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His tongue was in me.

Slow, deliberate, worshipful.

I was glowing with it. I felt untouchable. Glorious. Like a goddess being honoured after a night of battle. Kevin knelt between my legs, mouth open, eyes glazed, and I knew—knew—this was precisely what he wanted. What he needed. And fuck, it made me feel powerful. Used. Desired. Divine. I spread my legs wider, shamelessly watching as my husband attacked my well-used pussy.

Kevin hadn't said a word on the way home. He didn't have to. The way he kept glancing at me in the car, jaw tight, cock clearly straining against his pants. God, it said everything.

Now, I was back in our bed. Naked. Legs and stomach and tits still sticky with Dave's cum. Kevin had lit the fire, dimmed the lights, and stripped without ceremony. He knelt between my legs, staring at the mess between my thighs like it was holy.

And maybe, to him, it was.

He didn't speak. He just leaned forward and kissed the inside of my knee, my thigh, then higher. His hands were warm, firm, and reverent on my skin. My pussy was still sore, still swollen, still stretched from earlier.

And yet, I wanted his mouth on me more than I wanted to breathe.

When he finally reached me—when I felt the heat of his breath on my still-leaking folds—I let out a broken sigh. Kevin licked it like it was dessert.

"Jesus," I whispered, threading my fingers through his hair. "You're licking me clean like a good little cuck."

He groaned, deep and hungry, and I swear I felt his tongue twitch against my clit when I said it.

"You saw everything," I murmured. "You watched me take his cock like I was made for it. Did you like seeing him stretch me open, baby?"

Kevin's fingers dug into my hips.

"I was dripping before he even touched me. Just knowing you were there. Knowing you'd see everything. God, Kev... I came so hard when he bent me over. I looked at you while he fucked me, and it made it so much hotter."

He moaned again, tongue circling my clit now, slow and steady.

"He was rough," I breathed. "He didn't ask. He just took me. Pulled my hair. Slammed into me like he was trying to break me. And you just watched. You watched your wife get ruined, and your cock was so hard."

Kevin groaned again, louder this time, and sucked my clit between his lips.

"I begged him to cum in me," I whispered. "And he did. He fucking filled me while I was still moaning your name."

It wasn't quite the truth. But it did the trick.

Kevin went feral between my legs. His tongue flicked and sucked, his lips sealing around my clit while he devoured me like it was the only thing keeping him alive.

I bucked against him, panting, trembling. My thighs clamped around his head, but he didn't stop.

"I'm your filthy little slut," I gasped. "You made me this way, Kevin. You turned me into a cum-dripping whore, and now I can't get enough..."

I shattered.

My orgasm hit like a car crash. Sudden. Brutal. Blinding.

I cried out, thighs shaking, my hands fisting in Kevin's hair while my back arched off the bed. I was still twitching when he pulled back, face soaked, eyes wild.

And then he was on top of me.

I barely had time to breathe before he plunged inside. No teasing. No slow build. Just him—thick, hard, desperate—slamming into my used, slick pussy like he couldn't stand another second of not being buried in me.

"Fuck!" I gasped, wrapping my legs around him, nails clawing at his back. "God, yes—fuck me, Kevin. Take your slut."

He did.

Hard. Fast. Deep.

The slap of skin on skin echoed in the room, his hips pistoning into me like he was chasing down something he lost.

His breath was hot against my ear. I could feel how close he was already.

"You feel that?" I whispered. "That's his cum. Still inside me. And you're fucking it deeper."

Kevin growled. Loud. Animalistic.

His whole body shuddered as he buried himself to the hilt one last time and came with a broken gasp, his cock twitching, pulsing, pumping me full.

He collapsed onto me, both of us heaving, drenched in sweat and sin.

And I couldn't stop smiling.

—-
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The smell of sizzling bacon drifted through the kitchen, mingling with the soft hiss of the coffee machine. I sat at the table, knees drawn up to my chest, one hand curled around a hot mug, the other absentmindedly tracing the rim. My skin still hummed, still echoing last night's filth. Of being used. Worshipped. Fucked.

Kevin stood at the stove in nothing but boxers, his back broad, his shoulders relaxed. The sunlight through the window cut across his body like a painting—domestic bliss with a side of sin.

I sipped my coffee and smirked into the steam.

He thought he'd licked me clean.

He thought he'd tasted every drop of Dave off my pussy like a good little cuck.

But he hadn't. I wondered if he would be mad that I hadn't told him. But it had been too delicious to ruin his eagerness.

