

Chapter 1

I sat across from Nick at breakfast, stirring my coffee as he hunched over his laptop, the clack of keys slicing through our quiet kitchen. Tax season had him again, his sandy hair mussed from a rough night, glasses slipping down his nose. At thirty-six, he looked drained, a faint echo of the man I’d tangled with in bed years ago. “Are you working late again?” he asked, his voice tired but steady, eyes locked on the screen.

“Yeah, that model—Jalen,” I replied, my tone light, though my pulse ticked faster than usual. At thirty-four, I’d scratched out a name with my photography—portraits raw enough for galleries—and Jalen’s shoot had me restless, a heat simmering under my skin.

“Cool. Have a good one,” he said, fingers tapping, no lift in his voice. I waited, hoping he’d glance up, catch the way my lips parted, but he didn’t. His flannel stretched tight across his shoulders, and I wanted to slide my hand under it, feel his warmth, and pull him back to me. Instead, the silence thickened, cold and heavy. I sipped my coffee until it turned bitter, stood, and brushed past him—his arm firm but still under my touch. He didn’t turn.

Hours later, I stood in my home studio, tweaking the softbox until the light fell soft and even across the hardwood. The space was a mess—tripods propped against a peeling wall, cables coiled in tangles, a gray backdrop slung up with pins. I smoothed my black tank over my breasts, the fabric clinging tight, tracing the swell of my cleavage—pert and high, nipples hinting through when I moved. My jeans hugged my hips, the denim cupping my ass—round and firm, the kind that turned heads when I let it—and my thighs, strong from years of crouching for shots. I’d slipped into this outfit with intent, my dark hair spilling loose from a sloppy bun, framing my sharp cheekbones, my hazel eyes glinting with a hunger I couldn’t name. I caught myself in a lens as I passed—lips plump, skin flushed, a body begging to be seen. The clock read 2:57 p.m., and my fingers twitched. Jalen was due.

I’d booked him for my vulnerability series, his portfolio: a reel of sharp poses—nude shoots mostly, lean lines and bold confidence that hooked photographers like me. Nick lingered in my mind—his hunched form, his clipped words—but I pushed it down, focusing on the hum of the lights, the click of my camera waiting.

The doorbell chimed, and my heart thudded as I crossed our apartment—open-plan, modern, a mix of sleek counters and worn rugs—to let him in. I opened the door, and there he was: Jalen, lean and wiry, maybe six feet, his chestnut skin warm under the hall light. A faded green tee hung loose on his frame, jeans snug over long legs, a canvas tote slung over one shoulder. His grin flashed quick and boyish, a thin scar curling under his jaw catching the light.

“Hey, Kate,” he said, his voice bright with a lilt as he stepped inside. “Is it time to get creative?”

“Always,” I shot back, matching his smile, though my stomach flipped. He filled the room—his energy, his scent, faint and earthy—and my skin prickled under my tank, a heat I couldn’t shake.

He tossed his tote by the couch, glancing around my setup. “Sweet space. Where do you want me?”

“Over there,” I nodded to the backdrop. “It’s an underwear shoot—we’ll do a few warm-up shots first so we can get the feel.”

He laughed, sharp and light. “Sounds good, Kate. You’re in charge.”

My cheeks warmed, and I turned to my Canon EOS, screwing on a 50mm lens. I had to stay sharp—I was a pro. “Strip when you’re ready,” I called, adjusting the aperture—f/2.8, soft and close.

Fabric rustled behind me. I glanced up, and my breath snagged. Jalen tugged off his tee, baring a torso lean and taut—defined pecs, another thin scar curling under his right arm. He kicked off his sneakers, unzipped his jeans, and slid them down, all loose-limbed swagger. Then he stood there in black briefs, the fabric stretched tight, hugging him low. My eyes dropped—a bulge pressed against the cotton, thick and heavy, outlining him bold and clear. My mouth dried, and my heart kicked, a pulse throbbing between my thighs.

“Is this good?” he asked, hands loose, head tilted. His tone stayed breezy, but his hazel eyes sparked, holding mine too long.

“Perfect,” I said, keeping my voice steady despite the heat licking up my spine. I raised the camera, framed him—shoulders relaxed, hips cocked, that bulge a dark tease below. Click. The shutter bit. “Shift left,” I directed, stepping closer, my breasts brushing the edge of my tank. Click. “Chin up.” Click.

He moved smooth, all lanky grace, the briefs shifting with him, that bulge more pronounced as he turned. I circled, the lens catching the curve of his neck, the flex of his arms, the way the fabric clung to his thighs. But my gaze kept sliding down—I couldn’t unsee it, couldn’t stop the dampness spreading under my jeans. My nipples stiffened, straining against the thin fabric, and I swallowed, kept my eyes on the viewfinder. He caught me staring—grinned, quick and sly—then looked away.

“Do you have a vibe?” he asked, cutting through my haze as I adjusted a light, my hands shaky.

“Vulnerability,” I said, grabbing the lifeline. “Open, real. Like you’re letting someone in.”

He nodded, breathed out, softened his stance. “Does this work?” he asked, leaning forward slightly, the briefs pulling tighter, that bulge jutting out, heavy and tempting. Click. I snapped another, my voice dipping. “Yeah, it’s good.”

My phone buzzed—Nick: How’s it going? I ignored it, circled again, my hips swaying under the denim. “Lean back,” I said, bolder now. He did, hips shifting, the briefs outlining every inch—bigger than I’d guessed, impossible to ignore. Click. Click. A soft gasp slipped out, and his grin widened.

It buzzed again—Nick: Busy day here. Are you good? I muted it, heat climbing my neck, my breasts tingling under the tank. “Let’s try seated,” I suggested, pointing to the stool. “More relaxed.”

He strolled over, all casual ease, and sat, legs wide, elbows on his knees. I framed him—torso forward, hands loose, that bulge thrusting forward under the briefs. Click. My breath shallowed, a slick heat pooling low, my ass flexing as I shifted my stance. Nick’s hunched form flashed in my mind—months without sex, weeks without a real touch—and Jalen’s presence pressed in, sharp and alive.

