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1

Gene slipped his hand around my lower back and pulled me up on his leg so fast and  unexpectedly, my legs spread around his thigh involuntarily, or I would have fallen off my high black platform ankle boots. My crimson satin slip dress rode up my hips so high, I didn’t want to look to see how I might have been exposed.
Not that anyone would see. The dance-floor at Jammers was so crammed it felt like we were all one body bouncing together in time to the mesmerizing rhythmic beat. I couldn’t even see my husband Gene anymore, it was so dark and flashing and loud and crowded.
I was uncomfortable. But it was a different kind of uncomfortable. I felt the top of Kent’s toned and flexing thigh between my legs, bouncing me like a girl riding horsey on a lap. Only I was 29 and married, and Gene was no uncle, but my husband’s friend from hockey. And it definitely wasn’t horsey we were playing . . . .
I didn’t push myself away from him, either. Instead, I felt the throbbing music go deep inside me and I hung my head back, I draped my hands around his neck, and I couldn’t make myself stop smiling. I wondered what Kent would think, finding me like that, hanging upside-down from his friend with my groin grinding his leg.
I shifted us further away and deeper into the mass of heaving bodies. I wasn’t ready to stop whatever was happening just yet, even though it was going places it should never be allowed to go. Not just yet, I thought.
I was feeling delirious and free. I felt like I could do anything out there — no one was looking, no one could see. Gene spun me around and pulled me back into his chest expertly. The man could dance. There was nothing I could do but let myself go and put my body in his hands.
And in his hands he most definitely took me. He manhandled me. His hand took me by my ribs high up enough that the heel of his palm was plainly pushing against the side of my breast. He either didn’t realize he was touching me there, he didn’t care, or — given how he looked at me — he wanted to.
I knew I was supposed to move away from his hand or move his hand away from me. A husband’s friend should not be trying to grope a wife’s boob!
And a wife should not be allowing him to. Or liking it, if I was going to be honest. But I did.
He moved me around so fast I didn’t have a chance to react to each new position he put me in. He turned me again and pressed the whole front of his body — and I mean everything! — against the whole back of my body, and he gripped the front of my hips and pulled me hard back into his groin.
I seized his wrists in my hands and dug my nails into his skin and pushed back but he was too strong. In any event, all I really did was push his grip further down onto the top of the front of my thighs. His fingers pushed into the sides of my lower abdomen. It was where no non-husband hands should ever go. And it was extremely sensitive on me there.
I struggled to pull away and twist around but he leaned his face through my hair and nuzzled his mouth against my neck from behind. That’s another weakness for sure, and I quickly reached up and back over my head to grip the hair on the back of his head and pull it. I wanted to stop him. But in doing so, I arched my back and stuck my ass out backward — and harder into his pelvis.
His boner was plainly obvious. Things went louder and the bass went harder and the beat drove deeper into my bones. He moved his hands around the front of my hips and he made me squeal and throw myself forward at my waist so far my beach blonde waves nearly swept the floor. I tried to hide where he was touching me. He must have known that he was touching the front of my panties. I hung over and tried to breathe.
I looked back over my bent body from underneath. I didn’t realize his hands had moved under the hem of my dress. On the one hand, that hid where he was touching me — my dress had fallen back over his hands. But on the other hand, my husband’s friend was massaging the front of my panties on a dance floor in the middle of a crowd of people with my husband somewhere out there in the shadows at our table.
I pushed my ass against his obvious boner and rubbed it back and forth over him, and up and down, too. I was losing control, I was losing restraint, and I was losing my identity. I reached behind myself on the excuse that I needed to push his groin away from my ass, but I only, in truth, grabbed him through his pants and massaged that long hard thing I’d grown in him. If I was guilty, so was he, I thought. I wasn’t all my fault! I was pretty sure he was no more likely to tell my husband what had been going on than I would be.
He slipped his fingers under the waist of my panties and I shrieked but no one heard. He was making me shake and squirm and I needed to make him stop touching me like that down there. All I could think to do was push my hand down the front of his pants. I found myself under his shorts too, not meaning to go that deep. But his cock struck me with how hot it felt. And hard. It made me want to stroke him . . . . to be good to him in the baddest way.
I swayed and danced against him like that and closed my eyes and squirmed and writhed my body pushing my fingers up and down over his strengthening erection. He found my pussy lips under my panties and I was shocked at how wet I was. I didn’t stop him though. I was breathing hard and shaking and nervous and trapped. I peaked out one of eyes. It was amazing what was going on — he and I were being about as intimate as I’d ever been with any man other than my husband, and yet, even though we were constantly bombarded by other couples gyrating and humping each other, no one could tell the state he was putting me in, where he was touching me, or where and how I was touching him back. I felt increasingly wild.
It was the beat of the music that started it deep inside me. He rubbed me with some magical combination of lightness and slowness that wouldn’t let me climb down. I squeezed his cock as hard as I could to tell him that he’d better stop. But it was all so relentless. I spread my legs wider on the floor and arched my back deeper. I tried to twist around to tell him I couldn’t take it anymore, but all I did was find his mouth with my mouth. I spread my legs widely and kissed him hard over my shoulder and pumped my fist over his cock and gyrated my pussy on his hand.
Other people including my husband might have been able to see it. But I was too far gone to care. I felt it first in my feet. The rush of jangling nerves seized me in the extremities of all my limbs and the storm compounded and concentrated up my limbs and into my torso . . .  and then down into my pelvis.
I tried to say to him to stop but we were necking and I only moaned harshly inside our joined mouths. I scrunched down in my hips and his arms held me so tight around my body he held my up or I would have puddled on the floor. Everything came to a point in my centre and I blinked black before light and warmth and music exploded throughout my whole body. I inhaled a deep and loud gasp like someone coming up from drowning and I rolled my head back and stuck my chest out. I grinded my ass backward hard into his dick and I dropped my mouth wide open and exhaled as loud as I ever wanted to.
Having turned to jelly and held up on the front of Gene’s body like some rag doll, I tentatively opened my eyes again. Nearby people glanced away and smirked. I was so embarrassed! Gene kissed me and I twisted around and hid myself against him, burying my face in his neck. He wrapped his big arms around me, covering me, hiding me. I bit his ear and said, “You made me cum!”
He just snickered.
“Not funny!” I said. “Don’t tell?” I added in his ear, and I pushed my body against his body and mashed my pelvis into his groin. I had never been so sexually aroused in my life. And it wasn’t exactly subsiding either, orgasm or not.
We threaded our way through the pulsating throng and back to our table, Gene holding my hand all the way until we came in view of my husband. I curled up in my place in the middle of the red leather high-back booth seat and tried to hide.
“Couldn’t even see you!” Kent shouted. “Thought you were going to stay on the periphery!”
“Yeah,” I shrugged at him and ducked my face back down to the straw in my drink and sucked with my eyes clenched shut. “I thought I was going to, as well,” I murmured far too quietly for him to hear.
“She can dance, that wife of mine!” Kent shouted at Gene.
“She’s a fucking hottie out there on the dance floor!” he said back to him.
I couldn’t believe what he said and I spun my face up at him and glared my bulging eyes in secret to him but I also grinned. I’m not a hottie! I reached my hand under the table and twisted my finger and thumb in his pants and pinched his thigh.
“When she’s able to let loose, that is,” my husband said, grinning madly at his friend.
I glanced at my husband on my other side and snorted a puff of air out my nose. It was his idea to go downtown to his friend’s condo, hit some clubs, hang out, and spend the night (on his pull-out couch). I was too nervous about applying for a promotion I was perfect for — the kind of men I’d be dealing with scared me.
“They sound exactly like my friend Gene!” my husband said. “You remember him don’t you?” he nudged me.
“Uh huh,” I nodded. He played hockey with him. I’d met him a couple of times for post-game drinks. He made me nervous for a whole other reason. The chemistry was stupidly instant.
“You could practice with him!” my husband said.
“Practice what, exactly?” I said to him.
“Being around him, getting used to men like him,” my husband said. “Maybe he can help you relax and not be so scared.”
I didn’t like the idea. I’d never been a clubbing kind of girl and barely even knew what they were like. But Kent insisted and set it all up. He even made me pack the sexy red satin slip dress we bought on a lark on a holiday in Mexico. I’d never worn it since modelling it for my husband in the privacy of our hotel room. I wouldn’t even wear it on our way downtown and only reluctantly agreed to put it on when we were virtually going out the door to the clubs Gene lived above.
The reason I didn’t want to do the night out at all was because those type of men, and Gene in particular, didn’t just scare me. They attracted me in a sort of dance-with-danger sort of way. I was scared of myself as much as I was scared of them. I couldn’t make Kent understand that though. It was difficult to be explicit with what I meant by “scared.” He just blindly thought I needed to be around that kind of man more, close up, so to speak. But I knew that that was the last thing I needed.
“Hey!” Gene said, and he nudged his head toward the throng on the floor again.
I couldn’t believe he was suggesting we go back out there, after what happened the first time.
“No,” I rolled my eyes at him. He knew what happened. He did it to me!
“Go!” my husband bumped his elbow into my back.
I spun around to him and glared at him. I couldn’t tell him why it was a bad idea. He thought I was just being scared of big men again.
“Get out there!” he grinned. “It’s good for you!”
“I don’t think so,” I said.
Gene pulled me by the wrist. My husband pushed my hips across the leather seat. “Don’t make me!” I said to him but I also grinned. You know that thing where you say you don’t want to do something but inside you really do? Yeah.
“Let’s go!” Gene said with a wide smile down at me. He was gyrating his hips into the edge of our table.
I covered my eyes with my shading hand and looked over my shoulder at my husband. He didn’t seem to notice or care that his friend was shoving his hips virtually into my face.
“One more at least!” Kent nodded at me.
Gene turned and pulled my hand behind him. He would have dragged me on my ass out there if I didn’t spin around and get on my feet. I looked over my shoulder as I scurried in black velvet spike heel boots to catch up to his friend. My husband just grinned stupidly and waved.
Gene pulled me right through the writhing mass of bodies and into the middle of it. I looked up at him and pleaded with my eyes to not do it to me again. But he laughed and placed his hands on my hips and started it, twisting me side to side in front of him.
I looked back toward our table but it was impossible to see with the lights and the crowd. Fuck, I thought. I’m trying here!
Gene pulled me against his body and I lifted my arms and draped them around the back of his neck. He continued to pull and twist my hips and I let him — I stopped resisting him. He brushed my hips and pelvis against his hips and pelvis, and I glanced again toward where my husband would be.
I fought it mentally, but my body had remained as tuned in and turned on as it was from the last dance. I slowly turned my face back to Gene’s neck and I couldn’t stop myself form kissing it. He didn’t need to swivel my hips back and forth against his body anymore, my body was fully willing to do it without his assistance.
This time he didn’t press on my spot with his finger. He pressed on it with his bulge. I spread my legs around his hips and pushed against him and curled my spine in and out to rub my hips up and down over him. He was turning me into one of those girls who humps the guy on the dance floor and I couldn’t help it. He wrapped his hands around my ass and parted my cheeks and squeezed me and yanked me harder against his obviously raging hard cock.
I pushed my face up his neck and bit his ear. I should have said, “No thank you,” or “Enough,” or “I’m married.” Even a simple “Stop,” would have sufficed. But I didn’t say anything. I only groaned, and when he kept touching me there with his thing, I couldn’t stop little high-pitched gasping inhalations breathed against his ear. The bastard was going to make me cum again and he knew it!
I darted away from him and yanked him by the wrist to make him follow me. I took him down the dark hallway to the bathrooms. We needed to talk.
We went into a stall together. I put my hands on my hips. “Look!” I said. “You can’t do that to me!”
He just grinned and bent down to kiss me and stroke the back of my neck.
“I mean it!” I said, but I also pulled my hair around my shoulder and let him kiss my neck, too.
He pulled my hand to his crotch and I couldn’t stop turning my palm forward and feeling him — feeling the hardness, the power, the heat of it.
“This is not helping,” I said and I had to snicker too. The door was locked, I checked over his shoulder.
He undid his pants and opened them and tugged down his shorts.
“Gene!” I pleaded with him.
“Just a little kiss,” he said.
I gaped and twisted around sideways I was so appalled. I stroked it because I thought maybe that might calm him down. “I hardly think so!” I said to him.
But he just grinned as men like him do, and he pushed down on my shoulders. I pulled his cock and lightly scratched my fingernails up and down over its velvety skin and I shook in my insides.
“A little bit,” he said with a smirk.
I raised myself on my toes and held his head to say in his ear something I regret. “Not here,” I whispered, and I licked his ear in a way that made sure he knew what I was promising.
He took me back out of the washroom, down the hall, through the crowed of dancers, and right to our table, holding my hand this time all the way.
“You want to go?” he said to Kent.
I couldn’t believe how obvious he was being. I glared at him in private with my head turned sideways away from Kent’s. I tried to pull my hand away but he held me tight, right in front of Kent. But I said what I said and he looked like he was going to hold me to it. Under the table and out of sight of my stupidly grinning husband, he clutched my thigh below my dress.
I carefully reached under the table too and wrapped my hand around his wrist and pushed it down my leg and looked at my husband. “What do you think? Are you ready?” I said. I didn’t pull him off me.
“Question is if you’re ready,” he said.
Gene resisted my pressure and moved his hand further up my thigh and under the edge of my dress. I kept my eyes on my husband’s eyes and struggled to keep my face expressionless. I tried to peel one of his fingers back to hurt him but he pushed his hand further up my leg until his fingers were bumping the front of my panties.
Getting out of there, even if it meant something worse, possibly, seemed prudent before Gene found my spot again and made me do something right beside my husband.
“I’ve had enough!” I said to him and I smiled and nodded to make sure he knew that it was time to go. I turned to Gene. I held his eyes with mine and showed him just how stony-faced I could be. He rubbed his thumb over and back the front of my panties.
“What do you think, time to go?” I said to him. Both my fists scrunched around his wrist and my nails dug into his skin. It was like I was holding a giant sex toy against myself. And felt like it too.
“Let’s get out of here,” he said finally and we piled out.
It was two blocks back to his condo. Gene kept me on his other side and walked between my husband and me. He wrapped his arm around my back and held me by my hip. I glared my eyes at him but he ignored me. If anyone was walking toward us they would be sure that I was Gene’s girlfriend instead of Kent’s wife. He even dropped his hand down my back and squeezed my ass without my husband noticing.
I reached behind myself and slapped his hand gently enough my husband wouldn’t notice it either, and when he didn’t stop squeezing me, I squeezed his ass harder to teach him a lesson.
Nothing. He only turned to me and with his mouth too close to my mouth, he said “Right?” with a grin.
I hadn’t been paying attention to what they were saying so I just nodded and said “Yeah.” I leaned over and twisted sideways to see Kent and try to pick up what they were talking about and what I’d agreed to. But it also allowed me to monitor him and slide my hand down inside the back of Gene’s pants. I pinched him hard on the ass!
He turned to me quickly. “That’s good!” he said. I dropped my jaw and looked away.
“What’s good?” my husband said, grinning.
“You’re wife’s a sneaky little vixen!” Gene said.
I was appalled and yanked my hand out and crossed my arms over my chest and walked apart from them. I wasn’t so much trying to stop him as I was needing to stop myself.
We pulled the bed out of the couch in his living room and laughed and shrieked trying to make it up. Gene kept tickling me and Kent did nothing about it. Nothing was settling down inside me. If anything, I was getting worse — he wouldn’t stop manhandling me and tickling me and teasing me.
“I don’t think I’m quite ready to go to bed yet,” Gene said.
My husband was already lying down under the blanket. “Well, I’m done,” he said. “I’m going to be out in like five minutes.”
“It’s true,” I snorted at Gene. “He goes out fast and he goes out deep.” I looked down at my husband on the floor.
“Night cap on the patio?” Gene suggested.
I shut my eyes and inhaled. Not this again, I thought. “Yeah, no,” I said, “I’m pretty bushed.” I wasn’t tired at all.
“Go and have a drink,” my husband said.
“Cool down out there,” Gene said with an encouraging tilt of his head and he raised his eyebrows.
I stared at him and curled my lips between my teeth. He kept smiling like the little devil he was. I didn’t want to go out on the patio alone with him. I knew what was going to happen.
“I’ll shut the patio curtains,” Gene said to my husband. “Keep the light down.”
I looked at Gene and shook my head and couldn’t stop a grin from spreading over my face. He was being so obvious I couldn’t believe it.
“Coming out?” he said with that shit-eating grin of his. He knew I was going to come out. He was all expectation, wasn’t he.
“Get me something to drink,” I said.
He came back with wine and two glasses and held it up for my approval.
I just stared at him and refused to look at the bottle. “Turn the lights off out there,” I said to him, and I inhaled so deeply I could see my chest rise up under me. Why not just come right out and tell my husband what you’re going to do to his wife?
“Of course,” he grinned, and he took my hand in his — again, right in front of my Kent — and he took me out the patio doors behind him.
I checked over my shoulder before the curtain closed behind us. My husband looked like he was already half way gone.
The patio was beautiful. He had great furniture and a fire-pit table that he set low. He sat down and pulled me down beside him and I pulled up my legs and folded them under me and leaned against his body and stared into the fire. He wrapped his arm around my back and rubbed my arm. I rested my cheek on his chest and my hand on his stomach.
He was suddenly tender to me. I thought he was going to push me and attack me, but instead we sipped wine quietly, stared at the city at night around us and listened to the downtown bar and club noise, and we cuddled. I didn’t know he had that mode. He wasn’t trying anything with me.
I turned and looked up at him from under his chin. I meant to see what he was looking at but his eyes were closed. He wasn’t sleeping — his hand slowly and lightly brushed up and down my arm. It felt good. He looked beautiful and vulnerable, too, so I stretched my neck up and touched my lips to his. It was like he was expecting me to. He took my face in his hand and retuned the kiss and held me there for more. We made out like that, necking forever.
“That was fun, out dancing with you,” he murmured quietly as though it was purely innocent.
I looked around from my vantage point resting my cheek on his chest wondering what word I would use, because “fun” didn’t seem to capture for me what it was dancing with him at the club.
“You certainly have interesting moves out there,” I cooed to him and I snorted and dropped my mouth open with a big smile.
“I’m not sure who was leading and who was following, to be honest,” he said.
I gasped and slapped his stomach. “As if!” I said to him, and I pushed my cheek into his body and slid down further on him. I peeked around his side to see if the door or curtains were open at all. They weren’t but I thought we should still be super quiet. I pushed my face up to his ear and said, “You shouldn’t have done that, you know.” I licked his ear and peeked again over his shoulder as my hand popped the button on his pants and I drew his fly down.
“No harm, no foul,” he said.
“Not yet!” I said, and I pulled his cock out from under his pants and shorts. I buried my mouth on his mouth and rubbed my thumb over the head of his cock. I moaned but I didn’t mean to. I knew he was expecting it. And I guess, being polite at home, maybe he deserved it.
“Everything you can do, I can do better,” he said.
I grinned and squeezed his cock in my hand.”What’s that supposed to mean?” I said. Just to tease him, I dropped my face down in his lap and pushed my freshly-done lips over the head of his cock. I was feeling frisky. I was feeling wild the whole time in fact. Nothing was cooling down. I pulled off knowing I had surprised him and I put my face right in front of his and I smiled like the bad girl I was, with him, and I bit my lip.
“After you suck me off, I’m going to lick you sitting under you as you lean over that railing,” he nodded forward, “with nothing on.”
I snorted and ducked down and looked over my shoulder at the railing he meant. It was glass. He was four floors up. People were all over the sidewalk and street below us. There were buildings rising up all around us. The thought of it made me involuntarily squeeze his cock and shudder.
“Maybe you can dream about doing that,” I said, and I dropped back down in his lap and slowly, lightly, opened my mouth around more of his cock, before pulling up again with my lips tight. “But pretty sure that’s not going to happen.”
He pushed his hand into my cheek and I closed my eyes and nuzzled his palm like a cat. He pushed it roughly around the back of my head and tugged my hair and I purred for him. He pushed me and I moaned too loud for a girl whose husband was ten feet and one pane of glass away. I tried to take him in my mouth all the way.
He pulled me by the hair back up and off him even though I struggled to keep my mouth over his cock. Into my ear, he said, “And I’m going to make you cum again with my tongue this time,” he said.
I shivered and I groaned too loud again. I pumped his cock in my hand with no rhythm. He was throwing me off!  “Hot as that sounds,” I said, “I’m afraid I can’t let you do that,” I said and I corkscrewed my face down o his cock and sucked him off the best I ever learned how.
He just snickered. He made me want to get really good at it. He made me want to blow his mind with what I could do for him.
He pushed the tiny straps of my dress off my shoulders and I tried to slip them back up but he pulled them down again.
I pulled off his cock and sat up to face him, tugging on it. I had to. “Nooo,” I said sternly to him.
But he was that kind of man. Insistent. Confident. Overpowering, and I don’t mean physically, but he had that too. He pulled the straps and the front of my dress came down my body. I stared at him trying to warn him with my expression but he lifted my dress and kept pulling it. I had to rock on my hips to let it come out from under me because he wouldn’t stop. I kept staring at him to show my disappointment in him, even as he lifted it up and off my body and laid it on the patio couch beside us.
“I don’t know what you’re trying to prove,” I said, and I ducked down sucked him more. He ran his hands over my naked body — naked but for my bra and panties.
“You like it,” he said.
I bit his cock and he flinched and I chuckled. I sucked him good with my tongue swirling around his cock inside my mouth to show him I was sorry for hurting him.
He easily, quickly, unclasped my bra. The cups went slack and I squealed and burst up in front of him and kissed his mouth deeply.
“Stop it!” I laughed, and I tried to fit my bra back on, but he tugged again and it came off. I looked around. It was dim enough with just the fire at a low curl, but still. We were outside downtown and he had me down to my panties.
“Suck me,” he said, and though I’m not the kind of girl who responds to that sort of thing, I dropped my mouth around his cock and pumped him with my fist and lips with a kind of vigour and enthusiasm I normally fake, sort of, with my husband. But I wasn’t faking anything with Gene. I guess that’s what I meant when I tried to warn my husband that its dangerous for me around him.
He tugged at the waist of my panties and I tried to come up from his lap to tell him not to, but he simultaneously pushed my head from the top and drove his hips up to bury his cock deeper in my mouth. It made me shudder and become even more wet if that was possible. I was torn. I didn’t like being treated like that. My head said he shouldn’t treat me that way, but my body was taking over, and it seemed to have a different opinion. He made me suck on him harder when he did that. He made my hips buck.
I moaned my disapproval. He pushed my panties over my ass and I reached with one hand and then the other, switching off pumping his cock in my mouth, trying to fight him off, but he got them down further and further the more I kicked and struggled with my legs. They stretched between my thighs and I groaned loudly with his cock in my mouth, but he wasn’t listening. He pulled them down and off me and I felt the coolness of nakedness outside at night all over my body including parts that are never uncovered outside.
The truth was, though I didn’t want to tell him, was that he made me feel sexier than I’d ever felt in my life. He made me feel sensual, lithe and bodily. He made me feel like a sex object. I wanted to pout about it, to whine about it. But it only made me groan deeper and longer and louder.
I pulled up off his cock and glared around us. I was exposed completely. I wasn’t supposed to feel aroused, I was supposed to get dressed, go inside, and get in bed with my husband. But he was making me feel far too hot and bothered for that. “Somebody needs to be taught a lesson,” I said to him, and I squirmed my body over his, dropped myself onto the soft floor of his patio, and squeezed my naked body between his knees.
I went down on him the way I do when I want my husband to cum. I pumped him hard with fist and mouth, steady and relentlessly. Even when he threw his head back and moaned and grabbed my head in his hands, I kept on him. His body shivered and I pushed my mouth down further on his cock. I could feel his hips start to involuntarily shake and rotate and thrust like his body was losing control and he was beginning to fuck that fabulous feeling thing that was tight and hot and wet around his cock.
That’s when I would pull off my husband and finish him with my hand, aiming him into a tissue or towel or, lacking that, onto his stomach and chest.
I didn’t come off Gene, though. Even when his cum shot the back of my throat, I only moaned and squealed with his cock muffling me, and took him all. His cum gushed from my mouth and I still squealed and pumped him. It hung from my chin like a wiggling worm and dripped down onto my neck and my naked breasts. I still pumped him and swallowed and pumped him more. He stretched his body flat out and every muscle in him strained from his curling toes to his bulging neck, and still I sucked him.
I wanted him to see what he did to me. I made him cum in my mouth and I kept sucking until he had nothing more in him. I finally pulled off and licked my lips and caught his cum hanging from my mouth and swallowed again and laughed. I didn’t think I could do that. I’d never done it before. I guess he challenged me.
When he finally opened his eyes, he looked right at me and I squealed lightly and squirmed under his gaze and couldn’t stop smiling widely. He made me feel sexy and I was embarrassed about it.
“Did you like that?” I asked him and I raised my shoulders and tittered and hid my face down in his lap. He made me feel so shy! I think he knew that I liked it a lot. He probably knew that I didn’t do that before.
He pulled my arms and I rose up to drape myself over his body and we kissed madly. I didn’t care, or remember, that I was stark naked. He pushed up to stand and pulled me up with him. It was time to go in, I agreed. But that’s not where he took me. When I realized he was walking me backward on his feet over to the railing above the street, I pushed my face over his shoulder and begged him, “No!”
But he snickered and kept pushing me backward. “Turn around,” he said.
I shook my head and held onto him tighter. His pants fell down and he stepped out of them. He forcefully turned my nude body around to face the city out there and below us.
“No!” I whined to him, but he bent me over the railing and nudged my feet apart.
Nobody was looking up, but if they did, they would see my naked body above them. I looked down between the railing and my body and saw him sit backward and lean his back against the railing. I gasped and looked around frantically but he grabbed my thighs and held me rooted to the spot.
I was weak. And when his tongue touched my pussy, my knees wobbled and I hung my head down and my blonde hair hung over the railing. I hid my face under it at least. I kicked my feet down but he held me harder and licked me softer. I opened my eyes and saw people below me as he brought his hot and wet tongue against me. I shivered and moaned and he made me quake. I looked between my legs and reached down to push my hand into his hair. I wasn’t trying anymore to pull him away from me, I was pushing his face into my groin harder.
I came loudly. My eyes were clenched tightly so I don’t know if people below us heard and looked up. I was too loud for a wife with a husband just inside the glass door, too. I fell down but he guided me to the couch and we cuddled and laughed and kissed and touched and I curled up in his arms. He was making me feel less embarrassed about cumming so quickly and so often, at least.
I dressed again and we went inside. I even put my boots on so my husband didn’t know I got undressed at all. My husband was sleeping but he stirred. We whispered our goodnights and gave each other one final, tiny kiss. When he went in his room, I took my dress off again and crawled into bed with my husband. He woke up enough to kiss me and I hugged him.
And then I did another bad thing. Maybe the worst, since I knew what I was feeling. But in my defence, it was the feeling that made me do it. I said to my husband, “Go back to sleep, shh,” and I patted his arm. “Just going to go say goodnight to Gene, okay?”
He mumbled and rolled over and pulled the blanket up over his shoulder. I laid on my side facing away from him and saw down the hallway to Gene’s bedroom door. His light went out, but a dim light remained in a line under the door.
I fought it. But I lost. I glanced over my shoulder. Kent was asleep again. I snuck out of bed and meandered to the kitchen and wavered, standing on one foot and thinking. I couldn’t stop looking at the line of dim light under his door. I knew he was still awake. It was driving me crazy. I knew what would happen if I went down there.
I looked back at my sleeping husband and curled my lips between my teeth. I was in my bra and panties. I knew what it would look like to him if I went down there and pretended I was just saying goodnight to him. I tiptoed down the hallway and listened carefully at his door. I heard nothing and looked back up the hallway through to the living room floor. My husband still slept. I tapped on the door.
He didn’t answer so I carefully, quietly, twisted the knob, opened it a few inches only, and leaned my head through. “Just came to say goodnight,” I said.
He was on his bed with the sheets down to his knees, stark naked, leaning up against his pillows with his arms folded behind his head. He was grinning like a very bad man.
I glared at him and quickly went through his door and firmly shut it behind me. “What do you think you’re doing?” I said.
“Come here,” he said with that grin of his.
“Hardly!” I shouted in a whisper. But I come to the foot of his bed. He scuttled himself down his bed and sat on the foot of it close enough to wrap his hands around my waist. I didn’t move away. I stepped closer, actually, until my knees sagged against the end of his bed.
“Just a little,” he said.
I glared my eyes at him and pursed my lips. He knew as well as I did what was going to happen if I came up onto his bed. “It won’t just be a little and you know that!” I fumed at him.
But he pulled me and I fell down a little and knelt on the edge of the bed. I dangled my arm down and let my fingernails drag lightly up and down his bare thigh. I’d never seen a man totally naked before, except for Kent, and not in bright enough light like that.
“I was waiting for you,” he said.
“I can see that!” I scowled at him. His cock was hard again. I swung my arm out and waved my hand past his groin and let my fingernails brush the head of his cock.
He wrapped his hand around my back and pulled and I adjusted myself and sat on his lap with my knees around his hips. He touched my stomach with his fingers and I turned and looked away. He touched my breast and I put my hand on his thigh behind me. I guess he already saw me naked, didn’t he . . .
He made me feel like I wanted to give him everything. “I really did mean to just come and say goodnight better,” I said.
He just snickered and lowered my bra straps over my shoulders. I let him. I played demure, but I wanted him to make me naked again. I couldn’t quite do it for him myself. I bit my lip at him and he pushed me off his lap so I stood again on the floor at the foot of his bed.
He just used his eyes, looking down at my body, and I knew what he wanted. But I rolled my eyes and puffed air out my nose and jutted my jaw sideways. He could be so frustrating!
“You do it,” I said quietly.
He grinned and shook his head and went “Nuh-uh.” He leaned back on his hands planted into the bed behind him and raised his leg between my legs until his big toe touched the very bottom of my panties.
“Please?” I tilted my head sideways. I drew my body over his toe and back.
He just kept grinning and shaking his head. He was enjoying me like that, needful and begging. I squatted at my waist and knees and I peeled my panties down for the second time that night. I lifted my foot behind me and caught my panties on my toes and handed them off to my fingers where I twisted around to reach them and I tossed them over a nearby chair.
“So now what,” I said, standing there again naked, my fingernails lightly brushing up and down over his thighs. I hated being so vulnerable and exposed like that but I loved being naked in front of Gene’s eyes, too, alone in his bedroom. I bit my lip and tried to control my breath. He pushed back on his bed and held his hand out for me to take and he guided me back up and onto his bed on my knees.
He pushed all the way back until he rested down against his headboard. I followed him and sat on his thighs above him. After all that had happened at the club, walking home, on the patio — finally being naked with him in bed felt relieving. I fell forward onto my hands and knees hanging my body over his and I ducked my head down between my high poking shoulders and kissed him.
He wrapped his hands around my ribs and I purred for him. He stroked my hair and I cooed. He kissed my lips and I moaned. I sat back up and on him and pressed his erection, fully hard again, against my tummy.
“I guess you probably know what’s going to happen,” I said to him.
“Nothing you don’t want to happen,” he said.
I lifted my hips and lowered myself and stroked his cock with my abdomen up and down. “I hardly think so and you know that,” I said to him.
He sneered and I lifted myself higher and pushed the head of his cock back through my legs and pulled it forward again. The head of his cock dragged through my pussy lips lightly.