I watched his hand move as he flipped the eggs. Calm. Casual. Unaware.

"You know," I said, voice syrupy, slow, "you didn't really clean me up last night."

Kevin turned slightly, eyebrow raised. "No?"

I shook my head, letting my legs slide down from the chair. "Nope. Dave didn't cum inside me."

Kevin blinked. "Wait—what?"

"He pulled out," I said, swirling the last bit of coffee in my mug, teasing him now. "Came on me. All over my stomach. My tits. A little on my throat."

Kevin stared at me, spatula frozen mid-air.

"I wiped it off in the bathroom before we left," I added, sipping. "You didn't taste any of it."

He turned back to the stove, chuckling low in his throat. Then louder.

"You little tease..." he muttered. "And here I thought I'd swallowed every drop."

I grinned. "Sorry to disappoint."

Kevin plated the eggs and bacon, walked over, and set my breakfast before me. Then he leaned in close, eyes dark with that familiar heat.

"You owe me a proper clean-up, you know."

I tilted my head. "Do I?"

He nodded slowly. "A real one. Next time, I want that cock to stay inside. I want you to walk home dripping for me."

I bit my lip.

"So..." I murmured, lifting a fork. "You're saying I owe you a cream pie?"

Kevin's grin was wicked. "A big, messy one."

I laughed, but the way my pussy clenched under the table told a different story.

The idea of it—Kevin on his knees again, tasting someone else's cum as it leaked out of me, licking it up like he couldn't get enough—sent a shiver down my spine.

I took a bite of toast, still smirking.

"Well," I said casually, "I might know someone who'd be up for helping us fix that."

Kevin raised an eyebrow, his voice low. "Josh?"

I let the question hang for just a beat—just long enough for his mind to start spinning—then took another sip of my coffee and looked up at him with mock innocence.

"...Or that bartender."

Kevin blinked. "Frank?"

I smirked over the rim of my mug. "He did tell me I could have anything I wanted."

Kevin let out a short, surprised laugh and sat down across from me, plate in hand, fork untouched. "So now we're keeping a little stable or stallions to breed you?"

I shrugged. "I don't know. Should we?"

He leaned back in his chair, watching me with that familiar mix of pride and perversion. "How many bulls does my hotwife want?"

The word bulls made something tighten low in my belly. I pretended to focus on my eggs.

"I don't know," I said after a moment, more thoughtful now. "Josh is... intense. Frank is fun. Dave was rough and filthy. They're all different."

Kevin smiled. "So you want more than one."

"I want..." I hesitated, chewing my lip. "I want the freedom to want more than one. That doesn't mean I'll fuck them all in the same week."

He grinned. "Why not?"

I rolled my eyes but couldn't help laughing. Then, quieter: "I'm just not sure how bold I should be about it," I said, swirling my coffee. "Should they know about each other? Or should I keep it... quiet?"

Kevin paused, fork halfway to his mouth. "Do you want to tell them?"

I thought about it—about Josh's possessive streak, Frank's playful confidence, Dave's cocky detachment.

"Not really," I admitted. "I think if they knew, it might ruin the vibe. Too many egos."

Kevin nodded slowly, watching me. "So don't tell them."

I tilted my head. "You're sure? Even if there's more than two? Or three?"

His smile deepened, and he set his fork down, leaning forward like he needed to make something perfectly clear.

"Julie. I don't want you to stop at three."

My heart thudded.

"I want to see you with more," he said, voice low, sure. "Five. Ten. As many as you can handle. I want you to lose count. I want you to be able to look me in the eye and say, 'I don't even remember all the names.'"

Heat surged through me like wildfire. "Jesus, Kevin."

He reached across the table and ran his fingers lightly over my wrist. "You're already incredible with one cock. With two, you were glowing. I want to see what happens when you're completely unleashed. I want my wife to be the dirtiest, most desired woman in the city."

I swallowed hard. I could feel my pulse between my legs.

"So..." I managed, voice a little unsteady, "I can do whatever I want?"

Kevin nodded. "Anything. Anyone. As many times as you like. You don't need to ask. You don't need to explain. Just come home—messy, dripping, satisfied—and tell me every filthy detail."

I stared at him. At his love. His hunger. His absolute surrender to the slut I thought I'd buried years ago.

"Deal," I whispered.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Coffeeshop
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I waited a full day before texting him.

