are beautiful at night."

		"They are." Tom looked at Derek. "Have you walked through them yet?"

		"No." Derek cleared his throat. Adjusted his stance. His erection still visible if you knew to look. "Rachel suggested we take a walk."

		"You should." Tom's hand found my lower back. The same spot Derek's hand had been moments before. "Rachel loves the gardens. She spends a lot of time out there."

		The three of us stood close. An odd triangle. Tom relaxed and knowing. Me flushed and wanting. Derek tense and aroused and trying to understand the dynamic.

		"Join us?" Derek asked Tom. Testing.

		"I should stay visible." Tom gestured at the crowd of colleagues. "Faculty politics. But you two go ahead."

		Derek's eyebrows lifted slightly. Surprise. Maybe disbelief.

		"You're sure?" Derek's voice was careful.

		"Completely." Tom squeezed my waist. "Rachel's been restless all week. A walk will do her good."

		I kissed Tom's cheek. Whispered in his ear. "Thank you."

		His hand squeezed again. "Have fun."

		Derek watched the exchange. His expression shifted. Understanding dawning. His gray eyes moved from Tom to me. Back to Tom.

		"Shall we?" I held out my hand to Derek.

		He took it. His warm palm enclosed my smaller one. His fingers laced through mine.

		We walked toward the garden path. Away from the terrace lights. Into the shadows under the jacaranda trees. The music and voices faded behind us. The night air smelled like flowers and earth and possibility.

		The path wound through tall jacaranda trees. Their branches formed a canopy overhead. Purple petals carpeted the ground. String lights hung between the trunks. Cast soft gold pools on the walkway. The further we walked from the terrace, the quieter it became. The music faded to background hum. Voices became distant murmurs.

		Derek still held my hand. His grip was firm. Possessive. Our footsteps crunched on fallen petals and gravel.

		"Your husband really doesn't mind." Not a question. A statement of wonder.

		"No." I stopped walking. Turned to face him. "He doesn't."

		We stood under a jacaranda tree. Shadows and golden light played across Derek's face. His gray eyes were dark now. Almost black in the dim light.

		"I need to understand this Rachel." His free hand found my waist. "What exactly are you offering?"

		"What do you want me to be offering?"

		His jaw clenched. "Everything."

		I stepped closer. My heavy breasts pressed against his chest. My stiff nipples dragged across the fabric of his shirt.

		"Then ask for it."

		"I want to touch you." His voice was rough. Strained. "Want to know if your body feels as good as it looks."

		"Touch me."

		His hands released mine. Both moved to my chest. Cupped my full breasts through the thin dress. His palms pressed against the heavy flesh. Squeezed. Tested the weight. The softness. His breathing got heavier. Faster.

		"Fuck." The word came out strangled. "They're perfect."

		His hands kneaded my breasts. Groped them through the fabric. Rough and hungry. My nipples stiffened under his palms. Got harder. Longer. Poked into his hands.

		"Oh god." His thumbs found the stiff points. Felt them through the dress. "Your nipples."

		He rubbed circles around them. His whole body pressed closer. His thick cock ground against my belly. Hard and insistent through his trousers.

		My hands moved to his chest. Slid down over his flat stomach. Found his belt. Kept going. My palm pressed against the bulge straining his trousers. Felt the heat of him through the fabric. The size. The thickness.

		Derek groaned. His hips pushed forward. Ground his cock into my hand. His hands squeezed my heavy tits harder. Groped them with desperation.

		"Is this what you need?" My fingers traced the outline of his shaft. Felt the length. The girth. "Someone to want you again?"

		"Yes." His mouth found my neck. Kissed below my ear. Sucked the sensitive skin. His stubble scraped my throat. "God yes."

		I wrapped my hand around his cock through his pants. Squeezed. Stroked up and down the thick shaft. Felt him pulse under my touch. Felt precum already dampening the fabric.

		"You're so hard already."

		"You did this." One of his hands slid from my breast down over my hip. Gripped my round ass through the dress. Squeezed hard. Pulled my hips against his. "Walking around in that dress. Touching me in front of everyone."

		My hand stroked faster. Firmer. His cock throbbed in my grip. Swelled even bigger.

		"I want to fuck you Derek." My lips brushed his ear. "Want to feel this thick cock inside me."

		"Jesus Rachel." His hand moved back up to my breast. Groped it rough. His thumb found my stiff nipple again. Rubbed it through the fabric. "When?"

		"Soon."

		Voices carried down the path. Getting closer. A woman's laugh. A man's deeper voice.

		Derek jerked back. His hands dropped from my body. He stepped away. Adjusted his trousers. But his cock was still obvious. A thick ridge straining the front of his pants. The fabric darkened where precum leaked through.

		I smoothed down my dress. My hands shaking slightly. My nipples were hard points visible through the thin material. My face felt flushed. Hot.

		An older couple rounded the bend. One of Tom's colleagues with his wife. They smiled. Nodded greeting. Walked past toward the terrace.

		Derek ran his hand through his hair. His breathing was heavy. His gray eyes locked on me with pure hunger.

		"We should go back." His voice was rough. "Separately."

		"You first."

		He nodded. Took a breath. Tried to compose himself. But his erection was still prominent. His face still flushed. He turned. Walked back down the path toward the lights and music.

		I waited. Let my breathing slow. Let the heat in my body simmer instead of boil. My pussy throbbed. Wet and wanting. My hand still tingled from gripping his cock.

		After two minutes I followed. Walked back to the terrace. The party had gotten louder. More crowded. Bodies filled the dance floor. Music pulsed through the garden speakers. Something with a heavy beat.

		I spotted Derek near the bar. Talking to another professor. His back to me. His posture stiff. Controlled.

		Tom stood at the far edge of the terrace. Watching the dance floor. I walked to him. My heels clicking on stone. He turned when I approached. His eyes traveled over my body. Read everything in my flushed face. My hard nipples. My shaking hands.

		I grabbed his wrist. Pulled him to a quieter corner near the garden entrance. Away from listening ears.

		"I want him." The words came out fast. Breathless. "I need to fuck him Tom."

		Tom's expression shifted. Concern flickered across his face. Then arousal. His pupils dilated. His breathing quickened.

		"What happened out there?"

		A grin spread across my face. "What do you think happened when I'm alone with a hot man?"

		Tom's hand found my hip. Pulled me closer. His cock stirred in his trousers. I felt it against my thigh. "Tell me."

		"He couldn't keep his hands off my tits." My hand slid down Tom's chest. Found the growing bulge between his legs. Squeezed. "Groped them until my nipples got so hard. Then I felt how thick his cock is."

		"Fuck Rachel." Tom's voice was strained.

		"He's desperate Tom. Lonely. His marriage is dead. He needs this." I stroked Tom's hardening cock through his pants. "I need this."

		"He's my colleague." Tom's concern pushed through the arousal. "What if this blows up? What if he gets attached? Causes drama at work?"

		"He won't." I kept stroking. Felt him harden fully under my touch. "He's smart. Discreet. He understands what this is."

		"Does he?"

		"He will." My hand kept moving. "We'll make it clear. At dinner. At the villa. Before anything happens."

		Tom groaned. His hips pushed into my hand. "You want to invite him to dinner."

		"Yes." I leaned closer. My lips brushed his ear. "Want to seduce him properly. Want you to watch me take his thick cock. Want to show him exactly how our dynamic works."

		Tom's hand moved from my hip to my ass. Gripped hard.

		"Watching you walk into those gardens with him." Tom's voice was rough. "Knowing what you wanted. Fuck Rachel. My cock got so hard."

		I squeezed him through his trousers. Felt him throb. "This is what we both need. What we're good at."

		Tom was quiet for a moment. His hand kneaded my ass. His cock pulsed in my grip. Finally he nodded.

		"Dinner. Next week. We test him first. Make sure he understands before anything happens."

		"Thank you." I kissed him. Deep and grateful. Tasted wine on his tongue.

		We pulled apart. Walked back into the crowd. Tom's hand stayed on my lower back. Possessive. Proud.

		He spotted Derek across the terrace. Walked over. I followed. Derek turned. His eyes found my breasts immediately. Lingered on my hard nipples straining the dress. Moved up to my face.

		"Derek." Tom's voice was casual. Friendly. "Rachel and I would love to have you over for dinner. Welcome you properly to Nairobi."

		Derek's eyebrows lifted slightly. His gray eyes moved between us. "That's generous."

		"Next Friday?" Tom asked. "Our villa in Karen. I'll text you the address."

		"Friday works." Derek's gaze slid back to me. Held. Heat blazed in his gray eyes. "I look forward to it."

		"So do we." My voice came out lower. Sultry.

		Music changed on the dance floor. Something slower. Bodies swayed close together.

		"One dance before we go?" I asked Tom.

		He nodded. Led me onto the grass. His arms wrapped around my waist. My hands found his shoulders. We moved together. Slow circles. My heavy breasts pressed against his chest.

		Derek appeared on the edge of the dance floor. Dancing with someone's wife. An older woman in a conservative dress. But his eyes weren't on his partner. They were locked on me. On my body swaying in Tom's arms. On my thick thighs visible below the short hem. On my full breasts moving with each step.

		I held his gaze. Let my hips roll. Let my ass push back into Tom's hands. Gave Derek a show. Let him imagine what Friday night would bring.

		I mouthed one word. Slow and deliberate. My lips forming the shape clearly.

		"Soon."

		Derek's jaw clenched. His hands tightened on his dance partner's waist. His cock stirred visible in his trousers again.

		Tom's mouth found my ear. "You're killing him."

		"Good." I pressed my ass harder against Tom. Let Derek see. Let him watch. "He needs to want it bad."

		The song ended. Tom and I walked off the dance floor. Through the crowd. Toward the parking lot. I looked back once. Derek stood at the edge of the terrace. Watching us leave. His gray eyes burning with need.

		

	
		An Intimate Dinner

		

		The doorbell rang at seven sharp. I smoothed my hands down the loose summer dress. Blue floral print. Thin straps. The fabric was light cotton. It moved when I walked. Showed the curve of my full breasts. The swell of my round ass. I wore nothing underneath. No bra. No panties. Just the dress and my bare skin.

		Tom looked up from setting the terrace table. His eyes traveled over my body. He smiled. Knew exactly what I was doing.

		I opened the door. Derek stood there holding a bottle of wine. He wore khakis and a button down shirt. The fabric pulled across his lean chest. His swimmer's build was obvious even through the clothes. Dark hair combed back. Clean shaven. His cologne hit me first. Something woody and expensive.

		"Rachel. Thank you for having me."

		His eyes dropped. Just for a second. Down to my heavy breasts straining the thin fabric. My stiff nipples were visible through the cotton. Two points pressing against the blue floral print.

		"Come in. We're eating outside."

		I stepped back. Let him enter. He moved past me. Close enough that I smelled soap and that cologne again. His eyes swept the villa. The high ceilings. The ceiling fans rotating slow. The open space leading to the terrace beyond.

		Tom appeared from the kitchen. Extended his hand.

		"Derek. Good to see you again."

		They shook. Derek handed him the wine.

		"Thanks for the invitation. I've been curious about your setup here."

		"It's bigger than we need. Come see the garden."

		I followed them through the living room. The tile was cool under my bare feet. My heavy tits swayed with each step. The loose dress moved around my thick thighs. I felt Derek's attention. Felt his eyes tracking my body even while he talked to Tom about the villa. About the neighborhood. About Nairobi traffic.

		The terrace stretched wide. String lights hung overhead. Not lit yet. The evening sun still bright. Orange and gold light poured across the table Tom had set. White plates. Wine glasses. A platter of grilled chicken. Bowls of salad and roasted vegetables. The smell of rosemary and garlic filled the warm air.

		Beyond the terrace the garden spread out. Jacaranda trees dropped purple petals on the grass. The pool water reflected the sunset. Blue turning pink. Birds called from the trees. The sound mixed with distant traffic from the main road.

		"This is beautiful."

		Derek's voice held genuine appreciation. He stood at the edge of the terrace looking out at the garden. His hands in his pockets. His shoulders relaxed but I could see tension in how he held himself. Like he wasn't sure what this dinner really was.

		"Sit. Let me pour wine."

		Tom opened the bottle Derek brought. A South African red. He poured three glasses. We settled around the table. Derek across from me. Tom at the head between us.

		I leaned forward. Reached for the serving spoon in the chicken platter. The loose neckline of my summer dress gaped. My heavy pale tits hung forward. The tops visible. The valley between them. My fat nipples just hidden by the thin fabric.

		Derek's eyes dropped. Locked on my chest. His jaw tightened. His hand gripped his wine glass.

		I served myself. Slow. Let him look. Sat back. The dress settled against my curves again.

		"So tell us about London. Tom says you just moved from there."

		Derek blinked. Dragged his eyes up to my face. His cheeks were flushed.

		"Yeah. Three years at UCL. Good position but the city wore me thin."

		Tom cut into his chicken. "What brought you to Nairobi?"

		"Needed a change. My marriage was stale. Work was stale. Everything felt flat."

		I sipped my wine. "Your wife didn't want to come?"

		"No. She stayed in London. We're separated now. Not officially divorced but we both know it's over."

		His voice was matter of fact. No emotion. Just stating reality.

		"Sorry to hear that."

		"Don't be. It was dead for years. We just kept going through motions."

		I leaned forward again. This time reaching for the salad bowl. My heavy tits pressed against the table edge. The thin straps of my dress slipped slightly down my shoulders. More pale flesh visible.

		Derek swallowed hard. His eyes stayed on my chest. Then jerked back to his plate.

		Tom asked about his research. About his teaching load. About settling into Nairobi. Derek answered. His voice steady. Professional. But his attention kept drifting. To my face. To my neck. Down to where my heavy breasts strained the loose fabric.

		I ate slowly. Let the conversation flow. Watched Derek watch me. His cock was getting hard. I could see the bulge forming in his khakis. Growing. Pressing against the fabric.

		The sun sank lower. The sky turned deeper orange. Then pink. Then purple. The string lights came on automatically. Warm yellow glow spread across the terrace.

		I stood. Started clearing plates. My round ass swayed as I walked to the kitchen. The loose dress clung to my curves. Showed the outline of my body underneath. No panty lines. Nothing but me and thin cotton.

		When I came back Derek was leaning back in his chair. Wine glass in hand. More relaxed now. The food and wine working. Tom was refilling their glasses.

		"Should we move to the couch? More comfortable."

		Tom gestured to the outdoor sectional at the other end of the terrace. Deep cushions. Positioned to face the dark garden. The lit pool beyond.

		Derek nodded. Stood. His thick cock was obvious now. The bulge in his khakis unmistakable. He tried to adjust himself subtly. Failed.

		I smiled. Led the way to the couch. My bare feet silent on the warm tiles. The evening air pressed hot against my skin. Thick with jasmine and cut grass. The garden hummed with insects. Night sounds starting.

		This was where things would shift. Where the real conversation would happen. Where I would make my move.

		My pussy was already wet. Already throbbing. Ready.

		I sat on the outdoor couch first. The cushions gave soft beneath my weight. I arranged myself in the corner. One leg tucked under me. The other extended along the seat. The loose summer dress rode up my strong thighs. Showed pale skin all the way to mid thigh.

		Derek hesitated. Tom gestured for him to sit. Derek settled next to me. Close. Closer than colleagues would normally sit. His leg pressed against mine. Warm skin through his khakis. My bare thigh against his clothed one.

		Tom took the chair opposite. He could see both of us clearly. The terrace lights cast shadows across his face. His expression was calm. Open.

		"Derek, Rachel probably hinted at our arrangement at the reception."

		Tom's voice was direct. No buildup.

		Derek nodded. His eyes moved to Tom. Then to me. Then back. His body was tense but not shocked. Curious.

		"She did. I thought she was teasing. Or testing me somehow."

		"She wasn't teasing."

		Tom sipped his wine. Relaxed.

		"Rachel and I have an open marriage. She chooses who she wants to be with. I know about it. I watch sometimes. Other times she tells me after."

		Derek leaned forward slightly. His academic brain engaging even while his cock pressed hard against his khakis.

		"I've read about this. Ethical non monogamy. Hotwife dynamics. But I've never actually met anyone who lives it."

		His voice held genuine curiosity. Fascination. His eyes moved between us. Studying. Processing.

		"It works for us. Has for years now."

		Tom's voice was matter of fact.

		Derek looked at me. His dark eyes searching my face.

		"So at the reception when you said you decide what you want. You meant this."

		"Yes."

		My hand moved to his thigh. Rested there light. My pale fingers against his khaki pants. His leg muscle tensed under my palm.

		"And what do you want?"

		His voice was steadier now. The scholar in him taking control. Asking questions. Seeking clarity.

		"You. In my bed. Tonight."

		Direct. Clear. No games.

		Derek's breathing changed. Got heavier. His thick cock pulsed visibly in his pants. The intellectual curiosity was still there but his body was responding fast.

		"And Tom is comfortable with this?"

		He looked at Tom. Still checking. Still processing.

		"More than comfortable. I want Rachel to have what she wants."

		Derek nodded slowly. His hand moved to his wine glass. Took a long drink. His mind was working. I could see it. The questions forming. The academic need to understand.

		"How long have you been doing this?"

		"Started in Bali. Three years ago now."

		My hand slid higher on his thigh. Slow. Deliberate.

		"And you just choose men? However you want?"

		"However I want. Whenever I want. Tom doesn't choose for me. I'm in charge of my own body."

		Derek's eyes went dark at that. The words landing somewhere deep. His cock strained harder against the fabric.

		"That's incredibly rare. Most couples who attempt this fail because the boundaries aren't clear. Or one partner isn't actually comfortable."

		His scholar brain was still engaged even as arousal flooded through him.

		"We learned early. Communication matters. Honesty matters. And me being in control matters most."

		My hand reached his hip. My fingers traced along his waistband. Then moved inward. Found the thick bulge pressing against his zipper. I cupped his cock through his khakis. Squeezed gentle.

		"Fuck."

		The word escaped his throat. The academic veneer cracking.

		"Do you want to keep talking about theory? Or do you want to experience it?"

		My hand rubbed his cock through the fabric. Slow. Feeling the heat. The hardness. The size.

		Derek's hand came up. Found my face. His palm was warm against my cheek. His thumb traced my lower lip.

		"I want you. I've wanted you since that reception."

		"Good."

		I kissed him. My mouth found his. My lips pressed against his. He didn't hesitate this time. His mouth opened. His tongue pushed against mine. Deep. Hungry. His hand moved to the back of my neck. Held me there while we kissed.

		His other hand moved to my thigh. Grabbed my bare flesh. Squeezed. His rough palm slid higher under my loose dress. Found more pale skin. Kept moving up. Found no panties. Just my wet pussy.

		His fingers brushed my pussy lips. I was soaking. He groaned into my mouth.

		I broke the kiss. Pulled back. His eyes were glazed now. Dark. The scholar gone. Just want remained.

		"Inside. I want you in my bed."

		Derek looked at Tom. One last acknowledgment.

		Tom smiled. "Go. Enjoy her."

		I stood. My loose summer dress fell back down my strong thighs. The thin fabric clung to my damp skin. My stiff nipples pressed against the cotton. My heavy tits swayed as I turned toward the villa.

		Derek followed. His thick cock making an obscene tent in his khakis. Tom stayed on the terrace. Watching us walk away.

		This was happening.

		I led Derek through the doorway. Tom followed behind us. Settled into his chair in the corner without a word. The familiar routine.

		I turned to Derek. His eyes were wild. Hungry. His chest rising and falling fast. His thick cock straining against his khakis.

		He moved first. His hands found my face. Pulled me to him. His mouth crashed against mine. Hard. Desperate. His tongue pushed between my lips. Tasted me. Claimed me.

		I kissed him back. My hands found his chest through his shirt. Felt his heart hammering. His lean muscles tense under the fabric.

		His hands dropped to my round ass. Grabbed hard through the loose summer dress. Squeezed my soft flesh. Pulled my body against his. His thick cock pressed against my belly. Hot even through his pants.

		My fingers worked his shirt buttons. Fumbled. Got them open. Pushed the fabric off his shoulders. It fell to the floor. His chest was pale. Lean. Swimmer's build with smooth defined muscles.

		His hands slid under my dress. Up my bare thighs. Found no panties. Just my wet pussy. His fingers brushed my lips. I was soaking.

		"Fuck, you're dripping."

		He groaned into my mouth. His fingers explored. Rubbed through my wetness. Found my clit. Circled it.

		"Ahh."

		I broke the kiss. My hands moved to his belt. Unbuckled it fast. Yanked the leather free. Unzipped his khakis. Pushed them down his lean hips.

		His white boxers were tented obscenely. A wet spot darkened the fabric where his cock leaked. I shoved them down. His cock sprang free.

		Thick. White. Veined. The head was flushed dark pink. Already leaking. My hand wrapped around his shaft. Barely met around his girth.

		"Take off your dress. I need to see you."

		His voice was rough. Commanding.

		I stepped back. Grabbed the hem of my loose summer dress. Pulled it up over my head. Let it fall.

		My heavy tits bounced free. Pale and full. My fat nipples were stiff. My curves on display. My wide hips. My thick thighs. My bare pussy wet and ready.

		Derek stared. His mouth fell open. His thick cock pulsed in my hand.

		"Jesus Christ."

		His hands reached for my breasts. Grabbed them. Both hands full of soft pale flesh. He squeezed. Hard. His fingers dug in. Kneaded roughly.

		"So big. So fucking perfect."

		He bent his head. Took my left nipple in his mouth. Sucked hard. His tongue circled the stiff bud. Flicked it. His teeth grazed the sensitive flesh.

		"Mmm. Yes. Suck my tits."

		His mouth moved to my right breast. Sucked that nipple between his lips. His hands never stopped groping. Squeezing. Massaging my soft flesh like he couldn't get enough.

		I pushed him toward the bed. He stumbled back. Fell onto the white sheets. His lean body stretched out. His thick cock standing straight up. Hard and leaking.

		I climbed over him. Straddled his chest. My heavy tits hung down above his face. Swayed slightly.

		His hands came up. Grabbed my breasts again. Pulled them to his mouth. He sucked one nipple. Then the other. Back and forth. His tongue working. His teeth grazing.

		"Fuck. These tits."

		His voice was muffled against my soft flesh. His hands squeezed harder. Rougher. Like he was trying to memorize the feel of them.

		I moved down his body. My heavy tits dragged across his chest. His stomach. Left a trail of my arousal on his pale skin. I settled between his spread legs.

		His thick cock was right there. Inches from my face. Pulsing. Leaking.

		I wrapped both hands around his shaft. Stroked slow. Watched precum ooze from his tip.

		"I'm going to suck your cock now."

		"God yes. Please."

		I leaned forward. Licked the precum from his swollen head. Tasted salt. My tongue circled the ridge. Traced it.

		Derek's hips jerked. His hands found my blonde hair. Gripped.

		I opened my mouth. Took him inside. My lips stretched around his thick girth. The head filled my mouth completely. I took him deeper. Inch by inch. His shaft dragging against my tongue.

		He hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit bubbled around his cock. Ran down my chin. Dripped onto my heavy tits below.

		"Fuck. Rachel. Your mouth."

		I pulled back. Gasped for air. Spit hung from my lips. Then I took him deep again. Faster. Bobbing my head. Taking as much as I could. My heavy tits swung beneath me. Bouncing with each movement.

		More spit ran down. Onto my chest. My pale tits were wet now. Glistening in the soft light.

		Derek's hands tightened in my hair. His hips thrust up. Fucking my mouth. His thick cock hitting the back of my throat again and again.

		"Ungh. Ahh. So good."

		I gagged. Choked. Spit ran down my chin. Down my neck. Onto my swinging tits. The wet sounds were obscene. Slurping. Gagging. His cock pumping into my throat.

		Derek's hands suddenly pulled me off. His cock slipped from my mouth. I gasped for air. Looked up at him confused.

		He sat up. His hands gripped my shoulders. Pushed me down onto the bed. Rough. Urgent.

		I fell back onto the white sheets. My heavy tits bounced. Spread slightly across my chest. Wet with spit.

		Derek climbed over me fast. Straddled my torso. His knees on either side of my ribs. His thick cock bobbed above my chest. Hard and pulsing and dripping.

		I understood immediately. My hands came up. Pushed my heavy tits together. Created a tight channel of soft pale flesh.

		"Yes. Fuck yes."

		Derek positioned his cock between my breasts. The swollen head disappeared into my cleavage. He thrust forward. His shaft slid through the wet valley. Emerged at the top. The head right below my chin.

		"Oh god. Oh fuck."

		He thrust again. Harder. His thick cock pumping between my soft tits. I squeezed them tighter. My pale fingers dug into my own flesh. Created more pressure. More friction.

		"Ahh. Yes. Your tits. So big."

		His pace increased. His cock sliding fast between my heavy breasts. The spit made it slick. The wet sounds filled the room. Squelch. Squelch. Squelch.

		Derek's hands covered mine. Helped squeeze my tits around his pumping shaft. His cock disappeared and reappeared. Over and over. Faster.

		"My wife could never. Too flat. Nothing there."

		His words came out ragged. Desperate. His eyes locked on where his thick white cock fucked my pale breasts.

		"But these. Fuck. These are perfect. So soft. So big."

		"Mmm. Yes. Use my tits."

		My pussy was throbbing. Soaking. Watching his cock pump between my breasts made me wetter.

		"She's got nothing. Bony. But you. God. Your body."

		He thrust harder. Faster. His thick cock sliding through my cleavage. Precum leaked. Mixed with the spit. Made everything slicker.

		"Your tits are huge. Your ass is so round. I dream about bodies like yours."

		"Tell me more. How much better am I?"

		"So much better. She's all bones. No curves anywhere. But you're soft. Full. Built for fucking."

		His cock pumped faster. His breathing ragged. His hands squeezed my tits harder around his shaft.

		"I want to fuck you now. Need to feel your pussy."

		"Yes. Fuck me. Show me what she never gets."

		Derek pulled back. His thick cock slipped from between my wet tits. He moved down my body. His hands gripped my wide hips. Pulled me toward him.

		I spread my strong legs. My wet pussy exposed. Pink and swollen. Dripping.

		Derek positioned himself between my thick thighs. His thick cock pressed against my entrance. The swollen head rubbed through my wetness. Found my opening.

		"Wait."

		I pushed at his chest. He looked confused. Desperate.

		"I want to ride you. I want to be on top."

		Derek nodded. Moved back. Lay down on the white sheets. His thick cock stood straight up. Hard and glistening.

		I climbed over him. Straddled his lean hips. My heavy tits hung down. Swayed above his face. His eyes locked on them. Hungry.

		I reached between my legs. Gripped his thick shaft. Lined him up with my dripping pussy. Lowered myself slow.

		His swollen head pushed through my entrance. Stretched me. I sank down. Inch by thick inch. My pussy walls gripped his shaft. Took him deeper.

		"Ahh. Fuck. So thick."

		I bottomed out. His entire cock buried inside me. His heavy balls pressed against my round ass. The fullness was perfect.

		Derek's hands came up. Grabbed my heavy tits. Squeezed hard. His fingers dug into my soft pale flesh.

		"Your dripping pussy grips me perfect. So eager and wet already."

		I started moving. Lifted up. His thick cock dragged through my gripping pussy. Then I dropped down. Took him deep. My round ass slapped against his thighs.

		"Mmm. Yes."

		I rode him faster. Up and down. My heavy tits bounced wildly. Swinging. My fat nipples hard. Derek's eyes followed every movement. Mesmerized.

		His hands never left my breasts. Squeezed them. Kneaded them. His rough palms rubbed my stiff nipples. Pinched them.

		"These perfect tits bounce so good. Made for my hands."

		I leaned forward. Changed the angle. My clit rubbed against his pelvis with each downward movement. Pressure built low in my belly.

		Derek's mouth found my right nipple. Sucked it between his lips. His tongue circled. Flicked. His teeth grazed the sensitive bud.

		"Ahh. Yes. Suck my tits while I ride your cock."

		His mouth moved to my left breast. Sucked that nipple hard. His hands gripped my bouncing tits. Held them steady for his mouth.

		I rode him harder. My pussy clenching around his thick shaft. My round ass slapping his thighs. The wet sounds obscene. Squelch. Squelch. Smack. Smack.

		"Your wet pussy squeezes tighter than that frigid bitch's dry hole."

		Derek's words came out muffled against my soft breast. His hands squeezed harder.

		"Mmm. Tell me more."

		"That worthless cunt always whined. Never wet. Never eager like your dripping pussy."

		His hips thrust up. Met my downward movements. Drove his cock deeper. Harder.

		"Ungh. Fuck. Yes."

		My heavy tits bounced faster. Derek released my nipple. Watched them swing. His hands grabbed. Squeezed. Like he couldn't get enough.

		"Your body takes cock perfect. These tits. Your wet pussy. That ass. Everything that prude lacks."

		Heat flooded through me. My pussy clenched. His words pushed me higher.

		"Harder. Fuck me harder."

		Derek's hands moved to my wide hips. Gripped hard. He thrust up faster. His thick cock pounding into me from below. His heavy balls slapping my round ass.

		"Ahh. Ahh. Yes. Right there."

		My orgasm built fast. Pressure coiling tight. My pussy throbbing around his pumping shaft.

		Derek's right hand left my hip. Grabbed my left breast. Squeezed. His left hand gripped my ass. Pulled me down harder onto his cock.

		"Squeeze my cock with that eager pussy. Show me how you cum."

		His words pushed me over. My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy clenched hard around his thick shaft. Pulsed. Milked him.

		"Derek. Fuck. Ahh. Yes. Yes."

		I screamed. My back arched. My heavy tits thrust forward into his groping hands. My strong thighs shook. My pussy spasmed.

		Derek kept thrusting. Never stopped. Fucked me through my orgasm. His thick cock relentless.

		"That's it. Milk my cock with your dripping pussy."

		His hands moved back to my breasts. Both of them. Grabbed. Squeezed. Kneaded my soft flesh while I came.

		My orgasm finally subsided. I collapsed forward. My heavy tits pressed against his lean chest. My face buried in his neck. His thick cock still buried inside my sensitive pussy.

		Derek's hands slid down my back. Gripped my round ass. He started thrusting again. Hard. Fast. Chasing his own release.

		"Gonna cum in this perfect pussy. Your tits. Your wet hole. All mine now."

		His fingers dug into my soft ass. His hips slammed up. His cock swelled inside me. Got even thicker.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Rachel."

		His body went rigid. His cock pulsed. Hot jets flooded deep inside me. His cum painted my walls. Rope after rope.

		One hand left my ass. Came up. Found my breast. Squeezed it hard while he came. Like he needed to touch them even in that moment.

		"Yes. Fill me. Give me all of it."

		Derek groaned. His cock kept pulsing. Kept pumping cum deep inside my pussy. His hand never left my breast. Squeezed. Kneaded. Worshipped.

		Finally his body relaxed. His breathing ragged against my neck. His cock still inside me. Still hard. Twitching.

		I lifted my head. Looked down at him. His face was flushed. His dark eyes glazed. Satisfied.

		His hands moved back to my breasts. Both of them. Cupped them gentle now. Not rough. Just holding them. His thumbs rubbed my nipples soft.

		"I can't stop touching them. Your tits are incredible."

		I smiled. Kissed him. Soft. Brief.

		"You can touch them anytime you want."

		"When can I come back?"

		His voice was eager. Desperate already.

		I looked over at Tom. He sat in his chair. His jeans open. His cock soft now against his thigh. His hand still resting on it. He smiled at me. Nodded.

		"Whenever you want. You know where we live now."

		Derek's hands squeezed my breasts again. His cock twitched inside my cum filled pussy.

		"Tomorrow?"

		I laughed. Warm. Genuine.

		"Give us a day at least. But yes. Soon."

		His fingers found my nipples. Pinched them gentle. Rolled them between his thumbs and fingers.

		"Your body. I can't get enough."

		"Good. Because I'm not done with you either."

		I lifted off him. His thick cock slipped from my pussy. Cum leaked immediate. Dripped down my inner thighs. Onto the white sheets.

		Derek's eyes followed it. Then moved back to my heavy tits. His hands reached for them again even as I moved away.

		This was the beginning. Derek would be back. Would be a regular. Would worship my body over and over.

		And I would let him.​

		

	
		Opening Up

		

		Sunlight cut through the bedroom curtains. White and sharp. The air was already warming. Tom lay on his back beside me. His chest rose and fell steady. His eyes were open. Staring at the ceiling fan spinning slow above us.

		I turned onto my side. My bare thigh brushed his leg under the white sheet. The contact made him shift his head toward me.

		"How do you feel?"

		His voice was quiet. Morning rough.

		"Good. Really good."

		I meant it. My body felt loose and satisfied from the night before. My pussy still tender from Derek's thick cock. But more than that, something in my chest felt settled.

		"That was intense last night."

		Tom's hand found mine between us on the bed. His fingers threaded through mine.

		"Derek's a colleague. Your colleague."

		"I know."

		His thumb rubbed circles on my palm. His blue eyes held mine. The morning light made them clear and bright.

		"Watching you fuck him in our bedroom. With me right there."

		He paused. Swallowed.

		"That was the hottest thing I've ever seen."

		Heat spread through my belly. My nipples stiffened against the sheet.

		"You weren't worried about work?"

		"Fuck no. Not in the moment."

		Tom's free hand moved to my bare hip. Warm palm on my soft skin.

		"Seeing you seduce someone I know. Someone I work with every day. Hearing him moan while your pussy gripped his cock."

		His hand slid up my side. Over the curve of my waist. His fingers traced my ribs.

		"I wanted to watch. Wanted to see you take him."

		I moved closer. My full breasts pressed against his chest. My smooth thigh slid over his leg. His morning erection pushed against my soft belly through the thin sheet.

		"He'll see you at the university Monday."

		"Good."

		Tom's voice was firm. Sure.

		"Let him remember what you looked like bouncing on his cock. Let him remember your tits in his face."

		His mouth found mine. The kiss was slow at first. Then deeper. His tongue pushed between my lips. I tasted sleep and want. His hand cupped my heavy breast. Squeezed the soft flesh. His thumb found my stiff nipple. Rubbed circles around the sensitive bud.

		I broke the kiss. Pulled back just enough to see his face.

		"Shower."