“You don’t agree?” I said. I put the head of his cock back directly below me and I lowered myself until the lips of my pussy touched the tip of his cock.
“You’ve been wanting to do this since we met,” he said.
I bit my lip and tried to stifle my loud gasp. I pushed and took the head of his cock inside my pussy lips. “So have you,” I groaned. “You don’t even care if my husband sees the way you look at me,” I said.
He rubbed my sides and massaged my breasts. I fell forward and mashed my breast into his mouth. His cock slid into me further.
“I think maybe he likes it,” he said.
“As if,” I said, and I lowered myself further. I didn’t think it was fucking yet, but to an outside observer, yeah, I was fucking him. In my defence, I had no choice. 
I rocked on him and snickered when our privates made a loud gushing sound. He rolled me under him and I lifted my legs and let him have his way with me. He pounded me so hard the bed banged the wall. It was risky, but I was so far gone by then. He was right, I’d been waiting for a long time for it.
He made me laugh and I got off him and down onto my elbows and knees and I waved my ass up at him to entice him. He couldn’t resist me if he tried! He knelt behind me and grabbed my hips and ploughed me so hard I whimpered and twisted my fists in his sheets. He made me gasp loudly he filled me so deeply. I thought of my husband, but just barely.
When he came all over my back, I laughed and rolled around and we kissed and cooed and cuddled. But it was time to get back to my husband’s bed.
In the morning, I had a different frame of mind and decided I had to tell my husband. Gene got up too and told us, still lying in the sofa bed — me about to spill beans — that he was heading out for a bit to grab some things to make breakfast.
“What did you have to confess?” my husband said after he left. He was sitting up and scratching and thinking about coffee.
I sat up and pulled my knees up to my chest and hugged my arms around them. “I’m so afraid that I might have done two things to you,” I said. “And the worst one is that I might have wrecked your friendship with Gene.”
I hoped he might figure out from that clue what happened, but he frowned with confusion at me and staggered round the kitchen searching for coffee.
“Things happened last night by accident,” I said.
“Oh?” he said with infuriating disinterest as he bobbed high and low and pulled open cupboards and drawers all over.
“Not just on the dance floor,” I winced over my shoulder at him.
He came back and sat in the chair as relaxed and carefree as anything. He looked at me without expression.
“Here too,” I grimaced and I hid my face.
“Things?” he said.
I peeked through my arms tight over my face. Was he really that dense?
“Me and Gene,” I said and I ducked my face down again as though expecting things to come flying.
“You and Gene what?”
I inhaled deeply and rolled my head back to the ceiling. “You really can’t figure it out?”
“Figure what out?” he said. He just stared at me like a cow in the field.
“Me and Gene? You were asleep? We danced together all night? I might have wrecked your friendship with him . . . . ?”
He just shook his head and shrugged.
He was making me spell it out. Was he intentionally torturing me? “We kissed,” I tried, seeing how he’d take that bit.
He just shrugged one shoulder.
“There was more,” I said.
We stared at each other. I was sure that the look in my flinching eyes, the way I was hiding my face, the clues I gave him, would tell him what he needed to know. But apparently not.
“I know,” he finally said.
I chuckled and looked away. “No, Kent,” I shook my head looking down. “You don’t know.”
“I have to confess something first,” he said. “And then you can tell me everything.”
I squinted at him. It was so unfair to him. He thought it was a game. He really didn’t seem to know anything. I closed my eyes and sank down in my frame and sighed. “Okay,” I said. “Shoot.”
“I asked Gene to seduce you,” he said.
I stared at the floor unsure about what I heard and unclear on what he could mean. Because surely . . .  “You did what?”
He nodded and pursed his lips. “Me and Gene talked about it. You’re fear of men like him?”
I brought my eyes to his. It began to dawn on me that he was telling a truth.
“I thought it would be good for you to be able to relax around guys like that,” he said.
“You did what exactly?”
“I asked him to seduce you,” he nodded firmly.
“By which you mean what?”
He shrugged and couldn’t stop the grin on his face. “To get you riled up on the dance floor, and when we got home, to take you out on the patio, and even take you to bed — I’d pretend to be sleeping.”
I stared at the floor before I swung my face up to his. “You’re shitting me right now, aren’t you,” I said.
He just shook his head. “It wasn’t just to help you relax around guys like him,” he said.
“Kent, what are you telling me right now?”  I shook my head like I had water stopped up in my ear.
“I enjoyed it,” he said, clearing his throat.
“Enjoyed what?”
He took time to answer and cleared his throat again. “Watching.”
I rolled my head sideways and drew my rolling eyes all over the ceiling. “You watched?” I said incredulously. “Which parts?”
He shrugged and rubbed the arm of his chair. “Pretty much all of it,” he said.
“The dance floor?”
He nodded.
“How?”
“I went up to the loft level and looked down. He put you both where I could watch.”
I was gutted and I dropped my head sideways. Here I thought he was taking me where my husband couldn’t see.
“The patio?”
“The curtains,” he said. I looked over my shoulder. The middle was closed, but the side was a few inches open. I nodded. So he saw that part.
“And after that?” I looked at him finally.
“The bedroom?” he said.
“Don’t you dare tell me.”
He nodded.
“All of it?” I said in a tiny faltering voice.
“All of it,” he said in an even tinier voice.
I nodded silently at the floor several seconds before I lifted my face back to his. “Why?” I finally said.
“There’s an intensity to it,” he nodded at the floor in front of himself. “I watched how you got when you met him. He talked about you a lot. The attraction was obvious. And I . . . “ he trailed off.
“You were supposed to feel betrayed by that, by both your friend and your wife!” I shouted. 
He rubbed the arm of his chair harder. “But that’s not what I felt.”
“So what did you feel exactly?” I was stunned. I was exasperated.
He took a big breath. “It aroused me?” he said. “I got off on it? I think . . . ” he said, finally brave enough to raise his eyes to mine. “. . . that watching you with him, I experienced vicariously, through you, some sort of new level of, what?” he shrugged. “Sensuousness?”
I chuckled it was so absurd a situation. “It turned you on?” I squinted at him and shook my head. I still wasn’t getting it. It was not the conversation I expected the morning to bring.
He nodded. “It was hot,” he said but his voice caught and he coughed. “Watching you with him,” he clarified.
“Watching your wife with your friend you mean?”
“Yeah, uh huh,” he nodded at the floor.
“Watching your wife ride your friend? Fuck him?”
He licked his lips like he was getting turned on all over again. I laughed down at the floor in front of me because I was getting that way too.
“Did you . . . “ I glanced at his pelvis.
He shut his eys. “Uh huh,” he said, nodding.
“Oh my god,” I said. “You jerked off watching your wife fuck another man.” I looked away and shook my head.
“You don’t have to put it like that,” he said.
I realized he was in pain and I also realized that he’d been through a lot. He had a worse tangle of conflicting emotions than I had, and I just fucked his friend!
I snuggled into his chair and we hugged. We kissed. And we confessed again that talking about it was getting us both very aroused again.
“He’s coming back any second,” I said. “Did he know you were going to tell me?”
He shook his head frantically “No.”
“Well are you saying to me that you like to watch?”
He shut his eyes and nodded. “But hiding,” he said.
“You like to watch but hide?” I asked him.
He nodded with his eyes shut like he was confessing the most embarrassing thing. I felt for him, I really did.
“Would you like to hide now?” I said, grinning at him. I was bewildered, but he was like a little boy.
He said, “Yes.”
We heard Gene’s keys in the door. We both glanced at the closet.
“Say I had an appointment I forgot to tell him about,” he said, rushing to the closet. “Tell him I had to split, that I’ll be back later.”
I pushed him inside the closet nodding and glancing at the hallway Gene was coming up. I shut the doors just as Gene came in.
“Where’s Kent?” he said.
“He had to get going — he didn’t tell you about his appointment?”
“No,” he laughed. “When’s he getting back? He’s going to miss breakfast.”
I stepped up to him and slipped my hands around his waist and up his back. “He’s going to text before he heads back,” I said. “We have over an hour,” I grinned up at him.
He set the bag down on the counter and turned toward me. “I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe we shouldn’t risk it.”
I knew that he only did it with me the night before because that was their agreement. There was no licence to carry on with me in the morning. Kent didn’t ask him to keep fucking me into the next day. I chuckled at his uncertainty.
“Baby,” I said to him, and I stepped backward and pulled him with me with my hands around his waist.
He was resistant. I laughed because I knew he couldn’t tell me why he couldn’t do it. He didn’t know that I knew that Kent asked him to fuck me and watched it too. Now he was the one who didn’t know Kent was watching, and I was the one with the permission to fuck.
“What’s the matter, don’t you like me anymore?” I grinned at him and I tugged him harder toward the couch. I glanced over at the closet. It would be a perfect place for my husband to watch me do him.
“Yeah obviously I do, but I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe we shouldn’t.”
I snickered. He was saying everything I had been saying the last 12 hours. It didn’t stop him though.
I pushed my hand down the front of his pants and I scrunched my hand over his balls. “But I’m needy, baby,” I whined. I squeezed his balls.
“I just don’t think we should anymore,” he said.
“You didn’t mind last night,” I teased him. I got him as far as the couch and turned him around so that all I had to do was push his chest and he would stagger backward and fall down.
“That was different,” he said.
I pushed. “Different how?” I said, and I knelt onto the couch and brought my lips up to his lips.
Of course he couldn’t say. His eyes darted around searching for an answer that would not come.
I kissed him deeply and moaned in his mouth. “Come on, baby, one more” I groaned. “For me?” I smiled and I tugged his t-shirt up.
He tried to pull it down. “Where did he go, did you say?”
I sniggered and sat on his lap and pulled his shirt up harder. “He’s gone for an hour and he’ll text before he comes back — we’re all alone,” I lied to him and I kissed him and rubbed my hands all over his body.
“I really think we should pause,” he said.
I stood up and bent over and yanked at his pants and undid his button and fly. He struggled but not too hard. I tugged his pants off and went after his shorts next. He was naked on the couch before he knew what hit him.
“We don’t have much time,” I said. I threw my t-shirt off and undid the side of my denim skirt and dropped it. I left my bra on but I tucked my thumbs in the waist of my panties and drew them off my ass and down my legs. I knelt back on the couch and wriggled up his lap and leaned my head down between my shoulders and kissed him hard and deep.
I glanced over my shoulder at the closet. My husband would be right in the centre. He had a perfect view. I snorted and reached down between our bodies and gripped his cock in my hand.
“We shouldn’t do anything,” he said.
“After what you did to me last night?” I squealed. “I don’t think I can ever get that out of my mind!” I said to him, teasing him. “You made me cum on the dance floor, you bad boy!” I said and I squeezed his cock and lifted my hips up.
He squirmed back from me and drove himself into the back of the couch. He covered the head of his cock with his hand. “I’ve had second thoughts!” he said.
“The time for second thoughts,” I moaned to him and kissed him and rubbed my breasts into his face. “Was last night before you fucked me so deliciously good,” I squealed and I pushed my groin down on his hand. It was trapped between his cock and my pussy.
“I just . . . “ he tried again.
But there was nothing he could say. How could he explain that last night was fine, but this morning is wrong?
I tittered and I leaned toward his ear and licked it. “Move your hand baby,” I said.
“We shouldn’t,” he said.
“He’ll never know,” I said.
He gulped. I laughed. He thought it was perfectly fine for me to wrestle with the notion of cheating, and to give in to his persuasions, but not so much for me to push him and ignore his protests over cheating on his friend?
I snickered and pushed harder. “Fuck me,” I whined at him. “I want it!” I cried.
“No,” he groaned.
But when I pulled his wrist in my hand, he resisted, but not very hard. I chuckled. “There,” I whispered in his ear. I hovered my pussy over the head of his cock. He breathed and groaned like a man facing a firing squat. “Relax,” I whispered in his hear and I touched my pussy to the head of his cock. Despite his efforts, he was rigidly erect.
“It’s wrong,” he said.
I snorted. “Wrong went out the window a long time ago,” I said, and I pushed down. My pussy engulfed the head of his cock.
He swallowed hard and clamped his eyes shut. His hands wrapped around my waist like he meant to hold me up and off him, but he was suddenly weak. I sank down on him and took his cock all the way inside me.
“Fuck,” he groaned.
I lifted up and plunged down again. “Oh baby,” I groaned out loud and he sighed and slumped down and rolled his head back. He was giving in. I knew the feeling.
I gripped the top of the back of the couch and began to snap my hips and rock him hard and deeply. Something about knowing Kent was right there watching made it ten times more erotic. I cried out and humped the man brutally.
He ran his hands over my breasts and down my back and over my hips and thighs and began to rise up into me from below and I squealed and licked his face and laughed. He must have know Kent was watching without my knowledge last night. I wondered if it heightened things for him the way it was for me.
I hung my head down and our foreheads rolled on each others. We snapped our lips and tongues at each other and kissed sloppily. He made me cry and moan and gasp and his resistance had evaporate to the point he was holding my hips and ramming himself up into the wife of his friend.
He rolled us over and I shrieked and he laid me out on the floor. My head was right in front of the closet doors. My hair might even have fallen through the gap. I raised my knees and wrapped my arms around his back and he laid into me and jackhammered himself into my pussy.
It was a good thrashing he gave me. My climax came up on me fast and I tried to clench my groin and hold it off but I was powerless to stop it. My husband right above my head, the man I lusted after between my legs, every sensation in my body electric, I felt it in the soles of my feet first, and soon, my whole body was shaking. I lost my breath and arched deeply. I rolled onto the top of my head and faced backward upside down. My eyes were clenched. When I opened them, I saw right into my husband’s eyes on the other side of the gap in the doors.
I never came so hard.
Gene pulled out and sprayed his cum all over my stomach and tits, and even into my neck and over my face. I never laughed so hard.
We got up and cleaned off and kissed and went to the kitchen. As if cued, my husband texted that he was heading home. I distracted Gene to let my husband slip out the closet and out the front door. I couldn’t stop laughing.
“Just in time,” he said.
“I’m just glad he didn’t see us last night,” I said.
“Oh yeah, that too,” he agreed.
I snickered.
My husband came in and played his part well. “I miss anything?”
Gene cleared his throat. “Yeah no, just hanging out waiting for you. Breakfast almost ready,” he said.
We ate with each of his tittering in turn. It didn’t seem fair to Gene to laugh like that, him being the only one who didn’t know what was so funny.
I reached over for my husband’s hand and I turned to Gene. “I know about last night,” I said to him, leaning back into my husband’s chest and narrowing my eyes at him with a grin.
“Sorry?” he said.
Kent helped him out. “I told her I watched,” he said. “I told her I asked you — I invited you — to seduce her.
He glanced at both of us trying to figure out if this really was the jig being up. “So . . . “ he squinted at Kent.
I pushed off my husband and leaned toward Gene instead and kissed his mouth. “He told me everything,” I said, and I leaned against his chest and faced my husband. “He told me he watched you make me cum on the dance floor,” I pulled his hand up to my mouth and kissed it looking at Kent. “He told me he watched you do that to me on the patio,” I said, biting my lip at him. “And he watched what you did to me in your bed,” I turned around and threw my arms around his neck and kissed him deeply. “But guess what?” I said.
He was still stiff, still figuring things out.
I pushed myself up and sat in his lap straddling him. I leaned my face down and bit his ear. “He just watched you fuck me on the couch,” I whispered and laughed.
“What the fuck, Kent?” he said, leaning around me but holding me in his lap.
Kent just shrugged and made a stupid face.
“So are you taking me home,” I said to my husband leaning against Gene’s chest. “Or am I spending another night at my boyfriend’s?”
I saw my husband narrow his eyes and purse his lips. But I knew the idea of me staying at Gene’s again gave him a wild tangle of emotions, and not all of them bad. I also knew it killed him softly when I called him my boyfriend.
“You should go,” Gene said softly. I turned around in his lap and pressed my body against his. I bit his ear and said, “Let’s let him decide.”
I turned to look at him over my shoulder. “No watching this time, I’m afraid,” I said to him. “Just me and my boyfriend this time.” Gene gasped behind me but I lightly slapped his lap under me.
Kent paused a moment but finally shut his eyes and spoke “I come get you in the morning?” he said.
I turned back to Gene. “That okay with you, baby?” I said and I kissed his mouth deeply. His hand rubbed up my back side. I turned over my shoulder and said to my husband, “It’s fine with my boyfriend.” I glared right in his eyes when I said it. It was true, what I thought. He loved it. It turned him on even more.
We hung out and fucked all day and all night. You know that feeling you have with a brand new lover? That was Gene and me.
In the morning I phoned my husband. “You can come get me now,” I said to him. “But I might have to sleep when you bring me home — didn’t get much sleep last night.” I turned to glare at Gene as my husband said he’d come right away “And I’m very sore too!” I complained to him and shook my head at Gene and stretched my fist in my groin.
I looked it up. My husband is an “absent cuckold”  — he gets off more on not seeing or hearing anything, but knowing its going on. There are so many different kinds!
Gene certainly didn’t mind having a part time girlfriend — he was too busy for a real one.
And me? I loved teasing my husband about my new boyfriend! I made him pick things out for me to wear on our dates, including underwear! And I made him dress me and watch me put on make up, too, for my boyfriend. I loved teasing him about how my boyfriend hurts me because he fucks me too hard. He doesn’t really, but it makes Kent squirm and twist. I make him drive me to my boyfriend’s downtown. And I make him come get me when Gene and I are done.
I tell him it was all his fault! He’s the one who told his friend to seduce me, after all. I’d say, “Be careful what you wish for,” but I think he got exactly what he wanted. His very own hotwife to show off! 
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I adjusted my panties under my dress as I walked across the parking lot toward Gene’s truck. My heels clicked on the concrete, and I could feel the air pushing under the hem of my little black dress. My husband Kent didn’t say anything when I told him I was going to meet Gene, but he’d looked at me the way he does when he’s turned on but pretending he isn’t.
Or at least that was how it looked to me, not that it made any sense, mind you.
Gene stood leaning against the side of his truck with his arms crossed. His sleeves were rolled to the elbow, his forearms tanned and veiny. The streetlights bounced faintly off the hood. He didn’t smile when he saw me. He looked me up and down once, slowly.
“Get in,” he said, and he peeled himself off and swaggered around the front.
I pulled open the passenger side. The leather was hot from the sun. I sat, tugged my dress down over my thighs, and buckled the belt. He climbed in, started the engine, and pulled out with a sharp turn that made my shoulder brush against his arm.
“Where are we going?” I asked, even though I knew.
He didn’t answer. His hand was on the shifter. His knuckles brushed my thigh every time he changed gears. I kept my knees tight together and pressed my hands between them.
When we pulled up behind the row of glass-fronted commercial units, I realized it was the back entrance to his office. He killed the engine.
“Come on.”
I followed him up the metal stairs. My heels rang out with every step. He didn’t wait for me. He unlocked the door and pushed it open. The air inside was cool and smelled like printer ink.
I’d never seen it before. No one was around. One wall was brick, the other painted black. There was a long sofa. A narrow kitchenette. A desk in the corner with a monitor still glowing. I hesitated at the door, gripping the frame.
“You’ve been thinking about this all week,” he said. “I know you have.”
I stepped in. The lock clicked behind me.
He stood in front of me and reached for my thighs. His fingers dragged the hem of my dress up slowly.
“Tell me what Kent said when you left.”
“He asked if I was bringing a change of clothes.” I made a display of slapping his hand off me, but only enough to amuse him.
He slid his fingers between my legs.
“Did you?”
“No,” I accidentally whispered, my voice gone from his abruptness. It was not something I was ready to like.
“Good.”
He bent his head and kissed the top of my knee. I felt his mouth open against my skin. He slid his hand up higher.
I dropped my purse into the couch and ran both hands into his hair. I debated twisting it, yanking it, making him stop.
“You think I’m going to be gentle with you this time?” he said.
I shook my head. My lips were open. I couldn’t speak. The answer was of course “no,” I didn’t not expect gentleness from him. Gentleness was what my husband gave me.
He gripped my thighs and turned me toward the desk. He kicked my feet apart and leaned over me from behind.
I jutted my jaw at his desktop and mulled my response.
He lifted my dress higher, bunching it over my hips. I held it there for him because I didn’t want it torn or messed. His hands ran up the backs of my thighs, firm and slow. I could feel the roughness of his fingertips where his calluses caught on my skin. When he hooked his thumbs in my panties, I closed my eyes and exhaled.
Kent pretended not to want to know. He didn’t want the details, only that  it was happening. He definitely wanted that. It was his way of keeping control, or maybe of giving it up. He’d ask, “You see him tonight?” and I’d say yes, and he’d nod, like that was the only confirmation he needed. I used to think he was testing me. Now I think it’s the part he likes best: the clue only.
Gene, though, Gene didn’t have time for much beyond this. He said it one night without even meaning to, that I was easier than a girlfriend. No texts, no drama, no plans to cancel. Just me, showing up in a dress, already wet, already willing. He treated me like a secret convenience. It should’ve made me feel cheap, but it didn’t. I don’t know what it was that it made me feel. I think my husband felt things about it too, things that were also unnamed.
He pulled my panties down slowly, past my knees, then my ankles. They pooled around one heel. He nudged them away with his boot.
I bent forward over the desk. The wood was cool under my palms. He spread me open with both hands around my thighs and pressed his mouth against me. My breath hitched and I turned my face away from the monitor’s blue glow.
What unsettled me most wasn’t what we did, it was how easily we’d all adjusted to it. Kent liking the idea more than the act. Gene liking the access without the responsibility. And me, somewhere in between, caught in the strange land of being wanted but never owned.
I looked down and watched his fingers slide between my lips. I tried to think of Kent, but all I could think of was how deep Gene’s hand went and how practiced he was with me already. He knew every sound I made. Every place to touch.
“Don’t think too much,” he said, glancing up at me.
I tried not to. But I couldn’t help wondering which of them had it easier, the husband who didn’t want to know the gritty details, or the man who didn’t want to care about a girl.
He pushed himself inside me without warning, deep and hard. My breath broke out in a sharp sound that filled the small room. His hips hit mine again, and again, until I stopped trying to steady myself and only clutched at the edge of the desk to hold on. The metal frame creaked each time he drove forward.
I felt everything, his hands gripping my waist, the heat of his breath against my shoulder, the way his skin smacked against mine and made the air resound. I bent lower, my chest pressing to the cool desk surface. It only made me tremble harder.
I knew what I was in that moment, something between them. Not wife, not lover, not mistress. Something that existed only because both men wanted different things. Kent gave me away without saying the words. Gene took me without asking. It should have felt wrong, but it didn’t.
He reached around and caught my throat gently, pulling me upright so my back hit his chest. His breath moved over my ear.
“You love this, don’t you?” he said.
I nodded, barely able to breathe. Of course I did, but he wasn’t supposed to know that.
He thrust harder and I could feel the wet sound of it between us. “You love that he lets me take you.”
“Yes,” I whispered.
It rolled through me, the idea of being passed between them, the permission, the use, the freedom in that somehow. I’d never felt smaller, but yet never felt more alive.
He held me there, still moving inside me, his hand around my throat, my dress bunched at my waist. His voice dropped lower.
“Say it.”
“That I love this?”
“All of it.”
“I love being his wife,” I gasped, “and your girl.” I bit my lip hard.”Your fuck.”
He groaned against my neck and pushed deeper. My legs started shaking. I gripped his wrist, holding it tight against my chest, and I knew right then that what I’d become wasn’t an accident. It was exactly what both of them wanted, and what I wanted too.
He pushed deeper into me, all the way, but slowly. I felt the whole length of him fill me, and then stop. He held it there, buried, unmoving. My mouth opened but nothing came out. The pressure was intense and perfect. His hands gripped my waist, fingers digging hard into the soft parts of my hips.
“Look how easy that was,” he said. “You’re already doing it.”
I clenched around him involuntarily and dropped my head between my arms on the desk. He stayed inside me, motionless, letting me feel it, not just the size of him, but the fact of him. I wasn’t being seduced anymore. I was being used.
And I loved it.
He started to move again. Each thrust slow, deliberate, deep. I pushed back against him without meaning to. My thighs trembled. The sound of our bodies meeting echoed in the small office, satiny and wet.
“Does he know how wet you get for me?”
I whimpered.
“Answer me.”
“No,” I gasped.
“He will.”
His voice was calm. His hips weren’t. He fucked me like he’d been waiting a long time for it. My legs gave out. He caught me by the waist and held me up, bent at the hips, my dress bunched over my back.
I felt sore. Open.
There was no performance left in me. No pretending I was resisting. No wifely modesty. He could do anything he wanted to me and I’d take it. I wanted to be taken.
The desk rocked under my hands. He fucked me harder now. His breath was louder. His fingers were bruising me.
“You love being passed around like this?”
“Yes.”
“Say it.”
“I love that my husband lets you fuck me.”
“You’re his wife.”
“I know.”
“You’re my slut.”
I cried out. Loud. I didn’t care.
He drove himself into me harder. I could hear how soaked I was. I could feel it dripping down my thighs.
I wasn’t just letting him fuck me. I was needing it. Begging for it without words.
My body gave up trying to hold back. I was clenched so tight around him it hurt. My breath came in sharp bursts. My arms collapsed. I fell flat to the desk and spread my legs wider just to keep my balance.
He didn’t slow. He slammed into me, over and over, until my whole lower body went numb with heat. I could barely see. My jaw dropped open. I pressed my cheek to the desk and felt it coming.
“I’m going to cum,” I said.
“You better.”
He gripped my shoulders and pulled me back onto him, hard. I screamed.
I came hard. Shaking. Soaked. My pussy clenched around him again and again and again and wouldn’t stop.
He held me there, still shaking, still split wide around him. His hands ran up my sides, over my ribs, then down again to my hips. I felt inflamed, slippery, stretched, still full of him. I was panting open-mouthed against the desk, my arms limp, my legs useless. I wasn’t just fucked. I was emptied.
“You’re not finished,” he said.
I tried to answer but couldn’t speak. My body gave one last twitch.
He pulled out halfway, and I moaned like I was being left. Then he shoved back in with a sound that made my eyes roll back.
“You’re going to take it all.”
I nodded against the desk. I had no choice. He was still hard. I could feel every detail of him as he slid inside me again, and again, slower now, deeper than before.
“You’re his wife, and he gave you to me.”
“Yes,” I choked.
“Say what you are.”
“I’m your hotwife.”
He groaned and slammed forward. My knees slipped on the floor and he had to hold me upright with one hand gripping my throat and the other wrapped under my ribs.
“That’s right,” he said.
He reached down between my thighs and rubbed me with the flat of his fingers, rough and hard, making me cry out again. My body spasmed against him.
“You’re going to cum again.”
“I can’t, ”
“You can. Because I’m not stopping until you do.”
His fingers slid over my clit in tight circles while he pounded into me, and I sobbed. I didn’t care if the whole building heard. I pushed back against him and ground myself into his hand.
“I want it,” I gasped. “I want it so bad.”
He slapped my ass hard enough to sting. “Then take it.”
I broke open again. My body curled in. My hands clawed at the desk. My thighs locked. I came so violently my vision blurred and I screamed into my own arm.
He held himself inside me as I twitched around him. Then he pulled out fast and spun me around.
“On your knees.”
I dropped.
He stroked himself once in front of my face, grabbed a fistful of my hair, and groaned.
His cum hit my tongue and chin and cheeks and I moaned, opening wider, letting it coat me.
I looked up at him with my mouth open and dripping. I didn’t even want to be clean.
He wiped the head of his cock across my lips and cheeks and smirked.
“Tell him what a good girl you were.”
I nodded. I couldn’t wait to.
I stepped in the front door and closed it behind me softly. The hallway was dim, just the amber glow from the kitchen underlight spilling across the floor. My heels made a faint tick on the hardwood, and I slipped them off quickly, toes aching. The inside of my thighs were slippery and sore. I didn’t need a mirror to know I looked exactly like what I was.
Kent was on the couch. He looked up from his phone. His expression didn’t change. He didn’t smile. He didn’t ask. He just watched me.
I walked past him without saying anything. My dress was still wrinkled. My lips were sticky from dried cum. My panties were balled in my purse.
He stood. I felt him behind me as I headed down the hall.
“Everything go okay?” he asked.
I paused by the bathroom door. I kept my back to him. “Yes.”
“He treat you good?”
I nodded. I reached for the handle.
“I don’t need to know,” he said.
“I know.”
“But I want to know how you feel.”
I turned my head slightly. “Used,” I finally said.
“Used?”
“But in a good way?” I said with a smaller voice and a hunch of my shoulders.
He stepped closer. “You’re shaking.”
I was. I couldn’t stop. I reached down and touched the inside of my thigh.
“I need to clean up,” I said, and slipped inside the bathroom before he could say anything else.
I stripped quickly and stepped into the shower. I didn’t cry. I didn’t smile either. I just let the hot water blast over my face and breasts and cunt and washed Gene off me. Then I used the douche Kent kept under the counter, the one he bought for nights like this. I hated that I needed it. I hated how much I wanted to be clean before letting my own husband touch me.
But I did.
I toweled off hard and wrapped myself up. I opened the door. Kent was right there.
He stared at me. His cock was visibly hard in his jeans.
“You’re beautiful,” he said.
I pressed my hand against his chest and pushed him back a step. “Give me a minute.”
He nodded, but didn’t move.
I walked past him to the bedroom. I could feel him watching. I dropped the towel on the edge of the bed and crawled under the blanket, still damp, still flushed, still full of something.
Kent came in a few seconds later. He didn’t speak. He slid in behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist.
He was hard against my ass.
“You smell good” he whispered.
I didn’t answer. I let him press against me.
He kissed the back of my shoulder. “I’ll be gentle.”
I didn’t want gentle.
He turned off the light and slid in beside me, pressing his chest to my back, wrapping one arm around my ribs. His nose went into my hair. I could feel his cock pushing against me already, stiff and insistent.
“I missed you,” he said, low.
“I wasn’t gone long,” I whispered.
He pulled my hips back against him. “Long enough.”
I rolled to face him. He kissed me slowly, carefully, hands cupping my face like he was afraid I might break. His mouth was soft, his breath warm, and I could feel the ache in his kiss, not jealousy, not shame. Just hunger for me.
He didn’t push me down or flip me over. He eased me onto my back and stayed above me, holding himself there, eyes on mine. His hand stroked the inside of my thigh, then the curve of my waist. I spread for him, willingly, and reached down to guide him in.
He slid into me slowly. I was still sore, still wet, but he didn’t rush. He was gentle.
“You feel different,” he murmured.
I held his face and kissed him again. What does a wife say to that, when she just came from what she did?
He moved into me with care. Not to claim me, not to prove anything, just to be with me. His hips rolled with mine, deeper each time, but not fast.
With Gene, I’d been taken. Bent, held down, used. It was rough, animal, thrilling, reckless. With Kent, it was different. He touched my face. He kissed my collarbone. He brushed my hair back when it fell across my cheek.
He needed to connect. Not just fuck.
I wrapped my arms around him and arched into every thrust, lifting my hips to meet him. He buried his face in my neck and moaned into my skin.
“You’re mine,” he whispered.
“I know,” I said, and I meant it.
His rhythm stayed steady, patient, full. He didn’t fuck the way Gene did, there was no demand, no sharpness. He loved me. He always had. And that’s why he could let me go, I guess. That’s why I came back.
I clung to him, my heels locking behind his thighs, and let him stay inside me until I melted. When I came, I cried into his neck and held him tighter, and he kept going. He didn’t finish right away. He wanted me to feel loved.
And I did. Every slow thrust. Every soft kiss. Every time he whispered my name.