“Is this right?” he asked, leaning back, his grin teasing as he spread his knees wider, the briefs stretching taut.

“Yeah,” I said, voice husky, snapping another, my breasts bouncing faintly as I moved. Click. My hands trembled, the camera heavy. I wanted to push—see more, feel the heat—but I held back.

My phone lit up—Nick: Home late. Hope it’s going well. Guilt sliced through, thin and sharp. His texts were soft, steady, but he felt miles away—lost to work, leaving me here, my body awake in a way it hadn’t been in too long. Jalen was close, real, a heat I couldn’t ignore.

“Are you okay?” Jalen asked, nodding at my phone as I set it back down.

“Yeah, just… husband stuff,” I said, quick, waving it off. “Let’s wrap up.”

He stretched, long and loose, then stood, all wiry grace. “Am I done for now?” he asked, hands sliding to his hips, framing that bulge.

“Perfect,” I said, forcing a smile. I shot a few more—his stance, his eyes—before I called it. Two hours down, shadows long, and I was flushed, restless with a want I couldn’t name.

“Good stuff,” he said, grabbing his clothes, dressing slowly—jeans hugging lean thighs, tee slipping over his frame. “Tomorrow, same time?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice thin, setting the camera down, my hands unsteady. “I’m gonna get to work on some edits.”

“Sweet,” he said, slinging his tote over his shoulder, flashing that grin, and heading out. The door clicked, and I dropped onto the stool, grabbing my camera. Thumbnails popped up: Jalen, sharp and real, that bulge stealing every frame. I lingered on one—his hips cocked, briefs tight—my breath short, my breasts heavy under the tank.

My phone glowed—Nick: Miss you. I let it sit, stared at those images, and felt the distance between us stretch wider. He was there, steady in his way, but Jalen’s heat clung to me, and my body hummed with it.

Chapter 2

I lay beside Nick in our bed, the sheets tangled around my waist, my eyes fixed on the ceiling’s faint cracks in the dim pre-dawn light. Sleep had eluded me, slipping through my grasp every time I drifted close. Jalen haunted my thoughts—his wiry build, that infectious grin, the way his briefs had cupped that bold, thick bulge. My nipples strained against the silky blue nightgown I’d slipped into last night, my curves restless beneath it, my bare thighs twitching under the hem. The clock blinked 4:12 a.m., three hours before Nick’s usual stir, and my skin buzzed with a restless heat.

Nick breathed slow beside me, his broad back a wall beneath the quilt, his dark blond hair a wild mop against the pillow. I’d shifted all night, my body coiled tight, and he hadn’t noticed. I eased my legs free, toes brushing the cool floor, and crept toward the edge. The boards creaked, and he stirred, voice thick with sleep. “Where are you going?”

“I can’t sleep,” I whispered, glancing back. “I’m heading to the office—might work a bit.”

“Alright,” he mumbled, rolling over, the quilt swallowing him again. I lingered, watching his steady rise and fall—close, yet so far—then padded out, the lie soft on my lips.

I slipped into my home office down the hall, the air sharp against my flustered skin. My laptop whirred awake, and I opened yesterday’s shots—Jalen, lean and vivid, that bulge commanding every frame. My chest tightened under the nightgown as I clicked to the one that’d snared me: his hips tilted, briefs stretched, outlining him thick and tempting. My breath quickened, and my hand slid down, dipping beneath the hem, fingers tracing the wet warmth between my thighs.

I circled my clit slow at first, teasing the swollen bud, imagining Jalen—his faint musk, the flex of his lean arms. My knees parted, nightgown bunching at my hips, and I pictured tugging those briefs down, freeing what waited. My fingers plunged deeper, slick and urgent, and I stifled a whimper, my free hand gripping the desk. The climax tore through me—my spine arched, a sharp gasp escaping, thighs quaking as pleasure pulsed hard and fast. I sagged back, panting, my skin prickling with aftershocks.

I shut the laptop, stumbled to the kitchen, and washed my hands under cold water, the chill snapping me alert. Back in bed, Nick didn’t budge as I slid beside him, and sleep claimed me quick, Jalen’s smirk trailing me under.

Later that day, I stood in my studio, the softbox humming, my nerves still humming too. I’d swapped yesterday’s tank for a fitted red blouse, my breasts pressing against the buttons, jeans traded for a denim skirt that grazed my thighs—tight, deliberate. Jalen arrived at three, his gray hoodie loose, dark cargos hugging his legs, that grin flashing as he stepped in. “Are we ready for more, Kate?” he asked, dropping his tote.

“Good to see you, Jalen,” I said, my voice catching, my curves tingling under the blouse as his hazel eyes met mine. The air sparked again—his vibe, my pull—and last night’s climax echoed in my bones.

“Underwear shoot?” he asked, already unzipping his hoodie.

“Yeah, start there,” I nodded, grabbing my Canon, my fingers unsteady. He shed the hoodie, kicked off his cargos, and stood in gray briefs—tight, low, the bulge pushing proud against the fabric. My throat knotted, and I framed him—shoulders easy, hips angled, that swell taunting me. Click. Click. My skirt clung to my ass as I moved, a flush creeping up my neck.

He shifted, grinned, and I snapped more—his taut chest, the scar under his arm, that bulge shifting with every pose. My blouse felt too tight, and I swallowed, bold with last night’s heat. “Let’s try nude shots,” I blurted. I didn’t know what was coming out of my mouth until the sentence was done, after which I had no choice but to commit.  “It’s your thing, right?”

He smirked, eyes glinting. “You got it, Kate.” He hooked his fingers in the briefs, slid them down, and stepped free, bare before me. My gaze dropped—his cock hung there, soft and thick, dark and weighty against his thighs. I froze, silently stunned, my pulse thudding low. It dwarfed Nick’s even soft, and the thought sent a jolt through me.