		Tom grinned. Threw the sheet off. His hard cock stood rigid from his groin. The head was flushed and leaking. I climbed out of bed. My naked body moved through the sunlit room. My round ass swayed. My blonde hair hung messy down my back.

		The bathroom tiles were cool under my bare feet. I turned on the shower. Water hissed from the wide rain head. Steam began filling the white space. The mirror fogged immediate.

		Tom's hands found my waist from behind. Pulled my soft body back against his hard chest. His rigid cock pressed between my ass cheeks. Hot and insistent. His mouth found my neck. Kissed the pale skin. His stubble scraped.

		I stepped forward. Into the shower. Hot water hit my shoulders. Ran down between my heavy breasts. Over my soft belly. Between my thick thighs. Tom followed. The water soaked his hair. Ran down his chest. Over his flat stomach. His hard cock pointed at me.

		I turned. Faced him under the spray. Water ran over my face. My pale skin flushed pink from the heat. My nipples were hard and pointing at his chest. He stepped closer. His hands found my wide hips. Gripped the soft flesh.

		"I love you."

		His voice was rough. Honest.

		"I love you too."

		I reached between us. Gripped his hard shaft. The girth filled my hand. Hot and slick from the water. I stroked him slow. His eyes closed. His breath caught.

		His hands moved to my full breasts. Cupped them. Squeezed. Water ran over his fingers as they worked my soft flesh. His thumbs found my stiff nipples. Flicked them. Pleasure shot straight to my core.

		I turned around. Faced the white tile wall. Pressed my palms flat against the wet surface. Arched my back. Pushed my round ass out toward him. My thick thighs spread. Water ran down my spine. Between my ass cheeks. Over my smooth pussy lips.

		Tom's hands gripped my hips. Positioned himself behind me. His hard cockhead pushed between my lips. Found my entrance. He pushed forward. Slow. Steady. His thick shaft filled my gripping pussy inch by inch.

		"Ahh."

		The fullness made my breath catch. His cock stretched me. Familiar but still intense. He bottomed out. His hips pressed against my ass. His heavy balls rested against my wet lips. He held still for a moment. Let me adjust.

		Then he started moving. Pulled back slow. His shaft dragged through my tight walls. Just the head stayed inside. He pushed back in. Filled me completely. Set a steady rhythm. Not fast. Not rough. Just deep and consistent.

		Water pounded my shoulders. Ran down my arched back. Steam filled my lungs. The heat and fullness and intimacy wrapped around us.

		Tom's hands moved from my hips. One slid up my wet spine. Found my shoulder. Gripped firm. Held me steady. His other hand reached around. Cupped my right breast. Squeezed the heavy flesh. His fingers found my nipple. Pinched and rolled.

		"Mmm. Yes."

		My forehead pressed against the wet tile. My palms stayed flat on the wall. My thick thighs shook with each slow thrust. His cock filled me over and over. The angle hit deep. Pressure built low in my belly.

		"You feel so good Rachel. So fucking tight and warm."

		His voice was low. Strained. His rhythm stayed steady. In and out. Deep and slow. The wet sounds of our bodies mixed with the shower spray hitting tile.

		I pushed back against him. Met his thrusts. His cock drove deeper. His balls slapped my sensitive clit with each stroke. My pussy walls clenched around his shaft. Gripped him tight.

		"His cock was bigger Tom."

		The words came out breathy. Honest. Tom's rhythm faltered for a second. His fingers dug harder into my hip.

		"Derek's cock stretched me more than yours does."

		"Fuck Rachel."

		His voice came out strained. His cock swelled inside me. He pulled back and slammed in harder. The wet slap echoed off the tile.

		"He hit places you can't reach. Deep inside me."

		"Jesus."

		Tom's hand left my breast. Both hands gripped my hips now. His fingers dug into my soft flesh. His rhythm increased. Harder. Faster. His cock drove into my pussy with more force.

		"You like hearing that? That your colleague's cock filled me better?"

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		His hips slammed against my round ass. Water splashed. The shower spray mixed with the sound of our bodies colliding. Smack. Smack. Smack.

		"His thick cock stretched my pussy so wide. Made me moan so loud."

		Tom groaned. His cock pounded into me relentless. His balls swung forward. Hit my swollen clit with each brutal thrust. The pleasure mixed with the fullness. My pussy gripped his shaft. Squeezed him tight.

		"He made me cum so hard Tom. Watching you watch while his big cock ruined my pussy."

		"Ahh. Fuck. Rachel."

		His pace became frantic. Wild. His fingers bruised my hips. Held me in place while he drove into me. The steady rhythm from before was gone. Just raw need and desperate thrusting.

		Tom's hand moved down my soft belly. Between my thick thighs. His fingers found my swollen clit. Rubbed hard circles. The pressure combined with his cock slamming into me pushed me higher.

		"Oh god. Yes. Fuck me harder."

		My breath came in gasps. Steam filled my lungs. Water ran over my flushed skin. His cock pumped wild. His fingers worked my clit rough. The coil wound tight in my core.

		"Your pussy is mine Rachel. I don't care how many cocks fill it. It's mine."

		His words were possessive. Desperate. His cock drove deeper. Hit that spot inside me. My walls fluttered.

		"Yours. Always yours. Ahh. Fuck."

		My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy clenched hard around his shaft. Spasmed. Milked him. My thighs shook violent. My back arched more. My nails scraped the wet tile. My mouth opened wide.

		"Yes. Yes. Oh god. Tom."

		He kept pounding. Kept rubbing my clit. Drew out every pulse. Every wave. My walls squeezed his cock over and over. The pleasure went on and on.

		"Gonna cum. Can't hold it. Ahh."

		His cock swelled inside my gripping pussy. Pulsed. Hot jets flooded my walls. His fingers dug brutal into my soft hips. Held me pinned against him. His hips jerked. Thrust shallow and frantic. Emptied everything inside me.

		"Rachel. Fuck. Rachel."

		He collapsed forward. His chest pressed against my wet back. His arms wrapped around my soft waist. His cock still buried in my satisfied pussy. Both of us breathing like we'd run miles. Water continued running over our bodies. Washed away the sweat and sex.

		We stayed like that. Connected. The steam thick around us. Our hearts pounding against each other.

		Finally Tom pulled out. His spent cock slipped from my pussy. His cum leaked immediate. Mixed with the shower water. Ran down my inner thighs.

		I turned. Faced him. His wet hair stuck to his forehead. His chest still heaved. Water ran over his flushed face. I pulled him close. Kissed him deep. His arms held me tight. Our slick bodies pressed together under the hot spray.

		"I meant it. My pussy is yours."

		I whispered against his mouth.

		"No matter how many men fuck me. No matter whose cock stretches me. I'm yours."

		Tom kissed me again. Harder. His hands cupped my face. Held me like I might disappear.

		This was us. Raw and honest. Twisted and perfect. Just what we needed.

		Two weeks passed. Derek came to the villa twice.

		The first time was a Thursday evening. Tom was grading papers on the terrace when headlights swept across the garden wall. Derek walked through the gate carrying his leather work bag. His shirt sleeves were rolled up. His tie was loosened. The day's heat still clung to him.

		I met him at the door. Wore a thin white sundress. No bra. No panties. The fabric showed my stiff nipples pressing against the cotton. Derek's eyes dropped to my chest immediate.

		"Rachel."

		His voice was rough. Tired from the day but hungry for me.

		"Come inside."

		We walked through the villa. Past Tom on the terrace. He looked up from his papers. Nodded at Derek. Watched us head toward the bedroom. His eyes stayed on my round ass moving under the white fabric.

		Derek's hands were on me before the bedroom door closed. Pulled the sundress over my head. His mouth found my heavy breasts. Sucked my nipples hard. His teeth grazed the sensitive buds. I moaned. My hands worked his belt. His zipper. Pushed his pants down with his boxers.

		His thick cock sprang free. Hard and leaking already. I stroked him. Felt the heat and girth in my palm. He groaned against my soft flesh.

		We fell onto the bed. Derek climbed between my spread thighs. His cock pushed into my wet pussy. Filled me in one stroke. My walls gripped his shaft. He started fucking me hard. His hips slammed against my ass. The bed frame creaked.

		"Your body is incredible. So much better than my wife's."

		His words came out between thrusts. His hands gripped my heavy breasts. Squeezed the pale flesh. Watched them bounce with each stroke.

		"Your tits. Your pussy. Everything."

		I wrapped my thick thighs around his waist. Pulled him deeper. My nails raked down his back. His cock pounded into me. The wet sounds filled the room. Tom appeared in the doorway. Leaned against the frame. Watched Derek's cock disappear into my stretched pussy over and over.

		Derek came hard. His cock pulsed. Flooded my walls with hot cum. He collapsed onto my soft body. His weight pressed me into the mattress. His spent cock still buried inside me.

		He left around midnight. Drove back to his empty apartment with my smell still on his skin.

		The second time was Tuesday afternoon. Tom had a late lecture. Derek texted. "Are you alone?"

		I replied. "Yes. Come over."

		He arrived within twenty minutes. I was by the pool. Blue bikini that barely covered my heavy breasts and smooth pussy. Derek walked through the gate. His eyes locked on my curvy body stretched out on the lounger.

		"Fuck Rachel."

		He was on me before I could stand. His mouth crashed against mine. His hands pulled the bikini top aside. My full breasts spilled free. His fingers pinched my nipples. I gasped into his mouth.

		I pulled him down onto the lounger. Straddled his lap. Pulled his hard cock from his pants. Sank down onto his thick shaft. My pussy took him to the base. I rode him hard. My heavy tits bounced in his face. He sucked my nipples. Bit them. The pain mixed with pleasure.

		We fucked rough and fast. The lounger scraped against the pool tiles. My ass slapped against his thighs. Water splashed from the pool. The garden wall blocked the neighbors' view but voices drifted from nearby compounds.

		Derek came inside me. His cock pulsed and emptied. I climbed off. His cum leaked from my stretched pussy. Ran down my inner thighs. He tucked his spent cock back in his pants. Kissed me hard. Left before Tom got home.

		I texted Tom photos. My bikini pulled aside. My pussy dripping Derek's cum onto the pool tiles. Tom replied within seconds. "Hard at my desk. Can't wait to hear everything."

		That night I told him every detail while he fucked me. He came harder than he had in weeks.

		James and Jonah were gone. Their girlfriends had claimed them back. Simon was gone. His wife's rage had ended that. Derek was the new regular. My colleague's husband. Tom's work friend. The arrangement felt dangerous and perfect.

		I felt powerful again. In control. Choosing who filled my pussy. When and where and how.

		Friday afternoon Derek texted. "Can I bring wine tonight? Stay later?"

		I showed Tom the message. He grinned. Read the text twice.

		"He's getting comfortable with this."

		"Good. Tell him yes."

		I typed back. "Yes. Come at eight."

		Tom pulled me close. His hands found my ass. Squeezed the soft flesh through my shorts.

		"This is exactly what we needed."

		I kissed him. Felt his cock hardening against my belly.

		"It is."

		Friday evening came hot and thick. Tom texted from campus at five.

		"Drinks with the department after the meeting. Probably be late."

		I replied. "Have fun. Tell me everything when you get home."

		Tom told me all about what happened.

		The bar was in Westlands. A place called The Alchemist with dark wood and dim lighting. Craft beer on tap and whiskey bottles lining the mirrored wall behind the bar. Tom arrived with seven other men. Derek was there. Peter and Paul. Two adjuncts named Marcus and James. A visiting professor from Oxford named Richard. And Stephen, the new hire from last semester.

		They took a corner table. Ordered rounds. Tuskers at first. Cold bottles sweating in the warm evening air. The conversation was safe. Department politics. Student complaints. The dean's new policies nobody liked.

		The second round came. Then the third. Someone switched to whiskey. Tom followed. Derek ordered a double. The amber liquid burned going down. Loosened something in everyone's chest.

		Paul leaned back in his chair. His wedding ring caught the dim light. "Marriage is fucking boring."

		The table laughed. Uncomfortable but agreeing.

		"Ten years and my wife barely looks at me anymore."

		Peter nodded. He was younger. Single. His eyes moved to the women at the bar. "That's why I'm not getting married. Same person forever? Fuck that."

		Marcus raised his glass. His own wedding ring glinted. "To dying slowly in suburban hell."

		They drank. Tom felt the whiskey warming his blood. Felt the memory of watching Derek fuck me three nights ago. My heavy breasts bouncing. My pussy stretched around his colleague's thick cock.

		Paul turned to Tom. His eyes were bloodshot from the alcohol. "What about you Tom? You and Rachel been married what, fifteen years?"

		"Eighteen."

		"Jesus. Does it get stale? Tell me the truth."

		The table went quiet. Eyes on Tom. Derek's gaze was sharp. A slight smile played at his lips.

		Tom took another drink. The whiskey made his tongue loose. "Not for us."

		"Bullshit." Paul's voice was flat. Disbelieving. "How do you keep it exciting after that long?"

		Tom should have stopped. Should have laughed it off. Made some joke about date nights or lingerie. But the alcohol had opened something. The secret felt too good to keep buried. "We have an arrangement."

		Peter leaned forward. His elbows on the sticky table. "What kind of arrangement?"

		"Rachel sleeps with other men. I'm part of it."

		The words hung in the air. Heavy and shocking. The table went silent. Stephen coughed. James stared with his mouth slightly open.

		"You're fucking joking." Paul stared at Tom. His face was confused. Searching for the punchline.

		"I'm not joking."

		Peter's eyes went wide. "You're serious? Your wife fucks other guys and you know about it?"

		"Yes."

		"And you're okay with that?"

		"More than okay."

		Derek's voice cut through the tension. Calm and certain. "He's telling the truth."

		Every head turned toward Derek. His glass of whiskey sat half empty in front of him. His face was flushed from alcohol but his eyes were steady.

		"How would you know?" Paul's voice was suspicious.

		"Because I've been to their villa. I've fucked Rachel."

		The table erupted. Not loud. Not shouting. Just shocked murmurs and sharp inhales. Marcus leaned back in his chair. Richard the Oxford professor leaned forward. Peter's face flushed deep red.

		"You've actually fucked his wife?" Stephen's voice was barely above a whisper.

		"Yes. Multiple times." Derek looked at Tom. "With Tom watching."

		James shook his head slow. His beer forgotten in his hand. "That's insane. That's going to end in divorce man."

		"Why?" Tom's voice was steady. The whiskey made him bold.

		"Because she's fucking other men. Come on." Marcus gestured with his glass.

		"We're happy. Happier than we've been in years."

		Paul stared at Tom like he was speaking another language. "How can you be happy watching your wife get railed by other dudes?"

		"Because she wants it. Because I want to watch. Because it works for us."

		Peter shifted in his seat. His arousal was obvious even in the dim light. "So you're like a cuckold?"

		"No." Tom shook his head. "Cuckolds get humiliated. They're submissive about it. That's not me. I'm a stag."

		"What's the difference?" Richard leaned forward. His academic curiosity engaged.

		"A stag enjoys sharing his wife because he's secure. Confident. I love watching Rachel enjoy herself. I love seeing other men want her. But she's mine. She comes home to me. We decide together."

		Derek nodded. "He's right. There's no humiliation. Tom's in control as much as Rachel is. It's a partnership."

		Stephen stared into his beer. "That's the weirdest shit I've ever heard."

		"Weird doesn't mean bad." Richard's posh accent made the words sound almost academic. "Plenty of cultures practice ethical non-monogamy. This is just a specific variant."

		Paul's jaw was tight. "Still think it'll end badly. Men aren't wired to share."

		"Some men aren't." Tom met his eyes. "I am."

		Peter laughed. Nervous energy spilling out. "So Rachel just picks guys? Anyone she wants?"

		"Yes."

		"And you watch?"

		"Usually."

		"Fuck." Peter adjusted himself again. "That's the hottest thing I've ever heard."

		Marcus drained his beer. Set the bottle down hard. "Your wife must be incredible in bed."

		"She is." Derek's voice was matter of fact. "Best pussy I've ever had."

		Paul's face twisted. Half disgust. Half fascination. "Does she enjoy it? The other men?"

		"Obviously." Tom smiled slightly. "That's the whole point."

		James shook his head again but he was grinning now. "You're either the most confident man I've ever met or completely insane."

		"Maybe both."

		The table laughed. The tension broke slightly. The shock was settling into curiosity.

		"So what does she look like?" Peter's question was blunt.

		"Gorgeous. Blonde. Curves for days." Derek answered before Tom could. "Big natural tits. Thick thighs. Ass that won't quit."

		"Jesus Christ." Stephen's voice was strained. "And she's just down to fuck whoever?"

		"No." Tom's voice was firm. "She chooses. Carefully. It's not random."

		"But she chose Derek." Marcus gestured across the table.

		"Yes."

		"Anyone else we know?"

		The question hung in the air. Tom didn't answer. Just smiled slightly and took another drink.

		Richard stood up. Pulled out his wallet. "Right. I'm buying the next round."

		He flagged down the waitress. Ordered whiskey for everyone. "This is the wildest story I've heard in a long time. And I've spent twenty years in academia."

		The drinks arrived. Richard raised his glass. "To Tom. The first stag I've ever met. And to Rachel, who clearly knows what she wants."

		The table lifted their glasses. Some hesitant. Some eager. They drank.

		The conversation shifted. More questions. More details. Some men were fascinated. Others uncomfortable but intrigued. No one left. No moral indignation. Just men being men. Curious about a slutty woman they knew existed but had never met.

		Tom felt the whiskey warming his blood. Felt the weight of the secret lifting. It was out now. Spreading through his work circle.

		Around midnight the group finally broke up. Handshakes. Slaps on the back. Knowing looks. Tom got into a taxi. Pulled out his phone. Typed careful with clumsy fingers.

		"I told them. About us. Derek confirmed it. All of them know now."

		He watched Nairobi pass outside the window. Streetlights and traffic and people moving through the hot night. His phone buzzed in his hand. I replied.

		"Come home. We'll figure it out."

		The taxi pulled through security gates. Past manicured compounds. Into the quieter neighborhoods where expats lived behind walls. Tom's heart pounded but not from fear. From excitement.

		The secret was out. Spreading through his work circle like wildfire. And maybe that was exactly what we needed.

		Headlights swept across the garden wall just after midnight. I was on the terrace. A book open in my lap. Wine glass half empty beside me. The night was warm. Crickets hummed in the jasmine bushes. Security lights from neighboring compounds cast orange glows over the walls.

		Tom walked through the gate. His shirt was rumpled. His tie was loose around his neck. He looked tired. His eyes found me on the terrace.

		"Hey."

		His voice was rough. Uncertain.

		"Hey."

		I set my book down. He walked up the steps. Dropped into the wicker chair beside me. His hand ran through his hair. A nervous gesture I knew well.

		"You got my text."

		"I did."

		We sat quiet for a moment. The night sounds filled the space between us. Dogs barking in the distance. A car alarm somewhere down the street. The hum of Nairobi after dark.

		"Tell me what happened."

		Tom leaned back in his chair. Revisited the whole evening. The bar. The drinking. The question about marriage. How the words just came out. Derek confirming everything. The reactions around the table. Some men uncomfortable. Others interested. Men will be men. No one angry or threatening. Richard buying a round to toast the first stag he'd ever met.

		When he finished his hand found mine on the arm of my chair. His fingers were warm. Slightly damp from nerves.

		I squeezed his hand. Let the information settle into my chest. The weight of it. The reality.

		"So it's out there now."

		"Yes."

		"Seven men know. Plus Derek makes eight."

		Tom nodded. His jaw was tight. "By Monday morning it could spread further. Texts. Conversations. Gossip."

		"Probably will."

		We sat quiet. The night wrapped around us. Warm and thick. The villa felt like a safe bubble but we both knew it wouldn't last. The walls couldn't keep secrets in. Not anymore.

		"This could ruin us."

		Tom's voice was barely above a whisper. His eyes stayed on our joined hands.

		"My career. Your reputation. Everything we've built here."

		I didn't respond right away. Let his fear hang in the air between us. Let it breathe.

		"Or it could free us."

		Tom's head lifted. His eyes found mine.

		"What?"

		"This could be the beginning of ruining our life." I spoke slow. Clear. "Or it could be the beginning of a new and more open life."

		Tom stared at me. His mouth opened slightly. Processing.

		"We've been hiding for years Tom. Sneaking. Worrying about who might find out. What people might think."

		I leaned forward in my chair. My bare feet on the warm tiles.

		"Maybe this is what we needed. Maybe being forced into the open is better than living in constant fear of exposure."

		"But my job. The university."

		"What about it? Derek still has his job. He admitted to fucking me in front of seven colleagues and no one called HR."

		Tom's thumb rubbed circles on my palm. His nervous energy finding an outlet.

		"They might think differently about me. The husband who lets his wife sleep around."

		"They might. Some will judge. Some will be fascinated. Some won't care."

		I pulled his hand to my lips. Kissed his knuckles.

		"But we get to decide how we live Tom. Not them. Not gossip. Us."

		"You're not scared?"

		"Terrified."

		My honesty surprised him. His eyebrows lifted.

		"But I'm also tired of hiding. Tired of worrying every time someone looks at me twice. Tired of pretending I'm something I'm not."

		Tom exhaled slow. His shoulders dropped. Some tension releasing.

		"So we just own it? Let people know?"

		"We don't broadcast it. But we don't lie if asked. We don't apologize for who we are."

		"And if it gets bad? If people make it impossible?"

		"Then we deal with it. Together. Same as always."

		Tom pulled me closer. I moved from my chair to his lap. My soft thighs draped over his legs. My arms wrapped around his neck. His hands found my waist. Held me steady.

		"This is either the stupidest thing we've ever done or the bravest."

		His voice was muffled against my neck.

		"Maybe both."

		We sat like that. My body pressed against his. The night sounds continuing around us. The villa walls keeping the world at bay for a few more hours. But beyond those walls our secret was spreading. Moving through text messages and late night conversations. Growing into something we couldn't control.

		Tom's arms tightened around me. His face pressed into my shoulder. His breath was warm on my skin.

		"What do we do Monday?"

		"We go to work. We live our lives. We see what happens."

		"And if people ask you about it?"

		"I'll tell them the truth."

		Tom pulled back. Looked at my face. His eyes were uncertain but curious.

		"Which is?"

		"That I sleep with other men. That you support me. That we're happy. That it's nobody's business but ours."

		A slow smile spread across his face. Not confident yet. But getting there.

		"You're braver than me Rachel."

		"No. Just tired of being afraid."

		I squeezed his hand. Felt his pulse beating steady under my fingers. The words came out quiet but sure.

		"If they're going to talk about me, I might as well give them something real to talk about."

		Tom's smile widened. His eyes brightened even in the dim terrace light.

		"Yeah?"

		"Yeah."

		He kissed me. Deep and hungry. His hands gripped my soft flesh. I kissed him back. Tasted whiskey and want and the future rushing toward us.

		The secret was out. The safe bubble was broken. We were either about to ruin everything or finally become free.

		Only Monday would tell us which.

		

	
		Curiousity

		

		The message came through Thursday afternoon. My phone buzzed on the terrace table. Tom was inside working. The garden hummed with insects. Jasmine bloomed heavy in the afternoon heat.

		Unknown number. I opened it.

		"Rachel. This is Peter from the economics department. Tom probably mentioned me. I was at the bar last week when he talked about your arrangement. I haven't stopped thinking about it. About you. Could we meet? Just to talk. No pressure."

		My pussy clenched. I read it again. Direct. Nervous. Honest. I screenshot it and walked inside. Tom sat at his laptop in the living room. The ceiling fan pushed warm air down.

		"Look at this."

		He took my phone. Read the message. His eyebrows lifted. "Peter. Yeah. Young guy. Kenyan. Kisumu originally. Economics lecturer. Smart. Quiet usually."

		"You remember what he looks like?"

		Tom scrolled through his phone. Found a faculty photo. Showed me. Dark skin. Strong jaw. Lean build in a button-down shirt. Good looking in an understated way. Maybe thirty. Clean cut. Serious eyes.

		"He was at the reception?" I asked.

		"Yeah. You talked to him briefly. He mostly stayed on the edges."

		I studied the photo. Tried to remember. Nothing. One of many faces that night. But the hunger in his message was clear.

		"What are you thinking?" Tom's voice was careful.

		"I'm thinking he wants me. I'm thinking I want to see how hungry he really is."

		Tom set my phone down. His hand found my hip. "You want him?"

		"I want to find out."

		"He's a colleague."

		"Everyone knows now. That's the point." I turned to face him. "I'm not hiding anymore Tom. That was the whole decision we made. If Peter wants to fuck me, he gets in line like everyone else. I choose. Not you. Not him. Me."

		Tom grinned. His hand slid to my ass. Squeezed. "Text him back then."

		I picked up my phone. Walked back to the terrace. My heart pounded. My fingers moved across the screen.

		"Peter. Meet me for lunch tomorrow. Sarova Stanley. Thorn Tree Cafe. 1pm."

		I hit send before I could second guess it. The message showed delivered. Then read. Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

		"I'll be there."

		I smiled. Set my phone down. Poured myself wine from the bottle on the table. The afternoon sun was golden and hot. My skin felt alive. My body already anticipating tomorrow.

		Friday morning I woke early. Tom was still asleep. I showered. Shaved my legs smooth. My pussy. Rubbed lotion into my pale skin until it gleamed. Stood naked in front of the closet. Chose carefully.

		Fitted cream blouse. Silk. The neckline cut deep between my heavy breasts. Showed the curve of my cleavage. Not vulgar. Just obvious. Black pencil skirt. Tight. Hugged my wide hips. My thick thighs. The hem sat high. Showed my legs. Gold belt cinched at my waist. Black lace bra and panties underneath. Nude heels that made my legs look longer.

		I blow dried my blonde hair. Left it loose around my shoulders. Red lipstick. Mascara. Gold earrings. I looked at myself in the mirror. A woman who knew exactly what she wanted. A woman who did not care who knew it.

		Tom appeared in the doorway. His eyes traveled over my body. Lingered on my breasts pushed up in the silk blouse. The curve of my ass in the tight skirt.

		"Fuck Rachel."

		"That's the plan."

		He laughed. Walked to me. His hands found my hips. Pulled me against him. His cock was already hard through his pajama pants. "You look incredible."

		"I look like I'm going to fuck a younger man in a hotel room."

		"Exactly." He kissed my neck. His hands slid down to my ass. Squeezed. "Call me after."

		"I will."

		I pulled away. Grabbed my purse. Walked through the villa. James was waiting by the car. He opened the back door. His eyes moved over my outfit. He grinned.

		"Looking good Mrs. Rachel."

		"Thank you James."

		I climbed in. He closed the door. Got behind the wheel. We pulled out through the gate. Nairobi unfolded around us. The chaos and color. Matatus weaving through traffic. Hawkers on corners. The smell of exhaust and roasting maize drifting through the vents.

		"How are things with Sarah?" I asked.

		James glanced at me in the rearview mirror. His grin got wider. "Good. Really good actually. I'm thinking of proposing."

		"James. That's wonderful."

		"She's the one Mrs. Rachel. I know it. Smart. Kind. Puts up with my shit." He laughed. "I miss your perfect white pussy though. Not gonna lie."

		Heat flushed through me. My thighs pressed together. "James."

		"But I'll be a good boy. Sarah deserves that. Deserves a man who's all in."

		I smiled at his reflection. "I'm happy for you. Really. She's lucky."

		"Nah. I'm the lucky one." He turned onto Uhuru Highway. "So. Hotel meeting today?"

		"Maybe."

		"Mrs. Rachel. You're dressed like sex. I know exactly what you're doing." His dark eyes found mine in the mirror. Warm. Knowing. "Go get him."

		My pussy was already wet. The silk of my panties pressed against my swollen lips. My nipples were stiff against my bra. The anticipation made my breath come faster. Not the sneaking. Not the hiding. The open claiming of what I wanted. Peter knew why I was meeting him. He was choosing to show up. Choosing to walk into this with his eyes open.

		We pulled up to the Sarova Stanley. James stopped at the entrance.

		"Three hours James."

		He grinned. "Yes ma'am. Have fun."

		I climbed out. The heat hit me immediate. The lobby doors slid open. Cool air rushed out. I walked inside. My heels clicked on the marble floor. The desk clerk looked up. Professional smile.

		"Checking in?"

		"Yes. Reservation under Rachel Morrison."

		She typed. Found it. Handed me the key card. "Room 412. Fourth floor. Enjoy your stay."

		"I will."

		I walked to the elevator. Pressed the button. The doors opened. I stepped inside. Pressed four. The doors closed. My reflection stared back from the mirrored walls. Flushed cheeks. Bright eyes. Heaving breasts. I looked like a woman about to get fucked. I looked exactly how I felt.

		The elevator opened. I walked down the hallway. Found 412. Unlocked it. The room was large. King bed. White sheets. Window overlooking the city. I set my purse on the desk. Checked my phone. 12:47. Thirteen minutes.

		I walked to the window. Looked down at Nairobi. Traffic crawled below. People moved on sidewalks. Lived their normal lives. I was about to fuck a man I barely knew. A colleague of my husband. A younger Kenyan man who heard about my lifestyle and got brave enough to ask for his turn.

		My phone buzzed.

		"I'm here. In the restaurant."

		I took a breath. Reapplied my lipstick. Checked my cleavage in the mirror. Perfect. I walked out. Left the door unlocked. Took the elevator down. Walked through the lobby. Into the Thorn Tree Cafe. Scanned the tables.

		There. Corner table. Peter stood when he saw me. His eyes went wide. Traveled over my body. My curves in the tight skirt. My breasts straining against silk. He stumbled over his greeting.

		"Rachel. Hi. Thank you for meeting me."

		"Peter." I smiled. Walked to the table. His eyes stayed on me the whole way. I sat. Crossed my legs. The skirt rode up. Showed more of my pale thighs. I did not adjust it.

		He sat slowly. Could not stop staring. His dark skin looked smooth. His jaw was strong. His eyes were hungry. His dress shirt fit his lean frame well. I could see the outline of muscle underneath.

		This was going to be fun.

		The waiter appeared. Peter ordered without looking at the menu. His eyes stayed on me. I ordered the chicken salad. White wine. The waiter left. Silence stretched between us.

		"So." I leaned back. Let my posture stay relaxed. "You texted me."

		"I did." Peter's voice was deeper than I expected. Smooth. His hands rested on the table. Long fingers. "I hope that was okay."

		"It was brave."

		"Or stupid."

		I smiled. "Maybe both."

		He laughed. The sound was nervous. His eyes dropped to my cleavage. Snapped back up. "I wasn't sure you'd respond."

		"I wasn't sure I would either." I crossed my legs. The skirt rode higher. His gaze followed the movement. "Tell me about yourself Peter. Tom says you're from Kisumu."

		"Yeah. Grew up there. Came to Nairobi for university. Did my masters at UoN. Started lecturing three years ago." He relaxed slightly talking about work. His shoulders loosened. "Economics. Development policy mostly."

		"You like it?"

		"Love it. The students are sharp. Hungry to understand how the system works." His eyes lit up when he spoke. Passion there. "Most of them come from nothing. They see education as the way out."

		"And you? Did you come from nothing?"

		Peter nodded. "My mom sold vegetables at the market. My dad drove a matatu. They saved everything to send me to school." He paused. "They died thinking I'd made it. Professor at the university. Respectable."

		"You have made it."

		"Have I?" His eyes found mine. Held them. "I work seventy hours a week. Live in a one bedroom in Kilimani. No girlfriend. No wife. No kids. Just books and papers and trying to publish enough to get tenure."

		The waiter returned. Set down our drinks. My wine. His Tusker. We both sipped. The silence felt different now. More honest.

		"Why no girlfriend?" I asked.

		Peter shrugged. "My work. The hours. Most women want more than I can give." He took another drink. "And honestly? I'm picky. I want someone who gets it. Gets me."

		"But you're here. Having lunch with a married white woman who fucks other men."

		His eyes widened. He choked slightly on his beer. Set it down. "Jesus. You just say it."

		"I'm done hiding Peter. Done pretending." I leaned forward. My breasts pressed together in the silk blouse. The deep v showed the curve of my cleavage. His eyes dropped. Stayed there. "So yes. I fuck other men. My husband knows. My husband watches sometimes. This is who I am now."

		"I still can't believe Tom said it so openly at the bar. And now you're just..." He trailed off. His eyes moved over my body. "Just sitting here telling me like it's nothing."

		"It's not nothing. It's everything. It's who I am." I sipped my wine. "Some people left the party early when we told them. Some stayed. Asked questions. Got curious."

		"Like me."

		"Like you."

		The waiter brought our food. Set the plates down. Peter stared at his. I picked up my fork. Started eating. Let the silence build. He finally looked up.

		"Can I ask you something?"

		"Anything."

		"What's in this for Tom? Watching you with other men?" His voice dropped lower. "Doesn't it hurt him?"

		"It turns him on. Seeing me take pleasure. Seeing me powerful. He gets off on it Peter. We both do." I speared a piece of chicken. Brought it to my mouth. "This isn't about him lacking something. This is about us both getting what we need."

		Peter nodded slow. His food sat untouched. "And what do you need?"

		"Variety. Control. The thrill of choosing who I want and taking them." My eyes locked on his. "New experiences. New bodies. New cocks."

		He shifted in his seat. The bulge in his trousers was obvious now. His breathing got heavier. "And do you want me?"

		I set my fork down. Stood. Picked up my wine glass. Walked around the table to his side. Set my glass down. Sat in the empty chair next to him. The skirt rode up my thighs. I crossed my legs toward him. My bare knee brushed his leg.

		Peter's eyes went wide. His breathing got faster. I reached under the table. My hand found his knee. Slid up his thigh. Slow. Deliberate. His leg tensed under my palm.

		"I have a room upstairs Peter. 412. Fourth floor." My voice stayed calm. Even. My hand moved higher. Brushed against his bulge. He gasped. "This is your choice. You can finish lunch. We can talk more. You can leave and we pretend this never happened." My hand pressed against his cock through his trousers. Stroked him. "Or you can come with me right now. We walk through that lobby together. Take the elevator up together. And I let you fuck me."

		Peter stared at me. His dark eyes were wide. Hungry. His chest rose and fell faster. His cock pulsed under my hand through the fabric.

		"No sneaking?" His voice came out rough.