It was our marriage.
It had been four days.
Kent hadn’t brought it up again.. He’d kissed me before work and held my hand at night and rubbed my feet the way he always did. Everything was normal. But not quite. The air between us felt warmer, denser. He was still turned on by what we’d done, I could tell. And so was I.
I kept checking my phone.
When it finally lit up, I saw his name.
Gene:
Thursday. 4pm. Rear entrance. Wear something tight. No bra.
No “how are you.” No question. Just a location and an order. I read it twice, then a third time.
I sat on the edge of the tub with the phone still in my hand. Rear entrance to what?
The three dots pulsed. Another message came through.
Gene:
It’s the gym. Closed during that hour. We’ll be the only one there.
My thighs pressed together. I typed nothing back. I just stared at the screen.
Gene:
You can still say no.
He knew I wouldn’t.
I stood in front of the mirror wrapped in a towel, hair still damp, phone face-down on the counter. The words were still in my head.
Rear entrance. Wear something tight.
I opened my drawer slowly. The fabrics all felt too obvious now. Too self-aware. I didn’t want to look like I was playing dress-up. I wanted to look like someone he’d want to pin against a wall.
I pulled out a black crop top with short sleeves. The neckline plunged deep. I held it up, hesitated, then pressed it to my chest in the mirror. My nipples pressed through the cotton instantly, still flushed from the shower.
I set it aside.
Skirts were harder. Most of mine were casual, breezy. I needed something shorter. Tighter. I found the ribbed stretch mini I wore once to a friend’s birthday dinner and never again because it rode up every time I sat down. I held it against my hips and looked at myself sideways.
It was perfect.
“You going out?”
I turned. Kent was standing in the doorway, leaning against the frame with his arms crossed. His eyes ran down my towel.
“Later,” I said.
He didn’t ask where, but he knew.
I held up the top and skirt. “Thoughts?”
He came forward, took them from my hands, and held them up, appraising. Then he set them on the counter and stepped behind me. His hands ran over my towel-covered hips. He put the stretch mini on top.
He kissed my shoulder, then my neck, then stepped back and left without another word.
I pulled the towel off and reached for the top. The fabric clung instantly, hugging my chest like a second skin. My nipples pressed through in sharp outline, stiff and obvious. I adjusted the hem and looked down, there was no hiding it.
I pulled the skirt on next. It hugged my hips, stretched tight across my ass, and barely hit mid-thigh. I twisted in the mirror, tugged it lower, then gave up. It wasn’t going to stay down. I didn’t want it to.
I added simple sandals, left my hair damp and loose, and kept my makeup light, just enough to look flushed, not painted.
As I picked up my purse, my phone lit up again.
Gene:
Bring a towel. You’ll need it.
I bit my lip, shoved one into my bag, and headed for the door.
Kent was in the kitchen pouring coffee. He didn’t speak, just looked me over slowly. His jaw flexed once, but he stayed silent.
“I won’t be long,” I said.
He nodded. “Take your time.”
I smiled at him, heat blooming in my chest. Not guilt. Not even nerves. Just the thrill of knowing I had a man who let me walk out the door like this, dressed for another man’s hands.
The seatbelt pressed between my breasts. I adjusted it twice, but there was no hiding how visible I was under the thin cotton top. The air conditioner blew across my chest and made my nipples even harder. I kept one hand on the wheel, the other between my thighs, not touching myself, just pressing my palm flat, trying to steady myself.
The drive wasn’t long. Fifteen minutes, maybe. But it felt suspended, like I wasn’t really in either world. I kept picturing Kent standing there in the kitchen, warm and soft and hard for me. He didn’t look away when I left. He wanted me to go.
That thought made my thighs squeeze tighter.
The sun was still out, but the clouds had started to stretch thin across the sky, that hazy late-afternoon light that made everything seem more private. I caught glimpses of myself in store windows at red lights. The skirt rode high on my thighs. The outline of my nipples was obscene. I looked like I was on my way to get fucked, and anyone who saw me would’ve known it.
That was part of the thrill.
I knew where I was going now, Gene had sent the pin. The gym was in an industrial park behind a strip of dealerships. Isolated. Not a soul around this time of day. I turned down the back lane and saw the dark metal rear door just where he said it would be.
My heart was beating hard now. I parked one space over, engine still running, and just sat there. I felt too exposed and too ready at the same time.
I didn’t check my makeup. I didn’t fix my skirt. I just reached into the bag, pulled out the towel he told me to bring, and opened the door.
When I stepped out into the quiet heat of the alley, I felt like I was walking into something I couldn't come back from.
The door swung open before I knocked.
Gene stood in the shadows of the doorway wearing black shorts and nothing else. His skin was flushed from lifting or maybe just from waiting. His eyes went straight to my chest, then to my legs. He didn’t say hello.
“Get in here.”
I stepped inside and he closed the door behind me. The gym was empty, mirrors along one wall, mats stacked neatly, lights low. The only sound was the hum of the air system and my sandals against the rubberized floor.
He walked ahead of me without looking back.
“Put your towel on that bench,” he said, nodding toward the padded incline bench under the squat rack.
I did. My hands trembled slightly. My nipples were still hard and poking straight through the fabric. I could feel how wet I was already, just from the drive.
He turned and looked me over again. “You wore what I said.”
“Yes.”
He came up close. His hand slid straight under the hem of my top, cupping my bare breast. He squeezed once, slow and firm, his thumb brushing my nipple. I gasped and my knees buckled a little.
I looked up at him, wide-eyed. “This place has cameras,” I said.
He smirked. “Don’t worry. Not back here. But makes it hotter, doesn’t it?”
He hooked his fingers in the waistband of my skirt and yanked it down in one motion. I stepped out of it, shaky, and stood there in nothing but the crop top and sandals. He dropped to one knee and kissed the inside of my thigh, then again higher, then again.
“You shaved for me.”
“Yes.” I nodded.
He stood and lifted me up, palms under my ass, and carried me the few feet to the bench. He laid me back on the towel like he’d done this a hundred times, like I was just one more weight to move around. I let my legs fall open.
He didn’t undress me all the way. He just pushed my top higher so both breasts were out, squeezed them once with both hands, then pulled my hips down so my ass barely stayed on the bench.
Then he dropped his shorts.
He was already hard. Already leaking.
“I’ve been thinking about you bent over the desk for four fucking days,” he growled.
He thrust deep, fast, no hesitation. My back arched off the bench and I cried out, one hand flying to the side to grip the metal bar above me. His cock stretched me wide and hit me hard, and I felt every inch of it.
There was no tenderness in it. Not like Kent. Gene didn’t look into my eyes. He didn’t ask if it was okay. If it felt good. He just grabbed my waist and fucked me like it was owed to him. Like this was what I’d been made for.
And the worst part was, I loved it.
I loved that I’d left my husband clean and soft in our home, only to let his friend tear me open in some backroom gym where I didn’t even know if the doors were locked.
I was being used. Not in theory, really used. And Kent knew it. He didn’t need to see this to understand what was happening. He probably pictured me like this right now. Legs open. Breasts bouncing. Mouth open. Body rocking under someone else.
And he still let me go.
Gene grunted and slammed into me harder. I could feel sweat drip off him onto my chest. He wrapped his hand around my throat and squeezed just enough to make me squirm.
“You’re such a fucking good slut for me,” he said.
I moaned. My hips moved with his.
I should have felt cheap. I should have felt ashamed. I should have thought of Kent. But all I could think about was how my body gave itself over so easily to this man. How different it was. How right it felt because it was wrong.
Kent makes love to me like he’s in awe of me.
Gene fucks me like he hates me.
And somehow, I need both.
Gene leaned over me, his hand gripping the side of the bench, the other wrapped behind my knee, pushing it higher to open me wider.
“You think your husband would stop me if he saw this?” he said, breath hot against my ear.
I shook my head, too far gone to lie.
“No,” I gasped. “He’d watch.”
Gene’s laugh was low and dark. He shoved in harder. I cried out, biting my wrist to muffle the sound.
“I hope he knows what he gave me,” he said. “Because I’m not giving it back.”
My whole body tensed. I was close again, my stomach knotting tight, my legs starting to shake.
I dug my fingers into his shoulders, pulling him deeper as he slammed into me. His hips slapped against mine hard, the bench jerking under us. I wasn’t crying out anymore, I was moaning through clenched teeth, chasing every thrust, needing more, faster, harder. I pulled his face to mine and bit his bottom lip.
“Harder,” I breathed. “You’re not fucking me hard enough.”
His eyes narrowed, and he grabbed both my wrists and pinned them to the bench above my head, grinding into me with a growl.
“You don’t give orders,” he said.
But I did now. And he couldn’t stop me.
I twisted one hand free, wrapped it behind his neck, and dragged him into my mouth. I kissed him with my whole body, teeth and tongue, pushing my hips up to meet his rhythm. I rolled us, throwing my weight sideways, and he lost his grip long enough for me to land on top of him.
I straddled him without pause, reached between my thighs, and sank back down on his cock in one slow, soaking thrust.
He hissed through his teeth. “Fuck.”
I started riding him, thighs burning, hands braced on his chest, driving myself up and down with short, savage motions. His cock hit exactly where I needed it, deep and rough, and I didn’t care what it sounded like, how obscene the wet slap was. I was going to make myself cum on him.
“You like being used,” he said, panting, gripping my hips. “But look at you now.”
I didn’t answer. I was too far gone.
My whole body was shaking, muscles tight, sweat running between my breasts, down my back. I rode him faster. His hands tried to control my pace, but I slapped them away.
“I’ll tell you when,” I groaned.
His head dropped back. His eyes locked on mine, stunned and aroused.
“This pussy belongs to my husband,” I whispered. “But your cock belongs to me.”
He grabbed my ass and drove up into me hard.
We fucked like we were fighting, like neither of us could stop.
I started to cum again. Harder than before. It ripped through my thighs and stomach, through my voice, through my spine. I screamed. He slammed up into me again and again until I collapsed forward onto his chest, still riding, still twitching, still soaking him.
He came with a growl, fists digging into my ass, cock pulsing inside me so deep I felt it in my stomach.
I stayed there. Breathing hard. Dripping sweat. His cock still buried in me.
It was me who left this time without even saying goodbye.
I stood in line at the grocery store, clutching a basket against my hip. A bag of spinach, two lemons, a loaf of seeded bread. The woman in front of me was arguing about a coupon. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead. The air smelled like overripe bananas and bakery sugar.
My thighs were still sore.
I shifted my weight and felt the dull ache between my legs. The muscles inside me still remembered how he’d gripped my hips, how he’d thrust so deep it took my breath. I ran my tongue along the back of my teeth and smirked.
Nobody here had any idea.
I was just another woman in sandals and leggings and a cardigan. My hair was pulled back in a soft clip. My nails were clean and bare. I looked like someone’s wife.
Which I was.
The cashier smiled at me and asked if I had Air Miles. I said no, and tapped my card. She didn’t notice my hands shake slightly when I slid it through.
The thought hit me again, what was still inside me. His cum.
I still felt it. Not physical. Something else. Like a fingerprint deep inside me that wasn’t coming off.
I walked out with my bag hugged to my chest, my sunglasses already on. The sun was sharp now, high and clean. My car was hot inside. I slipped into the driver’s seat and just sat there a moment.
A man walked past in slacks and a tie, glancing my way like I was no one. No threat. No interest.
If only he knew.
If anyone had seen what I’d done just an hour earlier, if they’d seen how I begged for it, how I pinned him down and came on his cock, they wouldn’t be looking at me the same way now.
I pressed my thighs together and exhaled slowly.
Kent was working late. He’d kiss me when he got home, make dinner maybe. He’d ask how my day was and probably not ask if I’d seen Gene. He didn’t want to know. Not directly.
I put the car in gear and pulled out of the lot.
I had chicken to cook. Laundry to fold.
And the next time Gene texted, I already knew I’d say yes.
I put the groceries away one item at a time, slow and mechanical. Lemon in the bowl. Bread in the bin. Spinach in the crisper, even though it was already soft around the edges.
The kitchen still smelled like the roast Kent had made last night. I ran the sink, filled it with hot water and soap, and dropped in a few mugs and forks from the morning. The sponge was limp and gray. I scrubbed the plate in circles, rinsed, leaned it in the rack. My hands moved without thinking.
The ache between my legs pulsed again. I felt it with every shift of my hips. My panties were too thin. I could still smell myself when I bent over.
I made the bed, smoothed the sheets, fluffed the pillows like I hadn’t done anything at all. I picked up Kent’s shirt from the chair, pressed it to my face. I could still smell his cologne.
He was good to me. He made coffee every morning. He folded my sweaters and tucked the throw blanket under my feet when we watched movies.
And he wanted me like this.
He didn’t want to talk about it though. Didn’t want to hear names, or places, or positions. But he wanted to know it had happened. He wanted to feel it on me. The way I moved after. The glow. The looseness in my voice. The way my skin warmed when he touched me.
I looked in the mirror over the dresser. My skin was flushed. My lips were swollen. My hair was still too tousled, like I’d been sweating.
I didn’t fix it. I let it stay that way. Let him see. Let him smell it.
When he came through the door later, I’d be standing at the stove with dinner ready, wearing that tight little tank top he liked. No bra. No panties. Just jeans, soft and low on my hips.
And he’d touch my back. And I’d lean into him, slow, sweet, clean.
Kent walked in just after six. His shirt sleeves were rolled, his hair wind-blown. He dropped his keys on the counter and came straight for me.
“You smell good,” he said, low in my ear, hand firm on my hip.
I let him hold me. His palm slid across the small of my back, fingers dipping just beneath the waistband. He didn’t say what he meant.
I turned into him, kissed his cheek. “Dinner’s almost ready.”
He looked past me at the stove, then back. “Gene’s heading to the bar. Wants to catch the game. I told him we’d meet him.”
I blinked. “We?”
He shrugged like it was nothing. “Yeah. You should come.”
I dried my hands and leaned against the counter. “You think that’s a good idea?”
He pulled open the fridge, grabbed a beer, popped it. “Why not?”
I tilted my head. “You want to sit across from him after? With me?
Kent took a sip, eyes on mine. “I think it’d be fun.” He smirked.
The tension pulled tight between us. I crossed my arms and felt the heat rise in my chest.
“What would I even wear?” I asked, playing innocent.
“Something comfortable,” he said. “But maybe not too comfortable.”
I stared at him, lips parted.
He didn’t look away. “It’s just the three of us. Talking. Watching the game.”
I grinned back,  slow and wicked. “You want to make it weird.”
“I want you there,” he said simply.
I laughed, breath catching. “Then you’ll get me.”
His eyes darkened. “Yeah. That’s kind of the deal.”
The bar was loud. Screens everywhere, the game already on, a buzz of voices and clinking glass. We took a high table near the back. Kent ordered beers for both of us without asking. I leaned in close to be heard.
“You didn’t tell me what I was supposed to say,” I said.
He smirked. “Just talk. You’re good at that.”
I sipped. “You sure you want me herewith him sitting right there?”
Kent tapped his bottle against mine. “I want to see how you carry yourself.”
I gave him a look. “You mean how I carry myself with him?”
He grinned wider but didn’t answer.
I crossed my legs slow and deliberate under the table. The denim of my skirt rode up a little higher. “This feels like a setup.”
“Could be,” he said. “Could just be two guys wanting wings and company.”
I leaned in again. “Company, huh?”
He shrugged. “You’ve been good company lately.”
I bit the rim of the glass, eyes fixed on his. “Guess we all benefit.”
Kent looked toward the door just as it opened. “There he is.”
Gene stepped in. Worn jacket, clean shirt, jeans that fit well. He scanned the bar once, spotted us, and walked over like this wasn’t strange at all.
“Hey,” he said, clapping Kent’s shoulder, then looking right at me. “You made it.”
My stomach dipped. I smiled. “Of course. Wouldn’t miss it.”
He pulled out a stool, sat across from me.
Kent waved the server over. “Another beer. He’s with us.”
The three of us sat in a triangle. My knees pointed toward Gene. My shoulder leaned into Kent.
Gene took his first sip, nodding at the TV. “Still think the Jets have a shot?”
Kent leaned back, one arm brushing my chair. “They always have a shot. They just never take it.”
I smiled, feeling their energy close around me. “Maybe they like playing from behind,” I said.
Gene’s eyes flicked to mine. “Some teams do their best work under pressure.”
Kent chuckled low. “Especially when they’re outnumbered.”
I tucked my hair behind my ear, let my fingers trail the rim of my glass. “I wouldn’t know. I’ve only ever played on one team.”
Gene raised his brow. “That’s not what I heard.”
Kent laughed harder, his hand resting on the back of my chair now. I felt it heat through the thin fabric.
I looked between them. “I guess I’ve been passed around a bit lately.”
“Loaned,” Kent said, his voice soft and steady.
“Borrowed,” Gene added, eyes never leaving mine.
My breath caught. The table felt smaller now. I shifted slightly, thighs brushing together. Neither of them missed it.
Kent leaned in closer. “You okay, babe?”
“Just warm,” I said.
Gene reached for a napkin and slid it across to me. “Can’t have you sweating in that.”
I took it, touched it to my neck. “I wore it for both of you.”
Kent’s hand slid just a little lower on the chair. “You’ve been wearing it well.”
The waitress dropped off another round.
“So what’s the plan after the game?” Gene asked, tone casual.
“I don’t know,” I said. “Depends who’s driving.”
Kent met my eyes. “We’ll figure it out.”
The game played on. I felt them both circling me in different ways. Kent, steady and possessive, burning slow. Gene, all quiet confidence and sharp eyes, daring me to lean his way.
He slid in beside me when he got back from the bathroom, his thigh pressed firm against mine.
Kent didn’t say a word. Just smirked at the TV, then took another slow drink.
I felt Gene’s hand on my lower back. It stayed there as we talked, fingers just resting. Not possessive. Just there. Kent was watching the screen, but not really. He glanced at us now and then. Each time, my body pulsed hotter.
“So,” Gene said, voice low and steady, “what’s the over-under on you?”
I turned to him, eyebrows lifted. “Pretty good odds I’m going to say.”
He let his fingers drop lower, slowly, until they grazed the hem riding up my thigh under the table. “You sure?”
Kent laughed at something on the screen. “That was sloppy defense,” he said, but his eyes were on me. He was smiling.
Gene’s fingertips slid higher. I sucked in a breath, tried to keep it quiet. My knees parted slightly.
I felt him smile beside me. I kept my hands on the table. My drink. My napkin. But my whole body was locked in place, pulsing with heat as his hand slipped further up the inside of my thigh.
Kent leaned back. “She does get a little uncomfortable in crowded places,” he said, not looking at us.
Gene chuckled. “Needs to cool off.”
I stayed completely still.
Gene’s fingers found the edge of my panties. He didn’t move past it. Just rested there. Pressing.
My eyes fluttered closed for half a second.
“Need some air?” Kent asked, deadpan.
“I’m fine,” I said, breathier than I meant to be.
Gene withdrew his hand a moment later. I took a sip of my drink with a trembling hand.
Kent leaned over, kissed my cheek.
“I love watching you,” he said, quietly enough only I heard.
Driving home, we didn’t even make it ten minutes.
The second we pulled off the main road, he turned hard into a gravel turnout under a row of trees, killed the engine, and reached for me.
His mouth was on mine before I got my seatbelt off. Hands already pulling at my dress, pushing it up over my thighs, dragging the fabric against my skin. I moaned into his mouth, twisting to face him, legs already spread across the center console.
“You let him touch you under the table,” Kent growled, voice thick and strained.
I didn’t answer. I grabbed his belt, unbuckled it, yanked open his jeans.
He hissed as I wrapped my hand around him, hard and hot in my grip, already ready for me.
“You’re wet,” he said, fingers sliding under the band of my panties, pushing them aside. “Jesus, you’re soaked.”
I climbed onto him, knees pressing into the seat cushions, one hand braced on the dash. My panties stretched between us, caught on one thigh. I didn’t care. I held him steady, lowered myself slowly, both of us gasping as he filled me.
“Oh fuck, ” His head dropped to my shoulder, voice breaking.
I rocked my hips forward, grinding onto him, grabbing the back of his neck, pulling him tighter against me.
“You needed this,” I whispered. “You wanted me hot.”
He thrust up into me, sharp, desperate. “He didn’t get you like this.”
“No.” I kissed him hard, dragging my nails down his back. “I belong to you.”
His hands gripped my ass, guiding me faster, deeper. The car rocked. Windows fogged. Every breath turned to steam. We were moving rough and wild now, the way we never did in bed.
Kent’s hands held me tighter, one on my lower back, the other sliding up to cup my breast through my dress. His hips still moved, but slower now, deeper. I kept myself on him, grinding in tight little circles, both of us breathing hard into the sticky heat between our bodies.
He looked up at me, eyes blown wide. “You’ve never felt like this.”
I nodded. “You neither.”
His thumb brushed over my nipple. “It’s him.”
I didn’t flinch. “It is.”
His jaw clenched, but not in anger. He grabbed a fistful of my ass and pulled me down hard, burying himself completely inside me. “You’re mine. But fuck, knowing what you did, what you do with him, it’s making me crazy.”
I kissed him again, slower this time, letting my body move gently on top of him. “I think about you when I’m with him.”
His breath caught. “Do you?”
I nodded against his cheek. “I do. I think about coming back to you. About how much you’re going to want me. About how much I want you to want me.”
He groaned, thrusting up again, and I met it. Hard. His hands were everywhere, clutching, guiding, worshipping. My fingers tangled in his hair.
“I don’t know what this is turning us into,” he said, voice low in my ear. “But I’ve never wanted you more.”
“You have me,” I whispered. “All of me.”
And I gave it. Right there. In the front seat, under those trees, with my thighs trembling and his name breaking from my mouth as I clenched around him, pulling him with me into the same release. His grip bruised my hips as he came, holding me down on him, burying his face in my chest, his breath shaking.
I told myself I wouldn’t.
I said I’d wait for him to reach out again. That was the agreement, unspoken, but there. He asked, I obeyed. That was part of the thrill.
But two weeks passed, and I couldn’t stop thinking about it.
I scrolled through our old texts more than once. Typed something. Deleted it. Waited. Nothing. I kept checking the little notification bar on my phone like a teenager.
So I gave in.
Me: Still thinking about the last time. Any plans this week?
The dots appeared right away. My pulse spiked. I was already wet.
Gene: That right? Might be free Friday. You miss me, sweetheart?
I didn’t hesitate.
Me: I’m not wearing panties right now. Just thought you should know.
Another pause. Then:
Gene: You coming to me, or am I taking you somewhere?
Me: Tell me where and when. I’ll be there.
He didn’t reply right away this time. I stared at the screen, heart hammering, eyes darting to the clock. Thirty seconds. A minute. Then it came through:
Gene: You’ll get the address tomorrow morning. Wear that black dress. You know the one.
I swallowed. Smiled.
Kent laid everything out on the bed like he was dressing a doll.
Black lace panties, tiny, almost nothing. The matching bra with the sheer cups I’m sure he enjoyed imagining Gene pull down. The black dress, snug and simple, no back, just that single button behind the neck. Platform heels, shiny with the red soles, the ones that made my calves flex when I walked.
He handed me the jewelry box. “Wear the hoops. And the silver anklet.”
Of course the anklet. He kissed the side of my neck while I sat at the mirror. I let him choose the lipstick, dark red, glossy. He leaned in and applied it for me with slow, steady strokes, then smoothed it with his thumb and kissed my shoulder.
I slid the dress over my head, feeling it cling, and he zipped it up for me, knuckles grazing my spine. He fastened the necklace I’d worn the first night with Gene.
“You look like a fuckin’ dream,” he said, stepping back to admire it all.
I turned and let him see. Lifted one heel and pointed my toe. “This what you want him to see walk in?”
He exhaled through his nose and adjusted himself through his pants. “You know it is baby.”
I sat back down at the vanity, legs crossed carefully so the hem wouldn’t ride too far, but it still did. Kent watched from the edge of the bed, hands clasped, not saying anything now. Just watching. His knee bounced once. I caught the corner of his lip twitching. He was hard again.
I leaned forward and adjusted my earrings, letting the dress fall forward slightly. He noticed. I let him. My breasts shifted under the sheer lace cups, barely hidden. He liked that too.
“Hair up or down?” I asked.
He didn’t answer right away. Then he got up, came behind me, and swept it up into a twist with his fingers, holding it there with one hand. His eyes met mine in the mirror. “Up. He’ll want to see your neck. And your shoulders in that dress.” He kissed my exposed skin, just below my ear. “So do I.”
I pulled out a clip and handed it to him.
He fixed it in place for me, slow and sure.
We didn’t used to do this.
We used to make love on Saturdays maybe go to brunch on Sundays. Now he would ask where I was going when I dressed up like this, but never what I was going to do. Now he zipped me into these dresses like he was preparing me for it, not having to ask. He was offering me up. I was his to offer, is what he wanted out of it.
We were more ourselves with each other than we’d ever been. More aroused. More open.
He sat again as I fastened the ankle bracelet around my leg. My foot rested in his lap as I buckled the strap of the platform pump, and he ran his thumb up my calf as I did it. My skin jumped under his touch.
“Do you think it’s strange?” I asked, not looking up. “How normal this is starting to feel?”
He was quiet, but his hands kept moving. “No. I think we were waiting for it.”
I looked up at him.
He smiled, eyes a little glassy. “We were meant for this.”
I stood, adjusted my dress, and checked everything one more time in the full-length mirror. I turned left, then right. The dress hugged me tight through the hips. My ass looked obscene in it. I guess that was the point.
Kent came up behind me and kissed the top of my shoulder again. “Text me when you’re with him.”
I nodded.
Then, softly, “And send me something.”
That made me grin.
I picked up my phone and tucked it into the tiny purse. “I will. Something good.”
“A hint,” he said. “I can’t quite accept full out knowing yet,” he said and he looked down and snorted.
“I know baby,” I said. I kissed his head, spun on my pumps, and walked out without looking back.
The building didn’t look like anything from the outside, just a metal door sunk between two graffiti-covered walls in the middle of a block I never would’ve driven down alone. Gene knocked twice, short and sharp, and the slit opened. Someone looked at us, then buzzed. The lock clicked, and we went in.
The hallway was dark. My heels echoed on the concrete. I kept my hand on Gene’s forearm as we walked, fingers tight. My heart beat faster with each step.
The door at the end opened to sound. Bass-heavy, ambient, something electronic and slow. The lights inside were soft purple, red, shadowy, not club lights exactly, more like candlelight without the candles. There were booths, low tables, no windows. Everyone looked like they’d been here before. Long stares. Laughter under the music. No one out of control, but no one pretending they were normal either.
Gene didn’t hesitate. He put his hand at the small of my back and led me in, past couples who looked up as we passed, past a bar lined with empty glasses, past two women kissing lazily in a corner booth, and a man behind them watching with no shame.
He pulled me closer, arm wrapping around my shoulders. “Relax,” he said into my ear. “You’re with me.”
I let my body lean against him. I might be a hotwife, but I was his hotwife and only his.
At a round table near the back, three people stood and greeted him. He hugged the first, shaved head, leather vest, tattooed fingers. Then a woman with braids and a cut-off denim top. Then another man, tall, angular, in a tight long-sleeve shirt with rings on every finger.
“This is my girl,” Gene said. Just like that. Not a pause. His girl.
I blinked, felt the heat rise up from my chest to my cheeks.
He pulled a chair out for me. “Sit.”
I did.
The woman looked me up and down, lips twitching into a smile. “Damn. She’s pretty. You always said you didn’t have time for a girlfriend.”
Gene smirked. “I don’t.”
Everyone laughed, including her. They nodded at me like I was being inducted into something, and now that I was here, there’d be no walking back out the same way.
Gene set a drink in front of me without asking. I tasted it. Whiskey, something herbal.
I sipped again, steadier now. The beat in the background pulled low through the room like a slow heartbeat. I sat in my short black dress, knees crossed, one heel slipping halfway off as I got comfortable. Gene’s hand stayed on my bare thigh, relaxed but marking me all the same.
He looked at me, his mouth near mine. “You like it here?”
I swallowed. “It’s different.”
Gene leaned closer, his hand still on my thigh, his thumb dragging slowly toward the edge of my hemline like he didn’t care who saw, or maybe because he wanted them to. His friends were laughing about something else now, some story I wasn’t part of, but the woman with the braids kept sneaking glances at me. I could feel it. Like she was trying to figure out what kind of girl I might be. She knew Gene obviously.
I stayed quiet, kept sipping my drink. I didn’t know what was in it but it settled into me warm and quick. My legs uncrossed. Gene’s thumb slipped higher. He looked at me like he had the right.
And for tonight, he did. My husband said so. That was his right.
It felt strange and right, both at once. The dress was one Kent had helped me pick out earlier in the day, tight across my chest, short enough that I’d kept tugging it down in the mirror, only for him to smile and shake his head. “That’s the one,” he said, buttoning the back for me. His hands had lingered on my shoulders afterward. “He’ll lose his mind.”
Now I sat with this man who did not say please, whose world had depths my husband and I had never stepped into, and I was letting him put me on display. Letting him show me off.
Gene stood, finally, his hand brushing mine as he moved behind me. “Come on,” he said, not looking back.
I followed.
He led me through a narrow hall past half-drawn curtains, pulsing beats following us, conversations half-heard. He stopped at a small, low-lit lounge room, leather couch, dark walls, a lamp that glowed red behind a sheer scarf. There were no windows.
Gene shut the door behind us.
He turned. “You’ve been good,” he said.
I looked at him. “Have I?”
His hands went to my hips, pulling me toward him. I let myself press against him, my breath short now.
“You’re all mine tonight,” he said.
I nodded, pulse kicking up.
He bent his head, lips at my ear. “Say it to me.”
“I’m yours.”
His mouth landed on mine, deep, forceful. His hands tugged the hem of the dress up with roughness, fingers slipping under my panties and pushing them down, slow, like it was our ritual. I stepped out of them. He pick them up, stuffed them in his pocket.
When he turned me toward the couch and bent me forward, my hands braced the cool leather of the top. His hand stayed firm on my lower back. I was bare, heels still on. His breath was hot behind me.
I caught my reflection in the darkened TV screen across the room. Bent over. Hair spilling forward. Skin flushed.
In that moment, I wasn’t Kent’s wife nor Gene’s girl. I was both and neither. Some creature in between the two poles.
I felt the air shift behind me. Gene’s hand slid up my thigh, slow and rough. His other hand gripped the back of my neck and pushed me lower over the couch. My palms flattened against the leather, and I kept my balance in the heels Kent picked out for me, knees bending wider as Gene pressed his body against mine from behind.
He was hard.
I looked over my shoulder. The red light cast his jaw in sharp lines. He unbuckled his belt, not rushing, just peeling the steps off one by one. The click, the slide, the drop. My breath started to shake.
“I’ve been thinking about this dress for days,” he said. “The way you wear it like you have no clue what it does.”
“Oh I know.”
He smirked, pulled the hem higher. His fingers grazed the backs of my thighs. He ran his knuckles up between my legs, slow. My knees dipped from the touch.
“You ready for me?”
“I was ready before I came out.”
He spat into his hand, stroked himself once, then gripped my hip. “You always are for Gene.”
When he pushed himself inside me, I grunted out loud and arched harder against the couch. He filled me in one motion, no hesitation. It was all stretch and heat and pressure, and then he started to move.
I moaned again and rocked back to meet him.
“Fuck,” he said, fingers digging into my hip. “Your pussy remembers me.”