I lifted the camera, framed him—long legs, lean torso, that cock a quiet lure. Click. Click. My hands shook, and I circled, my skirt swaying, the lens feasting on him. The air thickened, and I pushed further, arousal spiking. “What about erect shots?” I asked, faking calm, though my voice rasped.

“Fine by me,” he said, locking eyes, smirking sharp. Then, without breaking eye contact, his cock twitched, swelled, rose fast—hardening into a towering shaft, veins bulging, head blunt and proud. I stared, flustered, my breath short—an enormous, straining beast, dark and unyielding. My blouse buttons strained, my arousal flaring, but I forced a steady hand. Click. Click.

“How do you do that?” I asked, voice wobbling, clinging to professionalism.

He shrugged, all easy swagger. “It’s a modeling trick. Focus and flex. Nothing special.”

Nothing special? My heart pounded, heat soaking my skirt. I snapped more—Click. Click.—his erection dominating the frame, my thighs slick. I lowered the camera, tried casual. “How… How long is it?”

“About ten and a half,” he said, smirking, leaning back.

“Bullshit,” I scoffed, pulse racing, hiding the fire. “No way.”

“Measure it then,” he teased, eyes dancing. “Prove me wrong.”

eMy breath hitched. I grabbed a yellow tape measure from my kit, fingers trembling as I knelt before him. His cock loomed, inches from my face, hot and rigid. I stretched the tape along it—eleven inches, a whisper over—and my core clenched, arousal dripping down my thighs. “Guess you’re close,” I said, voice faint, fighting the blaze inside.

“Told you,” he winked, still hard, bold as hell. I stayed there, kneeling, his shaft a breath away, and we talked. “Got a gig in Miami next week,” he said, grinning. “Beach shoot—should be chill.”

“Sounds fun,” I replied, my eyes drifting back to it, words thinning. “I’ve never been, I’ve heard it’s nice.”

“It’s alright, if you like plastic surgery and $30 cocktails.” he gazed down at me, clearly enjoying my inability to stop staring at his cock. “How’s the view down there?”

I didn’t move—couldn’t—his cock hovering, my skirt riding up as I shifted. My voice faltered, and I stared, silent, my lips parting, arousal cresting.

“I think you like what you see.” he teased, voice low, snapping me back.

A beat hung, my need peaking, and I broke. “Can I touch it?” I asked, barely audible.

“Go for it, Kate.” he grinned.

I reached out, my fingers curling around his shaft—scorching, solid, too thick to fully grip. I stroked slowly, feeling the heft, the smooth skin sliding under my palm, my thumb tracing the ridge beneath the head. My breath shuddered, and I leaned in, lips brushing the tip—warm, salty—before taking it in. It stretched my mouth wide, heavy on my tongue, and I sucked, a deep pull that sent fire racing through me. I’d never craved this—Nick was a chore, over fast—but Jalen’s size, the sheer bulk filling me, turned me feral. My tongue swirled the head, tasting him, then swirled down the underside, tracing every vein as I bobbed, spit spilling over my chin. My hand pumped the base, slick with drool, and I moaned low, the vibration rippling through him—his groan answered, raw and deep.

I sucked harder, lips stretched, my cheeks hollowing as I took him deeper, the head nudging my throat. My skirt bunched at my hips, ass flexing, thighs quaking as arousal soaked through—his cock owned me, its mass a drug, and I worshipped it, slurping loud, wet, desperate. My free hand clutched his thigh, nails digging in, and I rocked with him, lost in the act, my body screaming with want.

“I’m close,” he rasped, hips jerking, his hand grazing my hair.

I didn’t stop—sucked fiercer, tongue thrashing—and he came, a thick torrent bursting down my throat, hot and endless. With each rope of cum, his cock throbbed and swelled, stretching my throat impossibly taut. I gulped it down, swallowing wave after wave, my eyes stinging, a shudder wracking me as I drained him dry. I pulled off, gasping, spit dangling from my lips, my chest heaving under the blouse, my arousal a live wire.

“Fuck, Kate,” he said, boyish and smug, zipping up. “You’re wild. Ever done that for a shoot before?”

“No,” I panted, still kneeling, heat pulsing, remorse flickering. “First time. You?”

“A gentleman never kisses and tells,” he grinned, cocky as hell. “But you’re top tier.”

“Thanks,” I said, standing, legs shaky, wiping my mouth. Nick’s sleeping form flashed—distant, unaware—and guilt gnawed, faint but there. “That was… something.”

“Always is,” he winked, grabbing his tote. “Tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” I said, voice thin. He flashed that grin and left, the door clicking shut. I stood alone, his taste lingering, my body alive, my mind split.

Chapter 3

I woke to my phone’s buzz cutting through the Friday morning hush, the room still cloaked in soft gray light. Nick slept beside me, his broad frame sprawled under a worn navy tee, his chestnut hair a chaotic spill across the pillow. I’d collapsed after Jalen’s taste last night, but sleep had danced away, my body restless in a loose gray camisole and black panties, my curves aching beneath. The screen glowed—Jalen: Hey, gotta cancel today. Monday cool? Disappointment stabbed deep, remorse prickling my skin, arousal simmering beneath it all—his wiry charm, that massive cock still haunting me.

I glanced at Nick, his steady breathing a quiet barrier, and slipped out, toes brushing the hardwood. “Nick,” I murmured, nudging his arm, “how about a date night tonight?”

He stirred, eyes half-open, voice rough. “Work’s slamming me, Kate. Deadlines are tight.”

“Please?” I leaned in, my camisole dipping to tease the swell of my breasts, my tone honeyed. “We haven’t had a night in ages—just us.”

He rubbed his face, sighed, a small, weary smile stretching onto his face. “Alright, fine. Let’s do it.” He rolled out, tugging on jeans and a plaid button-down, and shuffled off to work, leaving me with my thoughts.