		"No sneaking. No pretense. No games." I squeezed his cock. Felt him throb. "I'm done hiding who I am. If you want to be part of this, you don't hide either."

		He signaled the waiter. His hand shook slightly. "Check please."

		The waiter brought the bill on a small tray. Peter reached for his wallet. I put my hand on his arm. Stopped him. Took the bill. Pulled out my own card. Set it on the tray.

		"I'll get this."

		"Rachel you don't have to—"

		"I don't want anyone to think I can be bought." My eyes held his. "This is my choice Peter. Not yours. Not Tom's. Mine. I pay for my own lunch."

		The waiter took the tray. Returned with the receipt. I signed. Added a tip. Stood. Peter stood with me. My pussy throbbed wet and aching in my silk panties. We walked out of the restaurant together.

		The lobby stretched before us. Marble floors. High ceilings. People moved through. Businessmen. Tourists. Hotel staff. Peter stayed close beside me. I kept walking. My heels clicked loud on the floor. My hand brushed his as we walked. The contact sent electricity through my skin.

		We reached the elevator. I pressed the button. The doors opened immediate. We stepped inside together. The doors closed. I turned to him. My hand cupped his bulge through his trousers. Squeezed hard. His cock was rock solid under my palm.

		"Fuck." The word came out strangled.

		The elevator rose. My hand kept stroking him through the fabric. His hips jerked forward. The elevator dinged. Fourth floor. I pulled my hand away. Smiled at him. His face was flushed. Sweat beaded on his forehead.

		The doors opened. I walked out. He followed close behind. Down the hallway. My hips swayed with each step. I felt his eyes on my ass. On my thick thighs. My heels. I reached 412. Slid the key card. The lock clicked. I pushed the door open.

		Stepped inside. He followed. The door closed behind us with a soft thud.

		We stood facing each other. The room was cool. Quiet. The bed loomed large behind me. White sheets. Afternoon light filtered through the curtains. His breathing was ragged. His cock strained against his trousers. I smiled.

		"Strip."

		Peter's hands moved to his shirt. Unbuttoned it fast. His fingers fumbled but kept moving. I watched. My heart pounded. My pussy throbbed wet in my silk panties. He pulled the shirt off. His dark skin gleamed in the afternoon light. Lean muscles. Defined chest. Flat stomach. Better than I expected.

		He kicked off his shoes. Unbuckled his belt. The metal clinked. He pushed his trousers down. His boxers. His cock sprang free. Long and thick. Dark shaft. The head was swollen. Almost purple. Precum leaked from the tip. My mouth watered.

		I started unbuttoning my blouse. My fingers shook. Peter stepped closer. His hands covered mine. Took over. Unbuttoned the rest fast. Pushed the silk off my shoulders. It fell to the floor. His dark hands found my bra clasp. Unhooked it. My heavy breasts bounced free. Full and pale. My pink nipples were stiff. Aching.

		"Fuck Rachel. Your tits."

		His hands cupped them. Squeezed. His touch was rough. Hungry. Not gentle. I gasped. My pussy clenched. He pinched my nipples. Twisted them. Pleasure shot straight to my core.

		"Ahh. Yes."

		I reached between us. Gripped his cock. Hot. Pulsing. The veins stood out prominent on his dark shaft. I stroked him. He groaned. His hips thrust forward into my hand.

		"I need to taste you." I dropped to my knees. The carpet was soft under me. My breasts swayed. His cock was right in front of my face. I leaned forward. Licked from base to tip. Tasted salt. Musk. His precum was warm on my tongue.

		"Oh god."

		I opened wide. Took his swollen head into my mouth. My lips stretched around his thickness. I sucked. His hands found my blonde hair. Gripped tight. Not asking. Taking. He thrust his hips. Fucked my mouth. Slow at first. Then faster.

		"Your mouth. Fuck. So good."

		I took him deeper. His shaft slid over my tongue. Hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. Dripped onto my heavy tits. I didn't pull back. Let him use my mouth. My hand cupped his heavy balls. Squeezed. His whole body jerked.

		"Rachel. Fuck. I'm close already."

		I sucked harder. Faster. Hollowed my cheeks. Worked the sensitive spot under his swollen head with my tongue. His cock swelled. Pulsed. His balls tightened in my palm. He tried to pull back.

		"I'm gonna. Fuck."

		I gripped his ass. Held him in place. Wanted his cum. He groaned. His cock erupted. Hot cum flooded my mouth. Thick ropes coated my tongue. I swallowed. Kept sucking. Milked him. His cock throbbed. Pumped more cum. Wave after wave.

		"Ungh. Oh god. Ahh."

		I swallowed every drop. Released him. His cock glistened. Still half hard. My red lipstick was smeared. My face was flushed. Spit and cum dripped from my chin.

		Peter pulled me up. His mouth crashed onto mine. Kissed me hard. Tasted himself on my tongue. His hands found my skirt. Unzipped it. Shoved it down my hips. It fell. My black lace panties were soaked through. He hooked his fingers in the waistband. Pulled them down rough. I kicked them off with my heels.

		Completely naked now. He pushed me toward the bed. I fell back onto it. The white sheets were cool against my hot skin. Peter stood at the edge. His eyes traveled over my body. My thick thighs. My heavy breasts. My smooth pussy glistening wet.

		"Spread your legs."

		I obeyed. My thighs fell open. My pussy was swollen. Pink. Dripping. He climbed onto the bed. Positioned himself between my legs. His mouth went straight for my pussy.

		"Oh fuck. Yes."

		His tongue licked through my wet slit. Warm. Firm. He wasn't careful. Wasn't gentle. He ate me like he was starving. His tongue circled my clit. Flicked it. Sucked it between his lips. I cried out. My hips bucked off the bed.

		"Peter. Fuck. Your tongue."

		His hands gripped my thick thighs. Pushed them wider. Held me open. His tongue pushed inside my pussy. Fucked me with it. In and out. His stubble scraped my sensitive skin. The roughness sent sparks through me. I grabbed his head. Ground my pussy against his face.

		He moaned into me. The vibration made me gasp. His tongue found my clit again. Licked circles. Fast. Relentless. I looked down. His cock was hard again already. Long and thick. Ready.

		"Come here. I want your cock in my mouth while you eat me."

		Peter moved. Positioned himself over me. His cock hung above my face. His mouth went back to my pussy. I gripped his shaft. Pulled him down. Took him into my mouth. The 69 position put his weight on me. His lean body pressing down. His cock filled my mouth. His tongue filled my pussy.

		We worked each other. No rhythm. Just hungry. Desperate. I sucked him deep. He tongue fucked me hard. The wet sounds filled the room. Slurping. Sucking. Moaning. His hips thrust. Fucked my mouth. My hips ground against his face.

		His tongue found my clit. Sucked it hard. I cried out around his cock. My thighs started shaking. He didn't let up. Licked faster. His hands spread my ass cheeks. His tongue dipped lower. Licked my asshole. Back up to my clit.

		"Mmm. Fuck. Don't stop."

		I couldn't focus on sucking him anymore. Could only take what his mouth was giving me. Chase the orgasm building in my core. His tongue worked magic. The pressure built. Coiled tight in my belly. My heavy breasts pressed against his stomach. My hands gripped his ass.

		"Peter. I'm gonna. Fuck."

		My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy spasmed. My walls pulsed. My juices flooded his mouth. I bucked against his face. Rode out every wave. He kept licking. Drinking me. His cock throbbed in my mouth. Still hard. Still ready.

		"Oh god. Ahh. Yes."

		My body stopped shaking. Peter lifted off me. Moved down. His face was slick with my wetness. His eyes were wild. Hungry. His cock stood rigid. He gripped my thighs. Pulled me to the edge of the bed. Positioned himself between my legs.

		"I need to fuck you. Now."

		"Yes. Fuck me Peter. Fill me."

		He gripped his cock. Lined himself up with my entrance. Started to push inside.

		His cock pushed through my entrance. Stretched me. The thickness made me gasp. He didn't go slow. Drove forward. Filled me in three hard thrusts. Bottomed out. His heavy balls pressed against my ass. We both groaned.

		"Fuck. You're so tight. So wet."

		"Yes. Fuck me Peter."

		He pulled back. Slammed forward. Started fucking me hard. His lean hips drove fast. His cock stretched my pussy. I watched him disappear inside me. Watched my lips grip his shaft. The sight made me clench around him.

		"Look at you. Taking my cock." His voice was rough. Raw. "Tom's colleague fucking his slutty wife."

		"Yes. Fuck. I'm so slutty."

		"You are. You're a dirty slut." He pounded harder. The bed shook. "Meeting me for lunch. Taking me to a hotel room. Begging for my cock."

		"Ahh. Yes. I wanted you."

		His hands gripped my thick thighs. Pushed them back toward my chest. Opened me wider. The new angle let him drive deeper. His cock hit my cervix. The pleasure bordered on pain. I loved it.

		"Does Tom know? Does he know you're here getting fucked by his younger colleague?"

		"Yes. He knows. Ahh. He wants me to."

		"Fuck that's dirty." Peter's rhythm got faster. Brutal. "You're such a slut Rachel. Fucking men from the university. How many have you had?"

		"Not enough. Oh god. Your cock feels so good."

		My heavy breasts bounced with each thrust. Swayed violent. Peter's eyes locked on them. He released my thighs. Leaned forward. His mouth found my right nipple. Sucked it hard. His teeth grazed the sensitive bud. I cried out.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Yes."

		He moved to my left nipple. Bit down. Not gentle. The sting sent sparks straight to my pussy. My walls clenched around his shaft. He groaned against my breast. His cock swelled inside me.

		"You like that? Like it rough?"

		"Yes. Fuck me rough. Use me."

		Peter pulled out. His cock slipped from my gripping pussy. Left me empty. He grabbed my hips. Flipped me over. I landed on my stomach. My heavy tits pressed into the mattress. My ass lifted. He gripped my hips. Pulled me up onto my knees. My face stayed down in the sheets.

		"Look at this ass. This perfect ass." His hand came down. Slapped my right cheek. The crack was sharp. Stinging heat bloomed across my pale flesh. "You like being a slut for your husband's colleagues? Like being passed around the department?"

		"Yes. I love it."

		His cock pushed back inside my pussy. One hard thrust. Filled me completely. He started fucking me from behind. Harder than before. His lean hips slammed against my round ass. The sound echoed through the room. Smack. Smack. Smack.

		"Fuck. Your pussy grips me so tight. Milking my cock."

		"Yes. Ungh. So deep."

		His hands moved from my hips to my ass. Spread my cheeks. Watched his cock pump into my pussy. His thumb pressed against my asshole. Circled the tight ring. Didn't push in. Just teased.

		"You're so fucking dirty Rachel. Married woman letting me use her. Fuck you like the whore you are."

		"I am. I'm your whore. Ahh. Fuck me harder."

		Peter pulled out. Stood from the bed. Grabbed my hips. Pulled me off the bed. My feet hit the floor. My legs were shaky. He walked me to the wall. Spun me around. My back hit the cool surface. He lifted me. His hands gripped my thick ass. His cock found my entrance. He thrust up. Buried himself inside me.

		"Oh fuck. Yes."

		I wrapped my legs around his waist. My arms around his neck. He pinned me against the wall. Started fucking me standing. His strength surprised me. He held my weight easy. His cock drove upward. Deep. Brutal. Each thrust lifted me. Slammed me back down onto his shaft.

		"Taking me to a hotel. Letting me fuck you in the middle of the day." His breathing was ragged. "What would people say if they knew? Tom's wife. Respectable professor's wife. Getting fucked like a cheap slut."

		"Yes. I am. Fuck. Your cock."

		"You love it. Love being used. Love sneaking around taking cock."

		"Yes. Oh god. Don't stop."

		The position let him fuck me rough. His cock hit deep. Angles I'd never felt. The pleasure was overwhelming. My pussy was so sensitive. So full. My heavy tits bounced between us. Slapped against his chest. Sweat slicked between our bodies.

		"I'm close. Fuck. Your pussy. So good. So tight."

		"Me too. Ahh. Peter. Right there."

		His rhythm got frantic. His cock swelled inside me. My second orgasm built different. Deeper. Started where his cock stretched me. Spread outward. My walls started fluttering.

		"Gonna cum. Fuck. Gonna cum on your cock."

		"Do it. Cum for me slut. Cum while I fuck you."

		My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy spasmed. Clenched hard around his shaft. Milked him. My nails dug into his shoulders. My moans turned to cries. I didn't care if anyone heard. Peter couldn't hold back. His rhythm faltered.

		"Where. Fuck. Where do you want it?"

		"Inside. Fill my pussy. Ahh. Cum inside me."

		He drove deep. Buried himself. His cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my walls. Wave after wave. He groaned loud. His fingers dug into my ass. Held me pinned against the wall while he emptied inside me.

		"Fuck. Take it. Take my cum."

		His cock throbbed. Pumped more. Finally stopped. We both panted. Slick with sweat. He lowered me to the floor. My legs shook. His cock slipped from my pussy. Cum leaked immediate. Warm and thick down my inner thighs.

		We collapsed onto the bed. Side by side. Both breathing hard. The room was warm. The sheets were tangled. The smell of sex hung heavy.

		Minutes passed. Our breathing slowed. Peter turned his head. Looked at me. His face was uncertain now.

		"Rachel. I'm sorry. What I said. Calling you those things. Whore. Slut. I shouldn't have."

		I rolled onto my side. Faced him. "Why are you apologizing?"

		"Because. It was disrespectful. Degrading. You're Tom's wife. My colleague's wife. I just. I got carried away."

		I smiled. Reached out. Touched his face. "I loved it Peter."

		"You did?"

		"Every word. Every filthy thing you said." My hand moved to his chest. "Tom doesn't get turned on by people trying to humiliate him. But I do. As long as he's not there to hear it."

		Peter's eyes widened. "So when he's watching."

		"When he's watching, it's about my pleasure. About him seeing me take what I want. Seeing me powerful." My fingers traced circles on his skin. "But when he's not there? When it's just me and another man? I love being talked to like that. Like a slut. Like a whore. Like someone who exists just to take cock."

		"Fuck Rachel."

		"So don't apologize. Say whatever filthy thing comes into your head when you're fucking me. The dirtier the better."

		He grinned. "You're incredible."

		"I'm honest." I sat up. Swung my legs off the bed. "And I need to clean up."

		I walked to the bathroom. Looked at myself in the mirror. Flushed face. Messy hair. Swollen lips. Cum dripping down my thighs. I looked thoroughly fucked. I loved it. Cleaned up with a warm washcloth. Fixed my hair somewhat.

		I walked back out. Peter was dressing. He sat on the edge of the bed. Watched me pull on my panties. Felt his cum soak into the lace. My skirt. My bra. My blouse. I fixed my hair more. Reapplied my lipstick. Looked almost presentable.

		"Can I see you again?" His voice was quiet.

		"Yes." I looked at him. "If you understand what this is."

		"Just sex."

		"Just sex. My pleasure. No expectations beyond that."

		"I understand." He stood. Walked to me. His hand touched my waist. "Thank you Rachel. For this. For being honest about what you want."

		"Thank you for being brave enough to text me. For showing up."

		We walked to the door together. Down the hallway. Took the elevator down. In the lobby I walked toward the exit. Peter stayed beside me. Close but not touching. We pushed through the rotating doors into the heat.

		James was waiting at the curb. Peter stopped. Watched me walk to the car. I climbed into the backseat. Didn't look back. James pulled into traffic.

		"Good afternoon Mrs. Rachel?"

		"Very good James."

		He grinned in the mirror. I pulled out my phone. Texted Tom.

		"Peter is added. Eager. Strong. Understands the rules. Talks dirty. He'll work nicely."

		Tom's reply came fast. "Proud of you. Can't wait to hear everything."

		I smiled. Leaned back in the seat. Watched Nairobi pass. My pussy was sore. My panties were soaked with Peter's cum. My body was satisfied. Exhausted. Happy.

		This was exactly how I wanted my new life. Open. Powerful. Mine.

		No hiding. No shame. Just taking what I wanted from men who understood their place.

		Peter would be back. I knew it already. The hunger in his eyes. The way his cock got hard again just from eating my pussy. He was hooked.

		The car turned onto our street. James pulled through the gate. Stopped in front of the villa. I climbed out.

		"Thank you James."

		"Anytime Mrs. Rachel."

		I walked through the garden. The afternoon sun was hot. Jasmine bloomed heavy. Tom appeared on the terrace. Two wine glasses already poured.

		He pulled me into his arms. Kissed me deep. "How was it?"

		"Perfect." I took the wine glass. Sipped. "He's good Tom. Really good. Young. Hungry. Says filthy things when he fucks."

		Tom's cock was already hard against me. "Tell me everything."

		I smiled. Led him inside. Toward our bedroom. Started describing every detail of my afternoon with Peter.

		My new life was everything I wanted it to be.

		

	
		A Quickie

		

		The hotel ballroom glowed amber under crystal chandeliers. Voices mixed with jazz piano from the corner stage. Waiters moved between clusters of faculty and NGO staff holding trays of wine glasses.

		I stepped through the entrance beside Tom. My black dress clung to every curve. The cutout strips exposed pale skin at my ribs and across my chest just above my heavy breasts. The high slit showed my thick thigh with each step. My blonde hair fell loose over my bare shoulders.

		Heads turned.

		Derek stood near the bar talking to two other professors. His eyes locked on my exposed skin. His gaze traveled down my voluptuous body and back up. He raised his glass slight. The smile on his face was knowing.

		Peter leaned against a column twenty feet away. His stare was hungry. Obvious. He watched my curves move under the tight fabric.

		A young graduate student I didn't recognize nudged his friend. Both their eyes followed my body as I walked past. Their interest was written plain on their faces.

		But not everyone looked pleased.

		Margaret Henderson stood with three other faculty wives near the hors d'oeuvres table. Her thin frame was rigid in a conservative navy dress that covered everything. Her lips pressed into a tight line when she saw me. She leaned toward the woman beside her. Whispered something. Both women looked directly at my exposed skin.

		The word "shameful" carried just loud enough.

		Another wife with grey hair pulled at her husband's sleeve. The man had been staring at my chest visible through the cutout strips. His wife tugged him away toward the opposite side of the room. Her expression was pure disgust.

		Tom's hand settled on my lower back. His fingers warm against my bare skin where the dress dipped low.

		"They all know."

		His voice was quiet. Matter of fact.

		"Good."

		I took a champagne flute from a passing waiter. The bubbles tickled my tongue. My eyes scanned the room. Some faces were familiar from university functions. Others were NGO workers Tom collaborated with. The energy was charged. Split down obvious lines.

		Men watched me with heat in their eyes. Women watched me with judgment or carefully hidden curiosity.

		Derek crossed the room. His tall frame cut through the crowd easy.

		"Rachel. You look incredible."

		His hand touched my bare shoulder. The contact lingered.

		"Thanks Derek."

		"That dress should be illegal."

		He grinned. His thumb brushed my skin before he pulled his hand away and nodded at Tom.

		"Tom. Good turnout tonight."

		"Yeah. University really pushed attendance."

		Derek's eyes dropped to my chest again. The cutout showed the curve of my full breasts. The pale flesh moving with my breathing.

		"I'll catch up with you both later."

		He walked away. His interest was written all over his body language.

		I sipped my champagne. Scanned the room again. My gaze caught on a man standing alone near the windows.

		Paul.

		Mid-forties. Greying hair. Average build. Wearing a suit that looked expensive but hung on him wrong. His shoulders were slumped. His eyes were locked on my body.

		He stared at my exposed ribs. At my thick thighs visible through the slit. At my heavy breasts straining the fabric. His expression was desperate. Hungry. Sad.

		Margaret appeared beside him. Didn't touch him. Didn't look at him. Her mouth moved fast. Complaining about something. Paul nodded. His eyes never left me.

		Margaret walked away without waiting for a response. Left him standing alone again.

		Tom leaned close to my ear.

		"Paul hasn't stopped looking at you since we walked in."

		"I noticed."

		"Derek told me Paul cornered him last week. Asked a bunch of questions about us. About you."

		I turned my head. Met Tom's eyes.

		"What kind of questions?"

		"How it works. If you really choose the men yourself. If I actually watch."

		Tom's hand slid lower on my back. His fingers traced the edge of the dress just above my round ass.

		"Derek said Paul's voice was shaking the whole time. Like he could barely get the words out."

		I looked back at Paul. He was still staring. His hands gripped his drink glass tight. White knuckles visible even from across the room.

		Margaret reappeared with her group of wives. Her voice carried sharp and clear over the jazz piano.

		"Standards used to mean something. Dignity. Self-respect."

		She wasn't looking at me directly but the intent was obvious. The other wives nodded. One glanced at my cutout dress and shook her head with pursed lips.

		A younger woman in a green cocktail dress caught my eye. She was standing with her husband but her gaze held something different than judgment. Curiosity. Maybe envy. Her eyes traveled over my confident posture. My exposed curves. The way men in the room kept finding excuses to look at me.

		The woman's husband whispered something in her ear. She blushed. Looked away.

		Paul moved closer. Not directly toward me but circling. His path took him past the bar. Past a group of colleagues. His eyes kept returning to my body like he couldn't help himself.

		Margaret's voice rose again.

		"Some people have no shame. Absolutely none."

		I smiled. Took another sip of champagne. The bubbles were bright on my tongue. The judgment from the wives meant nothing. The hunger in the men's eyes meant everything.

		Tom's thumb rubbed slow circles on my lower back.

		"You're enjoying this."

		"Completely."

		Paul was fifteen feet away now. Close enough that I could see his hands trembling. See the sweat on his upper lip despite the air conditioning. See the bulge growing in his dress pants.

		His wife stood on the other side of the ballroom criticizing everything and everyone. Never once looking to see where her husband was.

		I finished my champagne. Set the empty glass on a nearby table. My heavy breasts shifted under the tight fabric. Paul's eyes followed the movement. His throat worked as he swallowed hard.

		The night was just starting.

		The champagne sat warm in my stomach. The ballroom felt too crowded. Too hot. I needed air. Space.

		I excused myself from Tom's side. His hand trailed off my bare back as I turned toward the hallway marked with restroom signs. My heels clicked on the marble floor. The sound echoed off the high ceilings.

		Men's eyes followed me as I moved through the crowd. The dress drew attention with every step. The cutout fabric showed strips of pale skin. The slit exposed my thigh almost to my hip.

		I pushed through the heavy doors into the hallway. The jazz piano faded behind me. The air was cooler here. Quieter. My breathing slowed.

		Footsteps sounded behind me.

		I turned.

		Paul stood at the end of the hallway. His hands shook at his sides. His face was flushed. Sweat beaded on his forehead.

		"Rachel."

		My name came out rough. Desperate.

		"Paul."

		He took three steps closer. Stopped. His hands clenched and unclenched.

		"I need to talk to you."

		"About what?"

		His eyes dropped to my exposed chest. My heavy breasts visible through the cutout strips. He swallowed hard. Looked back at my face.

		"About you. About what Derek told me."

		I leaned against the wall. Crossed my arms under my full breasts. The movement pushed them up. Paul's eyes tracked down and back up again.

		"What did Derek tell you?"

		"That you sleep with other men. That Tom knows. That you choose who you want."

		His voice was shaking now. The words tumbled out fast.

		"And?"

		"I can't stop thinking about it. About you."

		He took another step closer. His hands were still trembling.

		"Margaret and I haven't had sex in three years. She barely talks to me. Treats me like a roommate who pays bills."

		His eyes were wet. Desperate. Pathetic.

		"I see you at these events and I just. Fuck. I need to feel wanted again. To feel like a man."

		The need rolled off him in waves. Raw. Uncomfortable. But something about his desperation made my pussy clench.

		I pushed off the wall. Walked toward him. He froze as I got close. My voluptuous body nearly touching his.

		"You want me?"

		"God yes."

		His voice broke.

		I grabbed his wrist. Hard. Pulled him down the hallway toward the women's restroom sign.

		"Wait. What are you."

		"Shut up."

		I pushed the bathroom door open. Checked the stalls. Empty. The space was all white tile and mirrors. Fluorescent lights too bright overhead.

		I pulled Paul inside. The door swung shut behind us. I dragged him to the accessible stall at the end. Large. Private. Locked the door behind us.

		Paul's breathing was ragged. His eyes were wide. He looked terrified and aroused in equal measure.

		I pressed him against the tiled wall. My soft body against his. My hands moved to his belt. Unbuckled it. The metal clinked loud in the quiet space.

		"Rachel. Are you sure."

		"I decide what I'm sure about."

		I unbuttoned his dress pants. Unzipped them. The sound was harsh in the enclosed stall. My fingers hooked into his waistband. Pulled down his pants and boxers together.

		His cock sprung free.

		I froze.

		Stared.

		The shaft in front of me was massive. Thick. Long. Pale white with prominent veins running up the length. The head was swollen. Flushed dark pink. Already leaking.

		Bigger than Simon. Bigger than Derek. Bigger than any white cock I'd ever seen or touched.

		"Fuck."

		The word slipped out before I could stop it.

		Paul's face flushed deeper. His cock twitched under my stare. Grew even harder.

		"I. Is that okay?"

		I wrapped my hand around his shaft. My fingers didn't meet. The girth filled my palm completely. The heat of him radiated against my skin.

		"This is what you've been hiding under those sad professor pants?"

		"I guess."

		His voice was small. Embarrassed.

		I stroked him slow. Base to tip. His cock pulsed in my hand. A bead of precum leaked from the slit. I rubbed my thumb over the wet head. Paul's whole body shuddered.

		"Oh god."

		His hands reached for my hips. I let him. His fingers dug into my soft flesh through the thin dress fabric. His massive cock throbbed in my grip.

		Margaret's voice echoed in my head from the ballroom. Standards. Dignity. Shame.

		I stroked him faster. My hand glided over his thick shaft. His breathing got louder. Faster.

		"Please. Rachel. I need."

		"I know what you need."

		I hiked my dress up around my wide hips. The fabric bunched at my waist. My black lace panties were already damp. I hooked my thumb in the side and pulled them aside.

		My smooth pussy was exposed. Wet. Ready.

		Paul stared down at my bare slit. His huge cock jerked in my hand.

		"You're going to fuck me right here. Right now. While your wife is fifty feet away."

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		I positioned his massive cockhead at my entrance. The thick tip pressed against my wet lips. The pressure was immediate. Intense.

		I sank down.

		His massive cockhead pushed through my tight entrance. My pussy stretched around his thick shaft. The burn was immediate. Intense. My walls struggled to accommodate his girth.

		I sank down slow. Inch by thick inch. My wet channel gripped him. Pulled him deeper. The stretch bordered on too much.

		"Ahh. Fuck."

		Paul's moan was loud. Too loud. His hands gripped my wide hips. His fingers dug into my soft flesh.

		"Shh."

		I kept sinking. His huge cock filled me completely. Stretched me wider than any white man ever had. My thighs trembled as I took more of his length.

		Finally I bottomed out. His heavy balls pressed against my round ass. His entire massive shaft was buried in my gripping pussy.

		"Oh god. Rachel. You feel."

		His voice got louder. A groan built in his throat.

		I clamped my hand over his mouth. Hard. My palm pressed against his lips.

		"Quiet."

		His eyes were glazed. Desperate. He nodded against my hand.

		I started moving. Rose up slow. His thick shaft dragged through my tight walls. The friction sent sparks through my core. Just his swollen head stayed inside. I sank back down. Took him to the base.

		My heavy breasts bounced in the cutout dress. The fabric strained across my full chest. My stiff nipples pressed against the thin material.

		Paul's breath came hot and fast against my palm. His hips thrust up to meet my downward motion. His huge cock drove deeper.

		"Mmph."

		The sound was muffled under my hand. His eyes rolled back. His fingers gripped my hips bruising tight.

		I rode him faster. My thick thighs burned with the effort. My pussy clenched around his massive girth. The fullness was overwhelming. Every nerve inside me stretched and stimulated.

		The bathroom door swung open.

		Heels clicked sharp on tile. Multiple pairs.

		I froze. Paul's huge cock buried deep in my pussy. My hand still clamped over his mouth.

		"I just can't believe it."

		Margaret's voice.

		Paul's eyes went wide. Pure terror flooded his face. His whole body went rigid beneath me. His breath came in panicked gasps against my palm.

		"I know. It's absolutely shameful."

		Another woman's voice. One of the faculty wives from the ballroom.

		More heel clicks. Closer. They moved to the sinks. Water ran. Just feet away from the stall door.

		Paul's hands gripped my round ass. Tried to lift me off him. His eyes pleaded. Desperate. Terrified.

		I stayed perfectly still. His massive cock throbbed inside my stretched pussy. Pulsing with his racing heartbeat.

		"That woman in the obscene dress."

		Margaret's voice was clear. Disgusted.

		"Those cutouts showing everything. Absolutely everything."

		"And the way the men stare. It's embarrassing."

		The other woman sighed. Paper towels rustled.

		Paul's breath came faster against my palm. His eyes were so wide the whites showed all around. Sweat beaded on his forehead. Ran down his temples.

		My pussy clenched around his thick shaft. The wrongness of it sent heat flooding through me. His wife. Right there. Talking about me. While her husband's huge cock was buried in my wet cunt.

		"The university used to have standards."

		Margaret's voice carried sharp and clear.

		"Now they let anyone attend these functions. Women dressed like prostitutes."

		"Some people have no shame. None at all."

		I looked down at Paul's terrified face. Saw his panic. His desperation. His absolute certainty we were about to be discovered.

		I started grinding.

		Slow. Deliberate. My hips circled on his massive cock. The movement was tiny but the friction was intense. His thick shaft dragged against my inner walls.

		Paul's eyes went impossibly wider. He shook his head frantic. Silent pleading written all over his face.

		His hands gripped my ass harder. Tried to stop my movement.

		I ground deeper. Circled my hips. Felt every thick inch of him stretching me. My pussy made soft wet sounds. Quiet. But there.

		"And her husband just stands there. Lets her parade around like that."

		The other woman's voice.

		"Paul was asking about them actually."

		Margaret laughed. Sharp. Bitter.

		"He heard some ridiculous rumor that they have an open marriage or some such nonsense."

		Paul's massive cock swelled inside me. Got even harder. His terror mixed with arousal created something desperate and wrong.

		I leaned close to his ear. My soft breasts pressed against his chest through the thin dress. My lips brushed his skin.

		"Your wife is talking about me while you're balls deep in my pussy."

		I whispered it so quiet. Just breath and words.

		Paul's whole body shuddered. His hips jerked up involuntary. Drove his huge cock deeper. The movement was small but my pussy clenched hard around him.

		"Mmph."

		The sound vibrated against my palm. I pressed harder. Cut off any noise.

		My hips kept circling. Grinding. My clit dragged against his pelvis with each tiny movement. Pressure built low in my belly.

		"Paul has been so distracted lately."

		Margaret's voice continued. A compact clicked open.

		"Standing in corners. Staring at people. Being completely useless."

		"Men can be so weak."

		The other woman agreed.

		My wetness increased. Dripped down his thick shaft. The wrongness made me hotter. Wetter. My pussy gripped him tighter.

		Paul's hands moved from trying to stop me to gripping my ass. Holding on. His fingers dug into my soft flesh. His breathing was ragged against my palm.

		"We should get back."

		Margaret sighed.

		"These events are so tedious."

		Water ran again. They were washing their hands. The soap dispenser clicked twice. More water. Paper towels.

		I ground harder on Paul's huge cock. My movements were still small. Controlled. But the friction built. My walls fluttered around his thick girth.

		His eyes pleaded with me. Terror and desperate arousal mixed together. His massive shaft pulsed. Swelled. I felt him getting close.

		"At least the wine is decent."

		The other woman laughed.

		Their heels clicked toward the door. They paused. Continued talking.

		My heart pounded. Paul's eyes squeezed shut. His whole body tense beneath me.

		The door swung open. The sound of the party flooded in. Jazz piano. Voices. Their conversation faded. Then the door closed.

		They were gone.

		Paul thrust up hard. His massive cock drove deep into my pussy. His hand tore away from my ass to pull my palm off his mouth.

		"Fuck. Oh fuck. Rachel."

		His voice was desperate. Raw.

		He gripped my hips and fucked up into me. Hard. Fast. Frantic. All the fear and arousal and pent up need exploding.

		"Ahh. Yes. Fuck me."

		I braced my hands on his shoulders. Let him pound up into my gripping pussy. His huge cock stretched me with every brutal thrust. Hit depths that made my breath catch.

		My heavy breasts bounced wild. The cutout dress barely contained them. My blonde hair whipped. My thick thighs spread wide over his hips.

		"Your wife. She was right there. Talking about me while you fucked me."

		"Oh god. Oh fuck."

		His massive cock swelled inside me. The thick shaft pulsed. I felt him right on the edge.

		"She called me shameful. Said I have no shame."

		"Rachel. I'm gonna."

		"Cum. Fill my pussy while your wife is out there."

		Paul's fingers gripped my hips bruising tight. His whole body went rigid. His huge cock pulsed hard inside my stretched walls.

		"Ungh. Ahh. Fuck."

		Hot cum flooded my pussy. Rope after thick rope. His massive shaft throbbed. Pumped his load deep. So much cum. His heavy balls emptied into my gripping channel.

		His hips jerked with each pulse. His breath came in ragged gasps. Tears leaked from the corners of his eyes.

		"Thank you. Oh god. Thank you."

		His voice broke. Emotion and release crashing together.

		My pussy clenched around his softening cock. Milked the last drops from him. His cum was hot inside me. Filling me. Too much to contain.

		I lifted off Paul's softening cock. His thick shaft slipped from my stretched pussy. His cum leaked immediate. Warm and thick. Ran down my inner thighs.

		Paul slumped against the tiled wall. His breath came in ragged gasps. His face was flushed red. Sweat soaked through his dress shirt. Tears still leaked from the corners of his eyes.

		"Oh god. Rachel. That was."

		His voice broke again.

		I pulled my black lace panties back into place. His cum soaked into the fabric. Pressed wet against my sensitive pussy. I smoothed my dress down over my wide hips. Adjusted the cutout strips across my chest.

		Paul stared at me. His eyes were wet. Desperate. Grateful in a way that made my skin crawl slightly.

		"Thank you. You have no idea what that meant to me. Margaret hasn't touched me in so long and I just."