I nodded, cheek pressed down into the leather.
He picked up pace fast. I grabbed the edge of the cushion, knuckles white, thighs burning. The slap of skin echoed sharp against the walls. I felt my ass bounce under his grip with every thrust.
“Does your husband know you get like this for me?”
“He knows.”
“He likes it?”
“Yes.”
Gene slammed me harder. “He lets me fuck his wife raw. In this club. Where anyone could see or hear.”
I gasped, jaw open, eyes unfocused. Wet.
“He’s twisted,” Gene said. “Letting me take you like this. You like it?”
“Yes I do,” I cried.
He pulled out halfway, held it, then shoved back in with a grunt. I nearly cried out from the force.
“You’re not just some slut,” he said. “You’re his slut. And he gave you to me.”
“Yes he did,” I whispered.
He leaned forward, hand flat on my back pushing me down, his breath hot at my ear. “Say it.”
“I’m his slut wife.”
He thrust deep into me again. “And?”
I groaned, nails dragging the leather. “And your fucktoy.”
His pace stayed heavy. My whole body rocked with him. I was already dripping, twitching, chafed. I opened wider, let him use me fully. I heard myself whimper as his grip shifted, hands now on both sides of my waist.
I reached back and pushed my palm flat against his stomach, stopping him mid-thrust.
“Sit down.”
Gene froze behind me, breath hard against my neck.
I looked over my shoulder, locked eyes. “Now.”
He pulled out slow, thick and wet, and stepped back. I turned and slid down onto the couch in front of him, legs spread, heels planted wide. I kept my hands on the tops of my thighs, fingers splayed, nails digging my skin. I didn’t blink.
Gene sat. His cock stood straight, glistening. His hands rested on his thighs, muscles tense.
I crawled into his lap.
The leather was cool under my knees. I gripped the base of him and eased myself down, inch by inch, letting my weight sink onto him slowly. My breath caught with every pulse inside me.
His head fell back, but I didn’t let him off the hook.
“Eyes on me.”
He looked.
I kept going. Rocked my hips down harder. The wet sound between us filled the room.
I set one hand on his chest. It was glazed with heat. His heart thudded against my palm. I slid lower and pinched one of his nipples, watched him flinch.
“You love this,” I said.
His jaw clenched. “Yeah.”
“You love my husband letting you use his wife.”
He nodded, hands now gripping my hips.
I moved slower. Hips grinding forward, rolling up, down, up again. My clit brushed the base of his shaft every time and it made me gasp.
“Don’t move,” I said.
He obeyed me.
I let my body do all the work, muscles tight, thighs burning. I kept my rhythm cruelly slow. Every inch dragged him deeper, every shift squeezed him tighter.
I leaned in, lips close to his ear. “You think you fuck me better than him?”
He didn’t answer.
I rocked harder.
“You think I cum harder on your cock?”
His mouth opened, but I ground down onto him with such pressure he choked on the reply.
I smiled. “Say it.”
“You do.”
I clenched around him and ground in a tight circle. His head dropped to my shoulder, breath stuttering.
My hands roamed up his chest, over his neck, into his hair. I pulled it hard.
“I could make you cum right now,” I said.
He moaned low.
“But I’m not done using you yet.”
I pushed back up until he nearly slipped out, then dropped again, thighs slapping into his.
The noise was obscene. My skin stuck to his. My body was soaked. “He can tell me not to fuck you anymore, and that would be it for you, you understand?”
He paused but he nodded when I stopped moving on him.
“He owns me. You only borrow me. Yeah baby?” I said, and I smirked and bit his lip.
He nodded again, good boy.
“I’m only your part-time girlfriend, but I’m his wife.”
“Ok, ok!” he said, nodding frantically.
I caught my reflection again, us twisted together in the black glass. My spine arched, the dress hiked to my ribs, his hands locked around my waist. My nipples visible through the stretched sheer lace.
I bounced harder, faster. Not rhythmic, relentless. I wasn't trying to ride him for pleasure anymore. I was trying to see how much he could take.
Gene grunted, fingers digging deep into my hips, but he didn’t take over. He let me stay on top, even as his thighs tensed and his eyes glazed.
“You close baby?” I asked, breath sharp and halting.
He nodded once.
I slammed down again, rough. His cock throbbed inside me.
“Not yet,” I said.
He groaned, head tilting back. I slapped his cheek, light, but hard enough to bring his face back to mine.
“Eyes open always.”
He stared. Mouth parted. Jaw locked.
I grabbed the back of his head and forced his forehead to mine. Our breath tangled. Sweat ran between our chests. My thighs burned now, trembling from the grind, but I didn’t stop.
I wanted him drained. I wanted him used up for every other woman he’d ever been with.
“You like fucking another man’s wife?” I whispered, riding him harder.
He growled. His fingers flexed, barely holding back.
“You like how I use you right back?” I asked, panting now, my body completely soaked.
“Yeah,” he gasped. “Fuck, yeah, ”
“Then fuck me baby.”
I dropped onto him fast and stayed there, grinding my hips in short, brutal strokes. My clit rubbed against him so hard I felt every ridge of him dewy and swollen. My whole lower body locked up, every muscle tight, every nerve electric.
I didn’t lose control, I seized it. And it hit.
The orgasm ripped through me so suddenly I cried out like I’d been punched. My body collapsed onto his, still clenching, pulsing, jerking with every shockwave. He held me down, hands gripping hard now, moaning into my shoulder.
I reached between us, grabbed his shaft where it stretched into me, and squeezed as I kept moving. My lips brushed his ear.
“You cum when I say,” I cried into his ear.
“Jesus,” he groaned. “Please.”
I let go.
His entire body shook under mine. His cock pulsed again and again and again, his breath ragged. I rode him through it all, using him like he’d used me so many times.
I felt wild. Not possessed, possessing. I had never known this part of myself.
When I finally leaned back and slowed, our skin peeled apart sticky and tender. His cock twitched inside me, wet and spent, and he slumped against the back of the couch, chest heaving.
I sat on him, still pulsing, still flushed. My thighs trembled but I stayed upright.
Gene looked at me, dazed.
“You don’t fuck like someone’s wife,” he said.
I stared back, voice calm now.
“That’s because I’m not just someone’s wife tonight. I’m your girlfriend, part-time.”
I climbed off him slowly. His cock slipped out of me wet and hot, and I felt his jism trail down my thigh. I didn’t wipe it away. I stood, adjusted my dress, pulled the hem down halfway, knowing it wouldn’t hide anything. My body was flushed, my lips swollen, my legs still shaking.
Gene was still slouched on the couch, cock wet, chest rising and falling. He looked spent.
I took his hand. “Get up.”
He blinked. “Where, ”
“Dance floor of course.”
He stared at me like I’d lost my mind. I pulled harder.
“Now.”
He followed. I laughed.
We walked back through the narrow hallway. The bass hit again, thick and deep. Lights pulsed in muted reds and purples. The room had filled out more since we’d left. Bodies swayed in loose, slow rhythm. Couples, singles, some watching, some moving together like they were fucking.
I pulled him into the center. No hesitation. My arms wrapped around his neck, and I pressed my body fully against his, hips swaying.
He wasn’t hard yet. But he would be.
The beat rolled under our feet, everything slow, grinding. I moved like I was still on top of him. I rolled my ass into his hips, dragged my hands down his chest, gripped his waist. My breath hit his neck. My cheek slid along his.
People watched. I caught the glances, two women near the bar, one man sitting alone in the corner. The tattooed guy from earlier leaned back in his booth, beer in hand, head turned our way.
Gene’s hands found my hips. “You’re fucking insane,” he whispered.
“Stay with me,” I said.
I reached behind me and took his hands. I guided them under the hem of my dress. High. Higher. His palms slid over my ass. No panties.
He groaned into my ear.
“I’ll ride you again right here if you don’t behave,” I said.
His breath caught.
I ground against him slow, steady, the length of his cock stiffening against my thigh through his jeans. My legs parted slightly. Just enough.
He pressed forward instinctively.
I kept moving, body to body, our rhythm filthy and obvious. My dress clung to my back. My heels barely touched the floor half the time. I reached down between us, grabbed his cock through his pants, and squeezed.
Gene hissed through his teeth.
I arched up and whispered, “They’re watching.”
He didn’t answer. His jaw locked.
I ground harder.
He looked around, eyes darting across the room, catching it, how the people nearby weren’t dancing anymore. Just watching. Faces turned toward us. The woman with braids had reappeared, a new drink in hand, eyes sharp.
“You want them to see me cum on your leg?” I asked.
Gene didn’t move.
“You want them to know what your friend’s wife just did to you in that room?”
He growled low.
The music thickened, slower, dirtier. A deep, pulsing rhythm you didn’t follow so much as sink into. I slid down Gene’s body, hips rolling, my palms dragging along his chest, then his thighs. I dropped to a crouch, knees open, the hem of my dress riding high enough to flash skin and sweat and the glint of the anklet Kent had fastened on me before I left.
People could see it. I didn’t care.
Gene’s breath hitched. He looked down at me, face flushed, jaw clenched. I stared up at him, hands gripping his thighs, body swaying to the beat. Then I rose again, slow, legs brushing his, chest skimming up his torso, mouth hovering near his neck. I didn’t touch my lips to him.
I just breathed him in. Then I turned.
Back to him, ass flush against his jeans, I began to move again. My hips circled, dipped, teased. I reached behind me and hooked one hand behind his neck, pulling his mouth closer to my shoulder. My other hand lifted my skirt, just slightly, enough to make the whole room wonder what I was about to do.
Gene’s hands came to my hips, then higher. He cupped my breasts over the dress, thumbs grazing the tips, making my head fall back against his shoulder.
I grabbed his wrists and moved them.
Higher. Lower. Slower.
He groaned.
“You’re not leading this,” I said, loud enough for him to hear, but quiet enough that no one else could. “You just get to enjoy it.”
His cock pressed hard into me from behind now. Full, pulsing. I ground against it in a rhythm that had nothing to do with dancing. Just friction. Wetness. Craving.
My movements got bolder.
I bent forward at the waist, legs straight, hands on my knees, then slowly rolled back up into him, letting my ass drag across his front. I felt silkiness between my thighs, my body still buzzing from earlier and begging for more. The music, the heat, the eyes on me, I couldn’t separate them anymore.
I turned to face him again. Pressed my palms to his chest.
Then I started to ride his thigh.
He stared at me, stunned. My dress clung to my hips, sweat blooming between my breasts, lipstick worn at the corners. I looked nothing like the woman who used to blush when strangers glanced too long. I looked dangerous. Unashamed.
I pulled him closer by his shirt. “I could cum like this.”
His hands shook where they touched me. “Do it.”
I danced harder. Faster. My skin shined under the red light. My chest rose and fell. Every man in that room could see what I was, now.
I grabbed the back of Gene’s neck and pulled his face to mine. My lips brushed his cheek, his jaw, then found his ear.
I bit him. Hard.
He flinched, groaned, his hands locking tight on my hips. I didn’t pull away. I stayed there, panting into the sting, my body rocking against his, my chest heaving like I was about to break. I could feel him everywhere, his breath, his cock pressed hard between us, his fingers trembling where they gripped me too tight.
I bit again, lower this time, just below the ear, dragging my teeth across the salt of his skin. My breath came out hot and ragged, my thighs shaking. I could feel my whole body pulsing around nothing, aching to be filled again.
I was close. So fucking close I could barely think. But I didn’t give in. I licked the spot I bit. Then I groaned into his ear.
“Take me home.”
He pulled back an inch. “What?”
I grabbed his hand, pressed it between my legs, dragged it up the soaked inside of my thigh, let him feel how shattered I was. “You want me to finish?” I asked, grinding against his palm.
He nodded, dazed. “Fuck, yes.”
“Then take me home,” I said, low and dirty. “To my husband.”
His breath caught.
I watched it register, what I meant. What I was offering. Not a goodbye. A continuation. A handoff.
I pressed my forehead to his and let my body go slack against his chest, flushed and trembling, dress soaked, lips swollen. My voice came out warm, barely a whisper.
“I want him to know what you did to me.”
Gene stared at me like I was insane. Like I was sacred. Like I was the most dangerous thing he’d ever touched.
“Let’s go,” I said, turning toward the exit. My hand held his. He took me home.
But I wasn’t a mean girlfriend. I leaned over the console, unzipped him, kissed the head, laughed up at him driving, and sank my mouth down his rod all the way.
This was no time for fun and games though. I pressed my tongue around his shaft, sucked and pulled and slipped and pushed. I drew his cum out of him in no time at all, him straining behind the wheel, and I swallowed all of him, came up to his neck, kissed him, and laughed.
“You should know I won’t ever leave you high and dry,” I said, wiping my mouth with my hand.
Inside, I ducked into the shower right away, before even finding Kent, and I showered for him.
I stepped out of the bathroom, skin damp and glowing, hair wrapped in a towel. My nightgown, thin, ivory cotton, the straps slipping. I walked barefoot into the bedroom. The light on his nightstand was still on.
Kent was sitting up in bed, back against the headboard, his book open in one hand. He looked up when he saw me. I didn’t speak.
I walked to his side of the bed, leaned in, and touched two fingers to his lips. He went still. His eyes locked on mine. He set the book down.
I climbed onto him slowly, one knee on either side of his hips, the soft nightgown bunching at my waist. I reached under it, found him already half hard. My hand wrapped around him, stroked once. He was ready for me in seconds.
I moved up, kept his eyes on mine, and guided him in with one smooth motion.
He filled me deep. All the way. My mouth parted, but I didn’t speak. I just exhaled, long and low, as I settled fully onto him, hips pressed tight to his.
He didn’t move under me, his face filled with wonder and questions.
I started to rock, slow, steady, full. No rush. My hands braced on his chest. My eyes stayed open.
His breath caught. His hands came to my hips, then my thighs, then back to my waist. I stayed over him, riding in a rhythm that wasn’t about orgasm or dominance or any of what had come before. It was just us now. Making love, not fucking.
I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his. I moved my hips slower. Deeper. Let him feel everything Gene had left in me, everything the club had drawn out of me.
I shuddered and my insides fluttered. Kent erupted into me and I spasmed around him, and I rolled off and was asleep in minutes. With a smile on my lips, I will add. Kent wrapped around me from behind and I snuggled back into him.
Work brought me back to reality. The boardroom was cold. Monday morning meetings, a trial for me in that place.
I sat second from the end, not quite at the corner, but not quite safe either. The glass walls showed the city behind us, steel and sky, cranes, motion. I could see my own reflection if I glanced left. So I didn’t.
I wore a navy blouse that day, fitted but high-necked, sleeves rolled to the elbows. Slim trousers. Low heels. No jewelry except the silver watch Kent gave me last Christmas. My hair was pulled back and low. I looked like someone who belonged here, or so I hoped.
But I hadn’t spoken in these meetings before. It wasn’t done, end of story.
So imagine my surprise, not to mention everyone else’s, when the head of sales was mid-sentence and my voice interrupted him.
I didn’t mean to cut in. It just came out.
“If we’re trying to pivot the brand narrative, then repeating last quarter’s phrasing isn’t a strategy, it’s a delay.”
The room stopped dead.
Ten men, three women. All senior. All older. I could feel the shift in the air as heads turned toward me. One by one. Brows lifted. Pens lowered.
The senior VP cocked his head. “Excuse me? Tessa, right?”
I cleared my throat, didn’t flinch. Nodded at him. “I’m saying that if the goal is repositioning, then we can’t lead with the same copy structure. The old language won’t move us forward. It’ll anchor us to last year’s message from the get go.”
A pause.
Someone nodded.
“I agree,” said the woman from product. “It’s the first thing I thought when I read the draft.”
The man across from me adjusted his glasses. “Do you have a recommendation?”
I did. And I gave it. Calmly. One breath at a time. I kept my hands folded on the table. I didn’t look at the senior VP, I just laid it out, tight, clear, and unfazed.
By the time I stopped speaking, no one was looking at the slides anymore. They were all looking at me.
I felt it hit, not just the respect, but the recalibration. Their posture changed and their tone too. I wasn’t the quiet one from communications anymore. I was someone they’d have to acknowledge.
When the meeting ended, two people approached me with questions. A third asked if I’d kindly send my version of the draft.
I packed up slowly. Walked the hallway with a swagger.
And when I stepped into the elevator, alone, thirty-four floors above the street, I caught my reflection in the mirrored back wall.
Hair still neat. Blouse still smooth. Shoulders still square. I survived.
But under it all, I still felt the throb of the weekend’s heat in my hips. It made me walk like I owned the whole building, when I came out the elevator across the concourse.
I was still a wife. But also, I was a hotwife. 
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I hadn’t planned to see Gene again that soon. After the gym, after how raw my body felt, I thought I’d need a week at least before even thinking about him. But by Tuesday night, I was already checking my phone, half hoping for the familiar vibration. Kent was beside me on the couch, reading on his tablet. I kept scrolling.
The message came at nine.
Gene:
Tomorrow. Six. My place. Bring heels.
Kent saw the light from my screen and looked over. “Work?” he asked.
I swallowed. “Yeah. Just confirming a meeting.”
He nodded once and went back to his page. He knew exactly what I was doing. How could he not? But we weren’t there with it yet where we could talk about it so openly.
I washed my hair before bed and shaved again. When Kent came in, I was sitting at the mirror in my robe, drying my hair. He came up behind me, kissed my neck, and whispered, “He texted you?”
I looked at him in the mirror. His eyes were dark, steady. I nodded.
He kissed me again, lower. “Go,” he said.
I stood in front of the closet. I didn’t want to look too dressed up. But I wanted to look ready. I pulled out a cream-white tank dress with thin straps and a pair of platform pumps. The hem brushed the tops of my thighs. I added the nude heels Gene liked because they made my legs look longer.
When I walked into the kitchen, Kent was at the counter pouring coffee. His eyes went straight down my body and stayed there. He set the mug aside and came closer.
“Come here,” he said.
I stopped in front of him. He reached under my dress and ran his thumb along my thigh. His hand stayed there, pressing me gently.
“You look perfect,” he said.
“I don’t even know what he wants,” I said quietly.
He smiled. “I think we both do.”
I grabbed my keys. He kissed me once, slow, his tongue against my bottom lip, then stepped back and said, “Text me when you get there.”
The elevator in Gene’s building was small and dim. My pulse picked up as the floor numbers lit one by one. When the doors opened, he was standing right there in the hall, black jeans, black jacket. He’d been waiting.
“Close the door behind you,” he said when he lead me to his apartment.
I closed it and locked it.
His eyes ran down me once, the way they always did, slow, deliberate. “Leave your heals on.”
My heart was hammering. He moved closer until his chest brushed mine. I could feel the heat from his skin, the faint roughness of his breath.
“Kent knows you’re here?” he asked.
“Yes.”
He grinned. “Good, right?”
He looked at me for a long time, long enough that I felt my chest tighten. “Come here.”
He didn’t grab me; he just turned and started toward the kitchen. I followed. Every sound, my steps, the quiet hum of the fridge, was sharp in the silence. He leaned back against the counter and crossed his arms.
“What did Kent say this time?”
“He told me to text him when I got here.”
Gene nodded once. “And?”
“I did. In the elevator. He wants to know I’m safe.”
He uncrossed his arms and pushed away from the counter. The muscles across his stomach shifted as he moved. He stopped in front of me and brushed a strand of hair off my cheek. His fingers were dry, warm.
“Are you safe?”
“He thinks so.”
“He’s a good man,” Gene said.
“I know.”
“He knows what you need.”
“I guess so.”
He studied my face. “You nervous?”
I nodded.
“You should be.”
He stepped behind me, close enough that I felt his breath at my neck, and whispered, “Turn around.”
I turned. His hand slid around my waist and rested there, not moving. My skin prickled where his thumb pressed. I tried to breathe evenly.
“Look at me,” he said.
His eyes stayed on mine. He didn’t touch me anywhere else. The stillness of it made everything louder inside me, the beat of my heart, the tight pull low in my stomach.
“You came because you wanted to,” he said.
“Yes.”
He moved his hand higher, over my ribs, stopping just under my breast. “Say it.”
“I came because I wanted to.”
He exhaled through his nose, slow. “You don’t lie so well,” he said.
“I’m not lying.”
“Prove it.”
I swallowed. “How?”
He tilted his head toward the living room. “Go wait for me in there.”
I walked past him. My legs felt weak, but steady enough to keep the pace I knew he liked, neither rushed nor hesitant. The couch was gray leather, cool when I touched it. I sat at the edge, hands folded on my knees.
He came in a moment later carrying a single tumbler of whiskey. He set it on the table beside me. “Have some.”
I did. The drink was cold and made my lips tingle.
He sat down next to me, turned my face toward him with two fingers under my chin, and said, “I’m glad you came.”
His thumb traced the corner of my mouth, slow and deliberate. My breath caught.
“Better hm?” he murmured. “Now tell me what you’re thinking.”
I kept my eyes on his. My mouth was slightly open.
“I’m thinking about what you’re going to do to me,” I said.
His eyes didn’t change. His thumb rested just under my bottom lip, not moving. He waited.
“And what my husband is doing right now,” I added.
That made his mouth pull slightly at the corner. Not a smile. Just recognition. His fingers lowered from my face. He leaned back against the couch and spread his legs. His knee bumped mine, and I stayed still.
“You think he’s picturing this?”
“I do.”
“You think he wants me to?”
I nodded.
Gene exhaled once. He didn’t touch me. He just stared at my body now. I could feel his gaze take in every part, the tight stretch of the tank over my chest, the way I sat with my thighs together.
He lifted one hand, slow, and set it lightly on my leg. His fingers rested halfway up my thigh.
He squeezed once, firm enough to make me shift in place.
“Lie back.”
I hesitated. My legs moved first, drawing up onto the couch. My back lowered against the cushion, my knees still bent. He reached over and adjusted one of them, then the other, until I was open the way he wanted me.
He didn’t go between them. He leaned over me and pressed his hands to the sides of my ribcage, firm, holding me down.
“You showed up already wet last time,” he said.
I nodded.
“Are you now?”
I swallowed. “Yes.”
He ran both hands up, slow, lifting the hem of my dress as he did. It gathered above my breasts. The air touched my stomach. I could feel how fast I was breathing.
“Show me.”
I brought one hand down between my legs. My panties were tight against me. I pressed once, enough to show the shape of it. He watched.
“Take them off.”
I reached for the waist. My fingers shook slightly. It didn’t go the first time. I looked up at him. He didn’t blink.
I lifted my hips. The fabric stuck a little. He grabbed the waistband and pulled them down for me, past my hips, past my knees, and then off.
He tossed them to the floor.
He didn’t touch me. He just looked.
“You came here in panties that thin,” he said.
“Yes.”
“Why?”
“Because I knew you’d want to see everything.”
He nodded, slowly. His hand moved to my inner thigh.
“Keep your legs open,” he said.
His fingers stopped an inch short of where I thought they would go. He let them rest there, motionless, so close that I could feel the warmth of his skin through mine.
“Don’t move,” he said.
He leaned closer until I felt his breath pass over my stomach. The air from it made me twitch. He saw it, and his mouth curved again, just barely.
“I said don’t move.”
“I didn’t mean to,” I whispered.
He straightened, his hands still on me, his eyes locked on my face.
He brushed one fingertip along the inside of my thigh. I could hear the sound of my own breathing now, shallow and uneven. He looked down at my chest rising and falling, then back up at my face.
“You think about this when you’re with him?”
“Yes I do.” My voice trembled.
“What do you think about?”
“About how you touch me.”
He tilted his head. “And?”
“How it feels different.”
“How?”
“You don’t ask first.”
He laughed quietly through his nose. “That’s the point isn’t it.”
He reached down, picked up the whisky glass from the table, and held it to my lips. I drank. He tilted it a little more, enough that a drop ran down my chin. His thumb wiped it away, slow, dragging across my skin.
“Stand up,” he said.
I did.
He circled behind me, close enough that I could feel his breath against the back of my shoulder. He lifted the hem of my dress and pulled it over my head. My hair caught in the straps; he untangled it gently and dropped it onto the couch.
“Hands at your sides.”
I lowered them.
He traced a line down my spine with one finger. My whole body tightened.
“You were made for this,” he said.
I turned my head slightly. “For what?”
“For being a hotwife.”
I started to answer, but he caught my jaw and turned my face forward again. “Don’t talk. Just stay like this.”
His hand ran up over my shoulder, down my arm, across my ribs. Every movement was slow, deliberate, claiming space one inch at a time.
“You keep pretending this is all for him,” he said. “But you came here for yourself.”
My throat tightened. “Maybe both.”
He nodded once behind me. “That’s closer to the truth, isn’t it.”
His hands stopped on my hips, holding me there.
“Are you ready?”
“Yes.”
He pressed closer, his breath hot against my  skin. His hands stayed on my hips. He didn’t move them lower yet. His thumbs just pressed in, firm and steady, like he was reminding me I was in his grip now, not Kent’s.
I thought about my husband. I thought about what he saw when I left. Tight clothes. No bra. My bare legs, my makeup subtle but focused, everything about me calculated. And he let me go to him. Again.
He said I looked perfect.
Gene’s mouth brushed the back of my shoulder. His lips barely touched me, but it was enough to make my knees flex. He caught that, too. His hands pressed harder on my hips.
“You’re already unsteady,” he said.
I nodded. I didn’t try to hide it.
He moved in closer, until the front of his body met the back of mine, until I felt the heat of him and the weight of him, not pushing, just being there.
“You think about him while you’re with me?” he asked.
“Sometimes,” I said.
He waited. “And right now?”
“I’m trying not to.”
He chuckled once. “He’s part of it, though. Isn’t he.”
“Yes.”
“Yes he is. That’s the arrangement, isn’t it.”
His hand came up slowly and wrapped lightly around the front of my neck. He didn’t squeeze. He just held it there, like a leash.
“You’re not just his anymore,” he said.
I swallowed. “I know that.”
He kept his hand there. His other one slid down my stomach. The silence was just enough to make me aware of everything, my breathing, my posture, how open I was, how wet.
The truth was, I had never been just Kent’s. Not really. Even when I thought I was, even before Gene ever touched me, I knew something about me was waiting for this. Not to be loved. Not even to be taken. But to be used.
Gene’s voice came low against my ear. “What are you right now?”
I opened my mouth. He pushed his hips tighter into my backside. “Say it.”
“I’m with you.”
His fingers moved lower, slower this time, teasing, dragging. “And?”
“I’m still his.”
He groaned softly behind me. “That’s exactly right.”
My face flushed. I couldn’t explain it, not to anyone, not even Kent. How being owned by both of them didn’t feel confusing. It felt inevitable.
Kent got the version of me that came home, showered, dressed again, made dinner, curled against him in the dark. Gene got the other one. The one that walked in dripping, ready, quiet but not shy. The one that didn’t ask to be kissed.
Gene kissed my neck once, then again lower, his lips warm and slow. “You’re going to prove that now.”
He pulled me back against him, one hand still at my throat, the other sliding down the front of my thigh. His chest rose and fell against my back, steady, like nothing about this unsettled him.
I kept my hands at my sides, legs apart, body still, just the way he liked. That was the difference between them. Kent needed closeness. Gene wanted control. I let both get what they wanted.
His mouth found the base of my neck. He kissed me there, then just breathed against me, dragging it out. He was waiting for something. I could feel that, even before he said it.
“Tell me what I am to you.”
I blinked once. “You’re the one who takes me.”
His grip on my throat eased slightly. “Not enough.”
“You’re the one I let do everything he won’t.”
Still not enough.
He dragged his hand up again, slid his fingers into my hair, and pulled my head back just enough that I had to look upward. “Say what you are when you’re here.”
I hesitated.
His other hand reached around and pressed lower, between my legs, not touching where I thought he would. Just resting there, a warning. A promise.
“I’m your slut,” I whispered.
He waited.
“Your fuck,” I added.
He smiled against my skin. “Now we’re getting somewhere. My part-time fuck.”
He moved away from me then, slow and calm, circling the couch again. I stayed where I was, in the middle of the room, no clothes, arms loose at my sides. I could feel the air on my skin, the wetness between my legs, the steady flush building in my chest.
Gene sat on the couch.
“Come here,” he said.
I walked to him, feet bare on the wood. His eyes didn’t leave mine as he sat back, legs apart. His hands rested on his thighs.
“Kneel.”
I lowered myself slowly, my knees pressing into the rug, my spine straight, my hands resting on the tops of my thighs.
He looked me over like I was being inspected. It wasn’t about foreplay. It wasn’t about seduction. It was about whether I would do exactly what he told me to, when he told me to. I understood that now.
“You think about him seeing this?” he asked.
“All the time.”
“What would he say?”
I shook my head. “He wouldn’t say anything.”
“Would he stop it?”
“No.”
“Why not?”
I swallowed. “Because it’s part of him, too.”
Gene leaned forward, his arms resting on his knees now. His eyes were sharper than before.
I leaned forward, slowly, letting my knees spread wider on the rug until I could feel the strain in my hips. The position left me open completely. I didn’t try to cover myself.
My hands slid up his legs, feeling the hair on his thighs, the warmth under his skin, the way the muscles tensed slightly when I touched higher. His jeans were unbuttoned but still on, the fly half-open. I rested my hands on either side of the denim, waiting.
“Go ahead,” he said.
I pulled the zipper down the rest of the way, slow enough that I felt every tooth separate. The sound filled the space between us. I slid my fingers under the waistband and tugged his jeans down over his hips, just far enough. He lifted slightly to help. The denim slid down and bunched at his thighs. He didn’t wear anything underneath.
His cock was already thick, already dark, already twitching. I paused for a second, just looking. Then I reached for it.
My fingers wrapped around the base first, hot, hard, heavy. The skin was velvety and warm, taut from how swollen he already was. I ran my thumb across the head, feeling the smooth wetness already gathered there.
Gene didn’t move. His eyes never left my face.
I kept stroking, slow and tight. I watched his stomach tighten each time my hand glided up and over the crown. I adjusted my grip to twist slightly, drawing a low grunt from his throat.
He reached forward and gathered my hair, fisting it loosely at the base of my neck, pulling just enough to control the angle of my head. My mouth opened. I didn’t need to be told.
But I didn’t go down yet.
I kept stroking him, harder now, faster, letting the wetness coat my palm. I liked the way he watched me. I liked the heat in his stare, the way his mouth opened just slightly with each pulse of my hand.
I leaned in closer, lips parted, letting the head of his cock brush my lower lip. I didn’t take it in. I just pressed my mouth against it, soft and warm. He groaned low and deep and pulled my hair tighter.
“You’re already better than last time,” he said.
I looked up at him. “I’ve been practicing.”
“Where?”
“You know where.”
He grinned, pulled my head down slightly, and said, “Show me.”
I opened my mouth around him, slowly, letting the head slide past my lips. My tongue swirled under him, gathering the salt and heat, feeling the shape fill my mouth. I sucked in slow pulses, tight and wet.
I let more of him slide into my mouth, inch by inch, until I felt the weight of him press against the back of my tongue. I tightened my lips and pulled back slow, dragging the underside of his shaft along my tongue, then down again, deeper this time. My hands braced on his thighs now, fingers digging into his skin.
His fist clenched tighter in my hair. He held my head still, not forcing, just anchoring me in place while he let his hips rise slightly, testing how much I’d take. I didn’t pull away. I let him push deeper, until I felt the pressure in my throat, and I swallowed around it, holding there.
“Jesus,” he said under his breath.
I came back up slow, letting him slip from my mouth with a wet sound. I stroked him with my hand again, glossy now, saliva coating him from tip to base.