The day dragged—emails, edits, a cold coffee—but Jalen’s memory gripped me. His shaft filling my mouth, the hot flood I’d swallowed—I couldn’t escape it, my pulse racing, guilt gnawing, want pulsing. I paced in a green sundress, the hem flirting with my thighs, my mind a tangle of anxiety and heat.

Evening settled, and I sat in our dining room, twirling spaghetti aglio e olio, the garlic’s bite mingling with the wine’s crisp buzz. Nick faced me, his black polo snug across his chest, hair smoothed back, a third glass of Pinot Grigio tipping us both into a warm haze. We’d cooked side by side—his hands fumbling the pasta, mine slick with oil—and laughter had flowed, his eyes crinkling soft. It hit me: this was the sweetest we’d been in months, a glimpse of what we’d lost.

The chatter faded, and the wine loosened my tongue—too much, maybe. “Nick,” I started, tracing my glass’s rim, “do you remember saying once you’d be okay with us exploring sex outside of our relationship?”

He froze, glass hovering, jaw clenching. “Yeah,” he said, slowly, sipping to keep it light, “I remember. I remember it being an offhand thing I said years ago. Why bring it up now?”

I stumbled, a weak lie spilling out. “Just wondering—random thought. We don’t have to dig into it.”

He set his glass down, eyes sharpening, anger bubbling low. “Is this about that nude model—Jalen? The one you’ve been shooting?”

“No, it’s not connected,” I lied, staring at my plate, twisting pasta I wouldn’t eat. “He’s hot, sure, but it’s a coincidence.”

He leaned in, voice hardening. “Something’s off—why can’t you look at me?”

“It’s nothing,” I insisted, eyes flicking away, my lie thinning. “Just a dumb question.”

“Bullshit,” he snapped, quieter but firm, suppressing the edge. “I know you. You’ve been working with a super hot male model doing nude shoots all week—suddenly you’re asking about this? What’s going on?”

“I find him attractive,” I admitted, voice small, still dodging. “That’s it—no big deal.”

He searched my face, saw the guilt twitching in my jaw, the shift in my posture. “Kate,” he said, low and steady, “did something already happen? Tell me.”

I couldn’t hold his gaze, my fingers knotting, words failing. “I…” I stammered, no denial coming, my silence loud.

His face darkened, hurt slicing through. “You did, didn’t you? What the hell, Kate?”

“I messed up, Nick,” I blurted, half-confessing. “We’ve been so far apart—no dates, no sex, nothing. I’ve got needs—I shouldn’t have, but I was starving here.”

He shoved his chair back, not loud but sharp, his voice rising. “So it’s my fault? I’m killing myself at work—for us—but you’re bored? You’ve got needs? That’s your excuse?”

“You’re never here! And when you are here, you’re helping some hedge fund exploit obscure tax loopholes or organizing W4 forms.” I fired back, deflecting hard. “I feel alone all the time, Nick—months of nothing! I fucked up, yeah, but you checked out first.”

“Don’t put this on me,” he countered, eyes blazing, voice tight. “Work’s hell, I don’t have the free time that I once did, sure, but you made a choice—needs or not, you crossed a line. Own it.”

“I shouldn’t have,” I conceded, then doubled down, “but you left me no room! I’m not old, Nick—I can’t just sit on the sidelines.”

He glared, jaw working, then spat, cold and bitter. “Fine—do whatever you want. I don’t give a damn. Go to Jalen right now—fuck him for all I care.”

“I will,” I snapped, storming out, my sundress swirling as I snatched my phone. I texted Jalen—Can I come over?—and his reply pinged fast: an address, two minutes flat.

I punched his address into my Uber app, wine fuzzing my edges, anger and lust churning. His place was artsy—rough brick walls, mismatched chairs, paint-stained canvases—not as sleek as ours, but alive. He opened the door in a white tank and sweats, smirking. “Thought you were tied up,” I said, half-accusing, my voice edged.

“Guess I bent the truth,” he shrugged, grinning unrepentantly. “Sorry—not really. You’re here, though.”

His charm cracked me—that cocky spark—and I lunged, kissing him fiercely, lips colliding. He hauled me to his bedroom, a cozy nook with a low bed and dim lamp, and shoved me down, my dress rucking up. His fingers—long, deft—slid under my panties, teasing my clit with slow, taunting swirls, then pressed harder, rubbing tight, relentless circles. I gasped, hips jerking, and he dipped lower, two fingers slipping in, thick and sure, curling slowly against my walls, then faster, stretching me with a deep, twisting plunge. His strong arms held me in place as I moaned and bucked my hips against his fingers. My slickness coated him, my breath ragged, and he worked me—rhythmic, unyielding—until I broke, a jagged cry tearing free, my body convulsing, pleasure crashing through in sharp, shuddering waves that left me quaking. As I came down from my orgasm, he gently withdrew his fingers from my pussy. He held them in front of his own face first, proudly observing what a mess I’d made all over them. Then, he reached out to my flushed face, first gingerly wiping my own juices on my lips, then inserting his index and middle fingers into my mouth. I tasted myself on them, tasted my own passion and desire. I held eye contact and I sucked his fingers obediently, my pussy throbbing with anticipation.

“Please fuck me.” I took my mouth off his long fingers to beg him to take me. He smiled, said nothing, and stood back up off of the bed.

He stripped, unveiling that sculpted ebony frame, and his cock sprang free—eleven inches, rigid and proud, a dark totem of power. I gaped, awed, my body screaming for it. He climbed over me, placed the head of his cock at my pussy, and eased in slowly. His thick black shaft parted me with ease, a searing stretch that stole my air. “Tell me,” he growled, eyes locked on mine, “how much do you love this big black cock?”

“So much,” I moaned, voice raw, hips rocking to meet him. “I love it—God, it’s everything.”

“What do you love, Kate?” He wasn’t going to let me get away without saying it, he kept up a steady pace and locked eyes with me.

“I love your big black cock, I love it, I…” My head fell slack to the side as I fell deeper and deeper into the haze of pleasure.

He grinned, thrusting deeper, slow and deliberate. “Better than your husband?” he pressed, voice low, commanding.