		"Stop."

		I cut him off. My voice was firm.

		Paul's mouth closed. His hands fumbled with his boxers. Tried to tuck his huge cock away. The shaft was still semi-hard. Still thick. His fingers shook.

		"This was one time Paul. Unless I decide otherwise."

		I stepped closer. Looked directly into his wet eyes.

		"You don't get to ask. You don't get to beg. If I want you again I'll come to you. Understand?"

		"Yes. Of course. Whatever you want."

		His voice was small. Eager to please.

		"Good."

		He finally got his massive cock tucked back into his pants. Zipped them up. Buckled his belt. His hands were still trembling. He wiped his face with his palms. Tried to compose himself.

		"Margaret was right there. Right outside this stall."

		Fresh tears formed in his eyes.

		"She could have found us. Could have opened this door and seen."

		"But she didn't."

		I unlocked the stall door. Checked the bathroom. Empty. The mirrors reflected fluorescent light. The white tile gleamed.

		I walked to the sink. Washed my hands. The water was cold. I checked my reflection. My blonde hair was slightly mussed. My lipstick smudged at one corner. I fixed it. Smoothed my hair.

		Paul emerged from the stall behind me. His reflection appeared next to mine. He looked wrecked. His suit rumpled. His face still flushed. His eyes red.

		"You should wait a few minutes before going back."

		I dried my hands on a paper towel.

		"Let me leave first. Then compose yourself and go find your wife."

		"Okay."

		His voice was thick. Emotional.

		I walked to the bathroom door. Pushed it open. Looked back one more time.

		Paul stood by the sinks. His massive cock had made a new wet spot in his dress pants. Precum or leftover cum. He looked pathetic and satisfied and terrified all at once.

		The door closed behind me.

		The hallway was still empty. Cool. Quiet. The sounds of the party drifted from the ballroom. Jazz piano. Voices. Laughter.

		I walked back toward the entrance. My heels clicked on marble. Paul's thick cum leaked into my panties with each step. The wet fabric rubbed against my sensitive pussy. My stretched walls still throbbed.

		Men's eyes found me as I entered the ballroom. The same hungry stares. The same interest written on their faces.

		Margaret stood with her group of wives near the windows. Still complaining probably. Still judging. Still completely unaware her husband's cum was leaking out of my cunt.

		I found Tom near the bar. He was talking to Derek but his eyes tracked me the moment I appeared. His gaze traveled over my body. Noticed something different in my expression. My walk.

		I crossed the room. Slipped my hand into his.

		"Excuse us Derek."

		Tom's eyebrows raised. He let me pull him toward a quieter corner. Behind a large potted palm. Away from most of the crowd.

		"What happened?"

		His voice was low. Curious.

		I leaned close. My lips nearly touched his ear. My soft breasts pressed against his arm.

		"Paul cornered me in the hallway."

		Tom's breath caught.

		"We went into the women's restroom. The accessible stall."

		"Fuck. Rachel."

		"His cock is huge Tom. Bigger than any white cock I've ever seen. Thicker than Simon. Longer than Derek."

		Tom's hand gripped my hip. His fingers dug into my soft flesh through the thin dress.

		"I rode him. Had him buried deep in my pussy."

		"Jesus."

		"Then Margaret walked in."

		Tom went rigid beside me.

		"She came into the bathroom with another faculty wife. Stood right there at the sinks. Talking about me. About my shameful dress. About how I have no standards."

		"Oh fuck."

		Tom's voice was rough. His cock was hardening against his dress pants. I felt it press against my hip.

		"Paul was terrified. Tried to get me to stop. But I kept grinding on his huge cock. Felt him swell inside me while his wife stood feet away complaining about what a whore I am."

		Tom's breathing got faster. His hand slid lower. Cupped my round ass.

		"She talked about you too. About the rumors. Then she mentioned Paul has been distracted. Staring at people. Being useless."

		"While his cock was inside you."

		"While his massive cock was stretching my pussy. Yes."

		I paused. Thought about Margaret's bitter voice. Her cold treatment of Paul. The way she never touched him. Never looked at him.

		"You know what's strange? For once it felt right. Helping a man cheat on his wife. She treats him like garbage. Hasn't fucked him in years. He deserved to feel wanted."

		Tom's eyes searched my face.

		"They finally left. Paul came so hard. Filled me with cum. Started crying and thanking me."

		I pulled back slight. Looked at Tom's face. His eyes were dark. Aroused. His cock pressed obvious against his pants now.

		"His cum is in my panties right now. Leaking out while I stand here talking to you."

		Tom's hand tightened on my ass. His thumb rubbed circles on the fabric.

		"Fuck Rachel."

		"Margaret is over there by the windows. Has no idea her husband just came inside another woman in the bathroom."

		Tom pulled me closer. His mouth found my neck. Kissed below my ear.

		"You're incredible. So fucking hot."

		I smiled. Felt his hard cock against my hip. Felt Paul's cum leaking warm into my panties. Felt the eyes of half the ballroom watching us even in our quiet corner.

		The night was far from over.
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		Water closed around my naked body. Cool against my heated skin. The Nairobi sun pressed down from a cloudless sky. I floated on my back in the villa pool. My heavy tits broke the surface. Water lapped at my stiff nipples. My blonde hair spread out wet around my head. My thick thighs drifted apart. The coolness touched my pussy lips.

		Tom was at the university. Faculty meeting that would run until four. I had the afternoon to myself. The garden hummed with insects. Birds called from the jacaranda trees. Purple petals floated on the water beside me.

		Three weeks since I closed the chapter with James and Jonah. Three weeks of figuring out what comes next. My mind ran through the pattern that emerged. The shift from routine to variety. From fixtures to rotation. From predictable to constant surprise.

		Derek came to the villa once. Just once. Two weeks ago on a Thursday evening. I cooked for him. Grilled chicken with vegetables from the market. We ate on the terrace. Drank a South African red he brought. Good wine. Expensive. We talked for hours. His separation was moving forward. His wife wanted the house. He didn't care. Just wanted it done. University politics. The new dean making everyone miserable. My plans to eventually leave Nairobi. Where Tom and I might go next.

		Around ten I stood. Took his hand. Led him to the bedroom. The sex was slow. Thorough. His swimmer body moved smooth and controlled. His cock filled me perfect. We fucked missionary first. His lean chest pressed against my soft tits. His mouth on mine. Then I rode him. My hands on his shoulders. My heavy breasts bouncing. He came inside me. Hot and deep. Afterward he showered. We sat on the terrace with cold beers. He left around midnight. Satisfied. Relaxed.

		I haven't invited him back since. Two weeks and counting. He texted last Saturday asking if he could come by. I said maybe next week. He accepted without complaint. The space between encounters keeps him hungry. Keeps me from falling into routine.

		Peter has gotten more of my attention. Three times in three weeks. All at his apartment near campus. Small bachelor place on the second floor. Books stacked everywhere. The bed unmade. He's young. Single. Eager. I can text him at two in the afternoon and he replies within minutes. Always available.

		The first time I showed up in a sundress. He opened the door already half hard. We barely made it to his bedroom. Quick intense fuck. I rode him hard. Used his cock for my pleasure. Came fast. Left within an hour.

		The second time was similar. Urgent. His mouth on my tits. His hands gripping my round ass. He fucked me from behind. Fast desperate thrusts. His stamina is improving. He lasted longer. Made me cum twice before he filled my pussy.

		Last Tuesday I went again. Same energy. No conversation. Just need. His cock inside me. My nails raking his back. The afternoon light through his dirty window. I left him panting on his bed. Drove back to the villa satisfied.

		But I'm careful. Never more than once a week. Never predictable. He can't assume I'll say yes. That uncertainty keeps the edge sharp.

		Paul I've kept at distance. His massive cock haunts me. I think about it more than I should. That impossible thickness. The way it stretched my pussy in the bathroom at the party. The desperate hunger in his face. But the risk is too high. His wife. His emotional volatility. The potential for everything to explode.

		He's texted four times. Careful messages. Respectful. Asking if I'd like to meet for coffee. Or drinks. Never demanding. Just asking. I've replied politely each time. Maybe later. I'm busy this week. Let me check my schedule. Noncommittal answers that keep the door open but don't commit to anything.

		Part of me wants to say yes. Wants that thick cock inside me again. But the smart part of my brain keeps saying no. Not yet. Maybe never. I'm still deciding.

		Several other men have approached. Some from the university. Some from the NGO expat circuit. Word spreads fast in Nairobi. Everyone knows now. Tom and I stopped hiding it. Some men assume that means I'm available to anyone. They're wrong. I choose. I decide. Some get a yes. Most get a no.

		Professor Henderson got a handjob in his office. He's in his sixties. Economics department. Tenured forever. Gray hair. Thick glasses. But his cock was still impressive. Thick and veined. Age spots on his hands. He gripped the arms of his desk chair while I stroked him. Came hard across his belly. Made a grateful sound. Almost a whimper. Thanked me three times before I left.

		A young environmental consultant named David got a blowjob in his Land Cruiser. We met at a networking event at the Swedish embassy. He approached me direct. Said he'd heard things. Asked if they were true. I liked his confidence. Told him to meet me behind the Sarit Centre shopping mall the next afternoon. He parked in the back lot. I climbed in. Sucked his cock while delivery trucks rumbled past. His hands gripped my blonde hair. His cum flooded my throat. I swallowed. Wiped my mouth. Left him stunned in the driver's seat.

		A married IT guy from Tom's department got a quick fuck in a hotel room. His name is Robert. Wedding ring gleamed gold on his left hand. He messaged me on WhatsApp. Said his marriage was dead. He just needed to feel wanted again. I met him at the Hilton at lunch. Room 304. We were done in forty minutes. He fucked me hard from behind. His hands gripped my hips. His wedding ring caught the light. Guilt and hunger mixed on his face. He came inside me. Held me after for a moment. Then we both dressed. Left separately.

		The variety has been intoxicating. Different bodies. Different energies. Different needs. Singles who fuck me with grateful enthusiasm. Married men who fuck me with desperate hunger. Older men who take their time. Savor every moment. Younger men who can't control themselves. Cum fast and want to go again immediately.

		I'm learning what I like. What makes my pussy wet before anyone touches me. The unpredictability. The rotation. The constant surprise of not knowing who I'll fuck next or where or when.

		Tom knows every detail. I tell him everything. Usually in bed at night. Sometimes over dinner on the terrace. He listens with that familiar hunger in his eyes. His cock gets hard hearing about my afternoons. About the men who want me. The ones I choose. The ones I reject. He watches when he can. The villa encounters. Derek. Sometimes Peter when I invite him here instead of going to his place. Afterward Tom reclaims me. Fucks me slow and deep. Reminds me I'm his even as I'm shared.

		Our marriage has never felt stronger. The honesty between us. The freedom. The complete trust. No secrets. No shame. Just two people building the life they want together.

		I floated in the pool. Let the sun bake my pale skin. My heavy tits rose and fell with my breathing. Water rippled gentle around my body. The garden hummed. The afternoon stretched long and lazy.

		This was working. Finally working. No routine. No familiarity. No men showing up at the gate expecting me to spread my legs just because they texted. Just power. Choice. Constant unpredictability. Every encounter felt electric because nothing was guaranteed. Nothing was assumed.

		I decided who fucked me. When. Where. How. That control made everything sharper. Brighter. More alive.

		My pussy throbbed thinking about it. About the past three weeks. About what comes next. About the men waiting for my text. My invitation. My decision.

		

		––––––––

		

		Wednesday afternoon my phone rang. Tom's name on the screen.

		"I forgot my books. The ones for my three o'clock lecture on trade policy."

		I was reading on the terrace. A thriller I'd picked up at the bookstore. "You want me to bring them?"

		"Would you? They're on my desk at home. I'm already on campus and the lecture starts in forty minutes."

		"I'll be there in twenty."

		I marked my page. Went inside. Found the stack of books on Tom's home desk. Three thick textbooks with cracked spines and highlighted pages. I changed into a blue button-down dress. Sleeveless. The collar framed my neck. The buttons ran down the front between my full breasts. The fabric cinched at my narrow waist with a tied belt. The skirt flowed loose around my thick thighs. Ended mid-thigh. I slipped on sandals. Grabbed my keys.

		I texted James. "Can you drive me to the university? Need to bring Tom something."

		His reply came fast. "Be there in ten."

		James pulled up to the villa gate in his Land Cruiser. I climbed in back with Tom's books. The familiar leather seat. The smell of his cologne. We drove through Nairobi traffic toward campus. Matatus weaving. Horns blaring. James didn't ask questions. Just drove.

		"Wait for me? Won't be long."

		"Take your time."

		I walked across the quad toward the economics building. The sun blazed down. Sweat formed between my heavy tits. My blonde hair stuck to my neck.

		Students moved in clusters. Young bodies. Backpacks. Laughter. Some looked at me. Most ignored me. I was just another faculty wife delivering forgotten items.

		The economics building was four stories of concrete and glass. Cool air hit me when I stepped inside. My sandals clicked on the tile floor. I took the stairs to the third floor where Tom's office sat at the end of the hallway.

		Outside his office four young men leaned against the wall. Grad students. I recognized the type. Late twenties. Confident. One was particularly striking. Athletic build. Dark hair. Cocky smile. His arms crossed over his chest. Muscles visible through his t-shirt.

		They were talking low. Laughing. When they saw me approaching they fell silent. Eyes tracked over my curvy body. My full breasts straining against the blue fabric. My wide hips. My thick thighs bare below the short hem. One of them elbowed the athletic one. Another snickered. Not loud. Just enough for me to hear.

		I walked past them. Knocked on Tom's door.

		"Come in."

		Tom sat at his desk. Papers everywhere. His laptop open. He looked up. Smiled. "You're a lifesaver."

		I set the books on his desk. "Left them right where you always do."

		He stood. Kissed my cheek. His lips were warm. "Thank you. I owe you dinner."

		"I'll collect."

		I left his office. The hallway had changed. Three of the grad students were gone. Only the athletic one remained. He leaned against the wall ten feet from Tom's door. His phone in his hand. Scrolling. Not looking up.

		But I knew he was aware of me. The set of his shoulders. The slight smile on his face.

		I stopped. My sandals silent on the tile. Walked directly toward him.

		He looked up. That cocky smile spread wider across his handsome face. His dark eyes met mine. No embarrassment. No apology.

		"Something funny?"

		He shrugged. His shoulders moved easy under his tight t-shirt. "Just surprised the Professor forgot his books. Guess he has other things on his mind."

		His eyes dropped. Traveled over my full breasts pressing against the buttoned fabric. Lingered on the curve of my waist. My bare thighs. Back to my face.

		"We've all heard the stories."

		Fury and arousal twisted in my belly. This arrogant young man thought he knew me. Thought I was a joke. A scandal. Something to snicker about with his friends in hallways.

		"What stories?"

		I stepped closer. Close enough to smell his cologne. Something expensive. Mixed with sweat and coffee.

		He leaned in. His breath smelled like mint gum. "That you fuck half the department. That your husband watches. That you're basically available to anyone who asks nice."

		He grinned. White teeth. Perfect and smug.

		"True?"

		My hand moved before my brain caught up. Grabbed the front of his t-shirt. Pulled him close. His eyes widened. The cocky smile faltered.

		"Not anyone. Men I choose. When I want. How I want."

		My other hand dropped. Cupped his cock through his jeans. He was already half hard. The bulge swelled under my palm.

		"You think you're man enough?"

		His breath caught. His cock thickened. Pressed against my hand. The cocky smile returned. Different now. Heated.

		"Fuck yes."

		I looked around. The hallway stretched empty in both directions. Afternoon classes in session. Doors closed. My eyes landed on a door marked Maintenance. Twenty feet away.

		I grabbed his wrist. Pulled him toward it. Tried the handle. Unlocked. Pushed it open. The room was small. Six feet by eight feet. Shelves lined the walls. Cleaning supplies. Mops in the corner. Buckets. The smell of industrial cleaner. Harsh and chemical. A single bulb overhead cast yellow light.

		I pulled him inside. Closed the door. The lock clicked.

		Lucas stared at me. His chest rising and falling fast. His cock straining his jeans.

		I shoved him back against the shelves. My mouth crashed against his. Hard. Teeth and tongue. Biting his lower lip. Tasting mint and want. His hands grabbed my round ass. Squeezed hard through my thin dress. His fingers dug into my soft flesh. Kneaded me. Groped me.

		I ground against him. Felt his thick cock pressing through denim against my belly. Hot and hard.

		His hands moved. Pulled up my dress. Rough. Urgent. Found my white panties. Ripped them down my thick thighs. The elastic snapped. I kicked them off. They landed somewhere in the corner.

		I reached between us. Unbuttoned his jeans. Unzipped them. The sound was loud in the small space. Shoved them down his muscular thighs. His cock sprang free. No underwear. Long and thick. The head dark and swollen. Leaking precum already.

		I wrapped my hand around his shaft. Hot velvet over steel. Stroked him hard. Base to tip. His precum slicked my palm.

		"Ungh." He groaned into my mouth.

		I broke the kiss. Turned around. Bent forward. Braced my hands on the metal shelves across from him. My round ass pushed back toward him. My dress bunched at my waist. The tied belt hung loose. My smooth pussy exposed and dripping.

		"Fuck me. Right now. Hard."

		Lucas moved fast. His hands gripped my wide hips. Positioned himself behind me. His thick cockhead pressed against my wet entrance. Rubbed through my slit. Found the right spot. Pushed forward.

		The head forced through my pussy lips. Stretched me. My walls gripped him. Pulled him deeper. He thrust hard. Buried himself completely. His heavy balls slapped against my ass.

		"Ahh. Fuck." I gasped.

		He didn't give me time to adjust. Started pounding. Fast brutal thrusts. His fingers dug into my pale hips. Held me steady while he used my pussy. His cock drove deep. Hit that perfect spot. Again. Again.

		The shelves rattled. Cleaning supplies shifted. A spray bottle fell. Clattered on the concrete floor. Rolled against the wall.

		I didn't care. The anger fueled everything. This cocky little shit thought I was a slut? Thought I was available to anyone? I'd show him what power looked like.

		My pussy gripped his cock. Squeezed him with every stroke. My heavy tits swung beneath me. Bounced with each brutal thrust.

		Lucas's hands left my hips. Reached around. Grabbed my full breasts through the buttoned fabric. Squeezed hard. His rough palms mauled my soft flesh. Kneaded them. His fingers found my stiff nipples through the thin material. Pinched. Twisted. Hard enough to make me gasp.

		"Fuck. These tits."

		He kept one hand on my left breast. Squeezing. Groping. The other hand pulled at the collar of my dress. Yanked it down. The fabric stretched. He shoved his hand inside. Found my bare breast. No bra. His rough palm closed around my soft flesh. Mauled it. His fingers dug in. Bruising. Possessive. He pulled the other side down. Both my heavy tits spilled free from the stretched neckline. His hands moved to them immediately. Groping. Squeezing. Using them like handles.

		"Ahh. Yes. Squeeze them."

		My voice came out raw. Commanding. Lucas obeyed. Both hands on my heavy tits now. Groping. Mauling. Using them like handles while he pounded my pussy from behind. His cock drove deeper. Faster. Brutal rhythm. Smack. Smack. Smack. Flesh on flesh. His heavy balls swinging. Hitting my pussy. The wet sounds echoed loud in the small space. Squelch. Slap. Squelch.

		Footsteps in the hallway. Voices. Muffled through the door. Two people talking. Getting closer. My pussy clenched hard around Lucas's thick cock. The danger shot through me. Made me wetter. We could be caught. Tom's office was thirty feet away. Lucas's friends could come looking.

		The footsteps passed. Faded down the hallway. Gone.

		Lucas kept pounding. His breathing ragged. His cock swelled inside me. Stretched me more. His hands squeezed my heavy tits. Pinched my nipples. Pulled them. The pleasure mixed with pain. Shot straight to my core.

		I reached between my legs with one hand. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed circles. Fast. Pressure built low in my belly. Heat spread through my core.

		"Ahh. Yes. Right there. Don't stop."

		He didn't stop. His rhythm stayed brutal. Deep hard strokes. His cock dragging against my g-spot. The friction everywhere. His hands mauling my sensitive tits. My walls fluttered. That familiar coil wound tight.

		My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy spasmed. Clenched around his thick shaft. Milked him. My knees buckled. Lucas's hands on my breasts held me up. Kept me pinned while he fucked me through it. I bit my lip hard. Drew blood. Kept myself from screaming. The pleasure ripped through every nerve.

		"Ungh. Oh fuck. Oh god."

		The words came out strangled. Breathless. Lucas kept pounding. Didn't slow. His cock drove deeper. Faster. Chasing his own release. His hands squeezed my tits harder. Bruising.

		"Gonna cum. Fuck. Gonna cum."

		His voice was strangled. Desperate. I pulled forward fast. His cock slipped out of my gripping pussy. His hands released my breasts. Left me empty. I turned. Dropped to my knees on the dirty concrete floor. Grit pressed into my skin. I opened my mouth. Looked up at him. His dark eyes glazed. His handsome face twisted with need.

		"Cum on my face."

		Lucas stroked his wet cock. My pussy juice glistened on his shaft. His hand moved fast. Base to tip. Once. Twice. Three times. His body went rigid. His cock pulsed. Hot jets erupted. Sprayed across my face. My cheeks. My lips. My tongue. Thick and salty. Rope after rope. He painted me. Marked me. His cum dripped down my chin. Onto my heaving breasts still spilling from my stretched dress. I swallowed what landed in my mouth. Licked my lips. Tasted him. Salt and musk.

		Lucas stared down at me. His chest heaving. His cock still hard. Still dripping. The cocky smile was gone. His mouth hung open. He looked stunned. Used. Conquered.

		I stood. My knees ached from the hard floor. Wiped his cum from my face with my fingers. Brought them to my mouth. Sucked them clean. One by one. His eyes followed every movement.

		I pulled my heavy tits back inside the stretched collar of my dress. Adjusted the fabric. Smoothed the wrinkled material over my thick thighs. Retied the belt at my waist. The dress looked rumpled but intact. My panties were somewhere on the floor. I didn't bother looking for them. Reached for the door handle.

		"I'm available to men who deserve it. If I want to reward them."

		Lucas shook his head. Speechless. His jeans still around his ankles. His spent cock hanging heavy. His t-shirt soaked with sweat.

		I smiled. Opened the door. Checked the hallway. Empty. Stepped out. My sandals clicked on the tile floor. I walked toward the stairwell. Didn't look back.

		Behind me the maintenance closet door stayed open. Lucas standing there. Trying to process what just happened. Trying to figure out who was in control.

		I walked out of the economics building into the blazing sun. My pussy still throbbed. Still felt stretched from his young cock. My breasts ached where he'd mauled them. My face sticky where I'd missed some of his cum. No panties under my dress. The blue fabric stuck to my wet thighs.

		James's Land Cruiser sat in the visitor lot where I'd left him. Engine running. He saw me approaching. Something in my walk must have told him. The flush on my cheeks. The way my blonde hair was messed up. The satisfied look on my face. My dress wrinkled and rumpled.

		I opened the passenger door. The front passenger door. Not the back.

		James looked surprised. "Front seat?"

		I climbed in. Settled beside him. "Felt like sitting with you."

		James pulled out of the visitor lot. His eyes flicked to me. Back to the road. He merged into traffic. A matatu cut in front of us. James braked smooth. His hands steady on the wheel.

		"Everything okay?" His voice was careful. Not prying. Just asking.

		"Everything's perfect."

		He glanced at me again. His dark eyes took in my flushed cheeks. My messed hair. My rumpled dress. The satisfied look I couldn't hide. A slow smile spread across his handsome face.

		"That so?"

		I settled deeper into the seat. Let my legs fall open slightly. The blue dress rode up my bare thighs. No panties underneath. James's eyes dropped. Caught the movement. His jaw tightened.

		"You look different sitting up here."

		"Different how?"

		"Closer. More like we're together instead of you being a passenger."

		Traffic crawled. The midday heat pressed through the windows despite the air conditioning. Horns blared. A hawker walked between cars selling phone chargers. James ignored everything except the road and me.

		"How's Sarah?"

		The question hung between us. James's hands shifted on the steering wheel. His thick fingers gripped tighter.

		"She's good. Really good." He merged right. Accelerated past a truck belching black smoke. "She wants to get serious. Talking about moving in together."

		"You love her?"

		"I think I might." His voice was honest. No bullshit. "She's sweet. Smart. Wants a real relationship. Marriage eventually. Kids maybe."

		"That's what you want?"

		James was quiet for a moment. We turned onto Ngong Road. More traffic. The city pressed in around us.

		"Yeah. I think it is. I'm not getting younger Rachel. Need to build something real with someone."

		"I'm happy for you James. Really."

		He glanced over. Read my face. Saw the truth there.

		"You've been busy though." His voice changed. Got careful. "I drive you places. See who you meet. Derek. Peter. That hotel in Westlands last week."

		"You envious?"

		James laughed. Deep and genuine. The sound filled the Land Cruiser. "Hell yeah. You got a whole rotation now. I used to have you to myself twice a week. Now I just watch you go to other men."

		My hand moved to his thigh. Rested there. Felt the muscle tense under my palm. James's breath caught. His cock stirred in his jeans. I felt it swell.

		"You're not just watching James."

		"No?"

		My fingers slid higher. Found the bulge forming. Cupped his thick cock through the denim. Rubbed slow. Steady pressure. His cock hardened fast. Filled my palm with familiar girth.

		"Fuck Rachel." His voice went rough. Strained. "What are you doing?"

		"I'd bring you back in James. Now that you have Sarah to fawn over."

		His hands tightened on the steering wheel. Knuckles went light. His cock swelled bigger under my rubbing hand. Pressed hard against his jeans.

		"You serious?"

		"You. Me. Tom. Like before." I squeezed his thick shaft. Felt the heat through fabric. "But only sometimes. No routine. No expectations. Just when we both want it."

		James merged lanes. Cut around a slow taxi. His breathing had changed. Heavier. Faster. His thick cock throbbed under my palm.

		"Not teasing me?"

		"Never tease James. You know that."

		He was quiet. Thinking. His cock stayed rock hard. My hand kept rubbing. Slow strokes up and down his length through his jeans.

		"I'd love that." His voice came out quiet. Honest. "But I need to think. Sarah and I are in a good place. Don't want to fuck it up."

		"Think about it then. No rush. No pressure." I squeezed him one more time. Felt his thickness pulse. "But know the offer stands. Whenever you're ready."

		We turned onto our street. The familiar jacaranda trees. The security gate ahead. James slowed. His cock still hard and straining.

		He pulled through our gate. Parked in the driveway. Killed the engine. Turned to face me. His dark eyes held mine. Serious. Heated. His thick cock tented his jeans obvious.

		"I miss your pussy Rachel. Miss watching you cum on my cock."

		"I miss your cock too. That perfect thickness."

		James reached over. His large hand cupped my face. His thumb traced my cheekbone. Gentle. Almost tender.

		"Let me think about it. Talk to Sarah. Figure out what I can handle."

		"Take your time."

		I leaned across the console. My mouth found his. The kiss was slow at first. Soft. Then deeper. His thick lips crushed mine. His tongue pushed into my mouth. Tasted me. Mint and coffee and want. His hand moved to my neck. Held me close. I kissed him back. Poured everything into it. Promise. Hunger. Choice.

		I pulled back. My lips were swollen. His were wet. His dark eyes glazed.

		"Goodbye James."

		My voice was soft. Full of promise. I opened the door. Climbed out. The afternoon heat hit me. I walked toward the villa. Felt his eyes on me. On my round ass swaying in my rumpled blue dress. On my thick thighs bare beneath the short hem. On my blonde hair catching the sun.

		I glanced back before I opened the door. James sat in his Land Cruiser. His hands gripping the steering wheel. His thick cock straining his jeans. His eyes locked on me. Hungry. Conflicted. Wanting.

		I smiled. Slow and knowing. Then disappeared inside.

		I closed the door behind me. Tossed my purse on the couch. The cool air inside the villa felt good after the heat. My pussy throbbed. Still wet from Lucas fucking me in that maintenance closet. Still tingling from James's kiss. From his thick cock hard under my palm in his truck. From the promise hanging between us.

		But I wasn't satisfied. Not yet. I needed more.

		I pulled out my phone. Scrolled to Paul's name. My thumb hovered over the screen. The risk with Paul was high. His wife. His desperation. The potential for everything to explode. But his cock. That impossible thickness. The way it stretched me. The memory made my pussy clench.

		I typed fast. "Want to come over for a drink?"

		The reply came within seconds. "Yes. When?"

		I smiled. "Now. Tom's not home but will be soon."

		Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again. Then: "On my way."

		I walked to the bedroom. Stripped off my rumpled blue dress. Let it fall on the floor with my purse. Opened my closet. Found the silk robe Tom bought me in Dubai. Emerald green. Thin enough to show everything. I slipped it on. Nothing underneath. The cool fabric brushed my stiff nipples. My heavy tits pressed against the silk. The outline visible. The robe ended mid-thigh. Showed my bare legs.

		I walked back to the living room. Poured myself a glass of white wine from the fridge. Sipped it. Let the cold liquid settle my racing thoughts.

		Twenty minutes later the gate buzzer sounded. I pressed the button. Let it swing open. Through the window I watched Paul's sedan pull up the driveway. He parked. Sat there for a moment. His hands gripping the steering wheel. Building courage.

		He got out. Nervous energy in every movement. His eyes found me through the window. Traveled over my body in the thin robe. My heavy tits. My bare thighs. His mouth opened slightly.

		I opened the door before he knocked.

		Paul stood on the step. Khaki pants. Button down shirt. Work clothes. His wedding ring gleamed gold on his left hand. His eyes locked on my barely covered body. On my stiff nipples pressing through emerald silk. On the curve of my wide hips.

		"You said drinks." His voice came out rough. Strained.

		I stepped back. Let him inside. Closed the door behind him. The lock clicked.

		"Changed my mind."

		My hands moved to the silk belt at my waist. Untied it slow. The robe fell open. My voluptuous naked body on display. My full breasts. My soft belly. My smooth pussy already wet and swollen. Paul's breath caught. His cock swelled obvious in his khaki pants.

		He moved fast. Crossed the space between us in two steps. His mouth crashed on mine. Hard. Desperate. His hands grabbed everywhere. Groped my soft flesh. My heavy tits. My round ass. Squeezed. Kneaded. Like he couldn't believe I was real.

		I kissed him back. Tasted coffee and mints. His stubble scraped my face. His hands were rough. Urgent. One hand mauled my right breast. The other gripped my ass. Pulled me against him. His thick cock pressed through his pants against my belly. Hot and hard.

		We stumbled toward the couch. Didn't make it to the bedroom. Paul pushed me down onto the cushions. I fell back. My heavy tits bounced. My thick thighs spread automatically. My smooth pussy exposed. Pink and dripping.

		Paul dropped to his knees between my legs. His hands fumbled with his belt. Unbuckled it. Unzipped his pants. Shoved them down his thighs with his boxers. His cock sprang free.

		My breath caught.

		Thick beyond reason. The shaft was pale and veined. Pulsing with his heartbeat. The huge head was dark pink. Flared. Leaking precum already. I'd fucked him twice before but the size still shocked me. Impossibly thick. My hand wouldn't wrap around it.

		"Fuck. Your cock Paul."

		He gripped the base. Stroked once. His hand barely closed around the girth. He positioned himself between my spread thighs. The massive head pressed against my wet entrance. Rubbed through my slit. Found the right spot.

		He pushed forward.

		My pussy lips stretched impossibly wide. The burn was immediate. Intense. His huge head forced through my entrance. Stretched me. My walls resisted. Too thick. Too much. He kept pushing. Slow. Steady. Inch by brutal inch. His thick shaft splitting me open.

		"Ahh. Fuck. So big." I gasped.

		"You okay?" Paul's voice was strained. Desperate. "Want me to stop?"

		"Don't stop. Give me all of it."

		He pushed deeper. His massive cock worked into my gripping pussy. The stretch bordered on pain. My walls struggled to accommodate his girth. Halfway in. Three quarters. Finally he bottomed out. His heavy balls pressed against my ass. His entire massive cock buried inside me.

		We both groaned. The fullness was overwhelming. Complete. I felt every inch of him. Every vein. Every pulse.

		Paul held still. Let me adjust. His chest heaved. Sweat formed on his forehead. His hands gripped my wide hips. Gentle. Careful.

		"Move. Fuck me."

		He pulled back slow. His thick cock dragged through my tight pussy. The friction everywhere. Just the massive head stayed inside. Then he pushed back in. Deeper. My back arched off the couch. My heavy tits thrust up.

		"Ungh. Yes."

		Paul started moving. Built a rhythm. Slow at first. Letting my pussy adjust to his size. Then faster. His thick shaft pumped in and out. Stretched me with every stroke. The wet sounds filled the room. Squelch. Slap. His heavy balls swung forward. Hit my ass.

		My hands gripped his shoulders. My nails dug into his shirt. Still on. He hadn't even fully undressed. Just shoved his pants down. Too desperate. Too hungry. My heavy tits bounced with each thrust. My blonde hair spread across the couch cushions.

		The couch creaked. Paul's breathing got ragged. Desperate. His rhythm increased. Harder thrusts. His massive cock drove deeper. Hit my cervix. The mix of pain and pleasure made my pussy clench.

		Every time Paul fucked me something changed in him. His face. His confidence. Proof he was still desirable. Still capable. Still a man despite whatever was dead in his marriage.

		The front door opened.

		Tom stepped inside. Stopped. His eyes landed on us. On Paul's massive cock pounding his wife on their couch. On my face twisted with pleasure. On my heavy tits bouncing. On my thick thighs spread wide.

		Tom didn't say anything. Just closed the door quiet behind him. Set down his work bag. Stood in the doorway. Watching.

		His hand moved to his crotch. Rubbed his own cock through his pants.

		Paul saw Tom. His rhythm faltered. His massive cock slowed. Uncertainty crossed his face.

		I grabbed Paul's face. Made him look at me. "Don't stop. Fuck me harder."

		Paul's eyes locked on mine. The uncertainty vanished. He nodded. His pace increased. His massive cock drove deeper. Faster. Brutal thrusts now. His heavy balls slapped my ass. Smack. Smack. Smack.