“You missed this?” I asked, voice low.
He didn’t answer. He just pulled me back down. My mouth opened wide, lips stretched, and he fed himself into me again.
I bobbed on him now, steady rhythm, taking him deep and wet and tight. I heard the sounds it made, greasy, obscene, the kind of sound I knew would stay in his head long after I left. My mouth was open wide around him, tongue working under him, lips tight on the upstroke.
He grunted, his thighs flexing under my hands. “Fuck, that mouth.”
His hand at the back of my head moved now, guiding me, setting the pace he wanted. I followed it, took him deeper, faster, let my spit run down his shaft and over my hand.
I pulled off again, breathing hard, strands of saliva stretching from my lips to the head of his cock. I stroked him fast, watching his stomach tighten, watching the veins in his forearms pulse.
“Put it back in your mouth,” he said.
I did. No hesitation. No teasing now.
I fucked him with my mouth the way he liked it. Deep. Loud. Messy. I moaned around him, letting the sound vibrate through him, feeling the way his cock twitched in response.
He was close. I could feel it. The way his hand tightened, the way his thighs tensed, the way his breathing shortened.
But he didn’t finish.
He pulled me off suddenly, wet strings connecting my lips to him. He looked down at me, eyes dark.
“Get on the couch,” he said. “Back against the armrest. Legs open.”
I stood, my knees trembling slightly. I climbed onto the couch, turned, and sat with my back against the arm. My legs parted. My chest was rising fast.
He stood in front of me, stroking himself slowly.
He stepped forward and knelt on the cushion between my legs. His cock hung heavy in his hand, wet from my mouth, gleaming in the dim light of the room. He didn’t touch me yet. He just stared at the space between my thighs, his breathing thick.
I kept my knees spread. I let him look.
“You’re soaked,” he said.
I nodded.
“From sucking me, or from knowing he let you?”
“Both of course.”
He grinned without warmth. “Good girl.”
He leaned in and dragged the head of his cock up the inside of my thigh. I flinched. My skin was hypersensitive. I could feel the trail he left behind, hot, glazed, deliberate.
He didn’t go straight to where I needed him. He took his time. He traced around it. He used the weight of himself to press into the crease where my thigh met my body, back and forth, slow, building the pressure without giving me what I wanted.
I arched my hips toward him. He pushed them back down.
“Not yet,” he said.
My breathing was ragged now. I couldn’t stop shifting.
“Look at me.”
I did. His eyes were locked on mine.
“Say what you are.”
I swallowed. My voice caught. “I’m your part-time girlfriend.”
“And?”
“I’m still his wife.”
He leaned in closer, his cock brushing directly over me now, once, slow.
“Not when I’m inside you,” he said.
I gasped.
“Say it.”
I shook my head.
He pushed harder, the thick head pressing right up against my entrance, spreading me slightly.
“Say it.”
“I’m all yours.”
He slid inside me in one slow, steady push.
My mouth dropped open. My nails gripped the couch cushion.
The stretch made my whole body lock onto him. He filled me without rushing, without pulling back, just that one relentless drive until he was all the way in. My chest heaved. My head fell back against the armrest.
“You feel that?” he said. His voice was right at my ear now.
I nodded, barely able to speak.
He pulled back just enough to make me clench around him, then sank in again, slower this time, deeper. Each stroke was measured. Heavy. Intentional. No rhythm yet, just presence. Just dominance.
“You walked out your front door in that little outfit,” he said, his voice rough now. “Already knowing this was going to happen.”
“Yes.”
“You thought about it all day.”
“Yes.”
“You’re going to think about it when you go home.”
“Yes.”
He gripped my thighs and pushed them wider.
He started to move, steady now, full length, deep, hard enough that I felt the couch shift under me. His hands held my legs wide, his body angled forward, all his weight driving into me.
I gasped with every thrust.
“Louder,” he growled.
I moaned, letting it out, no hesitation now.
He kept going, hard and deep, the sound of it echoing through the room, wet and sharp. His hips slapped against me with every thrust, and my body took it, open, bare, pinned beneath him. My hands clutched the cushion behind me, but I wasn’t bracing against him. I was holding myself still, letting him do whatever he wanted to me.
I moaned again, louder this time. Not for his benefit, but for mine.
I turned my head against the armrest and stared at the wall.
Kent had watched me get dressed for this. He'd seen the top stretch across my chest, seen my bare thighs under the hem of that skirt, and still let me leave the house. He poured coffee. He kissed my shoulder. He told me I looked perfect.
Gene gripped my hips tighter and pulled me farther down the couch. His cock sank in harder. I cried out, sharp and real.
My husband had to know this was what it meant. Not just that I was fucking Gene. But that I was being fucked like this. Like I wasn’t someone’s wife anymore.
Gene leaned over me now, one hand pressed beside my head, the other wrapped around my thigh. His mouth hovered right above mine.
“You’re making such a mess,” he said, panting now. “You feel how wet you are?”
I could. I felt it on his cock, on my skin, on the cushion under my ass. I was soaked. I didn’t even try to answer.
He pulled back and slammed into me again. I cried out. My body folded in around him.
And still, under it, I wondered: Does Kent get off on this? Not the idea. Not the fantasy. But the fact.
The reality of me in another man’s apartment, bare, pinned, used like this. The wet sound of it. The shaking in my legs. The ache in my thighs. The way my body gave up trying to protect itself and just opened to the other man.
Gene fucked me like I didn’t belong to anyone. And maybe that’s what Kent needed, too. To see what I’d become when I wasn’t his.
Gene shifted his angle now. His cock hit deeper. Harder. I gasped and dug my nails into the back of his shoulder.
He didn’t slow. He growled in my ear. “You’re going to come on me,” he said. “And I’m not stopping until you do.”
I nodded, jaw clenched, legs trembling around him.
He pulled my hips higher and drove in again, relentless now. Each stroke jolted through me. My voice broke. My muscles locked.
I started moving with him. Not just taking it. Not just moaning. I met his thrusts now, hips rising, heels digging into the cushion for leverage. The rhythm changed. He noticed it immediately.
I thrust up harder, grinding into him, matching his pace stroke for stroke. Our skin slapped louder. My breath hitched every time our bodies met. I braced my feet and pushed back into him with everything I had.
He growled and pressed down on my chest with one hand, trying to hold me still. I slapped it away and grabbed his jaw.
“Don’t hold me down,” I said. “Not this time.”
I wrapped my legs around him, dug my heels into the backs of his thighs, and drove myself up onto his cock. He lost rhythm for a moment. I grinned.
He grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head. I twisted free and shoved him back by the shoulders. I rolled us over, climbed on top, planted my knees, and sank back down onto him so hard we both gasped.
His hands went to my hips. I smacked them away.
“Don’t touch,” I said. “Just feel me.”
I rocked my hips forward and back, slow and tight, grinding against him in the exact way that made me feel everything. His cock dragged deep across that spot inside me that lit me up from the base of my spine to the back of my teeth. I arched and rode it.
And as I moved, as I fucked him with everything in me, the thought returned, clearer now.
Kent had to know.
There was no way he didn’t.
The outfits. The way I left. The towel in my bag. The look in my eyes when I got home. The way I couldn’t speak when he held me afterward, trembling.
He knew. He wanted this.
The realization sank into me like a second pulse, lower and hotter than anything Gene could do.
Kent wanted to send me out like this. He wanted me to be ruined. He wanted to picture it, me on top of another man, fucking him raw, coming back home smelling like sex, like sweat, like someone else’s hands had been all over me.
I moaned louder.
Gene tried to sit up, but I shoved him down again, one hand on his chest. My other hand grabbed his wrist and pinned it beside his head.
His eyes were wide now.
He growled, bucked under me, tried to flip me.
I held firm and thrust harder. He groaned.
He swore under his breath, loud, guttural, and tried again to flip me. I didn’t let him. I rode him harder instead, slamming my hips down, grinding deep, twisting just enough to hit every nerve inside me. My thighs burned. My spine arched. My hands pushed against his chest and I fucked him like he was mine to break.
“Jesus,” he gasped. “You’re going to make me come like this.”
I didn’t answer. I was too close. My breath caught with every thrust. My hands curled into fists against his body, pressing down, anchoring me as I chased it.
And then it hit, so fast, I didn’t even have time to brace. My whole body locked, legs clenching, stomach curling inward, my head thrown back with a sharp cry.
I came on him, hard, grinding it out, hips shuddering, cunt clenching around him so tight he swore again and bucked his hips once, twice, trying to get deeper, but I held him down with the weight of my body.
I didn’t stop moving. Not right away. I dragged it out. Let it shake through me in waves.
One hand clutched his shoulder now. The other went to the back of his neck, gripping, holding, claiming.
He looked up at me, eyes wide, stunned, maybe even a little afraid of how far I’d gone.
I leaned down, my mouth inches from his.
“You feel that?” I said, voice shaking, reminding him of what he’d said to me.
He nodded.
“That’s mine,” I whispered. “That belongs to me.”
He tried to speak, but I kissed him, hard. Wet. Deep. I shoved my tongue into his mouth and bit his bottom lip on the way out.
And then I let him go.
I leaned back and sat up on him again, still full, still twitching, still catching my breath.
He grabbed my waist and flipped us, fast and rough, slamming me back onto the couch with a grunt. I gasped as his cock drove deeper into me in one brutal stroke.
He pinned my wrists above my head and drove into me again, harder.
“You want to be ruined?” he said, panting now, sweat dripping from his hair.
I nodded, eyes wide. “Yes.”
“I’ll ruin you for Kent.”
He let go of my wrists and grabbed my thighs, throwing them high, folding me open. His cock slammed into me over and over, so deep I felt it at the base of my spine, so fast I couldn’t catch my breath.
I clawed at his back. My moans turned to cries.
He fucked me until I couldn’t think. Until my body gave up again, sensitive and open. And then I shattered all over.
I came harder than before, crying out, fists hitting the cushions, every nerve in my body on fire.
I tried to breathe, but the air wouldn’t come fast enough. My body was spasming beneath him, legs trembling, my arms limp above my head where I’d dropped them. He stayed deep, grinding into me now, slower but relentless, dragging out every last aftershock until I was gasping into the cushions.
“You feel that?” he said, voice rough in my ear. “That’s what you wanted.”
I couldn’t answer. My mouth opened but nothing came out.
He gripped my face with one hand, turned it toward him, and kissed me, sloppy, hard, possessive. His tongue pushed into my mouth. I didn’t fight it. I let him take that too.
Then he pulled out, sudden and harsh, and flipped me over onto my stomach.
My body hit the couch, still twitching.
“Up,” he said.
I pushed up onto my elbows. My thighs were sleek. My knees slid on the leather. My hair was stuck to my face, mouth open, eyes glazed.
He grabbed my hips and pulled them back into place, his cock dragging between my legs again. Still hard. Still wet. Still full of everything he’d taken from me.
“Now I’m going to fuck my cum into you.”
I groaned. I reached back for him instinctively.
He slapped my ass, loud, and gripped it hard. “No more of that sweet wife shit.”
He shoved back inside me in one fast, brutal stroke.
I screamed into the cushions. He didn’t ease up. His pace was savage now, hips slamming against my ass, hands gripping my waist so tight I could feel the bruises forming. Every thrust punched a noise out of me, short, ragged, involuntary.
And through it all, the thought hit again: Kent must know. He has to know.
This wasn’t a game anymore. This wasn’t an experiment or a fantasy we danced around. My husband knew exactly what I looked like when I came home. He saw my legs shaking. He saw the glow on my skin. He smelled the sex on me. His eyes found the marks, the bite on my neck I didn’t cover, the way I walked. And he still pulled me into bed after. Still kissed me. Still made love to me like I hadn’t just been broken open.
Gene slammed into me deeper and grunted. “You’re going to take it all.”
“Yes,” I panted. “Fuck, yes, ”
My voice cracked as another orgasm built inside me, sudden and sharp, tearing through me like fire.
Gene grabbed my hair and yanked my head back.
“Come again.”
“I am, fuck, I’m coming.”
It ripped through me. I fell forward, my hands sliding out from under me. My body gave out. My thighs locked. My stomach curled in. I came again, hard, without grace or sound or anything but heat and muscle and wet.
He groaned, then shoved in one last time, deep, and held there.
I felt him jerk inside me. Once. Twice. Then again.
The bathroom light was too bright. I squinted at myself in the mirror, flushed and raw, eyes dazed, mouth swollen. My thighs were streaked. I grabbed a damp cloth and wiped quickly, legs trembling as I stood, the ache inside me spreading with every movement. I didn’t feel clean, not even close. But I just needed a minute.
I padded out barefoot, still zipping the hoodie I’d brought in my bag.
Gene was at the window, pulling the curtain back.
“You should sit,” he said without turning.
I froze. “What?”
He looked over his shoulder, casual. “Kent’s on his way up.”
My stomach dropped. “What?”
Gene crossed to the door. “I buzzed him in couple minutes ago. Said we should throw the game on here instead.”
“Gene, ” I started, but he was already unlocking the deadbolt.
I grabbed my leggings from the floor, hopping into them, fumbling the waistband up. I hadn’t even brushed my hair. My hands were shaking.
“You’re not serious.”
He turned and looked me straight in the eye. “I am.”
Before I could reply, the knob turned and the door opened.
Kent stepped in, a paper bag in one hand, his sunglasses still on.
“Hey,” he said, like he always did. Like nothing had been going on. Like I wasn’t dripping down my thigh ten seconds ago.
I stood frozen near the couch, hoodie half zipped, no bra.
He kissed my cheek on his way past. “You look good. Where’s the opener?”
Gene reached for the drawer. “Top left.”
I blinked. Kent didn’t look at me again. He walked straight to the kitchen, started unpacking beer cans.
Gene handed him the opener and opened the fridge.
“Wanna start it from kickoff?”
Kent nodded. “Yeah. I missed pregame.”
I sank into the arm of the couch, legs crossed tight, heart pounding through my ribs. I crossed my arms over my chest wondering what game this was now.
Neither of them looked at me. Not like I’d just straddled one and gone wild while the other had waited downstairs.
Gene flopped into the chair and picked up the remote. “You bring snacks?”
“Chips and salsa.”
They clinked bottles. They settled in.
My mouth was dry. Kent finally looked at me.
“You good?”
I nodded slowly. “Oh yeah.”
He smiled, just a small one. And then he turned to the screen. The game started. The volume filled the room.
I sat there, perched on the edge of the couch, wondering if I was losing my mind.
The game hummed in the background, commentators droning, crowd noise rising, cleats thudding through the speakers. Kent and Gene leaned in toward the screen, bantering about zone defense, bad calls, what the coach should’ve done last game.
I sat between them on the couch.
My leg brushed Kent’s. Gene’s thigh pressed lightly into mine on the other side.
My arms stayed crossed over my stomach, hoodie zipped to the top. I tried to act like this was normal, but my mind raced. Sending me to him was one thing. This was something else again.
Kent popped a beer and passed it to Gene. “You think they’ll hold a lead this time?”
“Not a chance. Their line’s too soft. Watch the next snap.”
I stared straight ahead, watching the flicker of helmets and jerseys, pretending.
Gene leaned forward to grab the chips, his hand brushing my knee. He didn’t pull away fast. Just lingered, then let it fall away like nothing. A minute later, his arm was along the back of the couch behind me, fingers close to my shoulder.
Kent leaned too, legs spreading wider.
My hips were wedged between them. I could feel both of them.
I shifted slightly, trying to make room, but they didn’t move.
Kent reached over without looking, hand on my thigh. A squeeze, light, like it was his out of habit.
He kept talking about third down stats.
Gene laughed at something on screen, and his fingers tapped lightly against my upper arm.
I couldn’t breathe.
I didn’t know if Kent was pretending not to know, or pretending to be okay with it. Or if they were both playing a game I wasn’t part of.
Gene’s hand dropped lower. Still behind me, but closer. His knee nudged mine.
I looked over at Kent. He was watching the screen, beer in hand, completely relaxed.
I didn’t understand.
His fingers gave another squeeze. Familiar. Comfortable.
Gene’s fingertips slipped under my hoodie, brushing bare skin at the small of my back.
Kent glanced at me then. Just a quick look. A small smile.
I stared at him.
“You cold?” he asked.
I swallowed. “No.”
“You’re quiet.”
“Just,” I trailed off.
His hand didn’t move. Still on my thigh. Casual.
Gene shifted closer. I could feel his breath now. His knee wedged between mine.
The sound of the game blurred, crowd noise swelling, then collapsing into silence between plays. The couch felt too warm. My skin too awake.
Kent’s thumb moved slightly on my thigh. It wasn’t deliberate, or maybe it was. A slow pass over my leg, then back. He didn’t look at me. Just sipped his beer.
Gene shifted behind me again, his fingers brushing higher under the hoodie, resting at the small of my back. Not pushing.
The heat of both of them soaked into me. Their knees against mine. Their arms behind me, around me. I remained still, locked in place, trapped between them.
Gene laughed at the screen. His breath touched my cheek.
Kent leaned forward, setting his bottle on the coffee table. As he did, his arm pressed into my chest. Not forceful. But it was contact.
I breathed in, tried to stay composed, but I could feel the tension winding up in my chest. I was hyperaware of everything, how the fabric of my leggings shifted as I moved, how the couch dipped beneath their weight, how the air smelled like sweat and beer and skin.
I kept waiting for one of them to say something that explained this.
But they didn’t. They just watched the game.Their bodies told a different story, though.
Gene’s hand moved again, just barely. He tucked a loose fold of the hoodie behind my back like he was adjusting a blanket. Then he let his fingers rest there.
Kent leaned back, letting his hand fall to my thigh again. He traced slow, absent circles against my leg.
I glanced at him. He didn’t look back. I didn’t move. I couldn’t.
My thoughts started to slow, like the air had thickened around us. I didn’t know what this was. I didn’t know if Kent knew everything. Or if he wanted it. Or if this was just how far it had already gone and no one could stop it now.
But the longer I sat there between them, the less I cared about answers anyway.
Their bodies were speaking louder. Gene’s hand slid a little higher. Kent’s fingers pressed, then relaxed.
Gene shifted behind me again. His arm along the couch dropped lower, his hand settling lightly across the back of my waist. Just resting there. He didn’t move it away.
Kent’s voice rose, he was arguing about a blown coverage. “That was a blown assignment, plain and simple,” he said, gesturing toward the TV.
Gene laughed, voice low in my ear. “Told you they’d crumble.”
They talked like nothing was happening. But something was happening.
My legs had drifted slightly open without me realizing. The press of Gene’s thigh against mine was firmer now. Kent’s hand still on my leg, slow, light movements drawing tiny circles through the fabric. He shifted closer, casual, his side grazing mine.
I swallowed hard, my mouth dry. Neither of them looked at me.
I felt like I wasn’t really here, or not the version of me I was used to. I was being moved, slowly, by them. No commands. No words. Just pressure. Just warmth. Just their nearness.
I didn’t know if I was supposed to stop it. I didn’t know if I wanted to.
Kent leaned toward the table again, picking up his beer, and as he moved, his elbow grazed my chest.
Gene’s fingers slipped under the waistband of my leggings, just slightly, just enough to rest against bare skin. His breath was slow.
My chest rose and fell with shallow breaths. I felt dizzy, my body so aware of theirs I couldn’t think.
The game buzzed on. Another play. A commentator shouting something I couldn’t follow.
Kent kept talking. “They should’ve run it. I don’t know what that call was.”
Gene’s hand was flat across my stomach now. Still under the hoodie. His fingers were motionless, but warm, firm, claiming space. He didn’t even pretend to hide it.
Kent took another sip. “Think they’ll go for two?”
Gene hummed. “Maybe.”
Kent’s hand slid higher on my leg.
I stared at the screen, not seeing it, my whole body vibrating. I felt like I was being slowly peeled apart, one layer at a time, without a word, without a signal.
Gene’s fingers shifted just slightly, barely a twitch, but it made me flinch. His hand still under my hoodie, splayed low on my stomach, his palm warm and flat and so steady it made my skin jump with each breath.
Kent leaned forward again, his voice casual. “They’ve got to change the coverage scheme. They keep dropping into soft zone, it’s killing them.”
He tapped the remote, bringing up a replay. His hand slid higher on my thigh as he pointed at the screen. “Right there. That’s the mistake.”
I wasn’t seeing it. I couldn’t.
The tension in my chest wound tighter with every second. My pulse felt thick in my neck. Kent’s hand squeezed, light but definite, and it stayed. Gene didn’t speak. His other hand brushed a slow line across the back of my neck, pushing the hoodie collar lower. I felt my hair lift where his knuckles grazed it.
I swallowed, but it barely went down.
Kent was close enough now I could smell the beer on his breath. Gene’s breath was warm behind my ear. My body was pinned in place, not restrained, not held down. Just, fixed. Between them.
“Fourth and short,” Kent muttered. “This’ll be interesting.”
Gene’s hand moved again, still under my shirt. He pressed lightly against my stomach, then eased down again. He was just touching me, like he was adjusting the way I sat, the way I fit between them.
I let my legs slide further apart. Not a decision. Not even a thought.
I was breathing harder now. Heat rising, my nipples tight against the inside of the hoodie, my leggings clinging to the damp curve between my thighs. My whole lower body pulsed. They hadn’t said a single word to me in minutes.
They just kept watching the game.
Kent’s hand shifted again. Now it was halfway up my thigh, his fingers flexing slightly as if in thought. Gene’s other hand stroked the side of my neck and then went still again.
I blinked at the TV. My eyes burned.
The screen changed. Commercials. I had no idea what had happened in the last ten minutes of play.
Gene’s fingers curled gently at the base of my neck. His lips brushed just behind my ear.
Gene’s palm flattened again on my stomach, then slid slowly upward beneath the fabric. My breath caught. His fingers grazed the underside of my bra, then settled there, resting in the dip just below the wire. The pressure wasn’t firm, not quite a grope. Just ownership.
Kent’s hand traced the inside of my thigh now. He never looked down. His eyes were still on the screen, on the game, like his hand belonged there. Like nothing was out of place.
I stayed still, but inside, my body was losing shape. Every inch of skin felt tuned to them. My pulse pounded against Gene’s wrist. My legs tensed, thighs clenched involuntarily as Kent’s hand climbed higher, the edge of his fingers brushing the seam of my leggings, pressing slightly in. I shifted an inch on the couch, hips twitching, a short breath escaping my nose.
Gene’s other hand moved from my neck to my cheek. He turned my face toward him, just enough to bring his lips against mine. A closed-mouth kiss. Just pressure. Just warmth.
Then gone again.
I looked straight ahead, eyes locked on the blur of players on the screen. I couldn’t hear the commentators anymore. Just the wet sound of my own breath behind my lips. Just the feeling of Kent’s thumb easing against the waistband of my leggings, brushing the bare skin beneath.
Gene’s fingers dipped under my bra now. Not roughly. Just there. Just curled underneath, touching me like he’d done it a thousand times before.
My hips lifted the tiniest bit, enough that Kent’s fingers slid deeper. My mouth opened, but no sound came out.
They didn’t stop.
Kent’s other hand now found my arm. He started stroking up and down, slowly, while Gene’s hand moved to cup one of my breasts fully, holding it like it was his.
My body jerked slightly with the pressure. My thighs quivered.
Neither of them even looked at me.
Kent’s fingers now fully beneath the fabric. My leggings had slipped down just enough for him to find the softest skin. He didn’t need to push far. I was wet, obscenely wet. I could feel it, smooth against the seam, sticky against his fingers.
He pressed two together and held there. Just held.
Gene kissed the side of my head. His fingers eased back from my bra. He didn't tug, didn't fumble with a clasp, he just slid a finger under the strap on my shoulder and let it stretch, then fall. Kent's hand moved up my side, slow, calm, almost absent-minded, but with purpose. They didn’t look at each other. They didn’t look at me. Just kept watching the game.
My arms fell limp at my sides.
Gene pulled the hem of my hoody gently, not yanking, lifting it like it was nothing. Like peeling off a sweater after work. Kent shifted slightly to let the fabric slide between them. My skin was bare from my ribs up before I realized I was helping. I’d raised my arms.
They didn’t react.
The hoody landed somewhere behind the couch. I wasn’t even sure who let it go. Then Kent leaned slightly and tugged at the waistband of my leggings. He didn’t look down. He just pushed, slow and steady. Gene’s hand slipped in from the other side, helping, guiding, rolling the fabric lower until it was past my hips, then thighs, then off.
I was in my bra and panties, breathing through my nose like I was underwater.
The air in the room felt cool and hot all at once. My nipples tightened instantly. My thighs squeezed together again, reflex. Gene’s fingers grazed the inside of my knee as he folded one leg casually over his own.
Then Kent stood.
He stepped around me. I thought he was going to pause, to say something, but he just bent down, reached behind me, and unhooked my bra. One handed. Smooth. Like he’d done it a thousand times.
It dropped in my lap.
Neither of them said a word.
I sat between them, motionless, bare-chested, lips parted. The bra slipped off when I shifted, landing at my feet. I didn’t pick it up.
Gene’s hand was on my shoulder again, stroking absently, fingers drifting down my spine. Kent sat back down, closer than before, thigh pressed firm against mine. His hand moved back to my leg, higher this time, anchoring me there.
Gene’s hand stayed on my back. Kent’s fingers moved along my thigh again, slow, steady, unbothered. They both kept watching the game.
But they weren’t really watching anymore.
Not like before.
Their bodies were turned just enough toward me. Their hands never left me. I could feel the weight of their awareness, even without their eyes. It pressed down from both sides, calm, casual, absolute.
I swallowed.
I didn’t dare look at either of them, not directly. But I felt it, rising in me, this dizzy warmth I couldn’t shake. The feel of their skin on mine. The heat where their arms brushed me. I had no clothes on now. They hadn’t told me to take them off. They hadn’t even said my name.
But I was naked.
Kent shifted again. His arm slid over the back of the couch, behind my shoulders. Gene’s hand crept higher, fingers skimming the curve of my lower back. My breath caught. My body stayed still, like moving would tip something over.
My knees touched together. Then parted. Something passed between them then. A small nod. Barely anything. I wouldn’t have noticed if I hadn’t been looking down, feeling the way my chest rose and fell, waiting for something to break.
That’s when I knew. No one had to say it. I wasn’t here to be asked. I was here to obey.
The word didn’t come with shame. It came like a door opening in my chest. A small click. And I understood it wasn’t just about the touches, or what was about to happen. It was about how completely they’d made me theirs, without pressure, without permission, without even speaking.
I slid off the couch. Not fast. Just enough to shift my weight, to let my knees find the floor. My palms settled on the carpet in front of me. I didn’t look up.
Gene adjusted his leg, opening a little space between them. Kent leaned forward, grabbed the remote, turned up the volume. My knees pressed into the carpet, bare skin to rough weave.
I breathed in the scent of the room, clean fabric, cold beer, the trace of Gene’s cologne. Kent’s warmth at my back, solid and quiet. I could feel the heat from both their bodies like pressure on my skin, like weather settling around me.
It came quietly, like a hum under the surface: this awareness that I wasn’t supposed to decide anything anymore. That it was safer, easier, to let go of thinking. To stop measuring what this meant, what I was doing, what would happen after.
Kent shifted. His calf brushed mine. I felt his eyes on me then, finally. Heavy. Not questioning. Just taking me in.
Then Gene’s hand returned to my shoulder, warm and open. He didn’t guide me anywhere. He just held me there.
My chest rose. Fell. In my head, I saw Kent watching. I saw Gene reaching. I saw myself exactly as I was: naked, on the floor, still trying to pretend this wasn’t what it looked like.
Except it was.
And Kent wasn’t stopping it.
That was the part that undid me. Not what Gene had done. But what Kent hadn’t.
He hadn’t stopped me. He hadn’t said no. He hadn’t acted surprised. And that meant he knew. Maybe not every detail. But enough. Enough to sit here like this. Enough to let it happen.
And if he knew, if he’d come knowing, then what did that mean?
My heart beat faster. Not from fear. But from relief. From something darker. Something truer than I’d wanted to admit. I wasn’t just letting it happen. They were letting me let it happen.
Even now, on the floor, I didn’t feel humiliated. I felt good. Like some part of me that I’d always kept buried had finally been given a breath.
I closed my eyes.
Gene shifted slightly forward. I felt the edge of his knuckles brush the outside of my thigh, just once. His fingers returned, sliding over my skin in slow strokes. They traveled higher, not searching, just learning the shape of me like he had every right.
Kent’s fingers moved too. They slid around my waist, found my stomach. I tensed, but didn’t stop him. My breath caught.
I didn’t understand how they were both touching me like this. Or how my body could be responding so hard I could barely stay upright.
Gene leaned closer. His breath hit my cheek before I realized how near he was. “You okay?”
I nodded. I couldn’t speak. My husband was watching another man touch me. My husband was touching me too. Their hands overlapped. Their breathing had slowed.
Gene brushed my hair back. “You’re shaking.”
“I know.”
It was like I was caught between them in some current I couldn’t get out of. One that didn’t want to hurt me. Just pull me under.
Kent’s hand moved again. Across my ribs. Gene’s fingers hooked under my jaw and lifted my face until I looked into his eyes.
I felt Kent’s thumb trace under my breast.
Gene’s mouth parted like he was about to say something. His gaze dropped lower. Then rose again. Then he let go of my jaw, and sat back.
The two of them started talking about the game again. Small, unimportant words. Stats. Next week’s schedule.
Gene’s thumb brushed the corner of my mouth, not forcefully, just enough to feel how my lips parted. My breathing was shallow. I didn’t blink.
Gene’s hand slid down my shoulder, then under my arm, cupping the side of my breast. My skin pulled tight. Kent’s hand drifted lower, over the slope of my back, across the top of my ass. Not groping. Just pressure. Possession.
Gene leaned forward, his lips brushing mine once, dry and still. Then he pulled back.
“Open your mouth,” he said.
I did. Slowly.
He didn’t kiss me again. He just watched. Then ran the back of his knuckles down my throat, slow and light. I shivered.
Kent’s hand slid down my hip. His fingers slipped between my thighs, not searching, just resting, right there, where I was warm and slippery and trembling.
I gasped, but didn’t close my legs.
Gene nodded. “She’s ready.”
Neither of them looked at each other. Their hands moved with eerie coordination, slow, certain, overlapping. Kent’s fingers worked lower, spreading me. Gene’s hand drifted down my chest, tracing the outside curve of my breast before cupping it again, this time heavier.
My mouth stayed open.
I was dizzy. Soaked. Barely aware of anything but how full my body felt with sensation. Every part of me was being touched, claimed, prepared. Not gently. But not roughly, either. Like they were tuning me, piece by piece.
I couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak.
Gene grabbed a fistful of my hair at the back of my neck. “Come here.”
He didn’t wait for me to move. He guided me forward, slow, until my chest touched his leg. I leaned in, still kneeling, and rested my weight there, face near his hip, breath stuttering.
Kent’s hand followed me down. He gripped my waist and held me in place.
I heard the sound of zippers. I heard movement. I felt the shift of bodies closing in around me.
Gene’s zipper came down slow. I heard the catch of it, the scrape of the teeth separating. His jeans opened just enough. I didn’t look up.
Kent’s grip on my waist tightened. His thumb brushed the top of my hip, dipping under, sliding down. My thighs shifted wider on the carpet, the air cooler now where I was wet and exposed. I could feel both of them without seeing either clearly.
Gene leaned back. “Look at me.”
I lifted my head.