“So much better,” I gasped, lost in it, Nick’s fumbling, distant touch a pale shadow. Jalen’s size owned me—Nick never reached these depths, never lit me like this. “You’re so big, you’re so deep, I—fuck, Jalen…”

“Harder,” I begged, and he gripped my hips, slammed in—deep, brutal, hitting a sweet, hidden curve inside that sparked fire. My legs clamped around him, nails clawing his shoulders, and he pounded—flesh slapping, his cock a relentless force, splitting me wide. My first orgasm erupted—my walls spasmed, a flood soaking us, a scream ripping out as I thrashed beneath him, his black shaft a marvel Nick could never match.

He didn’t stop, kept driving, and I begged—“More”—voice hoarse. He pulled out, flipped me over, and yanked me to my knees before a full-length mirror against the wall. I braced on all fours, my sundress bunched at my waist, and he slid in from behind—his thick black cock plunged deep, stretching me raw, the angle fierce and perfect. In the mirror, I saw us—my flushed face, lips swollen, breasts spilling free as the straps slipped; his dark, lean frame, muscles rippling, eyes burning into mine. “Tell me again,” he rasped, gripping my hips, thrusting hard, “how much better is this cock?”

“Fuck, Jalen,” I wailed, voice breaking, “it’s so much better—so big, so perfect… I need it… fuck!” He fucked me harder, his shaft pistoning, slamming that curve—deeper, wilder—and my second orgasm roared through. My body quaked, a primal howl bursting free, my reflection a blur of surrender as his size overtook me, every inch wrecking me. My pussy gripped, released, and gripped his cock over and over again as I came, and I could feel the stimulation trigger Jalen’s orgasm. His cock stiffened even more as his thrusts became more frantic, and I bit my bottom lip with pleasure and gripped his bedsheets as I felt his cock pulsate inside of me, dumping rope after rope of thick, hot cum deep inside of me.

He slowed, panting, and pulled out, leaving me sprawled, my dress a wreck, my thighs slick. “Fuck, Jalen,” I gasped, chest rising fast, my curves trembling.

“You’re hooked,” he grinned, smug and bright, tugging his sweats on. “Worth skipping today?”

“God, yes,” I said, sitting up, dizzy, arousal still pulsing, Nick’s hurt flashing faint but drowned by Jalen’s fire.

Chapter 4

I lingered at Jalen’s after he’d fucked me raw, sprawled on his bed, my green sundress a crumpled heap on the floor. We’d chatted—lazy talk about his Miami gig, my next shoot—his boyish grin flashing as he lounged in sweats, me tucked under his sheet. I spent the night, his warmth beside me, but we didn’t fuck again—just drifted off, my body spent, his scent clinging to my skin.

Saturday morning, I drove back to our apartment, the city stirring slowly around me. Nick was gone when I stepped inside, the silence stark and hollow. I stood in the living room—counters dulled by dust, rugs askew—and felt an emptiness I’d never noticed before. Anger at Nick smoldered, guilt for his pain gnawed, and Jalen’s cock—huge, thick, relentless—haunted me still. I tried to work, editing shots on my laptop in a white tank top and cotton panties, my curves spilling soft against the fabric. I tidied—dishes clattered, pillows straightened—but my mind raced, replaying his thrusts, my cries, the mirror’s blur.

Nick came home that afternoon, keys jangling as he stepped in. I lay in bed, scrolling my phone, the tank top riding up my tummy, panties stark against my skin. He paused, then climbed in beside me, his jeans and a faded green tee brushing the sheets. “Where’ve you been?” I asked, setting my phone down, my voice flat.

“Getting some work done at Java House, over in Crestwood,” he said, his tone muted, eyes flicking away. “Needed a breather.”

I nodded, and an awkward beat hung between us—his presence close, yet far. He shifted, cleared his throat. “Kate, I’m sorry,” he started, voice low, remorse threading through. “I’ve let us drift—work’s swallowed me, and I didn’t see it. I should’ve heard you out, not snapped like that.”

I softened, his words hitting true. “I’m sorry too,” I said, sincere, meeting his gaze. “For what I did, and for tossing that sex idea at you so clumsily at dinner. I didn’t mean for it to land like that.”

He nodded, accepting, but the air stayed heavy—we both knew where I’d slept. A pause stretched, then he asked quietly, “Did you go to Jalen’s last night?”

“Yeah,” I confirmed, voice steady, watching him.

He swallowed, eyes flickering, then pressed, sheepish. “Did you… have sex?”

I hesitated, not wanting to spark him, but nodded. “Yeah, we did,” I said, soft but honest. “You told me to go—I wasn’t trying to hurt you.”

He shifted, discomfort clear, but took it, voice tight. “I did say it—I know.” He struggled, then shyly asked, “How… how was it?”

I gauged him, careful but true. “Good,” I said, simple at first, then saw his eyes sharpen. “Really good,” I added, testing. “He’s… intense.”

He licked his lips, his breaths became audibly shallower. I looked down and saw him becoming erect under his pants. “Do you like hearing about it—me with him?”

His cheeks flushed, but he nodded, shy. “Yeah… I think I do.”

I smiled, heat stirring, and leaned closer, voice dropping. “It was wild, Nick. His cock is huge, thick, so big—it stretched me in ways I’d never felt. I came twice. I was screaming so loud I’m surprised his neighbors didn’t complain.” His bulge hardened, and I went on, graphic now. “He fingered me first—deep, fast—made me shake, then fucked me rough, hitting spots I didn’t know existed.”

He squirmed, his arousal plain, and stammered, “Can I… touch myself while you talk?”

“Of course, sweetie,” I smiled warmly, my own need flaring. He unzipped, freeing his cock—five inches, pale, slim—and stroked slow, eyes locked on me. I slid closer, voice husky. “The blowjob—God, Nick, his size filled my mouth, so heavy I could barely take it. I sucked him deep, swallowed every drop—I’ve never been turned on just giving head before, but with him, I was dripping. It’s like his cock woke me up.”