		Tom watched. His hand rubbed his cock harder. The bulge in his pants obvious.

		The stretch. The fullness. Tom watching. Paul's desperation fueling every stroke. My orgasm built fast. Heat spread through my core. My walls fluttered around Paul's thick shaft.

		"Ahh. Gonna cum. Don't stop. Fuck."

		Paul kept pounding. His thick cock stretched me impossibly. His pace brutal. My climax crashed through me. My pussy spasmed. Clenched around his massive shaft. Milked him. My body arched off the couch. My heavy tits thrust up. My thighs shook.

		"Yes. Fuck. Oh god."

		Paul kept fucking me through it. Drew it out. Made it bigger. His thick cock pumping into my convulsing pussy.

		"Gonna cum Rachel. Where?" His voice was strangled. Begging.

		I pushed at his chest. "Pull out. All over me. Cover my body."

		Paul pulled back. His massive cock slipped from my gripping pussy. Left me empty. Gaping. He stood. Stroked his wet cock. His hand barely wrapped around the girth. Base to tip. Once. Twice. Three hard pulls.

		His body went rigid. His massive cock pulsed. Hot jets erupted. Sprayed across my pale skin. My soft belly. My heavy tits. My neck. My face. So much cum. Rope after thick rope. He painted me. Marked me. Covered me completely.

		Paul collapsed back. His massive cock still hard. Still dripping. His chest heaved. His pants around his ankles. His shirt soaked with sweat.

		He looked at me. Covered in his cum. Then at Tom standing in the doorway. Tom's hand still rubbing his hard cock through his pants.

		"Thank you." Paul's voice was quiet. Grateful. But stronger than before. More confident. More man.

		Tom stepped forward. His eyes traveled over his wife. Covered in another man's cum. Beautiful. Satisfied. Used.

		I smiled up at him. Cum dripped down my face. Between my heavy tits. "Good day at work honey?"

		Tom laughed. Dropped to his knees beside the couch. Leaned down. His mouth found mine. Kissed me deep. Tasted Paul's cum on my lips. Didn't care.

		"Better now."

		

	
		Faculty Dinner

		

		I stood in front of the bedroom mirror. The silver dress caught the light with every small movement. Tiny sparkles covered the fabric. The halter neckline plunged low between my full breasts. Deep. My pale cleavage on display. The dress hugged my curves tight. My wide hips. My narrow waist. The hem ended high on my thick thighs. Showed most of my bare legs.

		I turned. The back was open. Just two thin straps crossing my shoulder blades. My round ass filled the fabric. The sparkles shimmered with each step.

		Tom appeared in the doorway behind me. His eyes traveled over my reflection. Lingered on my breasts straining against the thin material. On my stiff nipples visible through the silver fabric.

		"Perfect."

		His voice was rough. Hungry already.

		I grabbed my lipstick. Applied deep red. My lips looked full. Swollen already.

		Tom kissed my bare shoulder. His hand slid down my back. Found the curve of my ass through the tight fabric.

		"Help me set up the terrace."

		We walked downstairs. My heels clicked on the tile floor. Each step made my full breasts bounce slightly. The thin straps held them but barely.

		Outside the evening air was warm. The string lights glowed yellow across the terrace. The pool shimmered blue in the background. Tom had arranged the long table. White plates. Wine glasses catching the light.

		I set out serving dishes while Tom brought chairs from inside. The silver dress rode up my thighs when I bent over. The sparkles caught every movement. My breasts threatened to spill from the plunging neckline.

		"Wine?"

		Tom held up a bottle. Red. Expensive.

		"Three more. White in the fridge."

		He disappeared inside. I smoothed the dress down. Checked my reflection in the dark window glass. My blonde hair fell loose over my bare shoulders. My full breasts pushed against the silver fabric. My legs looked long in the heels. My round ass curved perfect under the short hem.

		The gate creaked.

		Derek appeared first. Alone. His eyes found me immediately. Traveled down my body. The dress. My cleavage. My bare legs. He stopped walking. His jaw tightened.

		"Derek."

		I walked toward him. The dress shimmered. My full breasts swayed. His eyes dropped. Stayed there.

		I kissed his cheek. My soft breasts pressed against his chest. Just for a second. His breath caught. His hand found my bare back. Warm. Lingering.

		"Rachel."

		His voice came out strained. He wore dark jeans. A button down shirt. His cock was already swelling. I could see the bulge forming.

		Tom came out carrying wine bottles. Shook Derek's hand. Led him to the terrace. Derek's eyes stayed on me. On the way the silver fabric clung to my curves. On my stiff nipples pressing through.

		The gate opened again. Peter walked through. He saw me. Froze. His eyes went wide. Dropped to my breasts. To my bare thighs. Back to my face.

		"Fuck."

		He said it quiet. Under his breath. But I heard.

		I smiled. Walked to him. My heels clicked. My heavy breasts bounced with each step. The sparkles caught the string lights.

		"Hi Peter."

		I hugged him. My full breasts pressed against him. My arms around his neck. The silver dress rode up. Showed more thigh. He hugged back. His hands on my bare back. His fingers trembling.

		"Jesus, Rachel."

		His eyes couldn't settle. My cleavage. My legs. The curve of my ass visible when I turned to lead him inside.

		More voices at the gate. Paul and Margaret. She wore a conservative dress. High neckline. Long sleeves. Her face was pinched. Disapproving before she even saw me.

		Paul's eyes found me. His face flushed red. He looked away fast. I walked to him. Kissed his cheek. Quick. His body went rigid. Margaret grabbed his arm. Steered him toward the terrace without acknowledging me.

		Tom handled them. Poured wine. Pointed to seats.

		Professor Alan arrived next. Distinguished. Gray at his temples. Expensive suit jacket over dark pants. His wife Linda beside him. Soft. Pleasant. Oblivious.

		Alan saw me. His composed expression slipped. His eyes dropped to my breasts in the low-cut silver dress. Lingered there. His throat moved when he swallowed.

		"Professor."

		I walked to him. The dress sparkled. His eyes tracked every movement. The sway of my full breasts. The curve of my hips. My bare thighs.

		I kissed his cheek. Professional. Polite. But I felt him tense. Felt his breath quicken against my skin. My breasts brushed his chest. The thin silver fabric barely between us.

		"Rachel."

		His voice was controlled. But his eyes betrayed him. Hungry. Wanting.

		Linda smiled. I hugged her. She smelled like flowery perfume. She complimented the garden. The lights. The pool. She saw nothing. Suspected nothing.

		Two more faculty couples arrived together. Sarah and Nicole with their husbands. Both women's eyes went to my dress immediately. To my exposed cleavage. My bare legs. Their faces showed envy. Clear and sharp.

		Sarah wore a simple black dress. Modest. I hugged her. Felt her body stiffen. Her eyes on my breasts pressed against her.

		Nicole's dress was trying too hard. Tight but cheap fabric. Low cut but her small breasts couldn't fill it. I hugged her too. She pulled back fast. Her eyes traveled over my body. My full curves in the shimmering silver. Her jaw tightened.

		Everyone gathered on the terrace. Wine glasses filled. Conversations started. The men's eyes kept finding me. Derek stared openly. Peter watched every time I moved. Alan controlled himself better but I caught him looking. His distinguished face hungry when he thought no one noticed.

		The women watched too. Margaret with cold judgment. Linda with pleasant oblivion. Sarah and Nicole with raw envy.

		I stood near the table. The silver dress caught light from every angle. My full breasts rose and fell with my breathing. My stiff nipples pressed visible through the thin sparkly fabric. My bare legs glowed in the warm evening air. My round ass curved perfect under the short hem.

		Tom brought more wine. His hand touched my lower back. Warm. Proud. His fingers traced the exposed skin above my ass.

		"Ready?"

		"Yes."

		The dinner party had begun.

		Everyone moved to the long table. Tom directed seating. Derek settled across from me. Peter took the chair to my left. Alan sat diagonal with Linda beside him. Margaret positioned herself at the far end with Paul rigid beside her. Nicole and Sarah filled in the middle with their husbands.

		The terrace hummed with settling sounds. Chairs scraping. Wine being poured. Napkins unfolded.

		Tom stood at the head. Raised his glass.

		"To good colleagues. Good food. Good company."

		Glasses lifted. Everyone drank.

		Food came out family style. Roasted chicken. Vegetables. Bread. Bowls and platters passed hand to hand.

		Conversation started easy. Tom asked Alan about his upcoming sabbatical. Alan explained his research plans. His wife Linda added details about their travel arrangements.

		"Six months in Oxford. I'm looking forward to the libraries there."

		"The rain too?"

		Tom laughed. Alan smiled.

		"Even the rain."

		I passed the salad bowl to Derek. Our fingers touched brief. His eyes met mine. Held for a second longer than necessary. Then he took the bowl.

		"Thanks."

		Peter asked for the bread basket. I handed it over. His knee bumped mine under the table. Stayed there. Warm pressure. Neither of us moved away.

		Sarah talked about her daughter's school play. Nicole complained about the traffic getting worse downtown. Her husband agreed. Started a story about his commute.

		Normal dinner conversation. Polite. Safe.

		But underneath ran something else. Small moments. Quick glances.

		Derek's eyes dropped to my neckline when I leaned forward for the wine bottle. Just for a second. Then back to his plate.

		Alan's gaze lingered on my face when I answered Linda's question about how we were settling into Nairobi. His expression stayed professional but something hungry flickered behind it.

		Peter's thigh pressed against mine. Casual. Like an accident. But it didn't move away.

		Margaret spoke little. Her face stayed tight. Disapproving. She whispered something to Linda. Linda glanced at me. Confusion crossed her pleasant features. Then she smiled and asked about the garden.

		Tom refilled glasses. Checked that everyone had enough food. Played the gracious host. His hand touched my bare shoulder when he passed behind my chair. Brief. Warm. Proud.

		"The chicken is wonderful, Rachel."

		Linda smiled genuine at me.

		"Just a simple roast. Nothing special."

		"Still. Lovely."

		Alan nodded agreement. His eyes on my face. Then dropped quick to the silver dress before returning to his plate.

		Conversation flowed around the table. Department gossip. Plans for the holidays. Someone's new house purchase. The food was good. The wine kept flowing. The evening settled into comfortable rhythm.

		Sarah asked about my life before Nairobi. I told stories about Vancouver. About Bali years ago. She listened close. Her eyes on me. Intense. Envious somehow.

		Nicole joined in. Asked questions. Where did we travel? What did I do for work? Her voice was friendly but her eyes were sharp. Assessing.

		Derek contributed little to general conversation. But I felt his attention. Every time I spoke. Every time I moved. His eyes tracked me subtle across the table.

		Peter's knee stayed against mine. Warm pressure through the whole meal. His presence constant at my left side.

		Paul excused himself. Walked stiff toward the villa. Margaret watched him go. Her mouth a thin line.

		Dessert came out. Chocolate cake. Ice cream melting slow in the warm evening air. More wine. The meal stretched longer. Comfortable. Easy.

		But small moments kept happening. Derek's smile when our eyes met. Alan's gaze lingering on my bare shoulders. Peter's hand brushing mine when we both reached for the same serving spoon.

		Tom caught my eye from the head of the table. Something knowing in his expression. He saw it all. The small flirtations. The subtle attention. The way certain men couldn't quite look away.

		Margaret stood abrupt when dessert finished.

		"We should go. Early morning tomorrow."

		Paul rose with her. They said brief goodbyes. Left through the garden gate without much ceremony.

		The atmosphere eased after they left. Conversation got looser. Laughter came easier. More wine poured.

		Linda asked about the pool. If we used it often. Alan answered for me somehow. Said he'd heard it was beautiful. His eyes on me when he said it.

		"You should see it lit up at night."

		Tom gestured toward the blue glow.

		"Maybe later."

		The dinner wound down natural. Plates pushed aside. Wine glasses mostly empty. The warm evening settling around us. But the charge lingered underneath. Unspoken. Patient.

		I stood to clear plates. Stacked them careful. The silver dress shifted with each movement.

		"I'll help."

		Sarah was on her feet. She grabbed serving bowls before I could respond.

		Nicole followed. Her hands took the bread basket. The wine bottles.

		"Us too."

		We walked into the villa. The kitchen was bright after the soft terrace lights. I set plates in the sink. Turned on the water. Sarah and Nicole crowded close. Too close. Their eyes intense.

		"Is it true?"

		Sarah's voice came out low. Urgent.

		I turned off the water. Looked at her. At Nicole standing right beside her. Both their faces hungry for something.

		"Is what true?"

		"What they're saying. About you and Tom. About other men."

		Nicole leaned against the counter. Her arms crossed. Her eyes sharp on my face.

		I dried my hands slow on a towel. Met their stares direct.

		"Yes."

		The word hung there. Simple. Honest.

		Sarah's breath caught. Nicole's eyes went wide.

		"Tom really watches?"

		"Sometimes."

		"And he's okay with it?"

		Sarah stepped closer. Her voice dropped lower.

		"More than okay. He wants it."

		Nicole made a small sound. Her hand pressed against her stomach like she'd been hit.

		"How does it work? Do you just pick whoever you want?"

		"Yes."

		"And Tom doesn't get jealous? Doesn't try to stop you?"

		"Never."

		Sarah's face flushed. Her breathing got faster.

		"So you've been with Derek?"

		Her question came out sharp. Pointed.

		"Yes."

		"Peter too?"

		"Yes."

		Nicole pushed off the counter. Moved closer. Both of them crowding me now against the sink.

		"What about the older ones? The professors with more experience?"

		Sarah's eyes burned with something between envy and desperation.

		"Does age matter? Experience versus stamina?"

		I looked between them. Saw their marriages written clear on their faces. Boring. Safe. Dead in all the ways that mattered.

		"Experience means they know what they want. They're not fumbling or uncertain. They take what they need with confidence."

		"And stamina?"

		Nicole's voice was almost pleading.

		"Younger men last longer sometimes. But older ones make every minute count. They've learned things over the years."

		"Jesus."

		Sarah breathed the word.

		"Which matters more?"

		"Depends on what I want that day. Sometimes I need someone who can go for hours. Sometimes I want someone who knows exactly how to make me come fast."

		Nicole's face went red. Her hand gripped the counter edge.

		"And you just decide? Tom doesn't choose for you?"

		"Never. My body. My choice. Tom supports it because that's what turns him on. Watching me take what I want."

		Sarah's eyes were glassy now. Hungry.

		"Does the sex with Tom get better after?"

		"Always."

		"Why?"

		"Because he sees me powerful. Desired. Taking pleasure. It makes him want me more."

		Nicole laughed. Sharp. Bitter.

		"My husband barely looks at me anymore. Hasn't touched me in three months."

		Sarah nodded. Her voice tight.

		"Mine either. Just work and sleep. Nothing else."

		They both stared at me. At my body in the sparkling silver dress. At what I represented. Freedom they didn't have. Pleasure they weren't taking.

		"So you're not ashamed?"

		Nicole's question came out raw.

		"Why would I be ashamed of pleasure?"

		"Because people judge. Because everyone talks."

		"Let them talk. I'm not living for their approval."

		Sarah touched my arm. Her fingers trembling.

		"I'm jealous."

		Her voice was barely a whisper.

		"Of your freedom. Your confidence. The way you just take what you want."

		Nicole nodded.

		"Me too. I hate that I'm jealous. But I am."

		I grabbed the wine bottles from the counter. Fresh ones from the fridge.

		"Then change something."

		"How?"

		"Talk to your husbands. Figure out what you actually want. Stop settling for dead bedrooms and polite misery."

		I walked past them. Back toward the terrace. The wine bottles cold in my hands.

		They followed. Slower. Their faces changed. Restless. Envious. Like something had cracked open inside them that wouldn't close again.

		Tom looked up when we emerged. Saw my face. Saw Sarah and Nicole behind me. Something knowing crossed his expression.

		The party continued. But Sarah and Nicole stayed close to me now. Watched how I moved. How the men looked at me. How I existed without apology or shame.

		They wanted what I had. Clear as hunger on their faces.

		Dinner finished. Guests drifted from the table. Some stayed on the terrace. Others wandered toward the pool. Conversations broke into smaller groups. Wine glasses in hand. The evening settling into relaxed rhythm.

		I walked toward the side of the villa. Away from the main lights. The garden was darker there. Shadows thick under the jacaranda branches.

		Footsteps behind me. Quick. Deliberate.

		Derek's hand caught my wrist. Pulled me around the corner. His body pressed me against the white wall. The stucco rough against my bare back.

		His mouth came down on mine. Hard. Hungry. His lips crushed mine. His tongue pushed deep. Tasted wine and need.

		I kissed back. My hands found his chest. Felt his heart hammering under my palms.

		His hand slid up my bare thigh. Under the short silver hem. His rough palm dragged against my smooth skin. Higher. His fingers found the edge of my panties. Pressed against the wet fabric.

		"Fuck."

		He breathed it against my mouth.

		"You're soaked."

		His fingers rubbed through the thin material. Found my pussy lips. Traced them. Pressed harder. The fabric pushed between my swollen lips. Slick with how wet I was.

		My hips rolled forward. Ground against his hand. Chasing the friction.

		His other hand cupped my full breast through the sparkly dress. Squeezed hard. His thumb found my stiff nipple pressing visible through the thin silver fabric. Rubbed circles around it. The texture of the dress created friction against my sensitive peak.

		"Ahh."

		The sound escaped my throat. Breathy. Needy.

		Derek's fingers pushed my panties aside. Found my bare pussy. Slick and swollen. One thick finger pushed inside. Then another. Stretched me. Pumped slow.

		His thumb pressed against my clit. Rubbed. His fingers inside me curled. Found that spot. His hand on my breast squeezed harder. Pinched my nipple through the fabric.

		"You wore this dress to torture me."

		His voice was rough against my neck. His teeth grazed my pale skin.

		"Yes."

		My hands gripped his shoulders. Held on. His fingers pumped faster. His thumb circled my clit. Pressure built low in my belly.

		His cock pressed hard against my hip. Straining against his jeans. Thick and ready.

		Voices drifted closer. Laughter. Footsteps on the garden path.

		Derek froze. His fingers still buried in my wet pussy. His hand still on my full breast.

		"Someone's coming."

		He pulled his hand from between my thighs. Stepped back quick. His fingers glistened with my wetness. He wiped them on his jeans. His chest heaved.

		I smoothed my dress down. The silver fabric had ridden up. Twisted. My full breasts threatened to spill from the low neckline. I adjusted it. Pulled the hem lower over my bare thighs.

		My lips felt swollen. My face flushed. My pussy throbbed. Empty now. Aching.

		Derek's cock strained obvious against his jeans. The bulge impossible to hide. He adjusted himself. Tried to make it less visible. Failed.

		Sarah and her husband appeared around the corner. Stopped when they saw us.

		"Oh. Sorry. We were looking for the bathroom."

		Sarah's eyes moved between us. Saw Derek's flushed face. My messed hair. The way we stood too close. Something knowing crossed her expression.

		"Inside. First door on the left."

		My voice came out steady. Calm.

		They walked past. Sarah glanced back once. Her eyes on Derek's obvious erection. On my swollen lips. A small smile touched her mouth.

		Derek waited until they disappeared inside. Then looked at me. His dark eyes burning.

		"Later."

		Not a question. A promise.

		"Yes."

		He walked back toward the terrace. His stride stiff. His cock still hard.

		I waited. Leaned against the wall. Let my breathing slow. My pussy still throbbed. My panties soaked through. My nipples stiff peaks under the silver dress.

		I touched my lips. Felt how swollen they were. Tasted him still.

		The party sounds drifted through the warm night air. Conversations. Laughter. Glass clinking. Normal dinner party sounds.

		But nothing about this evening was normal.

		I walked back toward the lights. Toward Tom standing near the pool. His eyes found me immediate. Traveled over my flushed face. My messed hair. My dress slightly twisted.

		He knew. Saw it all written on my body.

		His mouth curved. Proud. Aroused.

		An hour passed. Guests moved between terrace and garden. Wine kept flowing. Conversations continued easy. The evening stretched comfortable and warm.

		I stood near the pool. The blue light reflected off the water. Cast rippling shadows across my silver dress.

		Footsteps approached. Measured. Controlled.

		Professor Alan stopped beside me. His distinguished face neutral. Professional.

		"Rachel, might I have a word? About a departmental matter."

		His voice was low. Careful. But his eyes betrayed him. Hungry under the composed surface.

		"Of course."

		I led him toward the villa. Through the living room. Down the hallway away from the terrace noise. The guest bathroom sat at the end. Small. Private.

		I opened the door. Stepped inside. He followed. Closed the door behind him. The lock clicked.

		His composure cracked immediate. His hands found my waist. Pulled me close. His mouth came down on mine. Desperate. Years of wanting breaking through.

		"I've thought about this since the rumors started."

		His voice was rough against my neck. His hands roamed my bare back. Traced the exposed skin. Found the curve of my ass through the tight silver fabric.

		"About touching you. Tasting you. Having you."

		His distinguished control was gone. Just raw need now. His cock pressed hard against my belly through his expensive pants. Thick and ready despite his age.

		I pushed him back against the sink. Dropped to my knees on the cool tile floor. The silver dress rode up my thighs. Sparkled in the bathroom light.

		My hands found his belt. Unbuckled it. Unzipped his pants. Pushed them down with his boxers.

		His cock sprang free. Thick. Veined. The head flushed dark. Older but hard as stone. Hungry after years of a cold marriage.

		I wrapped my hand around his shaft. Stroked slow. Watched precum leak from the tip.

		"Fuck."

		The word hissed out. Desperate.

		I leaned forward. Licked the head. Tasted salt and musk. My tongue circled the ridge. Traced the sensitive underside.

		His hands found my blonde hair. Gripped. Not gentle. Needy.

		I opened my mouth. Took him inside. My lips stretched around his thick shaft. My tongue worked the underside. Hollowed my cheeks. Sucked.

		"Ahh. God."

		His hips jerked forward. Pushed deeper. His cock hit the back of my throat. I relaxed. Took more. Let him slide into my throat.

		His fingers tightened in my hair. Held my head steady. His hips started moving. Slow at first. Then faster. Fucking my mouth. Using my throat.

		The sounds filled the small bathroom. Wet. Gagging. His breathing ragged. My throat working around his thick cock.

		"Your mouth. Fuck. So good."

		His distinguished voice was wrecked now. Raw. Honest.

		I gripped his hips. Let him fuck my face. Let him take what he needed. Spit ran down my chin. Tears formed in my eyes. My jaw ached from the stretch.

		Voices drifted from the terrace. Laughter. Someone calling for more wine. Linda's voice among them. His wife. Out there. Twenty feet away.

		His cock swelled thicker. Pulsed against my tongue.

		"Going to cum. Fuck. Can't stop."

		I sucked harder. Hollowed my cheeks. My tongue pressed firm against the underside of his shaft.

		His body went rigid. His fingers pulled my hair. His cock pulsed hard.

		"Ahh. Ungh. Fuck."

		Hot cum flooded my mouth. Thick spurts coating my tongue. Hitting the back of my throat. I swallowed. Kept sucking. Milked every drop from his throbbing cock.

		He slumped against the sink. His chest heaving. His hands loosened in my hair. Trembling.

		I pulled off his cock. Licked the tip clean. Swallowed the last traces. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

		He tucked himself away. Zipped his pants. Buckled his belt. His hands shook. His distinguished composure slowly rebuilding.

		"Thank you."

		His voice was quiet. Grateful. Something else. Maybe shame. Maybe satisfaction.

		I stood. Smoothed my silver dress down. Checked my reflection in the mirror. My lips were swollen. Red. My mascara smudged slightly. I fixed it. Reapplied lipstick from my clutch on the counter.

		"You should go first."

		He nodded. Unlocked the door. Checked the hallway. Empty. He walked out. His stride measured again. Controlled. The distinguished professor returning to his party.

		I waited. Counted to sixty. Fixed my hair. Made sure the dress sat right. The sparkles caught the light when I moved.

		I walked back down the hallway. Through the living room. Out to the terrace.

		The party continued. Conversations flowing. Wine glasses being refilled. Linda laughed at something Sarah said. Oblivious. Happy.

		Alan stood near his wife. His hand on her back. Attentive. But his eyes found me across the terrace. Tracked my movement. Hungry still despite what just happened.

		I moved through the groups. Smiled. Talked. Glowed with satisfaction and power.

		Derek watched from near the pool. His eyes dark. Knowing.

		Peter stood with his drink. His gaze followed me. Wanting.

		Sarah and Nicole tracked my movements. Envy written clear on their faces.

		Tom sat in his chair. His eyes on me. Heat and pride burning in his expression. He saw everything. Knew everything. My swollen lips. My satisfied glow. The way Alan couldn't stop looking.

		The evening began winding down. Guests collecting their things. Making departure sounds.

		Linda hugged me. Thanked me for a lovely evening. Alan shook Tom's hand. Nodded polite to me. Professional distance restored. But something changed behind his eyes.

		Sarah and Nicole left together. Both turned back to look at me. Their faces restless. Wanting.

		Peter was next. He kissed my cheek. His lips lingered. Whispered quiet.

		"Call me."

		"I will."

		Derek was last. He stood near the gate. His eyes on me. Dark. Hungry.

		"Good night, Rachel. Tom."

		He moved toward me. Leaned in to kiss my cheek.

		Tom stood from his chair. His voice casual. Easy.

		"Honey, I was planning on grabbing a silent drink by the pool. Why don't you show Derek the new bed linen?"

		Derek stopped. His eyes went to Tom. Surprise. Uncertainty.

		I grinned. Heat flooded through me. My pussy clenched.

		"We may need to wash it afterwards."

		Derek's throat worked when he swallowed. His cock swelled visible against his jeans.

		Tom smiled. Poured himself wine. Settled back in his chair facing the pool. His back to the villa. Giving us privacy. Giving permission.

		I took Derek's hand. Led him toward the house. The silver dress sparkled in the string lights. My bare back exposed. My full breasts swaying with each step.

		Derek followed. His breathing already heavy. His hand tight around mine.

		The bedroom waited. The new white linen smooth and clean on our bed.

		Not for long.

		

	
		Final Night

		

		My phone buzzed on the kitchen counter. I wiped dust from my hands onto my shorts and picked it up.

		"Can I come by tonight? Just me. Need to see you before you leave."

		James.

		Tom looked up from the box he was taping. His eyes found mine across the half-empty room. The villa felt hollow already. Furniture pushed against walls. Pictures down. Our life in Nairobi reduced to cardboard and packing paper.

		"Who is it?"

		"James. Wants to come by alone."

		Tom set the tape gun down. Walked over. Read the message over my shoulder. His hand found my hip. Squeezed.

		"To say goodbye."

		"Yeah."

		I texted back. "Seven. Come to the villa."

		The reply came fast. "Thank you."

		Tom kissed my neck. His lips warm against my sweaty skin. I leaned back into him. My body fitting against his like always.

		"You okay with this?"

		"I think you need it." His voice was quiet against my ear. "And he does too."

		The afternoon crawled. We kept packing. I folded clothes from the bedroom. Sundresses that James had peeled off my curvy body. Bikinis Jonah had seen me wear by the pool. Each piece held a memory. Skin on skin. Mouths and hands. The life we built here.

		Tom worked in the living room. Boxing books. Wrapping glasses. The sounds of our dismantling echoed through empty spaces.

		By six I showered. Let hot water wash away the dust and sweat. Shaved my legs smooth. My pussy bare. I rubbed lotion into my pale skin. Over my thick thighs. My soft belly. My heavy breasts. The ritual felt important. One last time.

		I dressed simple. A loose cotton dress. Blue. No bra. No panties. Just fabric against my clean skin.

		The gate creaked at seven exactly.

		James walked through the garden. His broad shoulders tight. His polo shirt stretched across his muscular chest. Those dark eyes found me on the terrace and something passed between us. Sadness. Gratitude. Need.

		"Rachel."

		"James."

		He climbed the steps. Stopped in front of me. His hands hung at his sides. Uncertain for the first time since that initial pool fuck months ago.

		Tom appeared from inside. Two Tusker bottles in his hands. He passed one to James. Clinked his own against it.

		"Good to see you man."

		"You too Tom."

		We stood there. Three people who knew each other's bodies and boundaries. The evening air was cooling. Crickets starting their night song. The smell of jasmine drifted from the garden.

		James took a long drink. Set the bottle down on the wooden table.

		"Sarah and I are getting serious. Real serious."

		I nodded. "That's good James. She's lucky."

		"I needed to see you before you left. One more time. Properly." His dark eyes moved between Tom and me. "If that's okay."

		Tom's hand found the small of my back. His touch steady.

		"I'm going to give you two the night." His voice was calm. Sure. "This should be between you."

		My heart squeezed. I turned to look at him.

		"You don't have to."

		"I want to." He kissed me. His mouth soft on mine. His hand cupped my face. "Say goodbye right."

		Tom stepped to James. Extended his hand. James took it. They shook. A moment of respect passing between them.

		"Take care of her tonight."

		"Always have."

		Tom grabbed his book from the side table. His beer. Walked toward the guest room at the far end of the villa. The door clicked shut behind him.

		James and I stood alone on the terrace. The space between us suddenly felt enormous. His chest rose and fell. My pulse beat in my throat.

		"Come inside."

		I took his hand. His dark fingers laced through my pale ones. Led him through the empty living room. Past boxes labeled Vancouver. Down the hall to our bedroom.

		The bed was still made. White sheets pulled tight. The ceiling fan spun slow overhead. Pushing cool air down.

		James stood just inside the doorway. His eyes on me. Hungry but hesitant.

		I turned to face him. My voluptuous body framed by the dim lamplight. My blonde hair loose around my shoulders. The cotton dress clinging to my full breasts. My thick thighs visible below the hem.

		I stepped closer. My hands found the bottom of his polo shirt. Lifted the fabric slow. His dark skin appeared inch by inch. Tight stomach. Broad chest. I pulled the shirt over his head. Dropped it on the floor.

		My palms pressed against his warm chest. Felt his heart beating fast under my touch.

		James's hands moved to my hips. Gripped the blue cotton dress. His fingers bunched the fabric. Drew it up over my thick thighs. Over my wide hips. My bare pussy exposed. He kept pulling. Over my soft belly. My heavy breasts spilling free. The dress came off. Fell beside his shirt.

		I stood naked in front of him. My voluptuous body on full display. My pale skin glowing in the lamplight. My full breasts with their stiff pink nipples. My smooth pussy already wet.

		His dark eyes traveled over every curve. His hands followed. Cupped my breasts. Squeezed the soft flesh gentle. His thumbs brushed my sensitive nipples.

		"God Rachel. You're so beautiful."

		I reached for his belt. Unbuckled it slow. Unzipped his jeans. Pushed them down with his boxers. His thick black cock sprang free. Heavy. Already hard. The dark head leaking.

		We moved to the bed. I climbed on first. He followed. We lay facing each other on our sides. His large hand cupped my face. Pulled me close.

		Our mouths met. The kiss was soft. Slow. His thick lips moved against mine. His tongue pushed gentle into my mouth. Tasted like beer and something sweet. My hand found his chest. Traced the hard muscles. Felt his breathing deepen.

		His hand slid from my face down my neck. Over my shoulder. Found my breast. Kneaded the full flesh. His fingers found my nipple. Rolled it between thumb and finger. Not rough. Just steady pressure that made my pussy clench.

		I broke the kiss. My hand traveled down his stomach. Wrapped around his thick shaft. The girth filled my palm. I stroked him slow. His cock pulsed in my grip.

		"Ahh. Fuck."

		He pushed me onto my back. His muscular body moved over mine. His mouth found my neck. Kissed down to my collarbone. Lower. His lips closed around my right nipple. Sucked gentle. His tongue circled the stiff bud.

		My back arched. Pushed my heavy breast deeper into his mouth. My fingers threaded through his short hair. Held him there.

		His other hand moved between my thick thighs. Spread them. His fingers found my wet slit. Traced through my lips. Found my entrance. Two thick fingers pushed inside.

		"Mmm. Yes."

		He pumped slow. His fingers curled. Found that spot. His thumb rubbed circles on my swollen clit. His mouth moved to my left breast. Gave it the same attention.

		Pleasure built low in my belly. My pussy walls gripped his fingers. My hips moved against his hand.

		"James. I need you inside me."

		He pulled his fingers out. Moved between my spread thighs. His thick cock pressed against my entrance. His dark eyes found mine. Held my gaze.

		He pushed forward. The fat head stretched my lips. Inch by inch his shaft filled my gripping pussy. I felt every ridge. Every vein. The fullness made my breath catch.

		He bottomed out. His heavy balls pressed against my ass. His cock buried completely in my wet heat.

		"Oh god."

		He held still. Let me adjust. His hands moved to either side of my head. Braced himself. His chest hovered above my full breasts.

		He pulled back slow. His thick shaft dragged through my tight walls. Then pushed back in. Deep. Steady. Building rhythm.

		"You feel so good Rachel. So fucking good."

		His pace stayed controlled. Each thrust deliberate. His cock filled me completely every time. The angle hit something perfect inside. Made my toes curl.

		I wrapped my legs around his waist. My thick thighs gripped his hips. Pulled him deeper. My hands found his muscular back. My nails dragged across his dark skin.

		"I want to be on top."

		He pulled out. Rolled onto his back. His thick black cock stood straight up. Glistening with my wetness.

		I climbed over him. Straddled his hips. My heavy breasts swayed as I positioned myself. I reached down. Gripped his slick shaft. Lined him up.

		I sank down. Took him in one smooth motion. His cock stretched me. Filled me completely. My pussy walls hugged every thick inch.

		"Ahh. So deep."

		His large hands found my wide hips. Gripped the soft flesh. His dark eyes locked on mine. Didn't look away.

		I started moving. Rose up until just his head stayed inside. Then dropped down. Took him to the base. My round ass slapped against his thighs. My heavy breasts bounced with each movement.

		Up and down. Building rhythm. His cock pumped into my wet pussy. The wet sounds filled the quiet room. Squelch. Slap. Our breathing getting heavier.

		"This changed me Rachel." His voice was rough. Honest. "Being with you. What you taught me."

		My hands pressed against his chest. Gave me leverage. I rode him faster. My clit rubbed against his pelvis with each grind.

		"You were perfect James. Always perfect."