Not because I wasn't thinking about him. Quite the opposite. I'd been too aware of how much I wanted him. Frank was lingering in my mind, in the pulse between my legs, like a song stuck in my body instead of my head.

Kevin noticed. Of course he did.

"Which one are you thinking about?" he asked with a smirk as he passed me my toothbrush that morning.

I didn't answer right away. I just looked at my reflection in the mirror, and thought about Frank's lips on mine, his hands gripping my ass in that alley, the way he pulled my hair like he was born knowing how I liked it.

Then I said, "The bartender."

Kevin grinned and slapped my bare ass as he left the room.

So, that afternoon, I sent the message.

Hey, Frenchie. Still think about that alley? Want to grab a coffee sometime?

I stared at it for a second before hitting send. A minute later, the reply buzzed through.

I've been replaying it in my head since it happened. Name the time and place.

We agreed on the following day. A little café with good croissants and bad lighting. I told Kevin. He just winked and said, "Take your time."

I wore a soft knit sweater, no bra, and jeans that made my ass look like an invitation. I kept my makeup low-key and my hair loose. Polished but fuckable. I wanted Frank to see me and remember what it felt like to have me pinned against a brick wall.

He was already there when I arrived, sitting at a window table, cup in hand. I felt it low, immediate, and undeniable when he looked up and smiled.

"Hey," he said, standing as I approached.

"Hey, yourself."

We hugged. Light. Polite. Almost too polite for what we'd done to each other.

I sat. Ordered a cappuccino. Frank looked even better in daylight—tousled hair, tired eyes, that little crease at the corner of his mouth that only showed when he smiled like he meant it.

"I wasn't sure you'd text," he said.

"I wasn't sure you'd want me to."

He blinked. "Seriously?"

I shrugged. "That alley was... spontaneous. Intense. Some men like that in the moment but don't want more of it."

He leaned forward, voice quiet. "I've been dreaming about it."

I raised an eyebrow. "Dreaming, huh?"

He laughed, rubbing the back of his neck. "Okay. Not just dreaming. Obsessing. Wondering if it was as good for you as it was for me."

"It was."

We sipped our drinks in silence for a beat. Then I put my cup down.

"I just want to be clear," I said. "I'm married. And happy. I'm not looking for a relationship. Not asking for dinner dates or promises."

Frank nodded slowly. "Okay. So what are you looking for?"

"I want to keep playing with you. Whenever we feel like it. No strings. No explanations. Just heat."

He leaned back, visibly relaxing. "Yeah. I can work with that."

I smiled. "And you don't need to know what I do with other people."

"I assume you've got options."

"I do. But so do you. This doesn't have to be exclusive, Frank. It's not a romance novel."

He laughed again. "Good. Because I'm terrible at grand gestures."

We kept talking, slipping back into a rhythm. He was fun. Flirty without being pushy. His eyes kept flicking to my chest, and I knew he noticed the lack of a bra by the bumps where my nipples were. I let it hang in the air between us like a secret.

When I reached for my cup again, I let the sweater stretch just enough to give him a peek.

He licked his lips.

I smirked. "You keep looking at my tits."

"I'm trying not to," he muttered.

"Don't. I like it."

He leaned forward, his voice suddenly darker. "You're a fucking problem, you know that?"

I let my foot brush his ankle under the table. "Want to do something about it?"

He blinked. "Right now?"

"There's a bathroom in the back," I said, standing up and grabbing my purse. "I'll go first."

I sauntered. Letting my hips sway. I felt Franks eyes on me the whole way.

The bathroom was single occupancy. Small. Clean enough. I locked the door behind me and stared at myself in the mirror. My nipples were already hard. My pulse was racing.

A knock. Then, his voice.

"It's me."

I cracked the door open and pulled him in. He locked it behind him without a word.

For a moment, we just stared at each other. The silence heavy, charged.

"You're sure?" he asked.

I reached for his belt. "Frank. Shut up."

He grabbed me and kissed me like he'd been holding his breath for days. It was urgent and messy, hands in my hair, tongue in my mouth, teeth on my lip. I moaned, grinding against him, feeling his cock already hard beneath his jeans.

"God, I missed this mouth," he growled, kissing down my neck.

"Then use it," I whispered, tugging my sweater off in one quick move.

My tits spilt free, heavy and flushed. Frank groaned like it physically hurt to see them.

"I'm going to die," he muttered, lowering his mouth to one nipple.

His hands cupped me, squeezed me, worshipped me. His tongue flicked, circled, sucked, leaving trails of heat across my chest.