His hand moved faster, breath hitching, and he asked, shy but eager, “How much bigger is he than me?”

I grinned, enthusiasm spilling out, gentle but real. “Way bigger, like eleven inches, Nick. I measured it myself, tape in hand, and it’s thick—stretches me wide. You’re sweet, quick, but he’s… massive, hits deep where you don’t.” His eyes widened, a low groan escaping, his strokes frantic with arousal at the thought—me measuring Jalen, knowing his exact size. I slid my hand under my panties, fingers circling my clit, slickness coating me as I watched him. “He’s a beast next to you—raw, overpowering—Nick, you’d vanish beside him.”

We masturbated together, eyes locked, my voice weaving the fire. “He slid in slowly at first, then slammed deep—hit this curve inside, so full I lost it. I’d never felt that before—his cock fucked me senseless, two orgasms, shaking, screaming—you’ve never come close.” I rubbed faster, thighs parting, my tank top slipping to bare one breast, nipple taut. “The blowjob—Nick, I loved it, sucking that huge thing, tasting him—I was so wet just from that, that’s never happened with anyone else.” His breath caught, hand trembling, and he asked, raspy, “What else?”

“He flipped me over,” I purred, fingers plunging now, “fucked me hard in front of a mirror—his body flexing, my ass bouncing, his cock so deep it owned me. I came again—screaming—his size hit this spot, Nick, this deep pocket you’ll never touch.” Nick groaned loud, his cock twitching, and he came—a modest spurt, thin and quick, nothing like Jalen’s flood. The sight—his release, his hunger—sent me over; I arched, a sharp moan spilling out, my orgasm crashing hard, wet and fierce, thighs quaking beside him as I shuddered through it.

We collapsed, panting, and he pulled me close, cuddling tight. His lips found mine, a deep, hungry kiss—passionate, raw—and we melted into it, his arms firm, my curves soft against him. “I love you,” he whispered, voice rough, eyes warm.

“I love you too,” I murmured, my chest swelling, feeling him—us—in a way I’d lost for too long. Connected, alive, the distance scorched away in that shared flame.

Chapter 5

Monday evening draped my studio in a warm hush, the softbox humming as I poured three glasses of Merlot. Jalen leaned against my workbench, his navy blue tee loose over his wiry frame, dark jeans snug on his legs, that playful grin glinting. Nick perched on a stool, his gray sweater and khakis a touch stiff, sipping his wine with a tentative smile. I handed Jalen his glass, my teal blouse unbuttoned low, skirt swaying above my knees, the vibe loose and easy—underwear shots on the docket tonight, laughter bubbling up.

“So, Jalen,” Nick said, swirling his glass, “how’d you stumble into modeling?”

“Pure fluke,” Jalen chuckled, his voice bright. “Pal needed a stand-in for a shoot—next thing, I’m booking gigs. Beats lugging boxes any day.”

“Better benefits too,” I teased, winking at Nick, who grinned, shoulders easing.

“Fuck yeah,” Jalen said, raising his glass. “To good jobs and better nights.”

We clinked, and I snapped more shots—Jalen in gray briefs, his bulge pressing proud, Nick watching with a chuckle. “You’re a pro, Jalen,” I said, clicking away. “This is gold.”

“No kidding,” Nick quipped, and Jalen laughed, flexing a pose.

“Gotta keep the boss happy,” Jalen said, smirking at me. “Right, Kate?”

“Always,” I shot back, and we all laughed, the wine weaving a cozy thread between us.

I set my glass down, pulse ticking up. “Time for nude shots,” I announced, catching Nick’s eye. We shared a knowing smile—his shy, mine electric—and Jalen smirked, glancing between us, clearly clued in.

“Showtime,” he said, peeling off the briefs, standing bare. His cock hung soft—six inches, thick—against his chestnut skin, a quiet promise of more. I framed him—long legs, chiseled chest—praising, “God, Jalen, your body’s a fucking masterpiece—these poses are flawless.” Nick stared, eyes widening at Jalen’s sculpted form, that soft shaft a marvel against his dark thighs. I leaned close, voice low. “You haven’t seen anything yet, Nick. Jalen—show him your trick.”

Jalen laughed, a deep, easy rumble. “Watch this,” he said, and his cock twitched, swelled, rose fast—eleven inches, rigid, veins bulging, head broad and proud. Nick’s jaw dropped, stunned by the trick and the sheer size, a gasp slipping out as I snapped erect shots.

“Jesus, that’s massive,” I purred, camera clicking. “Your cock’s unreal, Jalen—pose it bold, let it shine.” I zoomed in, snapped a few more shots, then set the camera aside, stepping close, my fingers grazing his shaft—hot, pulsing, a beast under my touch. I stroked slow, fondled its girth, glancing back at Nick. He shifted, jeans tenting, his breath shallow, arousal spilling through despite his squirm.

“Come here, Nick,” I said, voice teasing. “Strip—let’s line you up, compare you side by side.”

He hesitated, then obliged, shyly shedding his sweater and khakis, standing naked beside Jalen. His cock—five inches, pale, slim—jutted hard, dwarfed by Jalen’s towering nine. Jalen stood proud, smirking, his chiseled muscle upstaging Nick’s softer build. I stepped back, drinking in the contrast—Jalen’s dark skin against Nick’s lighter tone, his sculpted frame next to Nick’s leaner one, his massive shaft beside Nick’s modest prick. “Fuck, this is hot,” I gushed, voice thick. “The colors, the bodies, the size difference—it’s driving me wild.”

I set my camera down and gripped them both, my right hand wrapping Jalen’s thick length—barely circling it—my left stroking Nick’s slimmer one, dual heat pulsing under my palms. I kissed Jalen first, slow and deep, his tongue tangling with mine, then Nick, tender but fierce, never releasing their cocks. They throbbed, rigid as iron, and I grabbed my camera, snapping shots—side-by-side pricks, Jalen’s dwarfing Nick’s, the contrast raw and stark.