		His hands slid up. Cupped my bouncing breasts. Squeezed. His thumbs found my stiff nipples. Circled them.

		"I'm going to miss this body. Miss being inside you."

		The words hit different. Made my chest tight. My pussy clenched around his thick shaft.

		"Ahh. I'm close."

		"Me too. Look at me."

		My eyes found his. Dark and intense. Locked together. I ground down on him. Circled my hips. His cock stayed buried deep. The friction on my clit was perfect.

		"James. Oh god. James."

		My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy spasmed. Clenched hard around his cock. Pulsed. Milked him. My back arched. My heavy breasts thrust forward. My thighs shook.

		"Fuck. Rachel. Ahh."

		His hips jerked up. His thick cock swelled inside my convulsing pussy. Hot jets flooded me. His cum painted my walls. His hands gripped my hips brutal. Held me down on him. His cock throbbed. Pumped every drop deep.

		I collapsed forward. My soft breasts pressed against his hard chest. My face buried in his neck. His cock still inside my sensitive pussy. Both of us breathing heavy.

		His arms wrapped around me. Held me close. His lips found my temple. Kissed me gentle.

		We lay tangled together. Neither speaking. Just breathing. Just existing in what we both knew was ending.

		His cock was still inside me. I felt it twitch. Harden again. The reality hitting both of us. This was it. The last time his thick black shaft would ever fill my pussy.

		James gripped my hips. Lifted me off him. His cock slipped free. Cum leaked from my stretched hole. Dripped onto his stomach.

		"On your stomach."

		His voice had changed. Rough. Urgent. The gentleness gone.

		I rolled over. My face pressed into the white pillow. My arms stretched above my head. My heavy breasts mashed beneath me. My thick thighs spread.

		His large hands gripped my hips. Pulled them up hard. My ass lifted off the bed. My knees tucked under. My face stayed down. The position exposed everything.

		His rough palms spread my ass cheeks wide. Held me open. I felt his eyes on my pink pussy. On my tight asshole. His cum still leaking from my used hole.

		"Fuck. Look at this perfect white pussy."

		His thick cockhead pressed against my entrance. No warning. He slammed forward. Buried himself to the base in one brutal thrust.

		"Ungh!"

		The fullness was immediate. Overwhelming. His cock stretched me. Filled me completely. His heavy balls swung forward. Slapped against my swollen clit.

		He pulled back. Slammed in again. Harder. Faster. His hips crashed against my round ass. The sound echoed through the room.

		Smack. Smack. Smack.

		"This is mine. One last time. Every fucking inch of this pussy is mine."

		His hands gripped my wide hips brutal. Fingers dug into my soft pale flesh. Held me in place while he pounded into me.

		"Yes. Fuck. Use me James."

		His pace was punishing. Relentless. His thick black cock drove deep with every stroke. Hit something raw inside me. Made my vision blur.

		My fists gripped the sheets. My face turned to the side. Gasped for air. The bed shook. The headboard banged the wall. Steady violent rhythm.

		His right hand came down. Slapped my firm ass. The crack was sharp. Stinging heat bloomed across my pale cheek.

		"Ahh!"

		He did it again. Harder. Left a red handprint on my jiggling flesh. Then the other cheek. His palm connected with force. The pain mixed with the pleasure of his cock splitting me open.

		"You love this. Love being my white slut. Taking this black cock."

		"Yes. God yes. I'm your slut. Wreck my pussy."

		His hand found my blonde hair. Gripped. Pulled my head back. Arched my spine. The angle changed. His cock drove even deeper.

		"Fuck. Fuck. Ahh."

		Sweat dripped from his body onto my back. The smell of sex filled the room. Salt and musk and our mixed cum. His breathing came ragged. Grunts with each thrust.

		"Tell me. Tell me what you are."

		"Your whore. Ahh. Your fucking whore."

		"Damn right."

		He released my hair. My face fell forward into the pillow. His hands gripped my hips again. Pulled me back onto his cock. Met his forward thrusts. The force made my heavy breasts swing beneath me.

		"On your back. Now."

		He pulled out. His thick cock left my gaping pussy empty. I rolled over. My blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face. My full breasts heaved. My thick thighs fell open.

		James grabbed my ankles. Pushed my legs up. My knees nearly touched my shoulders. My pussy spread wide. Pink and dripping.

		He positioned himself. Slammed back inside. The angle was brutal. His cock went impossibly deep. His heavy balls slapped my ass with each thrust.

		"Oh god. Too deep. Ahh. Don't stop."

		His dark chest glistened with sweat. Droplets fell onto my pale belly. Between my bouncing breasts. His face was intense. Focused. Desperate.

		"This is the last time I fuck this perfect body."

		"Make it count. Destroy me."

		He leaned forward. His weight pressed my thighs wider. His cock pistoned into my wet pussy. Fast. Hard. Angry fucking. Taking what he needed.

		My hands found his muscular back. My nails raked down. Left red lines on his dark skin. He groaned. Fucked me harder.

		"Touch yourself. I want to feel you cum on my cock."

		My right hand moved between us. Found my swollen clit. Rubbed circles. The pressure built immediate. My pussy walls fluttered around his thick shaft.

		"James. Fuck. I'm close."

		"Cum for me. Cum on this black cock."

		My fingers moved faster. His cock pounded into me. Hit that spot over and over. The coil wound tight in my core.

		"Ahh. Ahh. Yes. Fuck. Yes!"

		My orgasm crashed through me. My pussy clenched hard. Spasmed around his thick cock. Milked him. My back arched off the bed. My heavy breasts thrust up. My mouth fell open.

		"Ungh. Oh god. James!"

		He kept fucking me through it. His cock drove into my convulsing pussy. Prolonged the waves. Made them crash higher.

		"Get up. On your knees on the floor."

		He pulled out. His cock left my sensitive hole with a wet sound. I scrambled off the bed. My legs shaky. Dropped to my knees on the wooden floor.

		James stood over me. His thick black cock in his fist. Pumping fast. The head swollen and dark. Pointed at my face.

		"Look at me."

		I tilted my face up. My pale skin flushed. My lips parted. My blue eyes locked on his dark ones.

		"This is for every time I won't get to have you again."

		His cock pulsed. Hot cum shot across my face. Hit my cheek. My nose. My open mouth. He groaned. His hand worked his shaft. More ropes of cum painted my flushed skin. Landed on my forehead. Dripped down.

		He aimed lower. His thick load splashed across my heavy breasts. Coated my pale flesh. Marked my stiff nipples. His heavy balls emptied. Covered me.

		"Fuck. Rachel. Ahh."

		His cock throbbed. Leaked the last drops onto my cum-covered tits. His breathing was ragged. His muscular body gleaming with sweat.

		I knelt there. His cum dripping down my face. Running between my breasts. Warm and thick. The smell of him covering me.

		His hand found my blonde hair. Stroked it gentle. The aggression draining away. Replaced by something softer.

		"Come here."

		He pulled me to my feet. His arms wrapped around my messy body. Held me close despite the cum between us. His lips found my temple. Kissed me soft.

		Neither of us spoke. Just stood there. Breathing. Our bodies pressed together. Knowing one more time remained.

		James led me to the bathroom. His hand gentle around mine. Our bodies still sticky with sweat and cum.

		He turned on the shower. Steam filled the small space. Water drummed against tile. He stepped in first. Held his hand out to me.

		I took it. Stepped under the hot spray. The water hit my shoulders. Ran down between my heavy breasts. Washed away his cum from my face. From my pale skin.

		His hands found my waist. Turned me around. His palms moved over my back. Gentle. No groping. No urgency. Just care.

		He worked soap into my blonde hair. His fingers massaged my scalp. Firm pressure. I closed my eyes. Let my head fall back. The water rinsed the suds away.

		His hands moved to my shoulders. Down my arms. Over my soft belly. Between my thick thighs. He cleaned my pussy. His touch was tender. Efficient.

		I turned. Took the soap from him. Washed his broad chest. His muscular arms. His back. He stood still. Let me work. His dark eyes watched my face.

		We rinsed. The water ran clear. He turned off the tap. Grabbed two towels from the rack. Handed me one.

		I dried my body. Rubbed the towel over my wet skin. Between my full breasts. Down my legs. My hair hung damp and heavy down my back.

		James dried himself. Wrapped the towel around his waist. His thick cock hung soft now against his thigh.

		We walked back to the bedroom. The sheets were tangled. Damp with our earlier fucking. James pulled them back. We climbed onto the bed anyway.

		He lay on his side. Faced me. His large hand cupped my face. Pulled me close. Our mouths met. The kiss was slow. Deep. His thick lips moved against mine. No rush. Just connection.

		His hand traveled down my neck. Over my shoulder. Found my breast. Cupped the soft flesh. His thumb brushed my nipple. Felt it stiffen under his touch.

		My hand moved down his stomach. Found his cock. Stroked him slow. Felt him harden in my palm. The thick shaft filling. Getting rigid.

		"I want you again."

		"I know."

		He pushed me gently onto my back. His muscular body moved over mine. Settled between my thick thighs. His weight pressed me into the mattress. His hard chest against my soft breasts.

		His cock pressed against my entrance. Still wet from the shower. From earlier. He pushed forward. Slow. His thick head stretched my lips. His shaft filled me inch by inch.

		"Mmm."

		He bottomed out. His heavy balls pressed against my ass. His cock buried completely. He held still. Let me feel the fullness.

		His elbows braced on either side of my head. His face close to mine. His dark eyes locked on my blue ones.

		He pulled back slow. Pushed back in. Steady. Deep. No performance. No show. Just us.

		My legs wrapped around his waist. My thick thighs gripped his hips. My hands found his back. Held him close.

		"I was so scared that first time." His voice was quiet against my ear. "When you pulled me into that pool."

		"You didn't seem scared."

		"I was terrified." He kissed my neck. His lips soft on my pulse point. "Thought I'd embarrass myself. Cum too fast. Disappoint you."

		His cock moved inside me. Slow thrusts. Each one deliberate. His pelvis ground against my clit with each stroke.

		"You never disappointed me James. Not once."

		"You made me feel powerful." He lifted his head. Looked at my face. "Like I could be the man I wanted to be."

		My pussy clenched around his thick shaft. The emotion as intense as the physical sensation.

		"You were one of the best. You know that right?"

		His mouth found mine. Kissed me deep. His tongue pushed between my lips. Tasted me. His cock kept moving. Steady rhythm. In and out of my wet heat.

		"You taught me what real confidence looks like." His lips moved to my jaw. Down my neck. "What it means when a woman chooses you. Really chooses."

		"Ahh. James."

		His pace stayed controlled. His thick cock filled me completely with each thrust. The angle was perfect. Hit something deep inside. Made my toes curl. My breath catch.

		"I'll never forget this. Never forget you."

		My hands moved to his face. Cupped his cheeks. Made him look at me. Our eyes locked.

		"I won't forget you either."

		His rhythm increased slightly. Still not rough. Just more urgent. His cock drove deeper. His breathing got heavier against my neck.

		"You feel so good Rachel. So fucking good."

		My pussy walls fluttered. That familiar pressure building low in my belly. My legs tightened around him. Pulled him deeper.

		"I'm close."

		"Me too."

		His mouth found mine again. Kissed me while his cock pumped into my gripping pussy. Our tongues moved together. Our bodies moved together. Everything connected.

		"James. Ahh. Don't pull out. Stay inside me."

		"Yeah. Fuck. Rachel."

		My orgasm rolled through me. Different from before. Deeper. Slower. My pussy clenched around his thick shaft. Pulsed. Milked him. My back arched. Pressed my heavy breasts against his chest.

		"Mmm. Oh god."

		His cock swelled inside my convulsing pussy. His hips jerked. Buried himself deep. His thick load flooded me. Hot jets painted my walls. His arms wrapped around me. Held me tight.

		"Ahh. Fuck."

		He ground against me. Worked his cum deeper. His cock throbbed. Pumped every drop inside. My pussy walls gripped him. Took everything.

		His weight settled onto me. His chest heaved against my full breasts. His face buried in my neck. His cock still buried in my pussy. Still twitching.

		We stayed like that. Both gasping. Both holding on. Neither wanting to separate.

		His lips found my temple. Kissed me soft. His hand stroked my damp hair.

		"Thank you."

		"For what?"

		"For this. For everything. For seeing me."

		My arms tightened around him. My legs stayed wrapped around his waist. His softening cock still inside me.

		"Thank you for being exactly who you are."

		We lay tangled together. His dark body pressed against my pale curves. My heavy breasts mashed against his chest. Our breathing slowed. Synced.

		The ceiling fan spun overhead. Pushed cool air down. The room smelled like sex and soap. Like endings and memories.

		Neither of us moved. Neither ready to let the final time end. The silence held us gentle. Held the goodbye we both knew was coming.

		James finally rolled off me. His cock slipped free. Our mixed cum leaked from my stretched pussy. Warm and thick.

		We lay side by side. Neither speaking. The ceiling fan spun overhead. The room had grown dark. Only the lamp beside the bed cast soft light.

		He sat up slow. Reached for his boxers on the floor. Pulled them on. Found his jeans. His polo shirt. Dressed without rushing. Without looking at me.

		I wrapped myself in the robe hanging on the bathroom door. The silk felt cool against my warm skin.

		James turned to face me. His dark eyes held mine. He stepped close. His large hand cupped my face. His thumb brushed my cheek.

		"Goodbye Rachel."

		"Goodbye James."

		He kissed me. Slow. Deep. His thick lips soft against mine. His hand gentle on my jaw. The kiss held everything we couldn't say.

		He pulled back. Walked to the bedroom door. Looked back once. Smiled sad and warm. Then disappeared down the hall.

		I followed at a distance. Heard the front door open. His footsteps on the terrace. The gate creaking. Then silence.

		I stood in the empty living room. Surrounded by boxes. By the dismantled pieces of our Nairobi life. My body felt loose. Satisfied. My chest felt tight.

		I walked through the dark villa. Out to the terrace. The pool glowed blue in the night. Tom sat at the edge. His feet in the water. His back to me.

		I untied the robe. Let it fall on a lounger. My naked body pale in the moonlight. My heavy breasts swaying as I walked. My thick thighs brushing together.

		I slipped into the warm water. Swam to him. My hands found his legs. He turned. His face soft in the dim light.

		"How was it?"

		"Perfect. Sad. Right."

		He slid into the water beside me. His arms wrapped around my waist. Pulled me close. My soft breasts pressed against his chest. My legs wrapped around his hips.

		We floated together. The garden quiet around us. Jasmine heavy in the night air. Crickets singing. The distant hum of Nairobi beyond our walls.

		"I can't go back to hiding Tom."

		His hands moved over my back. Gentle. Steady.

		"I know."

		"I need to be open about who I am. What we are." My voice was firm. Clear. "When we get home."

		Tom's face was close to mine. His eyes searched my face.

		"You want to tell people."

		"Our close friends. The ones who matter. Yeah." I paused. Let the weight of it settle. "I can't pretend anymore. Can't act like this is shameful."

		His arms tightened around me. Held me closer in the dark water.

		"There will be consequences. You know that."

		"I know. Some friends will leave. Some family will judge." My hands cupped his face. "But shame is the only thing I refuse to bring back with us."

		Tom nodded slow. His forehead pressed against mine.

		"Then we tell them. Together."

		"What about your colleagues? The university?"

		"We'll be careful. Discreet where it matters." His voice was calm. Sure. "But our real friends deserve the truth."

		I thought about Daniel. About Marcus. About the people we'd known for years who only saw the surface.

		"What about our son? If he finds out someday?"

		"He's an adult. Living his own life." Tom's hands moved to my hips. Held me steady. "We'll deal with that if it comes. But we can't live for what might happen."

		The water lapped gentle against our bodies. Warm and soft. The pool lights made our skin glow blue-green.

		"Are you scared?"

		"Terrified." He smiled. Kissed me soft. "But more scared of losing this. Of losing you to shame and hiding."

		My legs tightened around him. My full breasts pressed harder against his chest. My pussy rested against his soft cock under the water.

		"We built something here Tom. Something real."

		"We found ourselves here."

		"I found myself." My voice dropped. Honest. Raw. "You helped me find her."

		His hands moved up my back. Into my wet blonde hair. Pulled me into a kiss. Deep. Slow. Full of everything we were. Everything we'd become.

		We broke apart. Floated together in the dark pool. The villa empty behind us. Nairobi humming beyond the walls. Our old life packed in boxes. Our new life waiting.

		"We go home and we're honest."

		"We're honest." Tom's voice was firm. "With the people who matter."

		"And I keep choosing. Keep being who I am."

		"I wouldn't want it any other way."

		I rested my head on his shoulder. My body loose in the warm water. His arms around me. The weight of leaving and returning pressing gentle on both of us.

		The night held us there. Two people who'd traveled far from where they started. Who'd found freedom in honesty. Who were ready to bring it home.

		

	
		Homecoming

		

		The flight from Nairobi stretched sixteen hours. Tom slept most of the way. His head against the window. His breathing steady and deep. I stayed awake. Watched the screen mounted in the seat back. The little plane icon crawling across the map. Africa disappearing behind us. Europe passing below. Then the Atlantic. Then Canada.

		My body felt heavy. Tired from more than just travel. The weight of what we were leaving sat in my chest. James and Jonah and their easy friendship. Derek and Peter and the charged faculty dinners. The freedom to be exactly who I was without hiding.

		Vancouver appeared below. Grey and green. Mountains rising in the distance. Rain streaking the plane windows. The familiar landscape looked smaller than I remembered. Tighter. More contained.

		Our house smelled like closed windows and dust. The air stale from three months empty. Tom dropped our bags in the hallway. I opened windows. Let the cool Vancouver air flow through. The sound of traffic replaced the Nairobi noise. No horns blaring constant. No street vendors calling. Just the hum of suburban quiet.

		Boxes sat stacked in the living room. Things shipped ahead from the villa. I unpacked slowly. Found plates we had used in Nairobi. Sheets that still smelled faintly like African detergent and sun. Tom's books. My clothes. Everything familiar but wrong in this space.

		The first night I lay in our bed. The same bed we had slept in before Bali. Before everything changed. The ceiling felt too close. The walls pressed in. Tom's hand found mine in the dark.

		"It feels strange being back."

		"Yeah."

		"Like we don't fit here anymore."

		I squeezed his hand. My throat tight with something I could not name. Not quite sadness. Not quite fear. Just the awareness that the people who left this house years ago were not the people who returned.

		Three days passed. We unpacked. Organized. Bought groceries. Restocked the pantry. Ran errands. Normal domestic tasks that felt surreal. Like playing house. Like pretending to be versions of ourselves that no longer existed.

		We did not talk about what came next. Did not discuss how we would live here. Who we would tell. What we would say. The conversation sat between us. Heavy and unavoidable. But neither of us wanted to start it.

		Thursday morning Tom found me in the kitchen. I was making coffee. Staring out the window at our small backyard. The grass needed cutting. Rain dripped from the trees.

		"We need to talk to Erik."

		My stomach tightened. I set down the coffee mug.

		"I know."

		"Before anyone else. Before we tell friends or family. He deserves to hear it from us first."

		I turned to face him. His blue eyes were serious. Determined.

		"What if he hates us?"

		"He won't."

		"What if he can't understand? What if this ruins everything with him?"

		Tom stepped closer. His hands found my waist. Warm and steady.

		"He's an adult Rachel. He knows we're not perfect. And we've raised him to think for himself. To not just accept what society tells him."

		I nodded. My heart pounding. My hands shaking slightly.

		"When?"

		"Tonight. I'll text him. Ask him to come for dinner."

		Erik arrived at six. His car pulled into the driveway. The same white Honda he had driven since university. He walked through the door carrying a bottle of wine. His smile easy. His hug tight and warm.

		"Good to see you guys. House looks the same."

		"Pretty much." Tom took the wine. "Thanks for this."

		I had made pasta. Garlic bread. Salad. Simple food that required focus. Gave my hands something to do. Erik sat at the table. Talked about his job. His girlfriend. His plans for the summer. Normal conversation that felt impossible.

		Tom and I exchanged glances across the table. His jaw was tight. His fork moved food around his plate more than eating it. My stomach churned. The pasta sat heavy and unwanted.

		Erik noticed halfway through the meal. His fork paused. His eyes moved between us.

		"Okay. What's going on? You two look like someone died."

		"Nobody died." Tom set down his fork. "But we do need to talk to you about something."

		"Is it bad? Are you getting divorced?"

		"No." I forced the word out. "We're not getting divorced. We're actually happier than we've ever been."

		Erik's eyebrows raised. Confusion crossed his face.

		"Then what?"

		We finished eating in silence. The tension thick enough to choke on. I cleared plates. Tom poured wine. Erik followed us into the living room. Sat on the couch. His body language shifting. Arms crossed. Face serious.

		Tom and I sat across from him. The coffee table between us felt like miles.

		I took a breath. Let it out slow.

		"We need to tell you something about our marriage. About how things have changed since Bali."

		Erik leaned forward. His elbows on his knees. Listening.

		"We have an open marriage. I sleep with other men. Your father knows. He supports it. He's part of it."

		The words hung in the air. Raw and exposed. My heart hammered. My hands gripped my wine glass tight enough to hurt.

		Erik's face went blank. Processing. His eyes moved from me to Tom. Back to me. Silence stretched. Five seconds. Ten. Twenty.

		Then his face split into a huge grin. He started laughing. Deep and genuine. The sound filled the room.

		"Oh my god. Oh my god."

		He stood up. Crossed to where we sat. Pulled us both into a tight hug. His arms wrapped around our shoulders. His body shaking with laughter.

		"So that's where I got my own hotwife kink from."

		I pulled back. Looked at his face. At the joy and relief there.

		"What?"

		"My girlfriend and I. We've been exploring the same thing for the past year. I thought I was the only freak in the family."

		Tom started laughing. The sound burst out of him. Relief and shock mixed together. I felt tears prick my eyes. Not sadness. Not shame. Just overwhelming gratitude.

		Erik sat back down. His smile wide.

		"I can't believe you two. All this time I've been thinking I was weird. That something was wrong with me for wanting to share her. And you've been doing it for years?"

		"Since Bali." Tom's hand found mine. Squeezed. "It changed everything."

		"That's amazing. That's fucking amazing."

		Erik shook his head. Still grinning. The tension that had filled the room dissolved. Replaced by something lighter. Something honest.

		"So now what?" Erik asked. "Are you going to tell other people?"

		"We're planning a party." I took a sip of wine. My hands finally steady. "Next weekend. Tell our close friends. Get it out in the open."

		"Good. You should. Living a double life sucks."

		Tom raised his glass.

		"To being honest."

		Erik raised his. I raised mine.

		"To being honest."

		The wine was sweet on my tongue. The relief sweeter. Our son knew. Understood. Accepted. The first step was done.

		

		––––––––

		

		Erik's acceptance changed everything. The fear that had paralyzed us for days dissolved. If our son could understand, could laugh and embrace us, maybe others could too.

		We spent the next week planning. Tom made a list of friends. People we had known for years. Couples we trusted. People who deserved to hear the truth from us rather than through gossip.

		"How many?" I looked at the names on his laptop screen.

		"Twelve people. Six couples."

		"That feels manageable."

		Tom closed the laptop. His hand found mine across the table.

		"Some of them won't understand."

		"I know."

		"Some will judge. Some will walk away."

		"I know that too."

		His thumb traced circles on my palm.

		"And some of the men will see an opportunity."

		Heat spread through my belly. My pussy clenched. The awareness of what we were really doing settling over me. We were not just telling friends. We were opening a door. Letting people know I was available. That Tom supported it.

		"Is that what you want?" His voice dropped lower.

		"Maybe. Eventually. But first we tell everyone. Then we see what happens."

		The party was set for Saturday evening. Seven o'clock. We sent invitations by text. Casual. Just a welcome home gathering. Nothing that hinted at what was really coming.

		Saturday afternoon I stood in our bedroom. The closet door open. Clothes spread across the bed. I needed the right outfit. Something that showed confidence without screaming sex. Something that said I was still me but not apologizing for it.

		I settled on a navy wrap dress. The fabric draped over my heavy breasts without clinging too tight. The neckline showed the curve of my cleavage but stayed modest. The hem hit just above my knee. Professional but feminine. I paired it with low heels. Simple silver earrings.

		Tom appeared in the doorway. Watched me smooth the dress over my wide hips.

		"You look beautiful."

		"I look nervous."

		"That too."

		I turned to face him. His button down shirt was crisp. Dark jeans. His hair still damp from the shower. He looked good. Solid. Ready.

		"What if this ruins everything?" My voice came out smaller than I wanted.

		"Then we deal with it." He crossed to me. His hands cupped my face. "But hiding who we are was killing us Rachel. This is the right choice."

		I nodded. My throat tight. My stomach churning with nerves.

		We set up the living room together. Wine bottles lined the counter. Red and white. Beer in the fridge. Cheese and crackers arranged on plates. Vegetables and dip. Olives. Simple food that people could pick at while we talked.

		Tom set out wine glasses. I adjusted pillows on the couch. Straightened the magazines on the coffee table. We moved around each other. Both of us mentally rehearsing what we would say. How we would start the conversation. When we would drop the truth into the evening.

		My hands shook when I arranged the cheese plate. Tom noticed. His hand found my lower back. Warm and steady. Grounding me.

		"We can still cancel."

		"No. We need to do this."

		The doorbell rang at seven sharp. My heart jumped. Tom squeezed my hand once. Then walked to answer it.

		Jennifer and Kyle. My oldest friend and her husband. I hugged her. Her familiar perfume. Her warm laugh. She handed me a bottle of wine.

		"Welcome home. We missed you."

		"Missed you too."

		More people arrived. The house filled quickly. Daniel and his wife Sarah. Marcus and Amanda. Two other couples from our neighborhood. Paul from Tom's department and his wife. Voices rose. Laughter echoed. The comfortable noise of old friends gathering.

		I poured wine. Smiled. Accepted hugs. Answered questions about Nairobi. The villa. The heat. Tom's research. Surface conversation that felt surreal given what was coming.

		My body hummed with nervous energy. My hands stayed busy. Refilling wine glasses. Passing appetizers. Moving through the room. But my mind raced ahead. To the moment we would tell them. To the reactions. To everything that would change.

		Some of the men watched me differently. I felt it. The way eyes lingered when I bent to pick up a napkin. The way conversations paused when I walked past. Maybe I imagined it. Or maybe they sensed something had shifted. Something was different about us.

		Tom caught my eye across the room. His jaw was tight. His wine glass gripped firm in his hand. He gave a small nod.

		Time.

		The room buzzed with conversation. Wine flowed. Laughter rose and fell. Everyone relaxed and comfortable and unsuspecting.

		Tom moved to the center of the living room. Set his wine glass down on the coffee table with a soft clink. The sound drew attention. Conversations paused. Faces turned toward him.

		"Hey everyone. Thanks for coming tonight." His voice was steady. Clear. "Rachel and I need to talk to you about something important."

		The room went quiet. Expectant. Curious. Every eye on us.

		My heart hammered against my ribs. My hands trembled. I set down my wine glass before I dropped it.

		This was it.

		I stood beside Tom. My legs felt weak. My pulse pounded in my throat. Every face in the room watched us. Waiting. Confused about why the atmosphere had shifted so suddenly.

		Tom's hand found mine. His palm was damp. His grip tight. He opened his mouth. Closed it. Started again.

		"We've been living differently than most of you know. Since Bali. And we wanted you to hear it from us."

		Silence. Complete and heavy. Jennifer leaned forward on the couch. Her eyebrows drawn together.

		Tom looked at me. The question in his eyes. I squeezed his hand. My turn.

		I took a breath. Let it out slow.

		"Our marriage has evolved. We have an open relationship. I sleep with other men. Tom knows. He supports it. He's part of it."

		The words landed like stones dropped into still water. Ripples of shock spread across faces. Mouths opened slightly. Eyes widened. Someone's wine glass clinked against the coffee table too hard.

		Nobody spoke.

		The silence stretched. Five seconds. Ten. Fifteen. The only sound was the hum of the refrigerator from the kitchen. Someone's breath coming faster.

		Jennifer's face went pale. Her hand reached for Kyle's arm. Gripped it tight. Kyle's expression was blank. Processing. Not understanding yet.

		Sarah's eyes moved from me to Tom. Back to me. Her lips pressed into a thin line. Her face flushed. Daniel sat frozen beside her. His hand resting on his beer bottle. Not moving.

		Amanda's cheeks went red. Her hand covered her mouth. Marcus stared at the floor. His jaw working.

		Paul shifted in his chair. His wife Linda's face was unreadable. Carefully neutral.

		"Say something." My voice came out smaller than I wanted. "Please."

		Jennifer was the first to speak. Her voice soft. Measured.

		"How long?"

		"Since Bali." Tom's hand was still in mine. Anchoring me. "Just over three years."

		"Three years." Kyle shook his head slowly. "You've been doing this for three years."

		"We kept it private. Separate from our life here. But we can't anymore. We don't want to hide who we are."

		Amanda finally dropped her hand from her mouth. Her voice shook when she spoke.

		"Does Tom really know? I mean is this something you actually want Tom? Or are you just going along with it?"

		Tom squeezed my hand. His voice came out firm. Clear.

		"This is as much for me as it is for Rachel. I'm not tolerating this. I want it. I love watching her enjoy sex the way she does. Seeing her desired. Seeing her satisfied. It turns me on more than anything else."

		Sarah's head snapped up. Her eyes locked on Tom. Her expression shifting from shock to something sharper. Anger maybe. Or disbelief.

		"You get off on other men fucking your wife."

		"Yes."

		The bluntness of it hung in the air. Raw. Undeniable.

		"That's sick." Sarah's voice was tight. Her hands gripped her wine glass hard. "That's not normal Tom."

		"Normal for who?" I kept my voice steady. "It works for us. We're happy. We're honest."

		"Honest." Sarah laughed. Sharp and bitter. "You've been lying to all of us for years."

		"We kept our private life private. That's not the same as lying."

		"It feels like lying."

		Daniel finally moved. His hand found Sarah's knee. She pulled away from him.

		"Don't."

		Jennifer leaned forward. Her eyes on my face. Searching.

		"Are you happy Rachel? Really truly happy?"

		"I've never been happier."

		"And you Tom?" Kyle's voice was curious now. Not judgmental. Just trying to understand. "This really works for you?"

		"Better than anything else we've tried. We communicate more. We're closer. The honesty is everything."

		"But how does it work exactly?" Marcus looked up from the floor. His eyes found mine. Held. "You just pick guys? And Tom knows who?"

		"I choose who I want. Tom and I talk about it. Sometimes he's there. Sometimes he hears about it after. It depends."

		"On what?" Amanda's voice was quieter now. Less shocked. More curious.

		"On what we want in that moment. What feels right."

		Paul cleared his throat. His face was red. Uncomfortable.

		"So you're telling us this because?"

		"Because we're tired of hiding." Tom's voice was steady. "Because you're our friends. Because we want to live openly."

		Linda shifted beside Paul. Her expression was careful. Controlled.

		"And what do you expect from us? Support? Permission?"

		"Understanding maybe." I met her eyes. "Or at least not judgment."

		"That's a lot to ask Rachel." Sarah's voice was still tight. Still angry. "You drop this on us and expect everyone to just accept it?"

		"No. We know some of you won't understand. Some of you will pull away. But we needed to be honest."

		Silence fell again. Heavier this time. Jennifer looked at Kyle. Some silent communication passed between them. She turned back to me.

		"I don't understand it. I can't imagine wanting that for myself." She paused. Her voice softened. "But I can see you're both committed to this. That you've thought it through. And you're still my friend Rachel. That doesn't change."

		Relief flooded through me. Tears pricked my eyes.

		"Thank you."

		Kyle nodded slowly.

		"It's not for us. But if it works for you two, that's your business."

		Amanda wiped her eyes. Her voice was shaky but not hostile.

		"I need time to process this. It's a lot."

		"I know." I looked at her. At the confusion and concern on her face. "Take whatever time you need."

		Sarah stood abruptly. Her wine glass hit the table hard. The sound made everyone jump.

		"I can't do this right now. I'm sorry."

		She grabbed her purse. Moved toward the door. Daniel stood. Followed her. But he paused in the doorway. Looked back at us.

		"I need to go with her. But Rachel, Tom, we'll talk. Okay?"

		Tom nodded. Sarah was already outside. Daniel hurried after her.

		The room felt smaller with them gone. The tension eased slightly but still hung thick.

		Marcus finally spoke. His voice was rough. Like the words were hard to get out.

		"Does this mean you're looking? For guys?"

		Amanda's head snapped toward him. Her eyes wide.

		"Marcus."

		"I'm just asking."

		"Maybe eventually." I kept my voice neutral. "Right now we just needed people to know the truth."

		Paul and Linda stood together. Linda's face was still carefully blank.

		"We should go. It's getting late."

		They left quietly. No dramatics. Just polite goodbyes and quick movements toward the door.

		Four people remained. Jennifer and Kyle. Amanda and Marcus. The tension had shifted. Not comfortable. But not hostile either. Just the awkward space of processing something unexpected.

		Jennifer reached for the wine bottle. Refilled her glass.

		"Well. That was intense."

		Jennifer took a long sip of wine. Set the glass down carefully. Her eyes moved between Tom and me.

		"So when you were in Nairobi. You were doing this there too?"

		"Yes."

		"And Bali?"

		"That's where it started."

		Kyle leaned back. His arm stretched across the couch behind Jennifer. His face was thoughtful. Curious rather than shocked now.

		"How do you even start something like that? Did you just wake up one day and decide?"

		Tom's hand was still in mine. His thumb traced slow circles on my palm.

		"It evolved. We talked about fantasies. About what turned us on. Rachel admitted she wanted to be desired by other men. I admitted I wanted to watch."

		"And you weren't jealous?" Amanda's voice was soft. Her eyes on Tom's face.

		"No. It's not about jealousy. It's about her pleasure. About us being honest about what we actually want instead of pretending."

		Marcus shifted in his seat. His eyes found me. Lingered on my face. Dropped to my breasts. Back up. His jaw was tight. His hands gripped his knees.

		"And you just choose whoever you want Rachel?"

		"Yes."

		"No rules? No limits?"

		"We have boundaries. Communication. But within that, I decide."