"Fuck, you're so soft," he murmured, voice muffled. "I could stay here all day."

I leaned against the sink, pulling him closer. "No time for poetry. You owe me a good, hard fuck."

He looked up, eyes glazed. "Turn around."

I did.

He pulled my jeans down just enough to expose my ass, then shoved my panties aside. I watched in the mirror as he stared at me—my bare back, my heavy tits, my wet, glistening pussy.

"Look at that," he breathed. "Dripping for me."

He rubbed the head of his cock along my folds, teasing me.

"Say it," he whispered.

"Say what?"

"Say you want this. Say you want me to fuck you like a dirty little slut in a public bathroom."

"I want it," I moaned. "I want you to fuck me. Use me. Fill me."

That was enough.

He pushed into me with one hard thrust, and I cried out, hands bracing against the mirror.

"Jesus," he gasped. "You're so fucking tight."

He grabbed my hips and started to move. Hard. Deep. Each thrust shoved me forward, my breasts bouncing against the sink. The sound of skin on skin filled the room.

"Look at yourself," he growled. "Look how hot you are getting railed like a whore."

I met my own eyes in the mirror—flushed, wrecked, mouth open in a moan.

"You like this?" I panted. "Being my little side fuck?"

"I love it," he hissed. "I love knowing I get to fuck what your husband worships."

He reached forward, grabbed my tits roughly, kneading them as he slammed into me.

"Gonna stretch you open, baby. Make sure the next guy knows I was here first."

"Do it," I moaned. "Mark me. Fill me."

He grunted, pace quickening. "You want to walk out of here full of my cum?"

"Yes. Fill me up, Frank. I want to leak you all day."

He bent over me, one hand still on my tits, the other between my legs, rubbing my clit.

"Oh fuck—just like that—"

"I'm gonna cum," he growled. "You better milk me like the dirty slut you are."

My orgasm hit me like a punch to the gut. I clenched around him, crying out, body shaking.

Frank came seconds later, buried deep, groaning into my shoulder as his cock throbbed inside me, spilling hot and thick.

We stayed there, breathing hard, stuck together, sweaty and tangled.

He kissed the back of my neck. "Holy shit."

I looked up at us in the mirror—fucked-out, ruined, perfect.

"Don't get used to it," I said, still panting. "But yes... we're doing that again."

Frank cleaned up first.

He ran some water, grabbed a paper towel, wiped my thighs slowly with it like he couldn't bear to let go of me just yet. The tenderness of it—after everything we'd just done—made my chest ache in the best way.

"Don't get used to that either," I teased.

He smirked. "Too late."

I pulled my sweater back on, no bra, my nipples still hard and evident through the fabric. His eyes dipped to them again. I didn't bother hiding anything. We both knew what we'd just done.

"Next time," he said, zipping up, "I want more than five minutes."

"Then next time," I replied, checking myself in the mirror, "you'll take me somewhere with a bed."

He stepped in close, brushed a kiss across my cheek. Not greedy, not possessive, just warm. "You're dangerous, Julie."

I smiled, lips still tingling. "Good."

We unlocked the door and slipped out separately, back into the café like nothing had happened. I grabbed a bottle of water at the counter, tossed a polite nod to the barista, and walked out into the cold air with my panties still sticking to me, my thighs still slick with Frank's cum.

I felt radiant. Wrecked. Alive.

And I couldn't wait to get home.

Kevin was on the couch when I got back, laptop open, a half-eaten sandwich on the table next to him. He looked up the moment I walked in.

His eyes dragged over me. My hair a little messy. My skin flushed. That look in my eyes that said I had something to tell.

He closed the laptop without a word.

I toed off my boots, walked straight to him, and climbed into his lap, straddling him, arms around his neck.

"You're late," he said.

I kissed him. Slow. Deep. Letting him taste the afterglow in my mouth.

"Had to wait for the bathroom," I murmured.

Kevin's hands settled on my waist. "Did you?"

I pulled back just far enough to look into his eyes.

"Frank bent me over the sink," I whispered. "Fucked me hard. Came deep inside me."

Kevin's fingers dug into my hips.

"And I told him to do it," I added, lips brushing his ear. "I begged him to fill me so I could bring it home to you."

He groaned softly, cock already rising beneath me.

"You brought it?"

I nodded.

"I haven't cleaned up. Haven't even peed."

Kevin looked up at me like I was a miracle. "Get on the bed."