I handed Nick the camera, stripping to a black lace bra and panties—my curves spilling out, nipples peeking through the sheer fabric, my ass round and taut. “Photograph me,” I said, kneeling before Jalen, taking his cock slow into my mouth. I savored it—lips parting wide, the head warm and heavy on my tongue, salt teasing my taste buds. I sucked deep, sensual, sliding down inch by inch, my tongue swirling lazy circles around the tip, then flattening along the shaft, spit glistening as I took him to my throat. My moans vibrated against him, low and needy, and I bobbed slow, savoring the stretch, the weight, my arousal soaking my panties. Nick fumbled, stroking himself as he clicked, and I pulled off, voice firm. “Focus, Nick—pictures only. Stop touching.”

He nodded, sheepish, and I resumed—sucking Jalen slower, deeper, my lips stretched taut, tongue tracing every ridge, spit dripping down my chin. I cupped his balls, heavy and warm, rolling them gently as I worked him, my throat relaxing to take more, gagging softly then pushing past. My arousal roared—his size, his taste, Nick’s gaze—I was dripping, thighs slick, lost in the act. Minutes dragged, Jalen’s groans rising, his hips twitching, and I sensed his edge.

I pulled off, breathless, spit stringing from my lips. “Bedroom—now,” I said, leading them in. I stripped my lingerie, climbed onto the bed—naked, flushed, my pussy glistening—and pointed Nick to a chair in the corner. “Sit. Watch. I’ll say when you can stroke.” He obeyed, hard as rock, eyes burning into me.

Jalen knelt between my thighs, his tongue flicking my clit—warm, wet, a teasing spark—then lapping slow, parting my folds with broad, lazy strokes. I gasped, hips lifting, and he pressed deeper, sucking gently, then harder, his lips sealing around me, tongue curling inside. My arousal spiked—his skill, his heat—and I looked up, Nick enthralled, his cock straining untouched, his gaze a fire that lit me up. My fingers gripped the sheets, pleasure coiling tight, and I came—a sharp, shuddering cry, my body bucking, a flood soaking Jalen’s mouth as he lapped me through it, my thighs trembling against his face.

He rose, cock raging, and slid into me—slow, sensual, kissing me deep, his lips soft, tongue probing mine. His thick shaft stretched me, a delicious burn, filling me inch by inch, and I moaned into his mouth, “Your big black cock feels so good—God, Jalen.” He thrust steady, deep, every stroke a caress, his hands roaming my curves—cupping my breasts, thumbs brushing my nipples. My arousal swelled—his size owning me, Nick’s eyes devouring us—and I came again, softer this time, a rolling wave, my walls fluttering, a gasp spilling free as I clung to Jalen’s shoulders.

I glanced at Nick. “Do you like this—watching me get stretched by his big black cock?” My voice purred, warm and teasing.

He nodded, voice choked. “Yeah… fuck, yeah,” he rasped, arousal strangling him.

I smiled, sweet and tender. “Stroke yourself now—but slow, don’t cum fast.” He did, hand trembling, pacing his five inches as Jalen fucked me, lips brushing mine, our rhythm lush and deep. I could hear how wet I was with each stroke of Jalen’s cock. I craned my head up to watch his huge cock enter and pull out of me, and I saw a thick white fluid from my pussy painting his dark shaft. I threw my head back and let out a guttural moan and I continued to cream all over his huge cock. I looked at Nick again and gazed serenely as he pumped his dick watching me be taken by a much larger man. He worked as hard as he could to not cum too fast, to honor my instruction. I remained in the blur of such a viscerally hot scene until my pussy began to tighten around Jalen’s cock again, and I melted into another orgasm as he steadily pumped my pussy.

Jalen flipped me into doggy, still sensual—his hands on my hips, thrusts deep and measured, kissing my neck, his breath hot on my skin. His cock slid slow, filling me full, and I caught Nick’s gaze—his hand deliberate, eyes rapt, the sight of Jalen’s dark shaft claiming me pushing my arousal to a fever. “Come here,” I beckoned, and Nick stumbled over, kneeling beside me. “Kiss me,” I said, and he did—deep, loving—as Jalen railed me, his cock a steady pulse. Love and lust collided—Nick’s lips, Jalen’s thrusts—and I came hard, a wail tearing free, my body shaking, pleasure crashing through as Nick held me, Jalen grounding me. My pussy gripped Jalen’s throbbing cock lovingly as he fucked me through my orgasm, and I almost cried tears of joy, overwhelmed by the feeling of the two men there with me.

Nick’s eyes widened—four orgasms, a marvel he’d never witnessed—and he couldn’t hold it, his modest load spilling onto the floor, a thin drip dwarfed by Jalen’s power. “I love you,” I gasped in awe, voice raw, and he stroked my hair, kissing me soft.

“I love you too,” he murmured as Jalen kept going. Soon, Jalen groaned, his climax rising, and he came—a huge, thick load flooding inside, hot and relentless, pulsing deep. He pulled out, and I collapsed, his cum dripping slow from my pussy, pooling beneath me, my body wrecked and glowing.

Nick kissed my forehead, slipped off for water, and Jalen grinned, wiping sweat. “This is insane, right?” he said, chuckling. “Fucking wild ride.”

“Yeah, this isn’t what I expected when I booked you, that’s for sure.” I chuckled, wiping the sweat from my brow on the bed sheet. “I’m glad it turned out this way, though.”

“Me too, make no mistake,” Jalen smirked, reclining onto the pile of pillows at the head of the bed.

Nick returned, handing us glasses, laughing soft. “You’re incredible, Jalen. This night has been amazing”

“Cheers to that,” I said, sipping, my thighs still slick. “To nights worth remembering.”

“Best shoot I’ve done,” Jalen winked. “Kate, you’re a genius—Nick, thanks for the water but I’d better get going. Good meeting you, man.”

“Got a hot date with another photographer, do you?” I teased, shoving him flirtatiously off the bed.