		Amanda watched her husband. Her expression was complex. Hurt maybe. Or confusion. She looked at me.

		"Doesn't it feel wrong? Being with men who aren't your husband?"

		"No. It feels right. It feels like being fully myself for the first time."

		"I don't understand that." Amanda's voice cracked slightly. "How can being with strangers feel more right than being with the person you married?"

		"It's not instead of Tom. It's in addition to. He's still my husband. Still my partner. Still the person I love most."

		Tom squeezed my hand.

		"I'm not losing her to other men. I'm sharing an experience with her. That's completely different."

		Jennifer set her wine glass down. Leaned forward with her elbows on her knees.

		"Are you ashamed Rachel? Of wanting this?"

		The question hung in the air. Direct. Piercing.

		"No. I've never felt more powerful. More alive. More connected to Tom."

		"Even though people will judge you?"

		"People have been judging me my whole life for one thing or another. My body. My choices. My career. I'm done caring what other people think I should be."

		Kyle nodded slowly. His expression was approving.

		"That takes guts. Most people spend their whole lives doing what they're supposed to instead of what they want."

		"We wasted enough years doing that." Tom's voice was firm. "We're not wasting any more."

		Marcus stood abruptly. Walked to the kitchen. Grabbed another beer from the fridge. His movements were tight. Controlled. Like he was holding something back.

		Amanda watched him. Her face was pale.

		Jennifer caught my eye. Raised her eyebrows slightly. A question. I gave a small shrug.

		Marcus came back. Sat down. Took a long drink. His eyes found mine again. Held. Something passed between us. Recognition. Heat. Possibility.

		Amanda saw it. Her hand found Marcus's arm. Gripped it.

		"We should probably go soon. It's getting late."

		"It's only nine thirty." Marcus didn't look at her. Kept his eyes on me.

		"Marcus."

		He finally turned to his wife. His expression softened.

		"Okay. Yeah. We should go."

		Jennifer stood. Kyle followed. The four of them moved toward the door together. The awkwardness settling back over the room.

		Jennifer hugged me at the door. Tight and warm.

		"Call me tomorrow. We'll talk more."

		"Thank you for staying."

		"You're my friend. That doesn't change just because you live differently than I do."

		Kyle shook Tom's hand. Then mine.

		"Good luck with all this. I mean it."

		Amanda hugged me briefly. Her body was stiff. Uncomfortable. But she tried.

		"I need time. But I'll try to understand."

		"That's all I can ask."

		Marcus was last. He extended his hand to Tom first. They shook. Then he turned to me. His hand found mine. His grip was firm. Lingering.

		"If you ever want to talk more about how this works. I'd be interested."

		Amanda's face went red. She pulled at his arm.

		"Marcus. Let's go."

		He held my hand for one more second. His thumb brushed across my knuckles. Deliberate. Then he let go.

		"Night Rachel. Tom."

		"Night."

		The door closed behind them. The house was suddenly quiet. Empty. The weight of what had just happened settled over us.

		Tom locked the door. Turned to face me. His expression was unreadable.

		"Marcus is interested."

		"I know."

		"Amanda noticed."

		"I know that too."

		We stood in the entryway. Surrounded by empty wine glasses and half-eaten appetizers. The evidence of the evening scattered around us.

		"How do you feel?" Tom's voice was soft.

		I thought about it. Turned the question over in my mind. Examined what was sitting in my chest.

		"Relieved. Terrified. Free."

		"Yeah. That about covers it."

		Tom closed the door behind Marcus and Amanda. The lock clicked. Final. The house fell into silence. Not peaceful. Just empty. The kind of quiet that comes after something big has ended.

		I stood in the entryway. My legs felt weak. Unsteady. The adrenaline that had kept me upright through the evening drained away. Left me hollowed out.

		Tom turned. His face was pale. Exhausted. His eyes found mine.

		Neither of us spoke.

		We moved to the living room. Collapsed onto the couch together. My body sank into the cushions. Tom's arm came around me. Pulled me against his chest. I buried my face in his shoulder. Breathed in his familiar scent.

		"We did it."

		"Yeah."

		The reality settled over me. Heavy and real. We had told them. Stood in front of our friends and said the words out loud. No taking it back now. No pretending it never happened.

		"Sarah hates us." My voice came out muffled against his shirt.

		"Maybe. Or maybe she just needs time."

		"Linda thinks we're crazy."

		"Probably."

		I pulled back. Looked at his face. At the tension around his eyes. The tight set of his jaw.

		"Marcus was obvious at the end there."

		Tom nodded. His hand moved to my thigh.

		"Very obvious."

		"Amanda noticed."

		"She did."

		We sat quiet for a moment. The weight of that observation hanging between us.

		"We're not doing anything with Marcus." Tom's voice was firm. Clear. "Not unless Amanda agrees. Not unless she's part of that decision."

		Relief flooded through me. I had not realized how much I needed him to say that.

		"I don't want to break up anyone's marriage."

		"Neither do I. That's not what this is about." His hand squeezed my thigh. "If Marcus is interested, he needs to talk to his wife. Get her on board. We're not sneaking around behind anyone's back."

		"What if he does talk to her? What if she says yes?"

		Tom was quiet. Considering.

		"Then we'll see. But that's their conversation to have. Not ours to push."

		I nodded. My body relaxing against him. The boundary felt right. Necessary.

		"Jennifer was amazing."

		"She was. Kyle too."

		"I thought we'd lose everyone."

		"Some might still pull away." Tom's arm tightened around me. "But the ones who matter stayed. Asked questions. Tried to understand."

		We sat there. The house quiet around us. Empty wine glasses on the coffee table. Cheese and crackers barely touched. The physical evidence of the evening scattered through the room.

		"Are you okay?" I asked.

		Tom pulled me closer. His lips found my forehead. Kissed me gentle.

		"I'm proud of you."

		"For what?"

		"For standing there. For telling the truth even though you were terrified. For not apologizing for who you are."

		Tears pricked my eyes. Hot and sudden. I had not realized how much I needed to hear that.

		"I was so scared."

		"I know. But you did it anyway. That's courage Rachel."

		I tilted my head up. Found his mouth. Kissed him soft and slow. His hand cupped my face. Held me close.

		When we broke apart, his eyes were dark. Warm. Full of something deeper than desire.

		"Come to bed."

		"Yeah."

		We stood. Moved through the house. Left the mess for tomorrow. Walked up the stairs together. His hand in mine.

		The mask was off. The secret was out. Our real life was beginning.

		And tonight we would reconnect. Not because of what anyone else thought or wanted. Just because we needed each other. Because after everything, we were still us.

		

	
		Hometown Bulls

		

		My phone buzzed Thursday morning. Tom was at campus. I was alone in the house sorting through mail that had piled up while we were still adjusting to being back.

		Amanda's name appeared on the screen.

		"Can we meet for coffee? Need to talk."

		My stomach tightened. Three days had passed since the party. Since we told everyone. Since Sarah stormed out with Daniel trailing behind her.

		"When?"

		"Today? 11? That place in Kerrisdale?"

		Far from our usual spots. Far from anyone we might know.

		"See you there."

		The cafe smelled like roasted beans and baked goods. Small tables scattered near the windows. Amanda sat in the back corner. Her face looked tired. Shadows under her eyes. Her blonde hair pulled back tight.

		I slid into the chair across from her.

		"Thanks for coming."

		"Of course."

		The server appeared. I ordered a latte. Amanda already had hers. Half finished and probably cold.

		We sat quiet for a moment. The sounds of the cafe filling the space between us. Espresso machine hissing. Voices murmuring at other tables.

		"How are you doing?" I asked.

		Amanda's hands wrapped around her mug. Her knuckles white.

		"Processing. It's a lot to take in."

		"I know."

		"Marcus has been asking me questions. About you and Tom. About how it works."

		My chest tightened.

		"What kind of questions?"

		"He asked if I'd ever consider opening up our marriage." Her voice was flat. Careful. "Twice. I told him absolutely not."

		I reached across the table. Put my hand over hers.

		"Amanda, I need you to hear this. I will never touch Marcus. Never. You said no. That's the end of it."

		Her eyes filled. She blinked the tears back.

		"Thank you."

		"I mean it. What Tom and I do only works with people who have clear consent from everyone involved. You don't consent. So Marcus is completely off limits."

		She nodded. Squeezed my hand.

		"I needed to hear that."

		"You're my friend. You've been my friend for fifteen years. That matters more than anything else."

		Amanda took a shaky breath. Released my hand. Wrapped both of hers back around her mug.

		"That's between Marcus and me now. But that's not why I asked to meet."

		The server brought my latte. Set it down quiet. Walked away.

		Amanda leaned forward. Her voice dropped lower.

		"Sarah has been talking."

		Ice formed in my belly.

		"What do you mean talking?"

		"Everywhere. Coffee mornings with the church ladies. Book club. She even cornered some women at the grocery store."

		My face stayed still. My hands wrapped around the hot mug.

		"What exactly is she saying?"

		Amanda looked at me. Her eyes tired but steady.

		"She's calling you a whore. Says you're corrupting the neighborhood. Destroying the sanctity of marriage." She paused. "She told Linda Chen that Tom must be weak or broken to allow it. That you're preying on vulnerable men."

		The words landed heavy. Each one precise.

		"She called you a predator, Rachel. Said someone needed to warn the community about you."

		My expression stayed calm. My breathing steady. But something cold settled in my chest.

		"Who else has she talked to?"

		"Anyone who will listen. She's made it her mission."

		I took a sip of coffee. Let the heat burn down my throat.

		"Do you believe her?"

		"No." Amanda's hand reached across the table. Touched mine. "You were honest with us. You didn't hide or lie. You stood there and told the truth even though you knew some of us would judge you." She squeezed my fingers. "I respect that. Even if I don't understand what you're doing."

		Relief flooded through me. Warm and real.

		"Thank you."

		"But I thought you should know what's being said. What she's doing."

		I nodded. My mind already working. Already calculating.

		"Does Daniel know she's doing this?"

		"I don't think so. He's been quiet since the party. Hasn't said much to Marcus about any of it."

		We finished our coffee. Talked about other things. Surface things. Amanda's kids. Work. The rain. Normal conversation that felt surreal after what she'd just told me.

		Outside the cafe we hugged. Careful and brief.

		"Do you still want to be friends?" I asked. "After everything?"

		Amanda pulled back. Looked at my face.

		"You've been my friend for fifteen years Rachel. That doesn't change just because you live differently than I do."

		I watched her walk to her car. Get in. Drive away.

		Then I stood there on the sidewalk. Rain misting down. Traffic passing on the street.

		Sarah was calling me a whore. Spreading poison about Tom and me. Trying to turn our friends and neighbors against us.

		My hands clenched at my sides.

		I got in my car. Started the engine. Pulled into traffic.

		Inside my chest something cold and focused formed. Not anger. Something sharper. More calculated.

		Sarah wanted to destroy my reputation. Wanted to make me an outcast.

		I was going to show her exactly what kind of whore I could be.

		Tom was in the kitchen when I got home. He looked up from his laptop when I walked in. Read my face immediately.

		"What happened?"

		I set my purse down. Walked to the counter where he sat.

		"Sarah has been telling everyone I'm a whore. A predator. That I'm corrupting the neighborhood and destroying marriages."

		His jaw tightened. His hands gripped the edge of the laptop.

		"She's doing what?"

		"Coffee mornings. Book club. The grocery store. Anywhere she can find an audience." My voice stayed level. Cold. "She told Linda Chen you must be weak or broken to allow what I do."

		"Jesus Christ." Tom stood. His chair scraped against the floor. "Who else knows?"

		"According to Amanda, anyone who will listen."

		He paced to the window. His shoulders rigid. His hands clenched at his sides.

		"We can talk to her. Confront her. Tell her to stop spreading lies."

		"They're not lies." I leaned against the counter. "I do sleep with other men. You do know about it. The only lie is that I'm preying on anyone."

		Tom turned back to me.

		"So what do we do?"

		"I'm going to fuck her husband."

		The words dropped into the kitchen. Heavy and final.

		Tom stared at me. His expression shifted from anger to understanding.

		"David."

		"You remember him?"

		"Barely. Quiet British guy. Works in finance." Tom's eyes narrowed. "Sarah talked over him every time he tried to say anything at the party."

		"Exactly."

		Tom walked back to the counter. His hand found my hip.

		"You're serious about this."

		"Completely."

		"When?"

		"Tomorrow."

		His cock stirred against his jeans. I felt it press against my thigh. The idea already turning him on despite the anger still sitting in his chest.

		"How are you going to find him?"

		I pulled out my phone. Opened LinkedIn. Typed in David's name and finance and Vancouver.

		His profile appeared. Professional photo. Suit and tie. His eyes tired even in the corporate headshot.

		"Richardson Financial. Downtown office." I showed Tom the screen. "I'll go there tomorrow afternoon. Wait for him."

		"And if he doesn't want to?"

		I looked at Tom. At the heat building in his eyes. At the way his breathing had changed.

		"He will."

		Friday afternoon I dressed carefully. Black pencil skirt that hugged my round ass. Silk blouse in deep burgundy that showed the swell of my heavy breasts. Heels that made my legs look long and toned. My blonde hair loose around my shoulders.

		I drove downtown. Found the building. Glass and steel. Forty stories climbing into the grey Vancouver sky.

		The lobby had a small coffee shop. Four tables. A counter. The smell of espresso and pastries.

		I ordered a latte. Sat at a table facing the elevators. Pulled out my phone like I was working.

		Three fifteen. Office workers started trickling down. Afternoon coffee breaks. I watched faces. Waited.

		Three forty. The elevator opened. David stepped out. Same tired expression. Suit slightly rumpled. His shoulders hunched like he carried weight he couldn't put down.

		He walked toward the coffee shop.

		I stood. Positioned myself near the counter where he'd have to pass.

		His eyes found me. Widened. Recognition immediate.

		"Rachel."

		I smiled. Warm and delighted.

		"David. What a surprise."

		His face flushed. His eyes dropped to my heavy breasts in the silk blouse. Snapped back up. His throat worked when he swallowed.

		"I didn't expect to see you here."

		"I had a client meeting in the building." The lie came easy. "Just finished."

		He nodded. Couldn't seem to find words. His hands gripped his briefcase tight.

		"Can I buy you a coffee?" I touched his arm. Light. "We barely got to talk at the party."

		"I. Yes. That would be nice."

		We ordered. Sat at my table. The small one in the corner away from the counter traffic.

		David wrapped his hands around his cup. His wedding ring gleamed under the fluorescent lights.

		The silence stretched. Awkward. Charged.

		"I'm sorry Sarah stormed out that night." His voice was quiet. "She was upset."

		"I know."

		"She's been talking about it. About you and Tom. About what you told everyone."

		I took a sip of my latte. Watched him over the rim of my cup.

		"What has she been saying?"

		His face flushed deeper.

		"Things I don't agree with."

		"Like what?"

		"That you're. That what you're doing is wrong. That Tom must be. She thinks you're taking advantage of people."

		"Do you think that?"

		David's eyes met mine. Held. Something shifted in his expression.

		"No. I think you were honest. Braver than most people."

		Heat spread through my belly. My pussy clenched.

		"Thank you."

		He looked down at his coffee. His shoulders tense.

		"I haven't been able to stop thinking about it. About what you said. About your arrangement."

		"Why?"

		His laugh was bitter.

		"Because my marriage is nothing like that. Sarah and I barely talk anymore. We haven't had sex in over a year. She's too busy with her church groups and committees." He looked up. "Too busy telling everyone what's wrong with other people's lives."

		I leaned forward. Let my elbows rest on the small table. My heavy breasts pressed together in my silk blouse. His eyes dropped. Stayed there.

		"That sounds lonely."

		"It is."

		The air between us thickened. Electric. The unspoken possibility hanging heavy.

		"What time do you need to be home?" I asked.

		"Sarah has a church meeting tonight. Won't be back until nine."

		I reached across the table. Put my hand over his. His skin was warm. His pulse racing under my fingertips.

		"I have a hotel room. The Fairmont. Three blocks from here."

		David's breathing stopped. His eyes locked on mine.

		"You planned this."

		"Yes."

		"You came here to find me."

		"Yes."

		His cock swelled obvious against his dress pants under the table. His hands trembled around his coffee cup.

		"Does Tom know?"

		"He knows I'm here. Knows what I'm asking you. Wants me to."

		"And Sarah?"

		"Sarah doesn't need to know anything."

		David stared at me. At my face. At my full breasts rising and falling with my breathing. At the promise sitting between us on the small table.

		Five seconds of silence.

		Then he stood.

		"Let's go."

		We walked the three blocks through light rain. Side by side but not touching. The Fairmont lobby smelled like expensive carpet and fresh flowers.

		The elevator rose. Twelve floors. David stood close. His shoulder brushing mine. His breathing heavy.

		"I can't believe I'm doing this."

		"You can change your mind."

		"I don't want to."

		Room 1237. I unlocked the door. Stepped inside. David followed.

		The door closed behind us. Locked with a soft click.

		King bed. White linens. Floor to ceiling windows looking out over the rainy city.

		David stood frozen near the door. His hands at his sides. His cock straining hard against his pants.

		I walked to him. My heels clicking on the carpet. Put my hands on his chest.

		"When was the last time your wife touched you?"

		His face flushed.

		"I don't remember."

		"When was the last time you had sex?"

		"Over a year."

		I unbuttoned his shirt. Slow. My fingers working down his chest. He stood still. Let me undress him like he didn't trust himself to move.

		His shirt fell to the floor. His chest was pale. Soft around the middle. The body of a man who sat at a desk all day.

		I unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his pants. Pushed them down with his boxers.

		His cock sprang free. Average length. Thick. The head flushed dark and leaking.

		"When was the last time someone wanted you?"

		His eyes filled. He blinked fast.

		"I don't know."

		I stepped back. My hands moved to my blouse. Unbuttoned it slowly. Let him watch. Let him see each inch of pale skin revealed.

		My blouse fell. My full breasts pushed against my black lace bra. My stiff nipples visible through the fabric.

		David made a sound. Low and desperate.

		I unzipped my skirt. Let it fall. Stood in just my bra and panties and heels.

		His eyes moved over my curvy body. My thick thighs. My wide hips. My soft belly. My heavy tits.

		"You're beautiful."

		"So are you."

		I unhooked my bra. Let my full breasts bounce free. My pink nipples hard and aching.

		David's hands reached for me. Reverent. Shaking.

		He cupped my heavy tits. Squeezed gently. His thumbs brushed over my stiff nipples.

		"God."

		I pushed him backward toward the bed. He fell onto it. I climbed over him. Straddled his hips. My wet panties pressed against his hard cock.

		I ground down. The friction made us both gasp.

		"I want you inside me."

		"Yes. Please."

		I pulled my panties aside. Gripped his thick cock. Positioned him. Sank down slow.

		His cock stretched me. Filled me inch by inch. The thickness perfect.

		"Ahh. Fuck."

		David's hands found my hips. Gripped hard. His eyes locked on my face. Then dropped to my bouncing tits.

		I started riding him. Slow at first. My hips rolling. My full breasts swaying with each movement.

		"Watch me. Watch my tits bounce while I fuck you."

		His eyes stayed glued to my chest. To the way my heavy breasts moved. To my hard pink nipples.

		I rode him faster. My hands braced on his chest. My pussy gripping his thick cock.

		"Does Sarah ride you like this?"

		"No. Never."

		"Does she let you watch her tits bounce?"

		"She doesn't. We don't. Oh god."

		His cock swelled inside me. His breathing ragged.

		"I'm going to come. I'm sorry. It's too fast."

		"Don't apologize. Come for me David."

		I rode him hard. My round ass slapping against his thighs. My heavy tits bouncing wild.

		His hands gripped my hips bruising tight. His cock pulsed.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Oh god."

		Hot cum flooded my pussy. Wave after wave. His body went rigid under me. His face twisted.

		I kept moving. Milked every drop from him.

		When he finished I climbed off. His cock slipped out. His cum leaked from my pussy down my thigh.

		David lay gasping. Staring at the ceiling.

		"I'm sorry. That was too fast."

		"We have time." I moved between his legs. "Now you're going to make me come."

		I lay back on the bed. Spread my thick thighs. My pussy swollen and dripping with his cum.

		"Eat me."

		David moved between my legs. Hesitant at first. Then his mouth found my pussy.

		His tongue licked through my wet slit. Tasted himself mixed with me.

		"Mmm. Yes."

		I guided him. Told him where to lick. How much pressure. He learned fast. Eager to please.

		His tongue circled my clit. Flicked it. His hands spread my thighs wider.

		"Right there. Don't stop."

		He kept that rhythm. Perfect pressure. Perfect speed.

		My orgasm built fast. My thighs trembled on either side of his head.

		"I'm coming. Oh fuck. Yes."

		My pussy spasmed. Pleasure whited out everything. My hands gripped his hair. Held him against me.

		David kept licking. Kept sucking my clit. Drew out every wave.

		When I finally released him he looked up. His face wet with my juices. His eyes bright.

		"You taste incredible."

		I pulled him up. Kissed him. Tasted myself on his tongue.

		His cock was hard again. Ready.

		"Fuck me again. Slower this time."

		David positioned himself between my thighs. His thick cock nudged my entrance. He pushed inside.

		Deeper this time. More confident.

		He started thrusting. Long slow strokes. His cock dragging against my inner walls.

		"Yes. Like that."

		His mouth found my heavy tits. Sucked my stiff nipples. His hands squeezed my soft flesh.

		I wrapped my legs around his waist. Pulled him deeper.

		We fucked like that. Slow and intense. His cock hitting perfect angles. My pussy gripping him tight.

		"You feel so good. So wet. So perfect."

		"Don't pull out. I want you to come inside me again."

		His rhythm got faster. His breathing ragged. His cock swelled.

		"I'm close."

		"Fill me David. Give me everything."

		He buried himself deep. His cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my pussy again. Mixing with the first load.

		"Ungh. God. Rachel."

		He collapsed on top of me. Both of us breathing hard. Sweat cooling on our skin.

		We lay like that. His softening cock still inside me. His weight pressing me into the mattress.

		Finally he rolled off. Lay beside me staring at the ceiling.

		"I don't know what to say."

		"You don't have to say anything."

		His eyes filled with tears. He blinked them back.

		"Thank you. I needed that more than I knew."

		I turned to face him. My hand cupped his face.

		"This was a gift David. One time. You can't tell anyone."

		"I won't. I promise."

		"Good."

		I got up. Started dressing. He watched from the bed. His eyes following my movements.

		When I was dressed I leaned down. Kissed him soft.

		"Take care of yourself."

		"You too."

		I walked out. Left him lying in the sheets. His cum still leaking from my pussy. Soaking into my panties.

		In the elevator I pulled out my phone.

		"Done. Sarah's husband. Perfect revenge."

		Tom's reply came fast.

		"How do you feel?"

		I smiled at the screen. At the satisfied ache between my legs. At the knowledge of what I'd just done.

		"Powerful."

		Tom was waiting on the couch when I got home. His laptop closed. A glass of wine poured for me on the coffee table.

		I sat beside him. My legs still weak. David's cum soaking through my panties.

		"Tell me everything."

		I did. Every detail. How I'd waited in his office building. How his face had looked when he recognized me. The way his hands shook when he touched my heavy tits. How fast he'd come the first time. How eager he'd been to eat my pussy. The second fuck slower and deeper.

		Tom's cock was hard against his jeans before I finished.

		"Did he know why you picked him?"

		"No. He thinks it was attraction. Opportunity. He has no idea it was revenge."

		Tom pulled me onto his lap. His mouth found mine. Kissing me hard. Tasting the wine on my tongue.

		His hand slid under my skirt. Found my soaked panties. Pushed them aside. His fingers slid through my wet pussy. Through the mix of my juices and David's cum.

		"Fuck. You're full of him."

		"Yes."

		He carried me upstairs. Laid me on our bed. Stripped my clothes off. Spread my thick thighs.

		His mouth went to my pussy. Licked through the mess. Tasted another man's cum mixed with me.

		"Mmm. God Rachel."

		He ate me rough and hungry. His tongue circling my sensitive clit. His fingers pushing inside my used pussy.

		I came fast. Still wound tight from the afternoon. My thighs clamped around his head.

		Then he was inside me. His cock sliding easy through the wetness. Fucking me hard.

		"You're incredible. So fucking powerful."

		"Yes. Ahh. Harder."

		He pounded into me. Our bed shaking. Both of us chasing the high of what I'd done. The revenge. The control. The perfect calculation of it.

		Tom came buried deep. Adding his cum to David's. Marking me as his even while celebrating what I'd done with another man.

		We lay tangled together after. Sweaty and satisfied.

		"Sarah has no idea what she started," Tom said.

		"No. She doesn't."

		But neither did I. Not yet.

		Over the next week something unexpected happened.

		Monday at the grocery store a tall man approached me in produce. Said his brother lived in our neighborhood and told him about my arrangement. He was divorced. Visiting from Seattle. Wanted to know if I'd be interested in getting a drink.

		I gave him my number. Walked away processing.

		Wednesday at the gym a younger guy on the elliptical asked if I was Rachel. Said his friend told him Tom and I had an open marriage. That I was looking for men.

		I didn't give him anything. But he'd found me.

		Friday my phone buzzed. Unknown number.

		"Hi Rachel. This is Mark. I play squash with Tom at the club. Heard about your arrangement. Very interested in meeting if you're open to it."

		I stared at the message. Another one.

		Two more came over the weekend. Different numbers. Different men. Same basic message.

		Sunday evening I sat with Tom on our back deck. Wine in hand.

		"Men keep approaching me."

		Tom looked over.

		"How many?"

		"Six this week. Some in person. Some by text."

		"What are they saying?"

		"That they heard about our arrangement. That they're interested."

		Tom was quiet. Then he started laughing.

		"Sarah's gossip campaign."

		"Yes."

		The pieces connected in my mind. Clear and perfect.

		"She told everyone I'm a whore who fucks other men with my husband's permission. She meant it as an insult."

		"But instead she advertised your availability."

		"To every man in Vancouver who's interested."

		Tom pulled me onto his lap. His arms wrapped around my waist.

		"She tried to destroy you and instead she just created a market."

		My phone buzzed. Another unknown number.

		"Hi. My name is James. Heard through the grapevine about you. Recently separated. Would love to take you for dinner."

		I showed Tom the screen.

		"They're coming to me now. I don't even have to hunt."

		Tom's hand slid up my thigh. Under my skirt. Found my bare pussy already wet.

		"So what are you going to do about it?"

		I smiled. Set my wine glass down.

		"I'm going to enjoy every single one I choose."

		His fingers pushed inside me. My pussy gripped them.

		"Sarah wanted to shame you into hiding."

		"She gave me the most effective advertising campaign possible instead."

		Tom's thumb found my clit. Rubbed circles.

		"How many do you think you'll fuck?"

		"However many I want."

		My orgasm built fast. His fingers working inside me. His thumb maintaining perfect pressure.

		"Come thinking about all those men waiting for you."

		I did. My pussy spasming. My moans loud in the quiet evening.

		When I finished Tom pulled his hand away. Brought his wet fingers to his mouth. Sucked them clean.

		"We should send Sarah a thank you card."

		I laughed.

		My phone buzzed twice more before we went inside.

		The market was open. The men were waiting.

		And I was going to take my time choosing exactly who deserved access to my body.

		Sarah wanted to destroy me by telling everyone what I was.

		She had no idea she'd just made me the most sought after woman in Vancouver.

		

	
		Family

		

		The doorbell rang at two in the afternoon. Tom was at the university. I was on the couch reading. My bare legs stretched across the cushions. A tank top and cotton shorts. Nothing underneath.

		I opened the door. Michael stood on the porch. Tom's brother. His hands shoved in his jean pockets. His face looked tight. Nervous.

		"Michael."

		"Rachel. Is Tom home?"

		"No. He's teaching until five."

		Michael shifted his weight. His eyes darted to mine. Away. Back again.

		"Can I come in?"

		I stepped aside. He walked past me into the living room. His shoulders were tense. He turned. Faced me. His jaw worked.

		"You want coffee? Water?"

		"No. I need to talk to you."

		I sat on the couch. Crossed my legs. My thick thighs pressed together. Michael stayed standing. Paced to the window. Back toward me. Stopped.

		"I've been hearing things. About you and Tom."

		My stomach tightened. Heat spread through my chest.

		"What things?"

		"That you have an open marriage. That you sleep with other men."

		I held his gaze. My voice came out calm.

		"We do. I do."

		Michael's face flushed. His hands came out of his pockets. Hung at his sides.

		"Jesus. So it's true."

		"Yes."

		"How does that even work?"

		I leaned back against the cushions. My tank top pulled tight across my full breasts. My nipples were visible through the thin fabric.

		"I choose who I want. Tom supports it. He's part of it by choice."

		"He watches?"

		"Sometimes."

		Michael rubbed his face. His hand shook slightly. He walked to the other end of the room. Stared at the wall. His back to me.

		"I can't believe this."

		"Who told you?"

		"Daniel mentioned it at a barbecue. He was drunk. Said you and Tom told everyone at some party."

		I remembered. The welcome home party. The confessions. Daniel and Marcus both interested.

		"We did. We're not hiding it anymore."

		Michael turned. His eyes locked on mine. Something shifted in his expression. Raw. Hungry.

		"I haven't been able to stop thinking about it. About you."

		My pulse quickened. My pussy clenched. I uncrossed my legs. Let them fall slightly open.

		"About me?"

		"Yeah." His voice came out rough. "I've thought about you for years Rachel. Since Tom first brought you home. But you were his wife. Off limits."

		The air in the room changed. Heavy. Charged. My skin felt hot.

		"And now?"

		"Now I find out you fuck other men. That Tom lets you. That he wants you to."

		Michael stepped closer. His eyes moved down my body. Over my heavy breasts straining against my tank top. Down to my bare legs. My thick thighs. Back up to my face.

		"I haven't slept right in a week. Can't stop thinking about what you must look like. What you sound like."

		My breath came faster. My nipples hardened. Pushed against the thin fabric. Michael's eyes caught the movement. His jaw clenched.

		"Do you want me Michael?"

		"Yes." The word came out strangled. "God yes. But you're Tom's wife. My brother's wife."

		I stood. Walked to the kitchen island. Picked up my phone. My hands shook slightly. Michael watched me. His face confused.

		"What are you doing?"

		"Calling Tom."

		I hit his number. The phone rang twice. Tom's voice came through. Background noise. Students talking.

		"Hey babe. What's up?"

		"Your brother is here."

		Silence. Then Tom's voice. Quieter now.

		"Michael? Why?"

		"He heard about us. About our lifestyle." I looked at Michael across the room. His face had gone pale. "He just told me he's wanted me for years."

		Tom's breathing changed. Got heavier.

		"Jesus."

		"I need to know if you're okay with this Tom. He's your brother."

		More silence. I heard Tom moving. A door closing. The background noise cut off.

		"You want him?"

		"Yes."

		"Fuck Rachel." Tom's voice was strained. Tight. "My brother."

		"I know. That's why I'm asking."

		"He's right there? He can hear this?"

		"Yes."

		Tom breathed into the phone. I heard the arousal mixed with shock.

		"It's your choice Rachel. You know that. If you want him, take him."

		My pussy clenched. Heat flooded between my thighs.

		"You're sure?"

		"Yeah. Fuck. This is messed up but yeah. I'm sure."

		"I'll tell you everything when you get home."

		"I know you will." His voice dropped lower. "I want to hear every detail."

		I ended the call. Set the phone down. Looked at Michael. His eyes were wide. His chest rose and fell fast.

		"Tom said yes."

		Michael's hands clenched at his sides. His voice came out hoarse.

		"He said yes? To me fucking his wife? His brother fucking his wife?"

		I walked toward him. My bare feet silent on the hardwood. My full breasts swayed with each step. I stopped inches from him. My hand found his chest. His heart pounded under my palm.

		"I choose who I fuck. Tom supports that choice." I looked up at his flushed face. "Right now I'm choosing you."

		Michael's breathing got ragged. His eyes searched mine.

		"Upstairs." My voice came out firm. Commanding. "Now."

		Michael didn't move. His eyes stayed locked on mine. His chest heaved. I could see the bulge in his jeans now. Thick. Straining against the denim.

		I turned. Walked toward the stairs. My round ass swayed with each step. The cotton shorts rode up. Showed the curve where my thick thighs met my firm cheeks. I didn't look back. I knew he would follow.

		His footsteps came behind me. Heavy. Urgent.

		The stairs creaked under our weight. My hand trailed along the bannister. My pulse hammered in my throat. Tom's brother. About to fuck Tom's brother. In our bed.

		The wrongness of it sent heat flooding through my core. My pussy was already wet. Aching.

		I reached the top. Walked down the hallway. Past the guest room. Past the bathroom. To the master bedroom at the end. Our bedroom. The bed Tom and I shared every night.

		I pushed the door open. Stepped inside. The afternoon sun cut through the window. Lit up the white sheets. The pillows still rumpled from this morning.

		Michael stopped in the doorway. His hand gripped the frame. His knuckles were white. His eyes moved over the room. Landed on the bed. His face twisted. Conflicted.

		"Rachel. Jesus. I can't believe we're doing this."

		I turned to face him. My fingers found the hem of my tank top. Pulled it up over my ample breasts. My heavy tits bounced free. Pale. Full. My pink nipples already stiff.

		I dropped the shirt on the floor.

		Michael's eyes went wide. Fixed on my naked chest. His mouth opened slightly.

		"You've wanted this for years." My voice came out steady. Sure. "Now you get it."

		I hooked my thumbs in my shorts. Pushed them down over my wide hips. Over my thick thighs. Let them fall to my ankles. Stepped out of them.

		I stood naked in front of him. My voluptuous body on full display. My soft belly. My smooth pussy. Already glistening. Wet.

		Michael's breathing stopped. His eyes traveled over every inch of me. Drinking in what he'd imagined for so long.

		"Fuck." The word came out strangled. "You're perfect."

		I walked to the bed. Climbed onto the white sheets. My heavy breasts swayed. I turned. Sat on the edge. My legs spread slightly. Let him see my wet pussy. Pink. Swollen.

		"Get undressed Michael. Stop staring and fuck me."