His cock was hard now, thick and waiting. His hand was wrapped around the base, stroking slow, skin glistening with precome. I held my breath.
He tilted it toward me slightly, just enough to let it touch my lips. I didn’t move. I waited.
Kent’s hand slid lower behind me, two fingers pressing between my legs. I moaned. The sound vibrated against Gene’s cock.
He smiled down at me, tight and quiet. “You were made for this.”
Kent’s fingers worked slow, steady, circling the entrance, spreading the dew. He didn’t say anything. His hand was firm, practiced, already coated.
Gene tapped his cock once against my lips. I opened.
My mouth slid over the head, tongue flattening, lips stretched wide. I let him push in, inch by inch, until I felt him rest against the back of my tongue. My eyes fluttered closed.
Kent’s fingers pushed inside me at the same time.
My body jolted.
Gene held still. My throat clenched around him. Kent thrust again, deeper this time, his free hand bracing my hip, holding me still.
I whimpered.
Gene groaned. “She’s fucking soaked.”
Kent answered, voice low, steady. “She hasn’t even started yet.”
He twisted his fingers inside me, and I rocked forward, swallowing Gene deeper. My eyes watered. I gasped and pulled back, strings of saliva clinging to my lips.
Gene wiped them with his thumb, then pushed back in.
Kent didn’t stop moving. He curled his fingers. My hips moved now, slow and out of rhythm, caught between two centers I couldn’t control.
I moaned again, louder this time, full around the cock in my mouth.
Gene held my head. “That’s it.”
Kent’s breath was in my ear now. He’d leaned forward behind me. His mouth touched my shoulder, then the back of my neck.
I took him deeper again, my throat opening. Kent’s fingers pushed harder. I was shaking now.
Gene pulled out with a wet sound, cock shining.
“On the couch,” he said. “Face down.”
I stood on trembling legs and climbed onto the cushion, hands braced, ass up, head low.
Kent stood behind me.
Gene moved in front.
Gene stroked himself once, watching me settle into place, hands flat on the cushion, back arched, legs parted wide. My breath came fast, chest rising under me, hips trembling. I didn’t look up.
Kent’s hands slid up the backs of my thighs, slow and steady. He didn’t rush. He didn’t speak. He just gripped my hips and angled me slightly higher.
The first press of his cock made me gasp. He lined it up without teasing, just the thick heat of it nudging my entrance, coated in my own wetness from his fingers. He pushed forward, slow at first, steady, no breaks.
My mouth opened, but I didn’t make a sound. Just air.
He filled me in one slow thrust, all the way to the base. My knees buckled. My fingers curled into the cushion. I felt every inch stretch me open, deep and claiming. And still, no one said a word.
Gene moved closer in front of me. His cock hovered near my face again, dark and heavy, silky from my mouth.
He didn’t need to ask.
I opened my lips and took him in as Kent started to move behind me.
The rhythm was slow at first. Kent pulled back, then slid in again, deeper. Each stroke pushed me forward into Gene’s cock, which pressed into my throat, firm and controlled.
They moved like they’d done this before.
My body was theirs, bent, filled, fucked at both ends, and I couldn’t stop moaning. The sound came harsh through my nose, muffled around Gene’s shaft. He held my head still. Kent’s hands gripped my hips tighter.
My throat and cunt stretched together with every thrust, every inch taken from both sides.
I was soaking them.
I whimpered, my legs shaking.
They didn’t slow.
Kent slammed in harder now. Gene fed himself deeper. My face pressed into the cushion, hips held high, both ends of me used without pause.
Then Gene pulled out, fast and wet. My mouth gasped for air. He gripped my hair, tilted my head up.
“Say it.”
I blinked. My voice cracked. “Yours.”
Kent drove in harder. I screamed into the cushion.
Gene leaned close. “Not just mine.”
I gasped again. “His too.”
“Say it.”
“I’m both of yours.”
Gene smiled. “That’s right.”
Kent groaned behind me, pounding harder now. My legs slipped. My arms trembled.
Kent slammed into me again, harder than before, the sound of it loud and wet and absolute. His hips hit the backs of my thighs with each thrust, the slap echoing through the room. I collapsed forward onto my elbows, face pressed into the cushion, mouth open, breath ragged.
Gene still gripped my hair, watching my face tilt up with every drive of Kent’s cock. My body rocked between them, held in place, used, shaking. The stretch of him inside me was brutal now. I wasn’t taking him anymore. He was taking me.
Gene brought his cock to my lips again. I parted them without thinking, without waiting. I took him back in, sucking around the head, pulling with everything I had. My moans spilled out around him, wet, helpless, broken.
Gene looked down at me, his eyes locked on mine. “You hear that?”
I moaned around his cock, nodding.
“Messy little wife.”
He pushed deeper, filling my mouth again. I gagged and held it. Kent grabbed my hips and yanked me back harder, forcing every inch of him inside me. I felt the couch shake beneath us.
I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. My body was lit up, nerves on fire, every part of me wet and open and overwhelmed.
Then Kent pulled out suddenly.
I gasped, sagging forward.
Gene stepped back too. For one second I was alone on the couch, empty, aching, barely upright.
Then hands grabbed me.
They flipped me onto my back.
Gene dropped between my legs. His cock was soaked, my spit, my gloss, both of them shining on him. He didn’t wait.
He slammed into me in one hard stroke.
I screamed.
My back arched off the cushion. His hands pinned my thighs wide apart, pressing them down so I couldn’t move. He drove into me again, deep, heavy, grinding through the mess Kent had made of me.
Kent stepped up beside us. He grabbed my wrist and guided it to his cock. I wrapped my fingers around it without looking, stroking him while Gene fucked me into the couch.
Gene was grunting with every thrust, sweat dripping from his chest onto my skin. His eyes were locked on where we met, watching himself slide into me over and over. I stroked Kent harder, twisting my grip like he liked.
I moaned louder. My thighs shook. My chest heaved.
Gene hammered into me now, each thrust harder than the last, cock slamming deep, relentless. My legs were pinned wide, thighs trembling, heels slipping against the cushion as he drove through every inch. I couldn’t hold it back. The sound of my voice broke apart, moans turning into sobs, then into something wordless, animal.
Kent stood over me, his cock in my hand, my grip wet and tight. I stroked him fast, desperate, trying to match the rhythm Gene was setting inside me. My arm burned, my abs clenched. I couldn’t stop shaking.
He let go of my face and slammed in again. I cried out, loud, sharp, too much, and my back arched completely off the couch.
It hit. Hard. I shattered around him, body locking tight, cunt pulsing around his cock in hard, wet waves. I screamed, fingers digging into Kent’s thigh, eyes rolled back.
Gene didn’t stop.
He fucked me through it, grinding, pushing, bruising.
My body jerked with every thrust, each one hitting deep, dragging the orgasm out until I thought I’d black out from it.
Then he groaned loud, his whole body tensing.
He shoved deep, stayed there, and came inside me, hot, thick pulses flooding me, cock twitching hard as he emptied himself.
I could feel it dripping the moment he pulled out. I didn’t close my legs. I couldn’t. I was open, gasping, undone.
Gene backed away, panting, sweat shining on his chest. “Fuck,” he said.
Kent stepped forward without waiting.
He grabbed my hips and pulled me to the edge of the cushion. My ass slid forward, legs spread wide, my whole body satiny with sweat and cum. He didn’t tease.
He shoved inside in one brutal stroke. I screamed again, hands scrambling for the cushion, eyes wide.
His cock filled me, already wet, already ruined. The oil from Gene let him slide in like I’d never been tighter.
He fucked me hard right away, no warmup, no slow rhythm. Just force. Just weight. His hands gripped my thighs and held me in place while his cock pounded deep, punching sharp sounds out of me with every thrust.
I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. I was wide open. Ruined. Used. He leaned forward, face close, hips slamming into mine.
Kent didn’t hold back. His rhythm was punishing now, each thrust harder than the last, driving my body into the couch like he was trying to erase what Gene had left inside me. But it was still there. I could feel it. I was soaked with it, stuffed full, my skin sweaty, my thighs shining.
My mouth hung open. I couldn’t moan anymore, just these small, helpless sounds, broken pieces of breath forced out with every slap of his hips against mine.
He gripped my legs and pushed them higher, tighter to my chest. My back curled, ass lifted off the cushion, and he fucked me like that, folded, open, pinned. His cock slammed deep, again and again, and I could feel how close he was.
He grunted, every muscle in his body tight now. His hands left my thighs and grabbed my wrists, pinning them above my head, his chest crashing into mine as he fucked deeper, faster, cock thick and brutal inside me.
He pulled almost all the way out, held there, then slammed back in with everything he had. I screamed, body lifting off the couch, thighs shaking violently.
I came again, so hard it was blinding.
Everything clenched. My cunt squeezed around him in pulsing waves, soaking us both, my voice breaking on a scream as the orgasm dragged me under. My legs kicked, fists clenched. I couldn’t control anything anymore.
He fucked me through it. Brutal. Focused. His cock pounding the wet heat of me like he needed to carve himself back into my body, over Gene’s fingerprints.
And then he groaned, deep, raw. He thrust once more, deep to the base, and held.
I felt him explode inside me, cock pulsing hard, flooding me with his cum. The second release. Thicker. Hotter. My body shook under the weight of it.
He stayed there, panting hard above me, both of us coated with sweat and sex, skin trembling.
Then his grip loosened. My wrists dropped. My legs slipped wide.
The seatbelt scraped across my bare shoulder. I was wearing my hoodie, nothing leggings. Kent  kissed my cheek, and walked me to the car.
Now we were halfway home, the city lights moving across my thighs. My legs were curled beneath me. I was still sticky. Still swollen. My body was sore in places I hadn’t known I could feel.
Neither of us had spoken yet before Kent said, “That wasn’t the first time.”
I looked over. His eyes were on the road, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on my thigh.
“I figured,” I said.
He nodded. “But it’s the first time I’ve watched it happen. All of it.”
I swallowed. “And?”
His thumb moved across my skin. “I liked it.”
My breath caught.
He added, “I liked how you looked with him. I liked what it did to you.”
My voice was barely there. “You’re not mad?”
“I can’t get jealous when I’m the one opening the door.”
I stared out the window, heart pounding. “So what does that mean?”
“It means you’re his part-time girlfriend now.” His tone was flat. Not joking. “He gets you when I say. I still get all of you.”
I nodded slowly. “Fair.”
“You’re mine,” he added.
“I know.”
“And if you want more, if you want to fuck him, it goes through me first. That’s the deal.”
I turned toward him fully. “Okay.”
He looked over, eyes meeting mine for just a second. “You sure?”
“Yes,” I said. “It only works if you want it too.”
He smiled, a small one. “Then we’re good.”
I looked down at his hand still on my leg. “I loved it.”
“I know you did.”
“It felt like something I didn’t know I needed.”
His grip tightened just slightly. “I saw that.”
We were quiet for a while after that. The road curved. The light inside the car dimmed.
Then I said, “It doesn’t have to be just Gene, either, if you’re into that.”
He looked over at me again. I just let that sit in the space between us. But his fingers stopped moving.
His mouth twitched, a tiny smile showing. 
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Kent and I heard Gene’s laugh from the porch before we even opened the door. The game was already on, volume just loud enough to tell us he was already in yelling at the refs mode. When he answered our knock, he had a bowl of chips in one hand and a beer in the other. He grinned like we were exactly what he’d been waiting for. Or at least I was.
“Get in here,” he said. “You’re missing the good part.” He grabbed my wrist and dragged me through the door. Kent just snorted and shook his head and came in after.
Gene game gave Kent a fist bump. I slipped off my shoes, already feeling that familiar buzz under my skin whenever Gene drew near. It wasn’t nerves, not anymore. It was just that warm little charge I got whenever the three of us were in the same space and pretending we weren’t anticipating anything. Even though we were. Or at least I was.
Gene flopped back onto the couch, and Kent sat on the other end. I took the armchair at first, crossing my legs and pretending I didn’t notice both of them glance over when I did it. The game ran in the background with the usual commentary and bursts of yelling whenever someone screwed up a play.
We talked about nothing for the first ten minutes, work, traffic, a stupid joke Gene heard at the gym. The normal stuff. It felt easy, and that ease itself was dangerous, because we weren’t avoiding anything, either. We were just letting the night go where it may, not always a good approach where Gene was involved. My husband knew that about me, though.
At one point, Gene pointed a chip at me. “You’re quiet tonight.”
“I’m just watching you two lose your minds over a bunch of guys chasing a ball,” I said, and I snapped up the chip and crunched it in bared teeth
Kent laughed. “She’s got a point.”
Gene smirked. “She’s not here to watch the game.”
That little flicker inside me lit up again. I looked away, trying to hide the smile I could feel pulling at my mouth.
After another few minutes of the three of us yelling at the screen, I stood up. “I’m gonna change.”
Kent blinked. “Into what?”
I shrugged. “Something more fun obviously.”
Gene sat up straighter, too,  suddenly very alert. “Define ‘fun.’”
“You’ll see,” I said, and I walked down the hallway to his bedroom before either of them could ask more, snickering to myself.
I’d brought the outfit in my bag, not for Kent, not for Gene, but for myself. It had been sitting in my dresser for weeks, too bold for anything, too ridiculous for real life. Red and black mack shirt, black lace bra and panties, and absolutely nothing else.
In the bathroom, I slipped into it slowly, checking the mirror, adjusting the hem, running a hand down my thigh to make sure I could actually sit without flashing either of them accidentally. Or maybe accidentally on purpose.
My heart was beating fast when I stepped back into the hallway, both of them turning at the same time. The look on their faces almost made me laugh, wide-eyed, stunned, trying not to stare and failing completely.
“Oh my god,” Kent said, not even pretending he wasn’t staring.
Gene’s mouth fell open. “Tessa what the hell.”
I lifted my arms a little, showing off, twirled around “Why can’t I have a little fun too?”
Kent’s jaw tightened in that way he gets when he’s trying to play cool but isn’t even close. “You planned this?”
I smiled. “Maybe.”
Gene got up off the couch like he’d been pulled by strings. “Come here,” he said, but he didn’t grab me. He stopped a foot away, looking me over slowly, openly. “That’s not fair.”
“I’m not trying to be fair,” I said lightly, though my stomach was flipping.
The game kept running behind us, but none of us seemed to care about it anymore.
Kent leaned back on the couch, eyes half-lidded, taking all of me in. “You look incredible.”
Gene laughed under his breath, shaking his head. “She’s trying to kill us.”
“I’m just matching your energy,” I said. “The both of you.” I shook my head in faux disgust.
Gene stepped closer. “If you’re going to wear that,” he said, “we’re going to have to keep an eye on you.”
Kent nodded. “Definitely.”
I rolled my eyes like I was annoyed, but I wasn’t. My body was already buzzing, reacting to their attention, the weight of their eyes, the tension that always built like this, too fast between us three.
“Fine,” I said. “Then watch away.”
I walked back toward the couch, pretending I wasn’t watching their reactions out of the corner of my eye. Gene stayed standing as I approached, and the way he looked at me made my skin feel warm everywhere the fabric touched. I stopped close enough that he had to look down at me a little.
“You’re gonna be trouble,” he said. His voice wasn’t playful now. It was thick and low, like he was already imagining things he shouldn’t say out loud.
“Maybe,” I said, lifting my shoulder in a small shrug. “But not without approval.” I glanced at Kent.
He gave me a slow, full grin, the kind that told me everything I needed to know without a single word spoken. I was right. He was giving me approval all the way.  My stomach tightened in a way I couldn’t hide.
Gene saw it too. “Oh, she’s getting brave now.”
“I’m just reading the room,” I said, though my voice wasn’t as steady as I wanted it to be. And maybe that was why I reached out and hooked my fingers in the front of Gene’s shirt, tugging him a little closer. Not aggressively. Just enough to let him feel the intention behind it.
Kent’s grin widened.
Gene’s didn’t. His stayed right where it always stayed, on that line between amused and hungry. “Careful,” he said quietly. “You start something with me, you’d better be sure.”
I tilted my head with fake innocence. “Who said I wasn’t sure?”
Gene’s hand came up, slow and deliberate, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. The touch was light, barely anything, but it made my breath catch in my throat. My body reacted before I could stop it, leaning just a fraction into his palm.
I felt Kent watching, really watching, and for some reason that made me bolder. I lifted my hand to Gene’s wrist and traced my thumb across his skin, a small touch, innocent enough on the surface, but nowhere near innocent in meaning. Gene’s eyes darkened in a way that went straight through me.
Kent let out a soft laugh behind us. “Look at her, she’s finally admitting she likes you.”
Gene didn’t look away from me. “She more than likes me. And she always did.”
My pulse jumped. My fingers tightened on his wrist.
“And so what exactly did you mean earlier,” I asked, “when you said you liked playing with me?” I twisted his wrist further back.
Gene stepped in close enough I felt the heat coming off him. His breath brushed the side of my cheek as he spoke.
“I meant,” he said, “that you’re fun to push around. Fun to test. Fun to manandle.”
I swallowed hard, glancing back at Kent automatically. We both did.
He didn’t look shocked or worried. He looked thrilled.
“Go on,” he said. “Let him.”
Those words made my knees soften more than I could hide, and Gene saw that immediately.
He slid his hand down from my ear down to the side of my neck, his thumb brushing along my jawline, guiding my head gently but firmly to look back at him.
“See?” he murmured. “You like it when I take you over.”
I let out a shaky breath, my hands coming up to his chest, not to push him away, but because I needed something to hold onto. His body was solid under my palms, warm, steady, confident.
But I was the one who leaned in first, close enough that our bodies brushed, my chest lightly touching his, my thigh brushing his as I stepped forward.
Gene’s jaw clenched. Kent exhaled sharply behind us. I turned my head just enough to catch Kent’s eyes again, making sure he was still with me, still approving, still apparently excited about where this seemed to be going. He gave me a tiny nod, barely anything, but it sent a shock right through me. He was right there with me, just as I had suspected he might be.
When I looked back at Gene, I lifted his shirt with my fingertips, tugging the fabric just enough to pull him another inch toward me.
His breath slipped out in a rough sound. “Tessa,” he said under his breath, “you’re gonna get yourself in trouble tonight.”
“Maybe I want trouble,” I whispered.
Kent laughed softly, leaning back in the couch with that satisfied look on his face. Part of me was hoping for some boundaries.
Gene stood and stretched, then suddenly scooped me up before I could react.
“Let’s see what this little number can handle,” he said, already carrying me toward the open space between the couch and the kitchen.
I shrieked, laughing as I kicked my legs, but I didn’t tell him to stop. Kent was grinning, I could see it even as Gene set me down and pulled me into a mock headlock.
We wrestled like we often did, me trying to wiggle away, him catching me again, hands tighter on me each time, breath hotter at my neck. And every time I looked at Kent, his eyes told me all I needed to know.
Gene grabbed me from behind, arms locking around my waist as he lifted me clean off the floor. I kicked and twisted in his grip, making a show of resisting, my laughter loud and breathless as I writhed against his chest. His arms didn’t give an inch. He held me tight, one arm banded low across my stomach, the other wrapping up under my chest like he wasn’t even thinking about it, but I knew he was.
Kent reclined further into the couch, elbow on the back cushion, beer in one hand, eyes on Gene and me. When I caught his gaze, he didn’t look concerned. He looked amused. Proud, even. A slow smile tugged at his mouth like he was watching something he’d imagined more than once.
Gene dropped me onto the carpet like a ragdoll and came down after me, pinning my arms above my head with one hand. He grinned, chest rising and falling fast, his face just inches from mine.
“You’re getting slow,” he said, eyes darting down, then back up. “Weak.”
I tried to twist free, putting on the same fake defiance I’d always used when we horsed around like this. But something in it was different now.
“You’re cheating,” I said, voice shaky from more than just laughing.
He smirked. “You know you like it.”
I bit my lip and looked over, needing to see Kent again.
He was still watching, still smiling. He gave me another little nod, so small it might’ve been nothing, but I felt it like a jolt. It wasn’t just me and Gene playing around anymore, and he must have known that. So why was he grinning so much? Nodding too. It wasn’t pretend time anymore.
Gene’s grip tightened, not painfully, but firm and possessive. I should’ve shoved him off, gotten up, dusted myself off, made some joke to lighten the mood.
But I stayed. I liked how strong he felt, how easy it was for him to control me. And I liked that Kent was watching and letting it happen.
Gene moved his weight, pressing his thigh between mine as he leaned closer, lips brushing my ear.
“You better tell him to stop me,” he whispered.
I didn’t answer. My pulse pounded. My skin tingled. I could’ve said his name, played innocent. Instead, I twisted my wrists in his grip again, not enough to get loose, just enough to make it look like I tried.
His hand slid lower, dragging the fabric at my shirt at my hip as he settled more of himself on top of me.
And still not a word from Kent.
Gene stayed half on top of me, pressing down just enough to make sure I couldn’t move, his hand still wrapped around both of my wrists, keeping them pinned over my head. The television was still on in the background, the dull sound of the game and the occasional roar from the crowd filtering in like distant noise. But all of my attention was on the big man above me and the one across the room. My legs were bent under Gene’s weight, my hips angled just enough to feel the line of his thigh against me. It would have been so easy to roll out from under him if I’d really wanted to but I didn’t.
Kent was leaning deep into the couch now, his beer bottle resting against his thigh, his eyes locked on mine. He wasn’t saying a thing, but there was something in his face I hadn’t seen before, a kind of quiet intensity that told me he was paying attention to every inch of what was going on.
It didn’t feel like a green light anymore, it felt like encouragement. His gaze was steady, and when I slid under Gene again, just slightly, Kent’s mouth twitched at the corner, not quite a smile but something close to it. He knew exactly what he was doing, and he knew exactly what I was feeling, too. I didn’t need him to nod this time.
Gene’s grip slid slightly, one arm bracing beside my head while the other released my wrists only to slide down, fingers grazing the side of my ribs, slow and deliberate. I flinched, not from discomfort, but from the heat of the contact and the way it lit everything in me up like a fuse.
My shirt had ridden up when he tackled me to the carpet, and I felt the rough warmth of his hand skim the bare skin at my waist before he hooked his fingers just inside the waistband of my panties. He didn’t tug, just rested his hand there, feeling the shape of me, testing what he could get away with. I didn’t stop him. I couldn’t.
I heard myself breathe out, and only then realized I hadn’t taken a full breath since he’d dropped me. My head tilted to the side, eyes drifting back to Kent. He was still watching, but his posture had changed slightly, leaning forward now, one arm braced across his knee, like he wanted to be closer but was holding himself back.
That restraint made this feel even more real, even more charged, because he wasn’t playing the part of the passive observer anymore. He was inside it with us, with me, and I didn’t need to ask if he wanted it. I knew he did.
Gene’s fingers brushed lower, slipping beneath the edge of the fabric now, and my hips responded before I could even think. It was automatic. My body had already decided.
We tangled in the middle of the living room like kids wrestling, my legs hooked around Gene’s waist as he tried to pin me again. He was stronger, obviously, but I didn’t make it easy for him. I was laughing so hard I could barely breathe, twisting under him, trying to buck him off even though I knew I didn’t want him to move. My top had ridden up again, and his hands slid around my ribs, lifting me just enough to carry me like a sack of potatoes over to the armchair. He dropped me into it with a grin and stood over me like he was daring me to get up again.
Kent was sprawled on the couch now, drink in hand, shaking his head like we were ridiculous, but his eyes never left me. When I sat up straighter and pulled my shirt back down, he gave me that half-smile again, the one that said he was enjoying this every bit as much as we were.
Gene reached down and grabbed my ankle, tugging me toward him until I was sliding off the chair with a squeal. I swatted at him, breathless and flushed, trying to scramble away, but he grabbed me around the waist and pulled me back down onto the rug with him. We landed hard, both of us laughing, breath hot on each other’s skin.
I ended up on top this time, straddling his hips, my hands braced on his chest. I looked over at Kent, heart pounding, hair hanging in my face. He lifted his beer to me in a mock toast, the grin spreading wider on his face now. That little burst of approval made my stomach flip. I wasn’t just getting away with this, I was putting on a show for both of them.
Gene sat up under me, arms circling my waist, and I tried to squirm away again but he held me there, tighter this time, his face close to my neck. “Told you you were trouble,” he murmured, loud enough for Kent to hear.
I laughed, breath catching as he nuzzled me just under my ear, and then wriggled out of his grip, collapsing onto the couch beside Kent. I was flushed and panting, and Kent rubbed my leg like I’d just run a race. Gene flopped into the other chair, both of us pretending like we were going to behave now.
We tried. The game was still going, and for a few minutes, we sat there pretending to watch. But my knee was resting against Gene’s shin, and when I leaned back, he adjusted his position so our thighs touched.
Kent’s arm was across the back of the couch, his fingers brushing the back of my neck every so often. I sipped my drink, legs crossed tight, trying to calm the thrum between them. Then Gene reached over and tugged playfully on my top, loosening it a little just to see what I’d do.
I laughed, loud and sharp, and then lunged at him again, knocking the bowl of popcorn off the table. He caught me mid-charge, lifting me off the ground like I weighed nothing. I shrieked and laughed, my arms flailing, and when he pressed me up against the wall, I only half resisted.
Gene’s grin was cocky, his hands firm as he held me there, my back pressed to the wall, my legs bent just enough to feel how solid he was between them. I gasped, but didn’t push him away, couldn’t even move. My eyes darted to Kent, who was now watching us like it was just part of the game. But his eyes were dark with something else. Curiosity? Pride? Arousal?
Gene moved his weight and I felt him all the way up my center. I let out a little sound, not quite a laugh, not quite a protest, and tried to twist away, but he grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head.
“Think you’ve got any moves left?” he said, his voice low and playful, and right in my face.
“Not fair,” I said, breathless. “You cheat so much.”
Kent chuckled from the couch. “He’s always cheated. You just didn’t mind before.”
Gene smirked. “She still doesn’t mind.”
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. I was too aware of my own body, of the way my thighs had instinctively gripped his waist, of how hot my skin had gotten, of how soaked the fabric between my legs must be. And my husband was right there. Not only not stopping it, he was watching, invested, leaning in like this was exactly what he’d expected when we came over. Maybe what he wanted.
Gene let go of my wrists but didn’t move back. His fingers traced down my arms, slow and warm, and then down my sides, over the curve of my waist. I let him. I stood there, breathing too fast, eyes locked on his. My mind was racing, but my body had made the decision already. It had weeks ago.
“I like this top,” Gene said, fingering the open neck. “It’s like you wore it knowing I’d take it apart.”
“Maybe I did,” I said quietly, barely able to believe I said it.
Kent’s voice came from behind me, a little rough. “She picked it out just for tonight.”
Gene’s eyebrows lifted. “Did she now?”
I laughed a little too high, trying to brush it off. “I figured if you boys are going to mess around with me, I should at least get a few points for style.”
“You’re getting more than points,” Gene said, his hands still on my hips. “You’re getting yourself into deep trouble.”
“I think she likes trouble,” Kent added, his voice lower now, more serious.
I looked at him. His eyes were steady, mouth curved into something between amusement and hunger. There was no anger. No worry. Just interest. Was this even real?  What we were doing in front of him?
Gene dipped his head suddenly, his lips grazing my collarbone, then higher, along the line of my neck. I made a noise I didn’t mean to make and grabbed his arms, trying to steady myself. My eyes found Kent’s again, and he gave me the same grin I’d seen when we were first dating and I’d teased him under a table at dinner. That knowing, heated, proud look.
Gene’s hands were under my thighs before I knew it, lifting me off the floor like I weighed nothing, my legs instinctively locking around his waist again, hanging on. I let out a yelp and laughed, but there was no mistaking the way my breath caught. My back hit the hallway wall just outside the kitchen, cool against my skin, and I felt the flex of his chest through my top. I grabbed his shoulders, meaning to push him away, but my fingers curled instead, holding on.
“Gene, ” I said, half warning, half something else.
“What?” he asked, smirking up at me. “Just helping you change the view.”
I caught Kent’s voice behind him. “You always did like throwing her around.”
“I always liked how you let me,” Gene shot back, not even looking. He was watching me, waiting to see what I’d do. His hands weren’t moving, but his body was pressing into mine, drifting slightly as he held me there, every bit of him hard and close.
I should’ve squirmed down. I should’ve told him that was far enough. Instead, I tilted my hips without meaning to, testing the line of pressure between us, feeling how firm he was under his jeans. I gasped quietly, and when my eyes flicked to Kent, I saw him standing at the kitchen doorway, his jaw tight, arms crossed, but his eyes locked on me, not angry, just watching.
“You’re not stopping us,” I said, voice a little shaky, directing it at him. He saw how his friend was pressing his hips into his wife’s hips, and how his wife was twisting in response. He saw it all.
“You want me to?” he asked.
Gene laughed softly, the sound deep in his throat. “Guess we found a new game.”
I felt him move again, dragging the front of his body against mine in a slow, controlled move that made my head fall back against the wall. I could barely breathe. My top had drooped too, buttons open, the neckline gaping wider so the top curve of my breast pressed against his chest.
“Kent,” I said again, trying to anchor myself.
He stepped closer. “You’re not saying no.”
“I’m not,” I gasped as though in private to him.
“But you’re still here,” Gene murmured, his mouth near my ear. “Still clinging to me like you don’t want down.”
His voice dropped. “You like it when I hold you like this. You always did.”
I shuddered. “You used to stop before this though.”
“You used to pretend you wanted me to.”
I bit my lip, my fingers digging into his arms. I felt heat surge between my legs, that slow pulse I couldn’t ignore anymore.
“You said you liked playing with me,” I whispered, still watching Kent. “What did that mean?”
Gene leaned back just enough to look at me directly. “That I’ve always known you liked being manhandled. You lit up every time. I didn’t push it then though. But now?”
His fingers slid up my sides, slow and certain. He carried me to his bed and dropped me into it unceremoniously. I twisted out from under him, crawling to the end of the bed, trying to keep it fun still. “You’re way too confident,” I said, not looking back at him.
He was already behind me, though grabbing my hips with both hands and pulling me back before I could get off. His voice was right in my ear. “Because I know you don’t want to go anywhere.”
I yanked away from him and sat up, swinging one leg around to straddle him this time. My hands pressed flat against his chest, holding him down. “You don’t know what I’m going to do.”
He laughed, not even trying to resist. “I know exactly what you’re going to do.”
That should’ve annoyed me, but it didn’t. It made something tighten deep inside me. I leaned down so my hair brushed against his face, staring right at him. “Oh yeah?”
His hands slid up my thighs, slow and deliberate, stopping just under the edge of my shirt. “Yeah.”
I stared down at him, trying to hold it together. I wasn’t going to be the one to break. But he raised his hips a little, just enough to press against me through the fabric of my panties and I inhaled sharply without meaning to. He noticed, of course.
I rolled off him in one sharp motion, pretending I was bored. “You’re not winning.”
“I’m not playing,” he said, sitting up, then moving close. “But you are.”
I didn’t answer. I was thinking too much now. My legs were stretched out and he was kneeling between them, reaching for the hem of my shirt. His fingers hooked it, then paused. His face changed a little, like he was giving me a second to say no.
But I didn’t move.
He tugged it up and over my head. He looked at me, chest rising, jaw clenched, then touched me slowly, his palms warm and steady, fingers spreading. I tilted my head back slightly, eyes half-closed, letting it happen for just a moment too long. Then I caught his wrist and shoved him backward, trying to laugh it off.
I turned sideways to scoot past him, but he didn’t move. His hand brushed my waist, not rough, just there, holding me in place. I looked at it, then at him. He didn’t take it away.