I didn't hesitate.

I lay back on the bed and slid out of my jeans, then peeled off my panties and dropped them on the floor. The moment my legs parted, I felt it—the warm wetness between them. Frank's cum still leaking slowly out of me, sticky and heavy.

Kevin crawled between my thighs, eyes locked on the mess.

"Fuck," he whispered. "It's real this time."

I nodded, breath shallow. "He came so deep, baby. Said he wanted the next guy to know he'd been there first."

Kevin's eyes burned. "I am the next guy."

His tongue touched me, and I moaned. He licked slowly, deliberately, dragging it through the mix of slick and seed, groaning like it tasted better than anything he'd ever had.

"You're licking him out of me," I whispered, watching his face. "Do you like it?"

He moaned against my pussy and nodded.

I spread my legs wider, tilted my hips.

"He didn't pull out," I whispered. "He filled your wife while she begged for it. Told me I was his dirty little slut. And now you're swallowing every drop."

Kevin devoured me.

There was nothing gentle about it. His tongue moved like it had a purpose. Like he was claiming me, even as he licked up someone else's cum.

His hands held my thighs apart, and he pressed his mouth hard to my soaked folds, sucking, licking, teasing every inch.

I rocked against him, breathless, heart pounding.

"Clean me up, baby," I gasped. "Take what he left inside me. Taste what you let him give me."

Kevin groaned, mouth relentless, tongue circling my clit, dipping into me, pulling every drop he could find.

And then I came.

I cried out, body arching, thighs clamping around his head. I came hard, the orgasm hitting like a wave crashing through my core. I saw stars. My fingers tangled in his hair, holding him in place as I rode it out.

Kevin didn't stop until I was shaking, gasping, spent.

He crawled up over me, mouth shiny, eyes wild.

"Now fuck me," I whispered. "I want you inside me now."

He didn't wait.

His cock pushed into me in one deep, claiming thrust, sliding through the messy aftermath. The slick warmth of it made me cry out again.

"You're mine," he growled, thrusting hard. "No matter who fucks you, this pussy belongs to me."

"Yes," I moaned. "I'm yours. Always."

He fucked me like he meant it. Fast, deep, messy. His hands on my tits, his mouth on my neck, hips slamming into me with that perfect rhythm that only comes from knowing someone's body like your own.

"I want more," he panted. "More cream pies. More men. I want to eat you full every fucking time."

"You'll get them," I gasped. "I'll bring them all home to you."

That pushed him over.

Kevin groaned, deep and raw, as he came inside me, cock pulsing, filling me with his own load, adding to the mess between my legs. He held me close, breathing hard, forehead pressed to mine.

And my smile promised everything he wanted.
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Working across from Josh meant we lived in orbit. Not close enough to speak freely, not far enough to forget. He sat near the windows, the second desk from the end. I sat diagonally opposite, in the corner that caught the afternoon sun. Between us: a field of desks, screens, phones, conversations, keyboards tapping like rain on a roof.

But we still found each other.

His glance would flick up from a spreadsheet. Mine would catch his reflection in the meeting room glass. At first, it had been accidental, curious, cautious. But lately?

Lately, it was hunting.

The first encounter that week was during a Monday morning budget review. Ten of us spread around the table. I came in late and chose a seat where I could see him. He was already watching me when I walked in.

I wore a navy blouse, buttoned low. Not indecent. Just... interesting.

Midway through a chart on shipping costs, I let one leg cross over the other and ran my fingers absently along my knee. Not deliberate. Not for anyone in particular.

But his pencil snapped.

I didn't look up, but I felt it. His eyes locked on mine from across the room. When I finally glanced at him, he looked away, fast. Then back again, slower.

We didn't speak once. But the message was clear.

"Still thinking about it."

"Me too."

—-
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I didn't need to print anything that Wednesday, two days later.

But I walked past the central printer near his corner anyway. It beeped as I passed. Someone else's job spitting out page after page.

He was there. Alone. His screen open, but his body half-turned toward me like he'd been waiting.

"Slow day?" he said quietly.

"I'm busy pretending not to notice you staring," I replied.

He smirked.

"I could say the same."

I stepped closer and lowered my voice. "You really want to do this here?"

He glanced around. No one was close.

"Yes."

I let my hand drift across the edge of the printer, fingers brushing his without touching.

"You remember the hot tub?" I asked, so soft he had to lean in.

He nodded.

"Then you'll remember who started it."