“Maybe. Maybe not. You’ll never know.” He flirted back. He dressed, grabbed his tote, and headed out, leaving us with a nod.

Nick crawled beside me, cuddling close, and we tangled together—his arms firm, my skin soft—until sleep claimed us, fused deeper than we’d been in ages.

Chapter 6

A month after Jalen’s last shoot, I stood beside Nick in the sleek, dimly lit expanse of the Carver Gallery, my heart thudding with a mix of pride and heat. The walls glowed with my work—Jalen’s shots: underwear poses, nude frames, erect stances—bold and bare, his six-inch soft cock stretching to nine hard in stark prints. It was my most successful showing yet, the crowd buzzing with praise—men nodding at the “bravery,” women gushing over the “authenticity” and “vulnerability.” I schmoozed in a plunging red gown, the fabric hugging my full breasts, skimming my hips, my thighs brushing beneath as I moved. Nick trailed me, sharp in a navy blazer and slacks, his chestnut hair smoothed back, hiding an erection all night—I’d caught him shifting, adjusting, his arousal a quiet hum beneath his smile.

I kept it professional, thanking a wiry critic in a tweed suit. “Stunning work, Kate—fearless,” he said, adjusting his glasses. “The rawness really shines.”

“Thanks,” I replied, my voice smooth, though my skin prickled—Jalen’s huge cock on display, Nick’s gaze burning beside me, my thong damp beneath the gown. A trio of women approached—mid-30s, wine glasses in hand—one with sleek blonde hair beaming. “These are incredible,” she said, gesturing to an erect shot. “So real—and, God, he’s gorgeous. That size—wow.”

I smiled, sly but subtle. “He’s a natural—hard to ignore,” I said, heat curling low as her friends nodded, eyes glinting. “It’s hot, right?” I added, voice low, and they giggled, agreeing—genuine art talk laced with lust.

The night wore on, praise piling high—my chest swelled with success, my body with want. As the crowd thinned, Nick and I slipped out to our car in the dark lot, the air cool against my flushed skin. We hopped in—me behind the wheel, him shotgun—and I grinned, starting the engine. “Hell of a night,” I said, glancing over. “Everyone loved it—you okay?”

“Yeah,” he said, voice tight, a crooked smile breaking. “Fucking wild—those shots killed it.”

I laughed, teasing. “You’ve been hard all night, Nick—don’t think I didn’t notice you hiding it.” His cheeks flushed, and I leaned closer, voice dropping. “I was soaked too—thrilling, huh? All those eyes on Jalen’s cock?”

“God, yeah,” he admitted, shifting, his slacks tenting obvious now. “So hot—everyone saw it.”

I reached over, unzipped him slow, freeing his cock—five inches, pale, slim, rock-hard under my fingers. “Tell me,” I purred, stroking steady, “how’d it feel—knowing they all saw him? That huge thing?”

“Fucking insane,” he groaned, hips twitching as my hand slid—smooth, firm—his shaft warm in my grip. “Those women—drooling over it—Jesus, Kate, it’s so sexy.”

“It is,” I said, stroking faster, my own arousal spiking—my thong clinging wet, nipples tight under the gown. “Jalen’s cock—huge, thick—everyone knew I shot it. Hot as hell.”

A sharp knock hit the driver’s window, and I whipped around, heart lurching—one hand still on Nick’s cock. An older woman—60s, silver hair, wine-flushed cheeks—motioned me to roll it down. I froze, thinking she’d caught us, but her eyes sparkled, oblivious in the dark. I cranked the window, keeping my hand steady—Nick’s cock pulsing, my grip hidden—and smiled, casual. “Hey there,” I said, voice even.

“Kate, right?” she chirped, tipsy, leaning in. “I’m Evelyn—loved your show! That photoset—my God, so bold, so real. You’ve got an eye.”

“Thanks, Evelyn,” I said, my thumb brushing Nick’s tip—slick with precum—as he stifled a groan. “Means a lot.”

“Oh, and that model—Jalen?” she gushed, swaying slightly. “Gorgeous—so charming, even in stills. And that body—those muscles! And, well—” she giggled, lowering her voice, “his penis—good lord, what a sight! Huge, perfect—takes guts to show that.”

I grinned, stroking Nick slow—his shaft twitching, his breath ragged—and nodded. “He’s a stunner—hard to miss, right? That size—pretty damn hot.”

“Hot doesn’t cover it!” Evelyn laughed, oblivious. “You’re brave, Nick—most men would be green with envy, their wife working with a model like that. Takes a big heart.”

Nick cleared his throat, voice strained. “I trust Kate—she’s killing it,” he managed, fighting the moan as my fingers slid—steady, tight—his cock throbbing under my touch.

“Sweet man,” Evelyn beamed. “Well, lovely meeting you both—Kate, you’re a genius. Good night!” She waved, tottering off.

I rolled the window up, smirking at Nick, resuming the handjob—faster now, my grip firm, twisting slick around his head. “Fuck, Nick,” I teased, “she had no idea—gushing about Jalen while I jerked you off. How’s that feel?”

“So good,” he groaned, hips bucking, my hand pumping—wet, relentless. “Her talking about his cock—huge, hot—Jesus, Kate, I’m close.”

“Cum for me,” I purred, stroking hard, my own arousal flooding—thighs slick, pussy aching. “All those women wanted it—Jalen’s massive, sexy as fuck—and you loved it.” His cock pulsed, and he came—a modest spurt, warm in my palm, thin compared to Jalen’s flood—his groan low, body shuddering.

I marveled, wiping my hand on a tissue from the glovebox, my skin buzzing. “What a night,” I said, voice thick. “God, Nick, we’re unstoppable.”

“Yeah,” he panted, zipping up, grinning dazed. “Fucking unreal—let’s get home.”

I drove, the city lights blurring, our connection electric—his trust, my thrill, our love, a wildfire stoked by that gallery glow. We pulled in, stepped inside, and crashed together—tangled, whole, the end of one frame, the start of us forever.

__________________________________________
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