“You gonna make me fight for it?” I asked, trying to sound annoyed, but my voice cracked a little from how close he was.
“Looks like it,” he said.
I pushed at his chest. He rolled back, barely. Not enough to let me pass. His eyes dropped to my hands, then lifted again slowly. I should’ve gone hard, shoved him out of the way, made it clear I was serious. But I didn’t. I kept one hand on him. He was warm under the cotton, and solid feeling. His shirt was older, soft, the neck stretched a little, and he smelled like dry cedar and heat.
“I’m leaving in one minute,” I said. “Last chance to be a gentleman.”
He moved closer, his arm brushing mine now, the move deliberate. “I haven’t been called that in years.”
We both smiled at that, and too long. His mouth was inches from mine, and I was still lying there, hand on his chest, not moving, not pulling away, not stepping out.
“You’re not scared of me,” he said.
“No,” I said. Too fast. Too definite.
He smiled, and that time, it wasn’t teasing. It was something else, something lower. “But maybe a little scared of yourself.”
I don’t know why that hit me so hard. I just looked at him, and the room went quiet. Not silent, just everything else faded.
He leaned in like he was going to whisper something, and I felt his breath on my cheek. I tilted my face instinctively, barely, a mistake. His lips didn’t touch mine, but they passed close, slow, like he wanted to feel the heat of them without contact. I stood still and couldn’t even blink.
Then he pulled back.
I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding, and stepped past him, brushing the front of my body against his as I went. I could’ve avoided it but I didn’t.
“Thanks,” I said without turning.
“You’re welcome,” he said, voice rough now.
I heard the ice clink in his glass behind me, and I knew without looking that he was watching the sway of my hips. So I walked slower. Let him.
I went to the kitchen just to grab something, just to put space between us. But my hands were shaking and I had to grip the edge of the counter for a second before I opened the cabinet. I needed to breathe.
I set the glass down and turned, knowing exactly how I looked now, cheeks flushed, posture tighter, one hand still on the counter behind me.
Gene was leaning against the hallway arch, watching me. He didn’t look away when our eyes met. He let me know with just that stare that he hadn’t missed a single thing about the way I walked off, the way I lingered just close enough, the way I didn’t pull away.
Kent was still on the couch, glancing between us, pretending not to track every move. But I saw it, the way his lips stayed parted a little too long, the way his knee bounced without rhythm. He wanted to say something, maybe stop this, maybe encourage it, I couldn’t tell.
I walked back slowly, glass in hand. “Don’t worry,” I said to Gene as I passed, “I’m not gonna make it that easy on you next time.”
“Oh,” he said, falling into step beside me, “next time I’m not giving you a head start.”
We both laughed. It broke the air just enough to settle us back onto the couch. For a few minutes, it actually felt normal again, game on, snacks scattered on the table, a little more bourbon poured out.
But my skin didn’t stop humming. I leaned into Kent, one leg draped over his. He stroked my knee with absent fingers while Gene stretched on the other side, arms behind his head, biceps high and cocky. Every movement he made felt loud now, like he was doing it for us.
“You two done trying to kill each other?” Kent said, squeezing my thigh.
“Gene’s done,” I said. “I just let him think he won.”
That got a bark of laughter from Gene, and then he lunged again, fingers digging into my sides, making me shriek and twist, trying to roll off the couch. Kent caught me, hands around my waist, holding me in place as Gene leaned in, wrestling tickling into something rougher, bolder. My legs kicked, but he didn’t let go.
“Okay, okay!” I gasped, squirming between them.
“You gonna admit it?” Gene said, still pinning my wrist.
I pretended to fight. I tossed my hair and turned my head and said, “Admit what?”
“That you love this.”
I froze for a second. Then I smiled. “I’ll admit you’re impossible.”
Kent’s hand slid from my waist to my stomach. He held me there while Gene pressed closer again, the three of us tangled now. My breath caught and still I didn’t say stop.
Gene’s grip slid without warning, arms wrapping tighter as he pulled me straight off the couch into his lap. I let out a sharp breath, half-laugh, half-gasp, legs flailing for balance until I settled across his thighs, my back against his chest. Kent watched, eyes wide and locked on us. I didn’t know if it was say-so or paralysis, but it didn’t matter, I didn’t get up from his lap.
Gene’s hands moved down, firm at my waist, fingers slipping just under the edge of my top as he spoke right near my ear. “Told you I wasn’t giving you a head start.”
I swallowed hard and slid slightly, my bare thigh brushing his jeans, the rough denim grounding me even as my pulse shot up. I tilted my head back and looked toward Kent. He raised his glass slightly, half a smirk forming, and I felt a jolt of something sharp and hot ripple through my stomach.
“Is this okay?” I asked, voice low but honest.
Kent blinked once, then again. “Yeah,” he said finally, eyes dipping to where Gene’s arms wrapped around me. “More than okay.”
That answer was out of this world. I turned forward again, unsure of what to do with the freedom he gave me. Gene wasn’t making a move now, just holding me, his hands a little too comfortable, a little too curious. I couldn’t stop him.
We stayed like that through another half-inning, all of us pretending to focus on the game. But my body wasn’t pretending anything. I was sliding in his lap, not quite on purpose, not quite accidental. His thigh was pressed high between mine, and every breath I took dragged across more of him. I could feel him getting hard underneath me.
When I moved again, he said quietly, “You know exactly what you’re doing.”
“I’m just trying to get comfortable,” I said, and it sounded ridiculous even to me. I leaned back into him more.
Gene laughed, low and pleased. “Right.”
He moved his hand again, slower this time, tracing the edge of my waistband of my panties, thumb grazing the line of my belly. I didn’t stop him.
Kent got up to pour another drink. I watched him as he moved, casual, quiet, calm, and I realized he was giving me this. He wasn’t stepping in. He wasn’t asking for anything, he was just watching it. That twisted something deep in me, something that made me clench my thighs tighter over Gene’s leg and lean back just a little more into him.
Gene adjusted underneath me, one broad hand pressing flat across my stomach as he moved our weight together, pulling me in tighter. My legs folded over his, knees brushing the outside of his thigh, my toes pressed into the cushion beside him for balance. His other hand rested heavy between my ribs and hip, fingers splayed, warm under the fabric of my top.
Kent dropped back into the armchair with a fresh drink, his face flushed, mouth slightly open. The room had gone quiet except for the game still playing in front of us, but none of us were watching anymore. His eyes were on me. On what Gene was doing.
I curled back against Gene’s chest, my head on his shoulder now, the slope of it solid and unrelenting behind me. He smelled like his usual aftershave and something else, his shirt had that warm, worn-in scent that came from long days and too much time in the sun. His thigh tilted again under me, subtle but intentional, nudging me higher. I breathed in through my nose and rolled my hips forward before I could stop myself, arching on him.
“Jesus, Tess,” Gene muttered at my ear, not loud enough for Kent to hear.
I didn’t respond. I just glanced at Kent again and caught the look he was trying not to show.
He knew what he was seeing. And he wasn’t stopping it. His tongue flicked across his bottom lip, and he reached down absently to adjust himself under his jeans.
Gene’s hand moved again, slow and testing, fingertips grazing under the hem of my shirt and across the bare skin of my stomach. My muscles twitched involuntarily. I tried to keep my breath steady.
“Thought we were watching the game,” I said, voice tight but playful.
“We are,” Gene said, his fingers making lazy circles now, just above the waistband of my panties. “It’s a really good one, too.”
His tone made me smile even as my chest tightened. This wasn’t just roughhousing. I wasn’t being pushed into anything. I was choosing it too. I was sitting here, sprawled across another man’s lap, letting him touch me in ways no friend ever should, while my husband watched from the chair and kept sipping his drink.
And what scared me most was how much I loved it.
Gene’s hand slipped higher. I leaned my weight back into him, giving him access, giving him more of me.
His knuckles grazed the underside of my breast before he pulled his hand back down and wrapped his arm tight around my middle again, holding me still against him. My chest was rising faster. I told myself I was just catching my breath. Gene kept tightening his grip on me every time I moved in his lap, his mouth still close to my ear.
I felt Kent move across the room again, heard the clink of a glass on the counter, then the soft thunk of him leaning his hip against the kitchen island. I looked over and found him was watching us the way a man watches the sun going down, like it’s beautiful.
I tilted my head back and looked up at Gene above me. “You’re gonna make me spill this drink,” I said, trying to move the weight of the tumbler in my hand.
“Let me help,” he said, and he took the glass from me, placed it on the coffee table without breaking eye contact. Then he pulled me tighter again and dropped one knee so I was half-straddling him now, chest brushing his as I steadied myself with one hand on his shoulder.
I didn’t look at Kent this time. I knew exactly what he’d see.
“You always start something,” I said softly.
Gene grinned. “You wore that for me, Tess.”
“I wore it for both of you,” I said, eyes flicking up through my lashes. “But maybe a little more for you,” I murmured and I tickled his side
His smile turned sharp, and then his hands moved again. I could feel how hard he was under me, even through his jeans, and the way his body answered mine wasn’t subtle anymore.
I thought about getting up. I thought about crossing the room and sitting beside my husband, reclaiming the normal rules we used to follow. But my thighs stayed tight around Gene’s, and my fingers didn’t let go of his shoulder.
I thought about what it meant, that I was giving this away, right in front of Kent. That Gene wasn’t just teasing me now, and I wasn’t just teasing back.
And what if I didn’t stop? What if Kent didn’t want me to?
My voice was barely audible when I said, “Don’t get cocky, Gene.”
His hand slid down my back. “Too late.”
I tilted my hips just enough to feel Gene’s thighs tense beneath me. He noticed, of course he did, and when I didn’t pull back, his hands slipped lower, firmer, like he’d been waiting for that tiny consent.
I caught the sound of Kent’s voice from the kitchen. He was laughing softly at something on the screen, but I didn’t miss the edge in it. He hadn’t looked away.
I let myself press a little closer into Gene’s chest, just enough that our breath mingled. His fingers slid under the hem of my top again, knuckles brushing skin. My heartbeat stuttered. Not from surprise, just from how much I was still pretending any of this surprised me.
I turned my head, caught Kent’s eye. He didn’t look panicked. Didn’t make a move. He just stood there, one hand on the back of the chair, a small smile playing at the edge of his mouth. Something else was behind it. Something hungry.
I swallowed, hard. Then I did it again, leaned in a little more, slide just enough so Gene’s grip tightened around my hip. I didn’t have to say anything. I wanted to know where the line was. Not Gene’s. Kent’s.
Because if he didn’t stop it now, if he let this keep going, then maybe I could stop pretending that I didn’t want to be taken apart in front of him. Maybe I could stop pretending I hadn’t thought about this exact moment every night since the last time.
Gene's voice was low. “He’s watching.”
“I know.” My voice barely made it past my throat.
And then I moved again. Not away, into, and deliberate, too, eyes still on Kent, testing him.
I tilted my head slowly, my cheek brushing against Gene’s. His stubble scratched lightly along my skin as I hovered there, just long enough for him to freeze beneath me. I could feel his breath catch.
My lips found his jaw, soft at first. Just a touch. I kissed him there, not too far from his mouth. I felt him move under me, his hands pausing at my waist. I kissed him again, closer this time. The corner of his lips. He didn’t turn to meet me, but he didn’t pull away, either.
I leaned back just enough to look over, my heart thudding in my ears.
Kent was standing at the edge of the living room, one hand curled around a beer bottle. His eyes were fixed on me, dark and bright at the same time. His mouth was open just slightly. No smile now, just a sharp kind of stillness.
He saw what I did. And he didn’t stop me.
My pulse roared in my neck. I lowered myself slowly, let my mouth trail a warm line along Gene’s throat. He bucked, adjusting his legs beneath me, and I could feel how hard he’d gotten.
“Are you really letting this happen?” I whispered to Kent without looking at him.
Gene’s breath hitched against my temple.
Kent’s voice came back low, rough. “You’re not making me stop it.”
That was it. I kissed Gene full on the mouth. And when his arms tightened and he pulled me harder into his lap, when his tongue pressed against mine and I opened for him without thinking, I knew what we were doing wasn’t an accident anymore.
I nipped at his lower lip, and he growled against my mouth, not playfully now. His hands gripped my hips hard and pulled me flush against him, and I let him. My knees tightened around his thighs, the heat between us sparking fast, blinding. I kissed him deeper, harder, my lips wet, open, tasting him, giving him my tongue and taking his in turn.
He tried to lean forward and pin me back, but I twisted, laughing breathlessly into his mouth, catching his attempt and flipping us sideways on the couch so I was half on top again. We landed in a heap, but I didn't pull away, I dragged my mouth along his cheek, down to his throat, pressing kisses just under his jaw where he was rough and warm and throbbing.
Gene’s hands roamed up my back, gripping at my sides, trying again to roll me under him, but I arched and fought him, giggling, breath hot against his neck. I shoved at his shoulders, not to get away, just to keep the game going, even though my body was no longer playing. It was doing exactly what it wanted. My thighs tightened, grinding down against him. My fingers tangled in his hair and yanked his mouth back to mine.
Kent was still standing there watching. I felt his gaze, heavy and undeniable, and I made sure he saw the way I opened my mouth wider for Gene’s tongue, the way I moaned softly into it. I didn’t know who I was trying to push harder, Gene, Kent, or myself.
Gene's hand slid between us, palming my breast through my shirt, rough and sure, and I pressed into it, gasping into his mouth. He squeezed again, and I broke the kiss, my head falling back as I sucked in air.
"Jesus," I breathed, chest heaving, glassy eyes meeting Kent's.
I yanked at the hem of my top and pulled it up over my head, tossing it behind me without looking. Gene’s eyes locked onto my chest, the black lace bra barely holding anything in, and I felt the thrill ripple through me. I didn’t give him time to say anything. I shoved him back, hard, knocking him against the arm of the couch, and straddled his lap again with a little bounce that made us both grunt.
“You like playing rough?” I said, my voice low but teasing, chest rising fast as I stared down at him.
His hands came to my hips instantly, gripping me tight. “Always.”
I blinked, breath catching. I felt it surge in my blood, something darker, richer. My fingers curled around the back of his neck and I leaned in, letting my breasts brush his chest, lips barely an inch from his.
I could feel Kent’s eyes on me. I didn’t look at him this time. I didn’t need to. I could feel how charged the room was, how badly he wanted me to keep going, to test how far this would stretch.
I bit Gene’s neck, not soft. He growled and grabbed me tighter, flipping me suddenly. My back hit the carpet with a thud, legs wrapped around his waist as he pinned my wrists. But I twisted my arms free, laughing again, and shoved up with my hips until we rolled once more. I landed on top, hair falling wild across my face, and without thinking, I dropped my mouth straight to his chest and kissed hard. Open-mouthed, dragging my tongue across his skin until he shivered under me.
“Jesus, Tessa,” he groaned.
I kissed lower.
Then I stopped, pulled back, breathless, lips wet. “What?”
“You’re trying to kill me.”
I grinned and dropped again, kissing down his stomach while my fingers fumbled with the button of his jeans. He jerked under me when I got it loose, but I didn’t slide them down yet, I kept it maddeningly slow, dragged my mouth across the line of skin just above, nipping, teasing.
He sat up fast and grabbed me around the waist, dragging me off him and lifting me like I weighed nothing. I gasped and squealed as he carried me toward the wall and pressed me hard against it, arms caging me in. His mouth found mine again, aggressive now, hungry.
I kissed back just as fiercely, hands gripping the waistband of his jeans, pulling him tighter to me.
And even then, even with all that, he smacked my hip and growled, “Wanna wrestle, baby girl? Let’s see what you’ve got.”
I laughed into his mouth and shoved at him, trying to get free. But I didn’t really want out.
He reached under my thighs and lifted me clean off the floor, spinning me once before tossing me onto the couch. I bounced with a laugh, landing on my back, legs up, hair in my face, heart hammering from the rush. He came down after me, but I twisted away, crawling across the cushions with a shriek. He caught my ankle, yanked me back hard, and I slid beneath him.
“Thought you wanted to play,” he said, grinning down at me.
“I am,” I breathed, pretending to kick him off again. My heel thudded gently against his shoulder, but he grabbed my calf, kissed the inside of it before pinning both legs apart and settling between them.
It was too much, the weight of him, the heat, the look in his eyes. My head turned toward Kent. He was leaning back in the chair, legs spread, eyes glued to us, no sign of pulling away. No confusion. just there, watching.
I looked back up at Gene, and his mouth was already lowering to mine again. I let him take it, let his hands roam over me without shame now. He knew what he was doing, how to touch me, how to make me forget the line we were supposed to be skimming.
I kissed him harder, bit his lower lip and tugged, then whispered, “I think you’ve got me.”
“Oh, I know I do.”
I rolled again, this time dragging him with me, and pushed him to sit upright. I climbed onto his lap, straddling him again, hands on his chest, nails dragging down. I circled my hips slowly, letting him feel me through his jeans, feeling how hard he already was under me. And still, I couldn’t help it, I glanced at Kent again.
He was breathing hard now, his hand resting low on his thigh. His eyes met mine, then dropped to where Gene’s hands were squeezing my waist.
I turned back to Gene, dropped my hands to his belt, undoing it this time without hesitation. “Let’s see what I’m playing with,” I whispered.
Gene grabbed my face with both hands and kissed me so deep I lost track of what I was doing, just lips and tongue and heat, and then we were half-wrestling again, rolling off the couch and thudding onto the carpet, me landing on top with my hair wild, both of us laughing and breathless.
“You’re insane,” he said, trying to catch his breath.
“Maybe,” I said, leaning in to kiss his jaw, then his throat, then lower. “But my husband likes it.”
Gene’s hand slid into my hair as I kissed down his stomach again, and this time I didn’t stop.
He moved beneath me as I moved lower, my hair dragging across his stomach. I heard him exhale sharply when I kissed just above his waistband, and I smiled against his skin. My mouth was making choices for me.
My fingers worked his zipper down. I wanted to feel each second of his tension building. I wanted to make it clear to both of them, Gene, with his hands gripping the rug, and Kent, watching from the couch, that this was no longer a game of pretend. I was unwrapping him because I wanted to. Because my body had taken over the moment his mouth crushed mine on that couch.
I glanced up at Kent. He hadn’t moved. His hand now rested on his chest, fingers curled tight into the fabric of his shirt. He looked dazed. Aroused. Absolutely locked in.
I went back to Gene. He was watching me too now, his usual smirk replaced with something deeper, hungrier. His fingers threaded into my hair.
“You sure about this?” he asked.
I didn’t answer. I kissed the base of him first, then flicked my tongue along the edge. I heard him groan. Felt his grip in my hair tighten.
I took him into my mouth, just the tip, letting my lips close around him, letting the tension in my shoulders drop as I sank a little lower. I sucked gently, pulling back slow, teasing him again with my tongue, then going deeper.
The noises he made, rough, surprised, hungry, only made me bolder. I used one hand to steady him, the other to stroke what my mouth couldn’t take yet, finding my rhythm fast.
I moved with purpose now, letting myself be completely consumed by the feel of him, the heat, the scent, the growing twitch of his body against my tongue. I could barely breathe.
I heard Kent slide on the couch, a low sound in his throat, and that made me go deeper. I wanted him to see this. I wanted him to know how far I was willing to go.
Gene’s voice broke through in a whisper. “Jesus, Tess”
I pulled back just enough to look up at him. My mouth glossy. My lips parted. “You always liked playing with me,” I said. “You told Kent that.”
He smiled, eyes dark. “I always wanted more than playing.”
I dipped my head again, taking him deeper than before. Gene’s laugh rumbled through his chest as I gave him one last slow swirl with my tongue and pulled back, wiping the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand like I was just casually finishing a milkshake. He gave me this look, half stunned, half cocky, and I couldn’t help but grin. I loved that I could do that to him. Loved that I was still straddling him like we’d just finished wrestling.
I turned slightly, just enough to glance back at Kent. His eyes flicked from my face to Gene’s lap, then back again, and when I caught him watching, he didn’t look away.
“You okay?” I teased, tilting my head like I was actually asking. But we all knew the answer.
He just nodded, his tongue darting out like he couldn’t quite catch his breath. “Don’t stop.”
I laughed with this giddy, breathless sound I couldn’t hold back, and turned back to Gene. “Well. There’s your green light.”
Gene sat up, grabbed me around the waist, and pulled me in like he’d been waiting for the invitation. My knees slid along the rug as I adjusted, feeling the pressure of him still hard beneath me, his hands firm on my hips. I rocked once, testing. His eyes fluttered closed, and his grip tightened.
I gasped as he lifted his hips, rubbing against me, not quite entering, just letting me feel what I’d already taken with my mouth.
“And now Kent’s watching,” he added, voice smug. “And he loves it.”
I stole another look back. Kent’s hand had moved down. He didn’t even bother to pretend he wasn’t touching himself now. And that, more than anything, made my body clench in anticipation.
I leaned in, grabbed Gene’s shirt in both hands, and kissed him harder this time. Rougher, my mouth open, my breath hot. I didn’t even realize I was grinding until he groaned and bucked beneath me.
“You want to play, Tessa?” he growled.
I bit his lip. “I’m already playing.”
And then he flipped me onto my back, pinning me with that ridiculous strength of his, our legs tangled and laughter bubbling up again even as our bodies moved against each other’s. My shirt had ridden up, my bra halfway undone, but I didn’t care.
We were on the floor, still half-dressed, skin on skin, laughing and gasping and letting it all unravel. And Kent leaned back, hand slow between his legs, eyes locked on mine.
I mouthed the words to him without sound: “I love you.”
And then I looked up at Gene. “Now pick me up,” I said. “And show me what else you always wanted.”
Gene didn’t hesitate. He scooped me up from the floor,  one arm under my thighs, the other around my back, and carried me across the room toward the hallway. My legs dangled for a second before I wrapped them tight around his waist, clinging to him as he pressed me against the wall just inside the doorway.
The way he looked at me, like he couldn’t believe this was real, only made the heat build lower in my stomach. I saw it in his eyes, the hunger, the restraint thinning out fast. And I felt it in myself too, in the way my hips rolled forward without thinking, searching for him again. His breath hitched against my neck.
“You planned this, didn’t you,” he whispered, his hand sliding under my shirt, fingers skimming my ribs.
I smirked. “Only a little.”
He kissed me again, harder this time, his mouth tasting like every what-if we’d ignored for years. I met him, kiss for kiss, our bodies grinding together now in slow, deliberate rhythm. I tilted my head, letting him deepen it, and I moaned into his mouth when he palmed my breast through the lace. It wasn’t the fumbling kind of touch. It was greedy.
Behind him, I caught a glimpse of Kent in the reflection of the hallway mirror. He hadn’t moved from the couch, but he wasn’t distant. He was watching with laser focus, his hand still on himself, stroking slow. His mouth was parted slightly, the tension in his jaw telling me everything I needed to know.
I didn’t look away as I pulled Gene’s shirt over his head. He dropped it to the floor, hands coming back to my thighs, squeezing, lifting me a little higher.
I moved, grinding on him again. My panties were soaked now, clinging, barely a barrier. I could feel the heat of him, thick and ready, pressing up against me. I gasped when his fingers dipped under the edge of the lace, stroking once, then again.
“You feel that?” he growled.
I nodded, panting. “God, yes.”
And still, I kept my eyes on the mirror. I didn’t want Kent to miss a second.
Gene pressed forward, rubbing the tip of himself along my entrance, just once, teasing. I whimpered and bucked against him, chasing it.
“I don’t want teasing anymore,” I whispered. “I want it.”
He looked at me like I’d just said the exact thing he needed to hear.
“You’re sure?”
I didn’t answer.. I reached down between us, pushed the last of the wet panties aside, and guided him in, slow but deliberate, my body arching against the wall as I took every inch of him. My breath caught.
Gene groaned, his head dropping to my shoulder, his fingers digging into my skin.
“Oh my god,” I gasped, rocking on him. “You have no idea”
He started to move, hard and steady, and I wrapped tighter around him, biting my lip to hold back the sounds. I didn’t want to muffle them. I wanted Kent to hear everything.
Gene gripped my hips and drove into me again, pinning me to the wall like he needed to prove something to himself, maybe, or to Kent, who I could still see in the mirror, sitting lower now on the couch, his hand stroking faster. His eyes hadn’t left us.
I tilted my head back against the wall, hair brushing my shoulders, breath catching every time Gene slammed upward. His rhythm wasn’t careful. It was claiming, thick and rough and perfect. My fingers dug into his shoulders as I held on, riding every hard thrust, loving the way his muscles bunched beneath my hands.
He growled something against my neck, low and breathless, but I didn’t catch the words. I could feel what they meant in every inch of him stretching me wide, in the tight pressure building between my thighs.
I turned my face toward the mirror. “He’s still watching,” I whispered.
Gene moved, bracing one hand against the wall beside my head. “Good.”
I laughed, half-gasp, half-moan, as he pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in. My nails scratched across his back. There was no more roleplaying or teasing or fake resistance. I wanted every second of this. My body was taking everything, and I was still asking for more.
He slid out of me suddenly, setting me down, but his hands didn’t let go. He spun me toward the bedroom, walking me backwards down the hallway, kissing me the whole way, lips trailing along my jaw, over my collarbone, tongue flicking just under the edge of my bra.
I barely noticed the door open behind me before he had me on the bed, knees wide, panties gone, his mouth on me now, dragging me up with each stroke of his tongue. My hands knotted in his hair, pulling, hips bucking up against his face as he licked me like he couldn’t get enough, moaning against my skin.
“Oh my god,” I panted, voice cracking. “Don’t stop, please, ”
I glanced down, saw him watching me, his mouth wet and determined, hands locked around my thighs to keep me open.
And then I looked up. Kent was in the doorway.
He wasn’t shocked. He wasn’t frozen. He was stroking himself, his shirt lifted, eyes on me like I was something unreal. His breathing was harsh, his cheeks flushed, and when I met his gaze, he nodded once.
My whole body clenched. The pleasure was already too high. I came with a cry that echoed off the walls, hips lifting, thighs trembling, voice shaking as Gene held me there through all of it, tongue still working as I fell apart.
I collapsed back on the bed, chest rising fast, hair sticking to my cheek.
I didn’t know what this was going to mean. But right then, with Gene crawling up beside me, mouth dragging over my stomach, and Kent still in the doorway, I didn’t want it to mean anything yet. I just wanted more.
Gene didn’t rush. He kissed his way up my belly, every inch deliberate, mouth hot and wet, tongue dragging in slow circles. I was still panting, muscles loose and shaky, but I couldn’t stop touching him, my fingers trailed along the back of his neck, through his hair, down his arms, just to feel him, just to stay connected.
He paused just beneath my bra, resting on his elbows, watching me. His lips were glossy. My thighs were still open.
“You’re a mess,” he said, smiling like he loved it.
I reached up and cupped his face, pulled him down to kiss me, tasting myself on his tongue. His body settled on mine, warm and heavy, and I let my legs slide around his waist, dragging him against me again. I felt him hard between us, still glazed from before, and I arched into him.
But he didn’t push forward. He just stayed like that for a moment, resting, eyes on mine, breathing slow.
I turned my head and saw Kent.
He hadn’t moved from the doorway. His hand was still wrapped around himself, slower now, but his focus hadn’t changed. He looked like he was memorizing this. I couldn’t tell if he was flushed from watching or from being part of it. I held his gaze while Gene started to move again, rocking against me without entering, just letting the heat build.
Kent nodded at me again. Not a yes or a no, just a wordless, solid thing that meant keep going.
I looked back up at Gene. “Do me slow,” I whispered.
His smile deepened. “Yeah?”
He adjusted his grip, one hand under my thigh, lifting, angling me just how he wanted me. I felt the head of him nudge against me again, and this time he slid in, inch by inch, not stopping, not rushing. I moaned as he stretched me, fuller than I remembered, deeper than I was ready for. My heels dug into the backs of his legs, urging him to keep going.
He bottomed out and held there.
My head dropped back against the pillow.
“God,” I breathed.
“Feel that?” he muttered near my ear.
I couldn’t answer. My body was answering for me, clenching around him, hips twitching. He started to move, slow, grinding, long strokes that dragged everything out. I could hear the wet slide of him inside me, could feel his chest press tighter to mine every time he sank forward.
I turned my head again and found Kent’s eyes.
He was breathing harder now. His other hand gripped the doorframe. His mouth was parted, jaw tense. He didn’t speak. But I held his gaze as his best friend Gene started to thrust harder into me, and I let my moans fill the room.
Gene slowed down, his rhythm adjusting from rough to something deeper, something steady and full. His arms framed my shoulders, forearms braced on the bed beside me, and I felt his breath when he dipped his head low. His lips brushed my cheek, then the edge of my jaw. I shivered. Everything in me still twitched from the last few minutes, but now it was changing, melting. He moved inside me with long, controlled strokes, not pulling back too far, not rushing forward, just keeping me full.
I turned my head again. Kent was still standing there, hand slack at his side now, his gaze locked on us like he was holding the moment in his chest. We didn’t speak, but he saw me watching. His jaw worked once like he wanted to say something, but didn’t. Then he glanced down the hall, back at us again, and stepped away.
He didn’t say anything as he closed the door. Just a soft click. The silence after felt heavy and still. Gene paused inside me, both of us listening to nothing.
Then his eyes met mine again. “That what you needed?” he asked softly, voice low, just for me.
I nodded, but didn’t say it out loud. I didn’t want to break whatever this was.
His body moved, one hand sliding beneath the small of my back, the other cupping my cheek. His next thrust was slower than any before, deeper too, dragging a sound out of me. I clung to him. My legs wrapped tighter around his hips, ankles locking behind him. I arched my chest against his, needing more, needing everything.
We kissed. Not quick or hungry like before. This was long, mouths open, tongues lazy, our breath mixing. He stayed deep, moving in tiny motions now, and the friction built in a different way. I felt it in my thighs, my belly, behind my knees. Every part of me was flushed and trembling and desperate to keep him there.
“You’re incredible,” he murmured.
I swallowed hard. “I don’t know what’s happening.”
I blinked up at him, barely seeing through the haze, but I did. I let my hands roam his back, feeling every muscle tense as he moved in me. He was gentle now, reverent almost, like this meant something different with the door closed.
His lips grazed my ear, his breath warm and slow. He didn’t thrust, not yet, just held there inside me, thick and pulsing, his arms braced around me as though the moment needed that stillness.
“You know he told me to do this to you,” Gene whispered. “Said he wanted it. Said it was his plan.”
I didn’t move. My whole body went still except for my heart, pounding against his chest.
He tensed just slightly, hips pressing forward, barely enough to count. My thighs clenched around him as the words worked their way down into my stomach.
“He told you?” I whispered.
Gene nodded slowly, his mouth never leaving my skin. “Said he didn’t know how to say it out loud yet. But that he wanted to watch you get taken. For real. Said I was the one he trusted to do it.”
I closed my eyes. I thought I’d crossed the line. Thought I was pushing it further than we meant. But now Now I wasn’t the one leading this. I’d only gone where they’d both let me go.
I opened my eyes, met Gene’s. His were so steady.
“Why you?” I asked, my voice soft.
He smiled, slow and crooked. “Because I’ve wanted to play with you since the first time we met. You always knew that.”
I flushed. I had known. Or maybe I hadn’t let myself admit it. But it was there, always under the surface, in the way he touched me, looked at me, threw me over his shoulder laughing.
“And now?” I breathed.
“Now,” he said, pushing forward again, slower this time, “he wants to see what happens when you stop pretending you don’t like how I handle you.”