His throat bobbed as he swallowed.

"I want you again," he said.

"I know."

Then I left.

—-
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The coffee machine was tucked into the far corner of the open floor. Not private, but out of the way. I was stirring a little milk into mine when I felt him step in behind me the day after.

I didn't turn. Didn't move.

"You wore that skirt on purpose," Josh murmured.

"I wore it because it's clean," I said.

"You're lying."

He leaned in, just close enough that I felt his breath on my neck.

"You remember how it felt when I lifted your dress up in my car?"

"Yes."

"Are you wet now?"

I took a sip of my coffee, eyes forward.

"You'll never know."

Then I turned and walked past him, brushing his chest with mine.

—-
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The office was quiet. Half-day Friday. Most people were wrapping up or already gone.

I stood to stretch, arms overhead. When I sat back down, I looked up and found him watching.

Not smirking. Not teasing.

Hungry.

I tilted my head slightly, one brow raised.

He didn't flinch.

I rolled my chair back just enough for him to see the shape of my legs beneath the desk. Then, I crossed them slowly. Carefully. Letting the movement catch the light.

He bit his lip.

I smiled.

Then I turned back to my screen.

I passed his desk at the end of the day. He stood to leave at the same time. Our arms brushed. Bare skin to bare skin. I turned to say something, and he was already closer than he should be.

"You're driving me fucking insane," he said, low and raw.

"Good."

"I can't keep doing this. I need you again."

I looked up at him. "And I need you to understand."

"Understand what?"

"That this isn't a chase that ends with a prize."

He said nothing.

I leaned in, close enough to smell his skin.

"It's a game," I whispered. "And I play when I choose."

He clenched his jaw.

"You don't get to expect it," I added. "You don't get to want more."

"Why not?"

I smiled. "Because I don't belong to you."

Josh exhaled through his nose, fists tight at his sides.

"But," I said, brushing his wrist as I passed, "if you're very good... maybe next time I'll let you touch me under the table."

He made a sound in his throat, something between a curse and a groan.

And I walked away.

—-
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It was just the two of us. A quiet Saturday. No makeup. No performance. Just a blanket across my lap, a glass of deep red in my hand, and Kevin beside me, legs stretched out and head slightly tipped back. The fire cracked softly. Outside, the city went about its business.

Inside, we were cocooned in stillness.

I took a sip. Let it warm me. Then I turned my body toward him and tucked my toes under his thigh.

"I want to talk about Josh," I said.

Kevin blinked out of whatever quiet place he'd been in and looked at me, calm and ready. "Alright."

"You know everything we've done," I said. "The hot tub. The car. The Christmas party. That day in the meeting room."

"I remember," he said, his voice low and steady. "You were electric when you came home after each one."

I smiled and tucked my hair behind my ear. "I needed you so badly after every time."

"I loved it," Kevin said. "Still do."

"I know," I said. "That's why I want to tell you what's been happening lately."

He sat up a little straighter, curious now.

"We haven't fucked again," I said. "But... we've been circling."

Kevin nodded for me to keep going.

"He watches me. From across the office. Every day. And I let him. Sometimes, I lean back in my chair just to stretch. I catch his eyes when I do it. I think he's starting to schedule his coffee breaks around mine."

Kevin's lips twitched.

"He's followed me to the copy room twice this week," I continued. "Said things. Dirty things. Said he misses the way I sound when I come."

Kevin exhaled through his nose. His hand slid along the inside of my thigh under the blanket.

"I haven't let him really touch me," I said. "Not once. But I've brushed against him. Whispered a few reminders. I told him he doesn't get to expect anything. But the truth is..."

I paused. Looked down at my wine.

"He's getting bold."

Kevin was very still. "How bold?"

"Cornering me near the coffee machine. Telling me he dreams about me. That he can't stop thinking about the car."

His grip on my thigh tightened, just slightly.

"He asked when he gets me again."

Kevin looked at me for a long time, his gaze full of something electric and dark.

"And what did you say?"

I shrugged. "Nothing. I walked away."

Kevin leaned closer. "But you want to give him more."

I nodded. "Just enough. To remind him. To keep the balance. But not... everything."

"Because?"

"Because he's forgetting what this is," I said. "He thinks it means more. That I'm circling back because I miss him."

Kevin's hand drifted higher, still under the blanket, slow and warm.

"And what do you want?"

I met his eyes. "I want him desperate again. Not entitled. I want to give him just enough to fuck with his head. And then spell it out."