		His hands moved to his shirt. Fumbled with the buttons. Got it off. His chest was lean. Muscular. Similar build to Tom but broader shoulders. He kicked off his shoes. Unbuckled his belt. Shoved his jeans down.

		His cock sprang free. No underwear. Thick. Hard. The head was dark red. Leaking.

		Not as big as some of the men I'd had. But thick enough. And the wrongness of whose cock it was made my pussy clench.

		Tom's brother's cock. About to be inside me.

		Michael stepped toward the bed. His eyes dark. Hungry. Years of wanting about to explode.

		I leaned back on my elbows. Let my pale thighs fall open wider.

		"Come here."

		Michael climbed onto the bed. His weight shifted the mattress. His hands found my ankles. Rough. Urgent. He pulled me toward him. My back pressed flat against the sheets. My heavy tits bounced with the motion.

		His mouth crashed onto mine. Hard. Desperate. His tongue pushed deep. Tasted like coffee and need. His stubble scraped my soft skin. His hands gripped my face. Held me there while he kissed me brutal.

		I kissed back. My hands found his shoulders. Dug my nails in. He groaned into my mouth.

		He broke the kiss. His lips moved to my neck. Sucked hard on the pale skin. His teeth grazed. Bit down. Not gentle. The sting made me gasp.

		"Ahh. Fuck."

		His mouth traveled lower. Found my right breast. His tongue circled my stiff nipple. Flicked it. His hand squeezed my left tit. Rough fingers digging into the soft flesh.

		"God. Your tits. I've stared at these tits in every dress you've ever worn."

		He sucked my nipple between his lips. Hard suction. His teeth scraped the sensitive bud. I arched into him. My pussy throbbed. Dripped onto the white sheets.

		His hand left my breast. Traveled down my soft belly. Between my spread thighs. His fingers found my wet pussy. Traced through my slick lips.

		"Jesus Christ. You're soaked."

		"I'm always wet when I want to be fucked."

		He pushed two fingers inside me. No warning. Rough. My pussy walls gripped him. He pumped fast. In and out. His thumb found my clit. Rubbed circles.

		"Ungh. Yes. Right there."

		His mouth moved to my other breast. Sucked that nipple hard. His fingers worked my pussy relentless. The wet sounds filled the room. Squelch. Squelch. My hips rolled. Fucked his hand.

		He pulled his fingers out. They glistened with my wetness. He brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean. His eyes locked on mine. Dark. Hungry.

		"You taste better than I imagined. I've imagined this so many times."

		He gripped my thick thighs. Pushed them wider. Stared at my smooth pussy. Pink. Swollen. Dripping.

		"I can't count how many family dinners I've sat across from you. Watched you lean forward. Watched your cleavage. Got hard thinking about this."

		"Tell me."

		Michael positioned himself between my spread legs. His hard cock pressed against my entrance. The thick head pushed through my lips. Stretched me. He thrust forward. Buried himself balls deep in one stroke.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Michael."

		He didn't pause. Didn't let me adjust. He started fucking me hard. Fast brutal thrusts. His hips slammed against my thick thighs. Smack. Smack. Smack. The bed shook. The headboard banged against the wall.

		"So tight. Fuck. You feel better than any fantasy."

		My heavy tits bounced with each thrust. Swayed. My hands gripped the sheets. My head pressed back into the pillows. His thick cock filled me completely. Stretched my walls.

		"Harder. Fuck me harder."

		Michael's hands found my waist. Gripped bruising tight. His fingers dug into my soft flesh. He pounded into me. Relentless. His heavy balls slapped against my ass. Thwap. Thwap. Thwap.

		"I've jerked off thinking about you. So many times. In the shower. In my car after seeing you."

		"Yes. Tell me more. Ahh. What did you think about?"

		He leaned forward. His chest pressed against my bouncing breasts. His mouth found mine. Kissed me hard. His tongue pushed deep. I sucked on it. Bit his lower lip.

		His rhythm faltered. He pulled out sudden. His cock left my gripping pussy. I felt empty.

		"Turn over. On your hands and knees."

		I rolled over. My heavy breasts hung down. My round ass pushed up. I spread my knees wider. Arched my back. Let him see my wet pussy. My tight asshole above it.

		Michael's hands gripped my hips. Pulled me back. His thick cock pushed back inside. Deeper in this position. He bottomed out. His balls pressed against my clit.

		"Ungh. So deep. Fuck Michael."

		He started fucking me again. Hard fast strokes. His hips slammed against my firm ass. The sound echoed through the bedroom. Smack. Smack. Smack. His hands spread my cheeks. Held me open. Watched his cock pump in and out of my stretched pussy.

		"I've fucked my wife thinking about you. Closed my eyes and pictured your face. Your body. This ass."

		"God. That's so hot. Did you cum thinking about me?"

		"Every time. Every fucking time I pictured you under me. Pictured these curves. Your blonde hair spread out."

		His right hand came down. Slapped my pale ass. Hard. The crack was sharp. Stinging heat bloomed across my cheek. He did it again. Left a red handprint on my flesh.

		"Ahh. Yes. Spank me."

		He obliged. His hand came down harder. Again. Again. My ass burned. My pussy clenched around his pumping shaft. The pain mixed with pleasure. My walls fluttered.

		"I'm close. Don't stop. Ahh. Ahh."

		Michael's thrusts got frantic. His breathing ragged. His grip on my hips brutal. He pounded into me. Chased my orgasm. His heavy balls swung forward. Hit my clit with each stroke.

		"Last Christmas. You wore that green dress. I went home and fucked my wife so hard thinking about peeling that dress off you."

		The words pushed me over. My climax crashed through me. My pussy spasmed. Clenched hard around his thick shaft. My body shook. My arms gave out. My face pressed into the sheets. My heavy tits mashed beneath me.

		"Fuck. Fuck. Michael. Yes. Ungh."

		He kept fucking me through it. His cock stretched my convulsing walls. Prolonged the waves. My thighs quaked. My hands fisted the white sheets.

		He pulled out. His hands gripped my shoulders. Flipped me over. My back hit the mattress. My blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face. My ample breasts heaved. My thick thighs fell open. My pussy throbbed. Dripped his precum mixed with my cum onto the sheets.

		Michael stared down at me. His chest slick with sweat. His hard cock glistened. Coated in my wetness.

		I sat up. My hands found his chest. Pushed him. He fell back onto the bed. Lay flat. His cock stood straight up from his groin.

		"My turn."

		I climbed over him. Straddled his hips. My thick thighs spread wide. My wet pussy hovered over his cock. I gripped his shaft. Positioned the head at my entrance. Sank down. Took him to the base in one motion.

		"Ahh. God. So deep like this."

		Michael's hands found my wide hips. His fingers dug into my soft flesh. His eyes locked on my heavy breasts. Watched them bounce as I started moving.

		I rode him. Rose up until just his head stayed inside. Dropped back down. My ass slapped against his thighs. My pussy gripped his shaft. The friction built heat low in my belly.

		"Tell me more. What else have you thought about?"

		"Fuck. Everything. Your legs in shorts. Your ass when you bend over. I memorized every curve."

		His hands moved to my bouncing tits. Cupped the soft flesh. Squeezed. His thumbs found my stiff nipples. Rubbed circles. Pinched.

		I leaned forward. Changed the angle. My clit rubbed against his pelvis with each grind. Pressure built. My walls fluttered around his thick cock.

		"I'm in control now Michael. You finally get what you've been fantasizing about."

		"Yes. God yes. Better than any fantasy. Your body. Your pussy. So much better."

		I rode him faster. Harder. My heavy breasts swayed in his hands. My blonde hair whipped. Sweat dripped down between my tits. My thighs burned from the effort but I didn't stop.

		"When did you start wanting me?"

		"The first time Tom brought you home. You were twenty-three. Wore jeans and a white shirt. I went home that night and jerked off thinking about you."

		"Mmm. All these years of wanting this pussy."

		"All these years. Every family gathering. Every holiday. Watching you. Wanting you. Knowing I couldn't have you."

		The rawness in his voice sent another wave through me. My pussy clenched. I ground against him. Circled my hips. His cock stayed buried deep while my clit dragged against him.

		"Ahh. Fuck. I'm gonna cum again."

		Michael's hips thrust up. Met my rhythm. His hands gripped my hips. Held me down while he fucked up into me. His cock hit deep. Stretched me. Filled me completely.

		My second orgasm hit harder. My pussy spasmed. Milked his shaft. My back arched. My heavy tits thrust forward. My nails dug into his chest. Drew red lines down his skin.

		"Ungh. Oh god. Michael. Yes. Yes."

		"I can't hold it. Fuck Rachel. I'm gonna cum."

		"Inside me. Fill me up. Give me what you've wanted to for decades."

		His thrusts got desperate. Frantic. Three more hard strokes. His hips jerked up. His cock swelled. Pulsed. Hot jets flooded my pussy. Painted my walls. His fingers dug into my hips. Held me pinned against him.

		"Ahh. Fuck. Rachel. Fuck."

		His cock throbbed. Pumped rope after rope deep inside me. My pussy walls clenched. Milked him. Took every drop.

		I collapsed forward onto his chest. My soft breasts mashed against him. My face buried in his neck. His cock still buried inside my cum-filled pussy. Both of us gasping. Shaking.

		We lay there. His heart pounded under my cheek. His hands moved to my back. Traced slow patterns on my damp skin.

		The reality settled over us. What we just did. Whose bed we were in. Whose brother he was.

		Michael's voice came out quiet. Shaky.

		"Jesus Christ Rachel. All those years of wanting you and it was worth every second."

		"I know."

		His cock softened inside me. Slipped out. His cum leaked immediate. Thick and warm. Dripped from my stretched pussy onto his thigh. Onto the white sheets.

		I rolled off him. Lay on my back. My legs spread. My pussy gaped. His cum leaked onto the bed Tom and I shared.

		Michael sat up on the edge of the bed. His elbows rested on his knees. His head hung down. His breathing still heavy. His naked back gleamed with sweat.

		I rolled onto my side. Propped myself up on one elbow. My free hand found his shoulder. Traced slow patterns on his damp skin.

		"You okay?"

		"I don't know." His voice came out rough. Shaky. "That was. Fuck Rachel. That was incredible."

		"It was."

		He turned his head. Looked at me over his shoulder. His face showed shock mixing with guilt mixing with satisfaction.

		"I just fucked you. Tom's wife. My brother's wife."

		"You did."

		"Jesus Christ."

		I sat up. My heavy breasts pressed against his back. My arms wrapped around his chest. My chin rested on his shoulder.

		"Breathe Michael. It's okay."

		"Is it?"

		"Yes." My lips found his neck. Kissed the sweaty skin. "I wanted you. You wanted me. Tom said yes. Nobody got hurt."

		Michael's hand found mine on his chest. Gripped it tight.

		"I've never done anything like this. I've never cheated. Never even thought about it until I heard about you two."

		"This isn't cheating. This is me choosing you."

		He turned. Faced me. His eyes searched mine. Looking for reassurance. For certainty that what we did wasn't wrong.

		"I loved it Michael." My voice came out honest. Clear. "Your hands on me. Your cock inside me. How desperate you were. How you talked about wanting me all these years."

		His face flushed. His cock twitched. Still soft but responding to my words.

		"I did want you. For so long."

		"I know. And now you've had me."

		We sat there. Our naked bodies close. My hand moved to his thigh. Squeezed.

		"I'd love to do it again. If you want to. If you're not worried about your marriage."

		Michael's eyes widened. His breath caught.

		"Again?"

		"Yes. You can come by when Tom's at work. Or when he's home. He might want to watch next time."

		"Fuck." Michael rubbed his face. His hand shook slightly. "My wife. I don't know what to tell her."

		"Don't tell her anything. This is separate. You're visiting family. That's all she needs to know."

		Michael nodded slow. His eyes moved over my naked body. My full breasts. My soft belly. My smooth pussy still glistening with our mixed fluids.

		"I want to. God yes I want to come back."

		"Then you will."

		He leaned in. Kissed me. Gentle this time. His hand cupped my face. His thumb stroked my cheek. We broke apart.

		"I should go. Before Tom gets home."

		"Okay."

		Michael stood. Dressed slow. His eyes kept returning to me still naked on the bed. I watched him pull on his jeans. Button his shirt. He looked rumpled. Satisfied. Different than when he arrived.

		He walked to the door. Turned back one more time.

		"Thank you Rachel."

		"Anytime."

		He left. His footsteps faded down the stairs. The front door opened. Closed. His car started in the driveway. Pulled away.

		I showered. Washed his sweat off me. His cum leaked from my pussy. Warm. Thick. I dried off. Dressed in cotton shorts and a tank top. No bra. No panties.

		I stripped the bed. Carried the sheets downstairs. Started the laundry.

		The terrace was warm. I poured two glasses of wine. Sat in the wicker chair. Waited.

		Tom came home at five-ten. Walked through the back gate. His messenger bag over his shoulder. He saw the two wine glasses. Saw my face. His smile was knowing.

		"Hey babe."

		"Hey."

		He sat across from me. Took his wine glass. Sipped. His eyes stayed on mine.

		"So. Michael."

		"Michael."

		"Tell me everything."

		I told him. Every detail. How Michael looked when he came. How desperate he was. How I calmed him afterward. How I told him he could come back.

		Tom's breathing changed. Got heavier. His hand moved to his lap. The bulge in his pants grew hard and obvious.

		"My brother can come back anytime."

		"Yes."

		"Fuck Rachel. This is so hot."

		I stood. Walked to him. Pulled him to his feet.

		"I need you to fuck me now. Your brother's cum is still inside me."

		Tom groaned. His hands gripped my hips hard.

		"Where?"

		"Living room. Now."

		

	
		New Normal

		

		"Ahh. Fuck. Yes. Both of you."

		Smack. Smack. Smack.

		"Ma'am... oh god... your pussy's so tight."

		"Ungh... your ass... fuck, never felt this."

		My voice came out ragged. Broken by each thrust. "Harder. Don't hold back."

		Jakes cock pounded up into my dripping pussy. Tylers cock stretched my ass. Both of them buried deep. Filling me completely. The dual sensation overwhelmed every nerve.

		I was on my hands and knees. My heavy tits swayed beneath me. My thick thighs trembled. My blonde hair stuck to my flushed face. Sweat dripped from my stiff nipples onto Jakes chest below me.

		Jake lay beneath me. His lean hips drove up. His cock pumped into my soaking pussy from below. His hands gripped my wide hips. His fingers dug into my pale soft flesh.

		Tyler knelt behind me. His muscular chest pressed against my sweaty back. His cock drove into my tight ass. His breath came hot against my shoulder. His rough hands squeezed my round ass cheeks. Spread them wider.

		"Mmm. Yeah. Fuck me. Both of you."

		They moved opposite. Jake pulled out while Tyler pushed in. Then switched. One cock always buried deep. The rhythm relentless.

		The bed frame creaked. The headboard tapped the wall. Steady. Anyone outside would hear.

		"So full... god... I feel both your cocks."

		"You like it ma'am? Like us both inside you?"

		"Yeah... ahh... more... gimme more."

		Tyler drove deeper. Changed his angle. His cock hit new spots. Made my toes curl.

		"Your ass... so fucking tight on my cock."

		Jake thrust up harder. Faster. His hands moved from my hips to my swinging breasts. Cupped the heavy flesh. Squeezed.

		"These tits... fuck... so big, so soft."

		His thumbs found my hard nipples. Rubbed circles. Pinched. The sensation shot straight to my core.

		"Mmm. Touch my tits. Yeah."

		My pussy clenched around his pumping shaft. My ass gripped Tyler tighter.

		"Those girls at school... got nothin' on you."

		Tylers words sent heat through me. His hands joined Jakes on my bouncing breasts. Four hands squeezing my soft flesh. Kneading. Pinching my nipples.

		"Tell me... what makes me better?"

		"Your tits... huge. Those skinny girls... flat."

		"Your ass... round, soft... not bony."

		Jake thrust up brutal. His voice strained. Breathless.

		"Your pussy... so wet... eager. They just lie there... but you ride us... tell us what you want."

		"Cause I know what I want. And I take it."

		I pushed back hard. Met their thrusts. Controlled the rhythm. Controlled how deep they went.

		My voluptuous body pinned between them. Used. Filled. Their young eager cocks stretching both my holes. This was power. Two university boys desperate to please me. Following my commands. Worshipping my curves.

		"Faster... want both cocks... poundin' harder."

		They obeyed. Jake thrust up brutal. Tyler slammed down hard. My body jerked between them. My heavy tits bounced wild despite their hands.

		Smack. Smack. Smack.

		The wet squelch of my pussy gripping Jake. The sound of skin on skin. Our breathing ragged. My moans getting louder.

		Sweat slicked between our bodies. The smell of sex filled the room. Salt and musk and my wetness. The air thick with it. Hot.

		Jakes mouth found my right breast. Sucked my nipple between his lips. His tongue circled the sensitive bud. Flicked. His teeth grazed.

		"Ahh. Suck my tits. Yeah... like that."

		Tyler leaned forward. Pressed his chest against my back. His cock drove even deeper into my ass. Hit spots that made my nerves scream.

		"Ma'am... you're so fuckin' hot."

		The fullness. The stretch. The dual friction. Too much sensation building.

		"Oh god... right there... don't stop... ahh... ahh."

		My orgasm built fast. Pressure mounted where both cocks filled me. Spread outward. Heat flooded through my core. Up my spine. Down my trembling thighs.

		Tylers thumb found my clit. Rubbed firm circles.

		"Ungh. Fuck. Yeah."

		My hips rolled. Ground down on Jake. Pushed back on Tyler. I controlled them. Made them give me what I needed.

		"You gonna cum for us ma'am? With both cocks in you?"

		"Yeah... ahh... close... so close."

		They moved faster. Their young stamina endless. Jake pounded up into my dripping pussy. Tyler slammed into my ass. The rhythm brutal. Perfect.

		The pressure built. Coiled tight in my belly. My pussy and ass clenched around their thick shafts.

		"Fuck... yeah... cummin'... don't stop... ahh."

		My climax crashed through me. My pussy spasmed around Jakes cock. My ass clenched tight on Tylers shaft. My whole body went rigid. Pleasure whited out everything.

		"Ungh... oh god... yes... yes... mmm."

		They kept fucking me. Kept pounding both holes. Prolonged the waves. Made them last.

		My heavy tits shook. My thick thighs quaked. My blonde hair whipped. My nails dug into the sheets.

		The orgasm rolled through me. Wave after wave. My pussy and ass milking their cocks.

		"Good boys... such good boys."

		I gasped for air. My body trembling. My holes still gripping them.

		"Now keep fuckin' me. Want more."

		The orgasm faded. Left me gasping. My body loose. My holes still gripping their cocks.

		"Switch. Wanna fuck her from behind."

		Tyler pulled out of my ass. Jake slid from beneath me. I stayed on hands and knees. My heavy tits hung down. Swayed. My thick thighs trembled. Ready for more.

		Jake moved behind me. His hands gripped my round ass. Squeezed the soft pale flesh. His cock pressed against my dripping pussy. Pushed inside.

		"Ahh... yeah."

		He filled me in one thrust. Bottomed out. His hips pressed against my ass. Then he started fucking me. Hard. Fast. The angle hit deep.

		Tyler knelt in front of me. His cock bobbed near my face. Still wet. Still hard. I looked up at him. Opened my mouth.

		"Come on... gimme that cock."

		He pushed forward. His shaft slid between my lips. Filled my mouth. I sucked. Tasted myself on him. Salt and sweat and sex.

		Jake pounded my pussy from behind. His hands gripped my wide hips. Pulled me back onto his cock with each thrust. My body rocked forward. Took Tyler deeper into my mouth.

		Smack. Smack. Smack.

		"Fuck... this view... your ass..."

		Jakes voice was rough. His pace brutal. His cock stretched my pussy. Hit spots that made my toes curl.

		I moaned around Tyler's shaft. The vibration made him groan. His hand found my blonde hair. Gathered it. Held it back so he could watch.

		"God ma'am... you look so hot... takin' both our cocks."

		My heavy tits swayed beneath me with each thrust. The movement sent pleasure through my sensitive nipples. I reached up. Cupped one breast. Squeezed. Pinched my hard nipple.

		"She's playin' with her tits... fuck that's hot."

		Jake drove harder. His thick cock pounded into my soaking pussy. The wet sounds filled the room. Squelch. Squelch. Mixed with skin slapping skin.

		Tyler pushed deeper. His cock hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit dripped down my chin. Onto my swinging breast. He pulled back. Let me breathe.

		"You okay?"

		I nodded. Opened wider. Took him back in. Showed him I could handle it.

		"Damn... you're somethin' else."

		They found a rhythm. Jake thrust forward. Drove me onto Tyler's cock. My mouth filled. My throat stretched. Then Jake pulled back. Tyler withdrew. Let me gasp for air.

		My body was theirs. Pinned between them. Used. This was power. Making two young men desperate. Eager. Following my lead even while they fucked me.

		"Ma'am... I'm gettin' close."

		Jake's voice was strained. His grip on my hips tightened. His rhythm got erratic.

		I pulled off Tyler's cock. Gasped for air. Looked back over my shoulder at Jake.

		"Not yet... don't cum yet."

		"Tryin'... your pussy's so tight... squeezin' me."

		I clenched around his pumping cock. Made it harder for him. Teased him.

		"Ahh... fuck... you're killin' me."

		Tyler's cock throbbed near my face. Waiting. I turned back. Took him in my mouth again. Sucked hard.

		Tyler pulled back. His cock left my lips with a wet pop. Spit strung between us.

		"My turn. Wanna feel that pussy."

		Jake pulled out. His cock slipped from my gripping walls. Left me empty. Aching. They switched places fast.

		Tyler moved behind me. His hands spread my ass cheeks. His cock pressed against my pussy. Pushed inside. Different thickness. Different angle.

		"Ungh... yeah... fill me."

		Jake knelt in front. His cock pointed at my face. Glistening with my wetness. I leaned forward. Licked up his shaft. Tasted myself. Then took him in my mouth.

		Tyler fucked me harder than Jake had. His muscular body drove forward. Slammed against my round ass. The force rocked me. Made me take Jake deeper.

		"How you not cum yet man?"

		"Barely holdin' on... her mouth's incredible."

		I sucked harder. Hollowed my cheeks. My tongue worked his shaft. My hand cupped his balls. Massaged them.

		"Oh god... yeah... just like that."

		Tyler's hands moved from my hips to my bouncing breasts. Gripped the heavy flesh. Squeezed. His fingers found my nipples. Pinched hard.

		The pain mixed with pleasure. Shot straight to my core. My pussy clenched around his pounding cock.

		"She likes that... squeezed me when I pinched."

		"Yeah? Do it again."

		He pinched harder. Twisted my nipples. The sensation made me moan around Jake's cock. Made my pussy grip tighter.

		"Fuck... can't hold it much longer."

		Tyler's thrusts got frantic. Desperate. His cock swelled inside me. I felt him getting close.

		"Where you want it ma'am? Where you want our cum?"

		I pulled off Jake's cock. Gasped for air. My voice came out ragged.

		"Inside... want both loads inside me."

		"Fuck yes."

		Tyler pounded harder. Five more brutal thrusts. Then he buried himself deep. His cock pulsed.

		"Ahh... cummin'... fuck."

		Heat flooded my pussy. His cum pumped into me. Wave after wave. His hands gripped my soft hips brutal. Held me pinned against him.

		He groaned. His cock throbbed. Emptied everything inside my gripping pussy.

		Tyler pulled out. His cum leaked immediate. Ran down my inner thighs. Warm. Thick.

		Jake moved fast. Got behind me. His cock pushed into my cum-filled pussy.

		"My turn."

		Jake's cock pushed into my cum-filled pussy. Slid through Tyler's load. The wetness made everything slick. Hot.

		"Fuck... so wet... feel his cum in there."

		He started pounding. Hard. Desperate. His young cock stretched my used pussy. I was still on hands and knees. My heavy tits hung down. Swayed with each thrust.

		Tyler slumped back onto the bed. Collapsed onto his side. Completely spent. His chest heaved. Sweat gleamed on his muscular body. His cock softened. His eyes half-closed.

		Jake kept pounding. His hands gripped my soft hips brutal. Pulled me back onto his cock with each thrust.

		"Not yet... don't cum yet."

		"Tryin'... so close... your pussy's too good."

		I clenched around his pumping shaft. Teased him. Made it harder.

		"Ahh... fuck... you're killin' me."

		Jake pulled out sudden. His cock left my gripping pussy. His hands gripped my hips. Flipped me over.

		I landed on my back. My heavy tits rolled on my chest. Settled to the sides. My thick thighs fell open. Cum leaked from my stretched pussy. Ran down to the sheets.

		Jake moved between my legs. Knelt up. His muscular body towered over me. His cock jutted out. Hard. Wet. Ready.

		"Wanna see your face when I fill you."

		He pushed forward. His cock slid back into my dripping pussy. Bottomed out. The angle was different. Deeper.

		"Ahh... yeah... fuck me."

		He started pounding. Hard. Fast. His hips drove down. Slammed against my thick thighs. My whole body jerked with each brutal thrust.

		Smack. Smack. Smack.

		My heavy tits rolled violently on my chest. Bounced from side to side. Flopped up toward my face then slapped back down. The movement was wild. Uncontrolled.

		"Fuck... look at those tits... bouncin' everywhere."

		Jake's eyes locked on my chest. Watched my breasts roll and bounce with each thrust. His mouth hung open. His face flushed with heat.

		I reached up. Gripped my own tits. Squeezed the soft pale flesh. Held them. Then let go. Let them flop free again.

		"Yeah... watch them bounce... this what you wanted?"

		"God yes... so fuckin' hot."

		My stiff nipples pointed different directions as my breasts rolled. The sensation sent pleasure through my chest. Through my core.

		Jake leaned forward. Changed the angle. His cock drove even deeper. Hit spots that made my back arch.

		His hands braced on either side of my head. His face close to mine. His breath hot on my flushed cheeks. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto my face.

		My tits bounced between us now. Slapped against my chest. Against his stomach. The wet sounds of skin on skin filled the room.

		"Ma'am... gettin' close... can't hold it."

		"Yeah... cum for me... fill my pussy... gimme your load."

		He pounded harder. Faster. His young body worked. Muscles flexed. His cock stretched my dripping pussy. Hit deep with every thrust.

		My heavy tits rolled and bounced violent. The movement constant. Relentless. My blonde hair whipped against the pillow.

		I wrapped my thick thighs around his waist. Pulled him deeper. My heels dug into his lower back.

		"Right there... don't stop... fuck me."

		The pressure built in my core. The friction. The fullness. His desperate need to please me.

		"Ahh... gonna cum... fuck... ahh."

		Jake's rhythm got frantic. Five more brutal thrusts. Then he buried himself deep. His cock swelled inside me. Pulsed.

		"Cummin'... fuck... yes."

		Heat flooded my pussy. His cum pumped into me. Mixed with Tyler's load already there. Wave after wave. His whole body shook. His face contorted with pleasure.

		"Fill me... give me all of it."

		He groaned. His cock throbbed. Emptied everything inside my gripping pussy.

		My orgasm hit sudden. Unexpected. The sensation of his hot cum filling me triggered it. My pussy spasmed around his pulsing cock. Clenched tight. Milked him.

		"Ungh... oh god... yes... cummin' too."

		My body went rigid. Pleasure whited out everything. My thick thighs squeezed his waist. My nails raked down his sweaty back. Drew blood.

		"Ahh... mmm... fuck... yes."

		Wave after wave. My pussy convulsing. My heavy tits shaking violent. Rolling on my chest with each spasm.

		Jake collapsed onto me. His weight pressed me into the mattress. His cock still buried inside my pulsing pussy. Both of us gasping. Hearts pounding together.

		Our sweat mixed. Slicked between us. The smell of sex thick in the air. Salt and musk and cum.

		His cock softened. Slipped from my stretched pussy. Cum leaked immediate. Both their loads pooled beneath my ass. Warm. Thick. So much of it.

		Jake rolled off. Lay on his back beside me. His chest heaved. His muscular body glistened with sweat.

		Tyler was already on the other side. His breathing slower now. Deeper. Almost asleep.

		I lay between them. My voluptuous body thoroughly used. Both holes stretched. Filled. Marked. Cum leaking from my pussy. Running down my thighs.

		My heavy tits rose and fell with my breathing. Settled on my chest. My blonde hair plastered to my sweaty face. My thick thighs spread wide. My pussy swollen and gaping.

		Nobody moved. Nobody spoke. Just heavy breathing.

		Footsteps in the hallway. Soft. Familiar.

		The bedroom door opened wider.

		Tom stood in the doorway. Jeans and a t-shirt. Casual. His arms crossed. A smile played at his lips. Amused. Not surprised.

		His eyes moved over the scene. Me sprawled on the bed. Cum leaking from my pussy. My heavy tits rising and falling with my breathing. My blonde hair stuck to my sweaty face.

		Jake on one side. Tyler on the other. Both naked. Both spent. Their young bodies glistening with sweat.

		"Having fun?"

		His voice was calm. Easy. Like he'd walked in on me reading a book.

		I lifted my head. Looked at him. Smiled tired.

		"Yeah... really good."

		Tom's smile widened. His eyes warm.

		"I can see that."

		Jake stirred. Opened his eyes. Saw Tom standing there. His body went rigid. Panic flashed across his face.

		"Mr..."

		"Relax Jake. It's fine."

		Tom stepped into the room. Walked to the foot of the bed. His eyes moved to Tyler. Still half-asleep. Oblivious.

		"You boys should probably head home soon. Your parents will wonder where you are."

		Tyler's eyes opened. He saw Tom. Sat up fast. His face flushed red.

		"Oh shit... sorry... we didn't..."

		"It's fine. Really."

		Tom's voice stayed calm. Reassuring. He walked to the chair in the corner. Picked up Jake's jeans. Tossed them onto the bed.

		"Get dressed. No rush. But it's getting late."

		Jake scrambled. Grabbed his jeans. His hands shook slightly. He stood. Pulled them on. His muscular body still gleaming with sweat.

		Tyler moved slower. His eyes darted between Tom and me. Confusion mixed with embarrassment. He found his boxers. His shirt.

		I stayed on the bed. Didn't move. Watched them dress. My body still loose. Still satisfied.

		"Thanks ma'am."

		Jake's voice was quiet. Respectful. He pulled his shirt over his head. His eyes met mine. Genuine gratitude there.

		"Yeah... thanks."

		Tyler echoed. His face still red. His movements awkward.

		"Anytime boys. You know where to find me."

		My voice came out lazy. Satisfied. I stretched on the bed. My heavy tits rolled on my chest. Cum still leaked from my pussy onto the sheets.

		Jake grinned. His embarrassment fading. Replaced by that young confidence.

		"We'll definitely be back."

		Tom chuckled. Shook his head. Amused.

		"Come on. I'll walk you out."

		He headed for the door. The boys followed. Jake grabbed his shoes. Tyler looked back at me one more time. His eyes traveled over my naked body. Hungry. Already wanting more.

		Their footsteps faded down the hallway. Voices murmured. The front door opened. Closed.

		I lay there. Alone. My voluptuous body sprawled across the bed. Sweat cooling on my flushed skin. The smell of sex thick in the room.

		This was my life now. Two university boys fucking me in my suburban bedroom. Their cum inside me. Tom walking them out like he'd just hosted a dinner party.

		No shame. No hiding. Just honest desire and freedom.

		Footsteps returned. Tom appeared in the doorway again. He leaned against the frame. His eyes moved over me. Took in every detail.

		"They wore you out."

		"Mmm. Yeah. Young stamina."

		He walked to the bed. Sat on the edge. His hand found my thigh. Warm. Gentle.

		"You look happy."

		"I am. This is... perfect."

		His thumb traced circles on my pale skin. His touch familiar. Loving.

		"Good. That's all I want."

		I reached up. Found his hand. Squeezed.

		"Love you."

		"Love you too."

		He stood. Kissed my forehead. Then headed for the door.

		"Gonna clean up the kitchen. Take your time."

		The door closed behind him. Left me alone with the aftermath.

		I closed my eyes. Let my body sink into the mattress. My heavy tits settled on my chest. My thick thighs fell open. Cum leaked warm between my legs.

		This was integration. This was the new normal. My hotwife life fully realized. No more hiding in hotels or sneaking around. Just honest desire lived openly.

		In my home. In my bed. With my husband's full support.

		Perfect. Absolutely perfect.
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		She was a reformed wild girl. He was the one man who made her want to behave. Until he begged her not to.

		Julie isn't proud of everything in her past—but she's not ashamed, either. Before she met Kevin, her world was lust, power, and pleasure. Then came a man ten years older who made her feel seen, safe... tamed. Or so she thought.

		Years into their marriage, Kevin begins to ask questions. About her past. About the men. About the wild girl he suspects still lives inside her. What begins as pillow talk becomes something deeper—a raw, confessional journey into trust, temptation, and the unspoken desires they both crave.

		When Kevin reveals his ultimate fantasy, Julie faces the most daring choice of her life: bury the past, or bring it back to life—in front of the man she loves.

		Told in Julie's own voice—intimate, confessional, and achingly honest—The Night I Called My Husband is a bold, emotionally layered erotic romance about lust, love, and the power of giving your partner everything they never dared ask for.
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		Read more at Elyse McCormick’s site.
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		About the Author

		

		Elyse McCormick writes erotica that doesn't whisper, it moans and lingers. Born in Norway from a Norwegian mon and a Britisk dad, she mixes dry British humor with Nordic boldness, telling stories that push past the polite. By day she's a marketing director; by night, her search history would make you blush.

		Single by choice, fuelled by tea, whisky, and cold swims, Elyse writes for women who want it real and men who can handle a woman who takes what she wants. If you like your heat honest and filthy, you're in the right place.

		Read more at Elyse McCormick’s site.
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		About the Publisher

		

		At Strangelove, we believe passion knows no bounds. Specialising in bold, beautifully written erotic and romance fiction, Strangelove celebrates desire in all its forms — for every gender, every orientation, and every kink. Our books are crafted to ignite imaginations, break taboos, and offer unforgettable journeys into love, lust, and everything in between. Whether you're seeking tender romance, daring exploration, or unapologetic heat, you'll find a home — and a thrill — with Strangelove.

		Read more at Strangelove’s site.
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