I bit my lip. My fingers dug into his shoulders. I didn’t have anything left to say. Not that I could trust.
Under him, I let go of the last bit of resistance I’d been holding. Not just to him, though I did, fully, but to all of it. The game of pretending. The coy glances. The half-hearted pushes and teasing protests. The rules I’d told myself still existed even when my body had been proving otherwise. I wrapped my legs tighter around Gene’s waist and pulled him deeper, arching up into the way he moved now, slow and deliberate, as if he wanted to carve every inch of this into memory. Mine, his, Kent’s.
It didn’t matter who saw anymore. It didn’t even matter if Kent came back in the room right now or never came back at all. There was no part of me that wasn’t doing this on purpose, no part that could claim to be overwhelmed or surprised. I wasn’t being taken. I was taking.
Gene kissed my neck, open-mouthed and hungry, dragging his hand up to cup my breast and squeeze. I moaned, louder than I meant to, but I didn’t stop. My hips rocked into his rhythm. I turned my face into his and kissed him hard, tongue and heat and open mouths, no shame in it.
I wanted him to feel it, how different I was now, how much of me had changed since that first night on the couch. Then, I’d been unsure. Shaken. Drunk on nerves and confusion. Now I was clear, sharp, dripping with purpose. I moved like I wanted to ruin him. I gripped his ass and pulled him deeper. I kissed him and bit his lip and didn’t look away. He growled something into my mouth and I felt myself clench around him, greedy and soaking, all of it mine to take.
I didn’t want to stop. Not to breathe, not to check if I’d gone too far, not to look back and ask what it meant. I wanted more, deeper, rougher, slower. My body didn’t just want Gene; it wanted everything that came with this, the rush of being taken, of being seen this way, of being made into someone else. Someone I’d only just now met.
I gripped his shoulders and dragged my mouth along his neck. His skin was hot, tasting faintly of bourbon and something thicker, saltier. He slid his hand between us, finding my nipple and pinching it just enough to make me gasp into his throat. My legs stayed locked around his waist, keeping him pressed tight. The couch groaned beneath us, cushions crushed and uneven, my hips grinding up against him until the tension pulled tight again. Too tight to last.
Gene kissed the corner of my mouth and whispered, low and rough, “Kents said he thought about it for weeks. How he wanted to see you like this. Said he couldn’t get it out of his head, his wife, taken by someone who knew how.”
I bit my lip hard, but the moan escaped anyway. My hips tilted, chasing the press of his fingers. “He said that?”
Gene nodded, eyes locked to mine. “Said he didn’t want gentle. He wanted you used. Said you needed it.”
My body shook, not with shame but with something else, release, maybe. The go-ahead. Whatever weight I’d been carrying between my ribs, it cracked wide open. I wasn’t going to be punished for this. I was being gifted it.
I unwrapped my legs from his waist and pushed him back a little. His cock slipped free, oiled and swollen, and I climbed off the bed, my legs unsteady beneath me. He followed me with his eyes as I moved, not rushing, letting the moment stretch. I leaned over the bed. “Then show me what he meant.”
Gene was behind me in seconds, hands gripping my hips like he’d been holding back all night. He pressed against me, and I let my forehead fall to my arm, breath shaky but steadying, eyes closing to nothing but sensation. When he pushed into me from behind, it wasn’t careful. It was deep. Thick. Filling. I gasped, teeth clenching around a sound I didn’t want to hold back anymore.
My nails scratched against the sheets. My thighs trembled as he drove into me again, then again, each time harder, angling up just right. I cried out and arched my back, giving him more room, more of me. I wasn’t thinking about what I looked like or what this meant. I was only feeling the rhythm of his hips, the slap of skin, my cries loud enough for Kent to hear.
Gene grunted and pulled my hair gently, enough to lift my head. “Tessa,” he growled. “You’re his, but tonight you’re mine.”
I didn’t answer him with words. My body had already answered, over and over, louder than anything I could’ve said. I pushed back into him harder, letting him feel that I wanted it even more now, wanted everything. His grip tightened on my hips, and his rhythm grew urgent, driving into me like he meant to leave nothing untouched, no part of me unstretched or unclaimed.
I leaned into the bed, bracing myself, letting him take what he said was already his. My skin burned with heat, each slap of his hips meeting mine louder than before, echoing in the small bedroom space. I couldn’t stop the sounds coming from my mouth, low, choked, gasping things that belonged to someone shameless.
He bent over me suddenly, one arm sliding up between my breasts to clutch my shoulder, and I could feel his chest pressed to my back, sweaty and strong. His breath was ragged in my ear. “You’re perfect.”
My knees gave, but he held me up. Every inch of me pulsed, desperate, stretched thin and getting thinner. He slid his other hand up between my thighs, fingers stroking until I was right there, unravelling. My mouth opened, but nothing came out, just a silent, clenching jolt through every part of me.
I came so hard I shook, my legs trembling, my arms no longer holding me up. He wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me upright, turning me toward him. My face was hot, my lips swollen, my body still twitching in little pulses. He cupped my cheek with one hand, and I blinked up at him, still panting, my heart racing too fast to slow.
I lay back slowly, my hands sliding up my thighs. My chest rose and fell, and I looked at him, not with hesitation, not anymore, but with hunger. Raw, open, waiting.
He climbed onto the bed and pulled me under him, but this time it wasn’t wild or fast. His mouth found mine, slower now, deeper, his tongue tracing mine in a way that made my body clench all over again. His hands roamed my body, touching me with that same force but drawn out, savoring.
“You know what I want?” he murmured, dragging his mouth down my neck.
I didn’t answer. I just arched toward him.
He spread my thighs apart and kissed the inside of one, then the other, taking his time, breathing against me. My fingers dug into the sheets as he worked his mouth higher. My head rolled back. My thighs flexed. I whispered his name and forgot everything else.
My nails dug into his back as he pushed into me again, slower now but deeper. I let out a sharp breath against his shoulder, barely able to speak. “Why did Kent want this?”
He didn’t answer right away. He rocked into me, dragging it out, pulling almost all the way out before thrusting forward again. I clung to him, trying to hold still but rising to meet him with every movement. He dipped his head to my ear, nipping my earlobe, then whispering so close I felt it in my chest.
“Because he couldn’t give you this,” Gene said. “But I could.”
I cried out as he bottomed out inside me, hard and deep, making me clutch him tighter. My thighs wrapped around his waist on instinct, pulling him in again. I didn’t know if I was shaking from the words or from the way he moved, but I didn’t stop. I didn’t push him off. I kissed him, mouth open and hungry, hips rising to meet his next thrust. Again and again.
I didn’t try to hide anything now. My sounds, the way my legs clutched around his hips, the way my head tilted back so he could kiss down my throat again, all of it was open. My body moved without needing thought. I didn’t care how many times he’d made me come already, I wanted more. I didn’t want it to stop.
Gene’s hands slid under me, gripping my thighs to lift me higher, holding me tilted up toward him. He drove in deeper, slower, watching my face as I reacted, holding me there like he needed to see it all. I clung to his arms, fingernails catching against skin, trying to stay grounded in the middle of it, but there was no air left. No resistance either.
I met his eyes again and didn’t look away. My lips were parted. I felt my voice catch on the edge of a moan I didn’t want to make too loud, but couldn’t stop either.
His gaze dropped to my chest, then to the place where our bodies met. I could feel how deep he was, how thick and hot, how hard he kept himself just to keep taking me this way. When he leaned down and kissed me again, there was no gentleness left. His mouth was hungry.
I pulled at his hair. I wrapped a leg around his lower back and dragged him deeper. Every sound I made was for him now. I wanted him to know what this was doing to me.
He groaned into my mouth, losing rhythm for a second, and I used it. I rocked back up into him, matching his thrust, then again, harder. The bed gave a soft creak beneath us, sheets pulling loose. I kissed his neck, bit softly at his collarbone, and whispered, “Don’t stop.”
His hands moved everywhere now, cupping my breast, then gripping under my knee to press it higher, then sliding around to hold my back. Every place he touched felt owned. I let him take whatever he wanted, because it was already his. Kent had made it that way.
I bit my lip, trying to hold in another cry as he pushed harder into me. I wanted him to know I could take more.
I reached for his shoulder, his neck, needing to hold something. He was everywhere already, but I needed more, needed to feel him heavier on me, fuller inside me, like maybe he could press everything else out of my head. And he did. He kept going, his rhythm now deliberate, purposeful, each thrust sinking deeper, slower, making sure I took it all.
“God,” I whispered, my voice hoarse. “You feel so big.”
His mouth covered mine again, swallowing the rest of the sentence. I let him take it. When I pulled my legs tighter around his waist, he let out a noise that wasn’t even a word. He moved harder, faster for a moment, just enough to break the rhythm and force a gasp from me. Then he slowed again, hand slipping under my lower back to keep me tilted up for him, fingers digging into my skin.
That was what did it. I bit down on my own lip and felt it start in my belly, a rush that spread so fast I couldn’t slow it down. My thighs squeezed around him as the release hit hard, pulling the sound out of my throat before I could catch it. I clung to him, shaking against his chest, letting it take me over.
He didn’t stop. Even after the shudders passed through me and my legs dropped open again, limp and loose, he kept moving, slower now, but deeper, savoring it. His hands slid up my sides, over my ribs, and cupped my face like he wanted to look at me properly, see what he’d just done to me. I let him. I let everything show.
He held me down, pressed me up, kissed me, whispered my name, and I couldn’t stop him or myself. I let my fingers roam freely, my hips bucked, my mouth opened and moaned, everything raw and alive.
I collapsed against him, arms around his neck, chest heaving, hair clinging to skin, breath ragged and deep. Gene pressed close, forehead to mine, slow kisses along my jaw and temple. I couldn’t speak.
In the quiet that followed, the room still scattered with the traces of us, the half-finished beer, the tossed clothing, the rumpled sheets, I felt something settle inside me. Complete. Free. Reckless, unafraid, finally fully alive to what I wanted, what I could take, what I could feel. I had surrendered entirely, and in that surrender, I had never felt more in control.
Gene pressed a final soft kiss to my lips, then rolled off slightly, just enough to let me breathe, still holding me close. I lay there, chest rising and falling, feeling the heat linger, feeling my body still singing from the rush. Outside the closed bedroom door, I could almost imagine Kent, listening, knowing, trusting, and I realized it didn’t matter anymore. None of it did except this, right now, here, this heat, this closeness, this fire, mine to revel in, fully, unapologetically.
I let myself melt into the sheets, into him, into the moment, laughing softly again, breathless and alive, utterly, completely free.
I slid off the bed slowly, trying to steady my legs that were still trembling from the intensity. Gene helped me grab a loose shirt from the chair and tossed me one of his hoodies. I slipped it on quickly, shoving my arms through the sleeves, oversized and soft, the fabric doing little to hide the heat lingering on my skin. I felt dizzy, flushed, still caught in the aftershocks of what had just happened.
I opened the bedroom door slowly, peeking out. Kent was sitting on the couch, legs crossed at the ankles, hands folded loosely in his lap, trying to look casual. His eyes were fixed on me the moment I stepped into the hallway. I froze for a second, aware of how ridiculous I must look, half-dressed, hair wild, hoodie hanging off one shoulder, naked beneath. But then I realized I didn’t feel embarrassed. I felt alive.
He rose slowly, stepping toward me. “Tess” he said, voice low, catching in the back of his throat like he wasn’t sure how to continue. I met his eyes. The tension was still thick, but something had adjusted between us. He wasn’t angry. He was curious.
I laughed softly, brushing a stray strand of hair from my face. “Well that happened,” I said, trying to make it sound casual, though my voice betrayed me with a tremor.
Kent smiled faintly, a slow, deliberate smile, like he was figuring himself out in real time. “Yeah,” he said. “I guess I wanted to see it.”
I blinked. “You did?”
“Yeah,” he admitted, stepping closer. “I wanted to see you with him. I wanted to see you let go. I didn’t know if I’d like it, but . . . ” His hands twitched slightly, uncertain, and he swallowed. “I liked it. A lot.”
I blinked again, trying to process the admission. My heartbeat slowed a little, but I still felt heat pooling low, lingering from what had just happened. “I liked it too,” I said, voice quieter now. “I didn’t expect to, not this much, not this way. But it felt freeing.”
He took a slow step closer, and I didn’t back away. “I didn’t realize I’d enjoy seeing you wanting him, enjoying it. I thought I’d feel jealous, weird, something. But I didn’t. I felt turned on. Excited.”
I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “Me too,” I said. “I thought I’d feel guilty, or embarrassed. But I don’t. I liked how you watched. I liked that you were part of it without doing anything. I liked how safe it felt, knowing you were okay with it.”
He reached out slowly, cupping my cheek, thumb brushing along my jaw. “I didn’t think I’d admit this,” he said softly, eyes searching mine.
I leaned into his hand, heart pounding, feeling the connection tighten between us. “I want you watching,” I whispered. “I want it. I want you here. I want us all of this. I don’t want to hide it anymore.”
He smiled fully then, warmth and relief in his expression, and leaned down to press his lips to my forehead. “Good,” he murmured. “Because I want it too. Every part of it.”
We stood there, half-dressed, flushed, breathing together in the quiet hallway, and finally, for the first time, it felt like everything was out in the open. Everything we wanted, everything we were curious about, everything we’d been afraid to admit, it was all there. And we were both ready to explore it, together.
I sank back against the couch, Gene sliding in beside me, his thigh pressed against mine. My hoodie was loose over my bare shoulders, oversized and warm, and the lingering heat from before made me curl into him without thinking. His arm draped over my shoulder, fingers brushing the side of my neck, and I let my head fall against his chest. Kent sat across from us, leaning forward, phone in hand. The air was calm but electric, the afterglow still thick between us all.
“So,” Kent said finally, breaking the silence, voice careful, “what just happened, how do we describe this?”
I raised my head, looking between them. “Describe it?”
Kent nodded. “I mean I think I liked it, but I don’t even know what to call it. I’ve read stuff before, never really thought about it happening to me.”
Gene chuckled, low and amused. “It has a name,” he said, brushing a loose strand of hair from my forehead. “It’s called hotwife.”
I blinked. “Hotwife?” I whispered. My fingers curled around his arm. “That’s a thing?”
“Yes,” Gene said, leaning closer. “It’s where a wife, like you, has fun with another man or men, with her husband’s knowledge or even encouragement. Some couples do it one-on-one, some with groups. Everyone does it differently.”
Kent’s eyes widened, like he was suddenly seeing a map of possibilities. “So this isn’t unusual?”
“No,” Gene said, smiling down at me. “Just not everyone talks about it.” He tucked an arm behind me, pulling me closer so my back pressed against his chest. I rested my head there, fingers running across the soft curve of his side. Cozy and warm, I felt every bit as alive as I had on the bed before.
Kent pulled out his phone, already tapping. “Let’s see what people actually do,” he said. “Maybe maybe we can understand it better.”
I leaned against Gene fully now, head tucked under his chin, legs stretched out along the couch. He draped an arm over my shoulder, fingers brushing lazily over my skin while Kent scrolled through pages of forums and articles. My heart was still pounding from before, heat lingering in my chest and low in my belly, but the calmness of this moment, all of us together, made it cozy too.
“There’s a lot,” Kent said, eyes widening. “Some people do it casually, some like planned evenings, vacations, hotels sometimes it’s just flirting. Sometimes it’s more.”
Gene moved, nudging me with his knee lightly. “Some men, like me, enjoy playing with the wife. That’s what we did tonight, right?”
I nodded, smiling, head tilting back to look up at him. “Yeah. I liked that,” I admitted softly. “Being close, teasing, wrestling. It was fun. And cozy. Nobody else around. I Wouldn’t like that. ”
Kent smiled too, fingers tapping his phone as he scrolled. “So there’s no one way?”
“Not at all,” Gene said. “Every couple finds their own way. Some women like multiple men, some just one. Some husbands participate directly, some watch. Some only agree to certain things.” He brushed my hair back from my shoulder. “What matters is that everyone involved wants it.”
I curled tighter against him, feeling his chest rise under my cheek, his warmth radiating through me. “I want it,” I murmured. “I like this. With you, with him with both of you.”
Gene’s smile was slow and satisfied. I looked down at Kent, who was still reading, still fascinated, and I felt that wave of excitement I’d felt all night. Not just from Gene, but from the knowledge that Kent wanted this too, wanted me to explore it. I rested my fingers lightly on Gene’s hand, cozy and content, and let myself sink into the heat of the room, the warmth of their attention, and the thrill of discovering what this “hotwife” thing could really mean for us.
I sank further into the couch, lying back across both of them, my head resting on Gene’s thigh, legs draped over Kent’s knees, feeling the warmth from both men radiate into me. Gene’s arm was wrapped around my shoulders, holding me snug against his chest, while Kent’s hand idly brushed my shin, fingers light and teasing. The phone glowed between them as Kent scrolled through forums, articles, and stories about hotwife relationships. I traced idle circles along Gene’s forearm, feeling his pulse under my skin, my hair falling across my face in a tangle, half-obscuring my eyes.
“Look at this,” Kent said, leaning forward so the screen hovered above my stomach. “Some couples plan it in detail, set rules, safe words others just go with the flow.”
I rolled slightly, brushing my lips against Gene’s thigh, nuzzling, letting him feel the heat building again even as we sat still. “That sounds kind of exciting,” I murmured. “The rules, the plans or even just doing whatever you want in the moment.”
Gene laughed low, nudging me lightly with his knee. “Yeah, especially the whatever-you-want part. That’s what makes it fun. That’s why you’ve been so adventurous tonight.”
I let out a soft laugh, pressing my back more into his chest. “Adventurous, huh?” I teased. “I think I like it.” I let Kent’s hand brush higher along my leg, a deliberate graze that made me shiver.
Kent glanced down at me, eyes darkening slightly. “I like it too,” he said quietly. “Watching you, seeing how you respond it’s not just fun, it’s I don’t know, intoxicating.”
I closed my eyes briefly, resting my head more heavily on Gene’s thigh, and murmured against his jeans, “I like being watched. I like it when both of you pay attention.”
Gene leaned down, brushing a kiss across the side of my head, whispering softly, “Good. Because I could do this all night. You like it, don’t you?”
I opened my eyes to him, smiling against his chest. “I do,” I admitted. “I like being here, with both of you. I like feeling cozy, safe and a little reckless.”
Kent adjusted so his hand stayed lightly along my leg, brushing just above my knee. “The forums say some couples keep it just casual, some have one main guy, others more. I like the idea of figuring out what works for us,” he said. “Trying different things, seeing what feels right.”
I tilted my head, looking up at both of them. “I like that too. Testing, exploring, finding out how far we can go safely. Together.”
Gene’s hand traced lightly down my back, kneading softly. “Exactly. And I think we’re learning it fast tonight.”
I laughed softly, pressing myself closer against him, stretching out across both their laps. “I feel completely free,” I said. “I don’t want to hold back with either of you.”
Kent’s fingers brushed my ankle in response, light and deliberate, and I shivered at the contact. “Good,” he said. “Because we like this. Seeing you comfortable, letting go, enjoying it.”
I closed my eyes, head tilted back against Gene’s chest, feeling the warmth, the softness, the attention of both men, and murmured, “Then let’s see what else we can discover together.”
I curled fully against Gene, his arm draped over my shoulders, hand brushing along my back while Kent’s fingers lightly traced up and down my thigh. I lay sprawled across both their laps, legs draped over Kent, torso pressed into Gene, feeling them both warm and solid beneath me. Every brush of their hands sent tiny shivers through me, making my skin tingle from the tips of my toes to the base of my neck. I tilted my head back to press against Gene’s chest, letting his steady pulse guide me, while Kent’s hand trailed gently over the side of my leg, fingertips teasing the skin in slow, deliberate circles.
I tilted my hips toward Kent, feeling him brush against me again, faint but deliberate. A shiver ran through me. My fingers traced lazily over Gene’s forearm, letting him feel my pulse through the skin. I glanced up at both of them, eyes meeting Kent’s first, then Gene’s. Neither flinched. Neither pulled away. And in that stillness, I felt the first thrill of this new arrangement, the first spark of something deeper than just fun or heat.
“Have you read much about this?” Kent asked softly, his knee pressed lightly against mine. “The way people structure it different couples, different dynamics?”
I hummed, resting my cheek against Gene’s chest. “A little. But it feels different now. Feeling it. Being here with both of you.”
“You’re enjoying this,” Gene whispered, pressing his lips to my temple. “Every brush, every touch.”
I nodded, voice soft. “I am. I like it. The slow build. The teasing. Feeling both of you close.”
I let my back press against Gene’s chest while my legs stretched over Kent’s knees. Their hands moved deliberately, slow but sure, exploring me in teasing, light touches, just brushing over thighs, along my ribs, tracing the curve of my hips. I moaned softly, letting my head tilt back against Gene, hair falling across his shoulder, feeling his warmth seep into me. Every brush, every weight against me, made the pulse low in my stomach thrum harder.
I closed my eyes, letting his touch and Kent’s linger over me, brushing up higher now, teasing along my legs and hips, but never forcing anything. “Feels nice,” I breathed, tilting my hips slightly, letting them feel how responsive I was without taking over completely. My fingers traced lazily across Gene’s forearm, teasing him, testing him, pulling him closer to me.
Kent brushed a hand across the side of my leg again, fingers lingering at the curve of my thigh, and I let out a soft laugh, half shiver, half moan. “You’re both going to ruin me,” I said, voice low, teasing, feeling the heat pool stronger now.
“I think we already have,” Gene whispered, leaning over me, pressing his mouth to the top of my head. His fingers pressed gently at my ribs, thumbs tracing circles, holding me steady while Kent’s hand brushed higher along my thigh, moving with delicate intent.
I tilted my head toward Kent, letting him feel my pulse beneath his fingers. “I like this all of it,” I said softly. “Feeling both of you at the same time, teasing, knowing you’re here it’s incredible.”
I arched a little, pressing fully into Gene, feeling him steady me while Kent’s touch teased and traced along my skin. “I’m completely in it,” I murmured. “I’m letting go, feeling you both. And I want more. I want to explore it fully.”
Gene’s hand moved lower, cupping my side, sliding along my hip as he pressed himself gently into me. “That’s it,” he said softly. “Let yourself feel everything. Don’t hold back.”
I shivered, pressing closer, letting my head drop to his shoulder, letting Kent’s fingers explore just a little more boldly now. I tilted my hips subtly, letting them both feel how ready I was, how responsive, while still teasing, still holding a little control.
“Feels like everything is happening at once,” I whispered, voice breathless. “I’m alive. Completely alive.”
They both laughed softly, low and satisfied, hands continuing their slow, deliberate exploration, teasing every inch, keeping me fully aware of both of them. I shivered again, letting my body respond without thought, knowing we were only just beginning, the night stretching out ahead of us, full of heat, playfulness, and discovery.
I leaned back fully into Gene, letting his chest press against mine while Kent’s hand moved along my thigh in slow, teasing circles. My hoodie was loose, sliding off my shoulder, and I didn’t care. My hair fell across my face, my fingers tangled in Gene’s arm, but my mind was sharp despite the heat pooling low, aware of every brush, every press. “So some couples do this regularly?” I asked, voice soft, almost breathless. “They don’t just try it once?”
I laughed softly, breath catching as Gene pressed a little harder into me from behind, rocking me against his thigh. “I didn’t think it would feel like this,” I admitted, letting myself arch slightly against him. “I thought it would be awkward. I didn’t know I’d enjoy being handled like this by both of you, even while talking about it.”
Gene leaned down, pressing a soft kiss against my cheek. “That’s what makes it fun,” he murmured. “You’re allowed to enjoy it, and we get to enjoy you enjoying it.”
I laid more fully across their laps, letting Gene’s chest press into my back while Kent’s hand traced deliberately along my thigh, fingers slow but confident. Every brush of skin against skin sent shivers through me, low and thick, and I leaned further into both of them, letting them hold me, press me, tease me, while my mind spun with everything we’d been talking about.
I shivered as Kent’s hand moved a little higher, along the curve of my hip, brushing the edge of my torso. “And the trust part,” I said, voice soft, breath catching. “Knowing you won’t hurt me, knowing you both want me to feel this that’s incredible.”
He smiled, thumb tracing circles. “It’s why I watch and touch at the same time,” he said. “Because it gives both of us a sense of connection. We learn how far we can go together, how much we can explore while keeping you safe.”
I laughed softly, breathless, and pressed closer to Gene, letting him squeeze my side lightly while Kent’s hand rested along my thigh. “I never expected it would feel like this,” I admitted, tilting my hips to brush against them both. “I thought it would be awkward. But it’s everything else, intimate, playful, thrilling, and it’s right.”
I arched against him, pressing my chest to his, letting him feel every inch of me. Kent’s hand slid along my other side, fingers teasing lightly, tracing up and down while Gene held me steady. My hips rocked subtly into both of them, just enough to make them both aware of every pulse, every tremble.
I moaned softly, gasping for breath, shivering as every nerve in me hummed alive. “God I’ve never felt like this,” I whispered. “I want it all.”
Without a word, Gene adjusted, tilting me slightly so my back pressed more firmly against him, his chest firm and heavy against mine. Kent’s hand moved a little higher along my thigh, brushing closer to the curve of my hip, light but deliberate, sending shivers through me. I repositioned again, curling slightly, letting them feel every responsive twitch of my body, every subtle arch, every shiver of anticipation.
Gene’s hand cupped my side, pressing me closer, while Kent’s fingers explored along my leg, teasing higher with careful intent. I tilted again, rolling slightly so my torso pressed more firmly against Gene while my hips brushed deliberately against Kent. My hands moved along Gene’s chest, over his arms, pulling him toward me, holding on, feeling him respond beneath my fingers.
I tilted my head down toward Kent, pressing my lips softly against him, teasing, brushing just enough to make him shiver. My hands rested lightly on his shoulders, tracing slow patterns over his chest as I leaned closer. Every subtle movement, every deliberate press, made the heat between us coil tighter.
I tilted my head back into Gene, mouth opening slightly as he pressed against me, and let my lips wander over Kent in return, slow, deliberate, teasing, tasting, claiming. My hands kept both of them close, sliding along arms and chest, hips pressing, body shivering with every brush, every movement.
My body trembled under both of them, hips circling slightly, arching instinctively, pressing into Gene while my lips and hands explored Kent, teasing and responsive. I let out a soft moan, breath catching in my throat, shivering at the combination of sensations. Every movement, every subtle press, every touch of mouth and hand sent electricity racing through me.
I got onto my elbows and knees, chest pressing low, back arching just enough to feel the pull of Gene behind me. His weight pressed into me, hands steady along my hips, guiding, holding, teasing, letting me feel every inch of him. The heat pooled low in my belly, spreading outward as I pressed forward toward Kent, lips brushing, teasing, warming, responsive to him in a way that made him shiver against me. My hands rested lightly on his thighs, tracing the lines of muscle, holding him close, feeling the tension build between us.
I rocked slightly on my elbows, tilting against Kent, lips pressing, teasing, tasting, exploring, while Gene’s hands moved along my waist, thighs, back, holding me, coaxing, claiming. My chest lifted, breaths quick and shallow, shivers rolling through me as both of them responded to the subtle movements of my body. I leaned fully into Kent, letting him feel the warmth of my mouth and the press of my chest, while Gene’s weight and hands anchored me from behind, holding me steady as the tension coiled even tighter.
My back arched fully against Gene, chest pressing forward, lips teasing against Kent, hands sliding along both of their bodies, feeling the warmth, the heat, the weight, the connection. Every shiver, every breath, every soft moan rolled through me, amplifying the tension as I pressed forward, moved with them, let myself respond to the dual pull of heat and attention.
My back arched, hips tilting, chest pressed forward, and a low, shuddering moan slipped out. Every touch, every press, every brush of skin against skin had spiraled together, and I felt the tension snap in waves that ran through my body, every shiver and pulse magnified by their closeness. Gene’s movements, the weight of him, the rhythm pressing into me from behind, synced perfectly with the pressure and warmth I was giving Kent, and I let myself respond, letting my body answer for me.
The release hit me in an unstoppable rush, folding me against both of them, shaking, breathless, every muscle trembling, lips and chest pressed to Kent, back arched to Gene, letting the heat roll through me without control. I gasped and moaned, soft sounds spilling into the space between us, letting them feel the pulse, the tremor, the surrender. Gene’s arms held me tight, and I felt him tense, pulse racing against me, matching mine in that moment, every brush and press synchronized, every motion building, culminating together.
The waves of sensation rolled through me again, shivers cascading from my stomach to my limbs, and I clung to them both, feeling warmth, weight, and steady pressure, letting it all wash through me. My body melted into theirs, and I felt the culmination, the release, the heat, the intensity, spread simultaneously through every part of me. Breathless, trembling, and flushed, I rested my head against Gene’s shoulder, lips brushing against Kent, my body still taut and shaking with the lingering rush.
I let out a soft, dizzy laugh, half moan, half gasp, completely spent, completely alive. The world outside the couch had ceased to exist. The closeness, the warmth, the synchronized intensity, the shared surrender, it had everything. And as I lay there, tangled between both of them, shivering and melting into the weight of their touch, I realized I had never felt so utterly, fully free.
And I realized suddenly: this is what they both wanted all along. They planned it like this.
I slid off the couch slowly, limbs still trembling, hair sticking to my damp skin. Gene reached over to hand me my hoodie and shirt, brushing my back lightly as I pulled them on, oversized and warm. Kent grabbed a clean t-shirt for himself, tugging it over his head while keeping an eye on me, a small, breathless smile tugging at his lips. We all moved like we were pretending nothing had just happened, but the warmth clinging to our skin, the lingering shivers, and the occasional brush of a hand said otherwise.
Gene adjusted his jeans and leaned against the couch, exhaling. “We can’t keep doing this,” he said, voice low but strained, as if convincing himself.
Kent chuckled, voice soft but amused. “Yeah not again,” he said, glancing at me, then at Gene. “Seriously. We can’t.”
I tugged my hoodie lower, hiding the evidence of the night as best I could, but my cheeks were still flushed and my lips still a little swollen. I laughed, shaking my head. “We really can’t,” I said, voice teasing. “Totally not.”
Gene grinned, shaking his head. “Nope. Absolutely not. Can’t happen again.”
Kent snorted, leaning back in the chair. “Not once more. No way.”
And yet, as we settled onto the couch, still catching our breath, still adjusting clothes and hair, I felt the heat pooling low, the thrill lingering. We moved closer together, pretending to focus on the game, but the glances, the occasional brush of a hand, the suppressed laughter, and the way we pressed a little too close to each other said everything.
I caught Gene’s eye and smirked faintly, brushing a strand of hair from my face. Kent glanced at me, then at Gene, and we all snickered quietly, a shared, guilty sound.
The game played on the screen in front of us, but none of us were watching it properly. Our bodies remembered what words and rules tried to deny. We talked about restraint and limits, pretending we’d stick to them, but the soft laughter and knowing glances told a different story.
I settled between them again, stretching out slightly, letting their hands brush against me in small, casual touches as if it was innocent. Gene nudged my shoulder with his, Kent moved so his knee pressed lightly against mine, and we all laughed softly.
“I mean, we really shouldn’t,” Gene murmured, voice low.
“Absolutely not,” Kent agreed, a half-grin tugging at his lips.
“I know,” I said, voice soft and breathless. “We can’t we just can’t.”
And yet, as we snuggled closer, the warmth and weight of each other pressing, the tension and anticipation still humming between us, the truth was obvious, we all knew we would. Of course we would.
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