Kevin smiled, low and approving.

"What does that look like?"

"I let him kiss me," I said. "Let him touch. Maybe let him fuck me again. But only if I'm the one who sets the terms. And this time, I don't leave it vague. I tell him before we start—this is play. Not love. Not ownership."

Kevin looked at me like I'd just told him a bedtime story designed to turn him on.

"You think he'll accept that?"

"If I make him wait long enough," I said, swirling the wine, "he'll say yes to anything."

Kevin leaned in and kissed my shoulder.

"And you'll come home to me afterwards," he said, more statement than a question.

I turned and kissed his mouth.

"Always."

He took the wine glass from my hand and set it aside. Then he pulled me into his lap, blanket and all.

"Then go wreck him," Kevin whispered.

"And bring back the pieces," I said.

—-
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By two o'clock the following Friday, the office had started to bleed out. Chairs were emptying. Coats slung over arms, laptops packed, polite waves exchanged over screens. Friday always softened people. Deadlines became suggestions. Even the air felt looser.

I stayed seated.

I'd even said it out loud—twice, just loud enough.

"Can't believe I have to stay late again."

No one questioned it.

No one noticed the way I'd slowly, casually, started stacking my documents into a neat pile by three-thirty. Or that I printed something unimportant and walked it all the way across the floor at three forty-five, just to give Josh a chance to see me still at my desk.

Our eyes met.

A glance, then away.

Again.

At four-fifteen, the room was quiet.

By four-thirty, it was nearly empty.

By four-forty, I picked up my laptop, a slim stack of papers, and my water bottle. I walked to the glass meeting room at the far end of the floor—the one with blinds that never quite closed, and a lock that most people forgot existed.

I didn't.

I left the door ajar.

Then I sat.

I opened a spreadsheet. It was real work, but nothing urgent. Then I crossed one leg over the other, back straight, blouse crisp. Just waiting.

He came at four forty-nine.

His footsteps gave him away before his shadow did.

I didn't look up.

"Still working?" he said, leaning against the frame like it wasn't exactly what he'd hoped for.

I shrugged, eyes on the screen. "Someone has to."

Josh stepped inside. The door clicked shut behind him.

I looked up, slowly. He hadn't even bothered pretending to carry anything this time. Just stood there, hands in his pockets, jaw tight, shirt sleeves rolled, like he was holding everything in with fabric and willpower.

"You know," he said, after a beat, "people could start to think I'm the reason you don't leave early."

I smirked. "Are you?"

"I could be."

I stood, smooth and easy. Crossed to the end of the table and set my hands on its edge. His eyes dropped to my blouse: white, fitted, just sheer enough to catch the light.

"You've been watching me," I said.

"You've been making it impossible not to."

"Good."

Josh stepped closer. Not rushed. Controlled. Measured.

I let him get within arm's reach before I tilted my head. "I've been thinking," I said.

"About?"

"Giving you what you want."

He stopped. 

"Really?"

I nodded. "But before we do anything... we're going to be clear about something."

I moved toward him, slowly, like a dancer approaching her mark. My voice stayed even.

"This is not a romance."

"I know."

"You're not mine. And I'm not yours."

He nodded, a little slower this time.

"You don't get to expect texts. Or access. Or explanations."

"Okay."

"You get to play. When I say yes. You get to touch. When I invite you. But you don't get to own me."

Josh was breathing differently now. Deeper. Slower.

"Do you understand?" I asked.

He nodded again. "I do."

"I need to hear it."

His eyes locked on mine. "I understand."

I stepped in, close enough to feel the heat coming off his skin.

"Good," I said softly.

Then I kissed him.

Slow.

Sure.

Deliberate.

My hands didn't touch his chest, or his arms, or his jaw. Just my lips on his—pressed full and open, coaxing, unhurried. Letting him feel it wasn't a mistake, or weakness, or nostalgia.

It was permission.

The moment my lips left his, Josh snapped.

He grabbed me, hands rough and trembling with restraint finally shattered. His mouth crashed against mine. No hesitation now, no teasing. Teeth. Tongue. His grip on my waist was iron-tight, pulling me into his chest like he couldn't believe I was real.

I moaned into the kiss as his hands slid up my back, bunching the fabric of my blouse, tugging it out from my skirt, fingers frantic now, searching for skin.

"Fuck, Julie," he growled, barely coherent. "I've been losing my mind."

I yanked at his shirt. Buttons popped, one hitting the table with a click. I didn't care. I needed to feel him. My hands roamed across his chest, nails dragging. He groaned, low and guttural, and kissed me again, harder, deeper.

He spun me and shoved everything off the conference table in one chaotic sweep—papers, pens, even a coffee mug crashing to the carpet.

"Get up there," he ordered, voice cracked and breathless.

I climbed up without a word, lying back against the smooth, cold surface. My skirt was already bunched around my hips. He shoved it higher, hooked his fingers under my panties and ripped them aside. Literally tore them.

He dropped to his knees.

His tongue hit me with a growl. No buildup. Just mouth and heat and filthy desperation. I cried out, thighs spreading wider, ankles locked around his back as he devoured me.

"Fuck, Josh! Yes! Don't stop."

He didn't. His hands were everywhere: gripping my hips, kneading my thighs, spreading me open wider so he could lick every inch. His tongue was reckless, greedy. I bucked against his mouth, gasping, moaning. The table rocked beneath me.

I grabbed his hair and yanked, hard. "Get up here. Now."

He stood, unzipping himself so fast I heard the teeth of the zipper scream. His cock slapped against his stomach. It was thick, flushed, and already leaking.

"You gonna fuck me, Josh?"

"Oh my God, yes."

He gripped my thighs and slammed into me.

I screamed.

The stretch. The shock. The force.

My back arched off the table, his cock driving in deep, bottoming out hard. His hands were everywhere: one groping my tits through my blouse, the other reaching inside to maul bare skin. Buttons flew. He shoved the fabric down, exposing me.

"Fuck! Your tits," he groaned. "I dreamed about these every night."

"Then fucking take them," I gasped.

He bent, sucked one into his mouth, biting, licking, moaning into me as he pounded my pussy with reckless, brutal thrusts.

The room filled with the sounds of flesh, of breath, of desperate, filthy need.

"Julie, fuck! Fuck! You feel so fucking good."

"Harder," I gasped. "Make me feel it tomorrow."

He growled and fucked me harder, every stroke slamming into my core, the table creaking beneath us. My legs trembled. My pussy clenched.

And just as I was about to break, he pulled out.

"Get down," he panted. "On your knees."

I slid off the table, dropped in front of him, and took him into my mouth in one smooth motion. His cock was soaked. My wetness coated him. And I licked it up like it was mine. I sucked him hard, fast, greedy.

"Holy shit," he groaned, hand gripping my hair, hips twitching.

I let him fuck my mouth, let him hit the back of my throat, tears welling in the corners of my eyes.

Then I pulled back, licking him clean, and stood.

"Bend me," I said. "Now."

He spun me, pushed me over the table.

I braced my arms, spread my legs, and looked back at him.

Josh grabbed my hips and rammed back inside.

We both shouted.

"Fuck! Yes! Fuck me like this."

He did.

Brutal. Deep. Loud.

His body slammed into mine, my tits rubbing against the table with every thrust. He grunted with every stroke, hands gripping my ass like he wanted to leave bruises.

"You want my cum?" he growled, almost begging.

"Yes! Fill me."

"You gonna let me breed this tight fucking pussy?"

"Every. Last. Drop."

He shouted. Loud. Shuddered. And came deep.

I felt it. Hot, thick, pulsing inside me, each spurt painting my walls. I cried out again as his hips jerked, grinding into me, cock twitching with every pulse.

He groaned as he pulsed inside me, every throb thick and hot. I felt him slump forward, breath shuddering against the back of my neck, hands still gripping my hips like he needed them to stay standing.

For a second, we didn't move.

Just our breathing. Just the sound of skin and sweat and the quiet hum of fluorescent lights above us.

Then I laughed.

It bubbled out of me, uncontrolled. The absurdity of it: the conference table, the chaos of half-ripped clothes, the stack of papers scattered on the floor like confetti. I stood slowly, wobbling a little, and reached down to tug my skirt back into place.

Josh stepped back, still dazed. His shirt was missing two buttons. My bra was askew. His hair was a wreck. He looked like lightning had hit him, and he hadn't quite recovered.

"You okay?" I asked, smiling as I adjusted my blouse.

He blinked, then nodded. "Yeah. Just... recovering."

"You'll live."

He laughed too, soft and sheepish. "Barely."

We stood there, breathing, fixing what we could, trying to look like something that resembled people again. His hand found mine, light, unsure. I let it sit there for a moment before gently pulling away.

I turned to face him fully.

"Listen," I said, quieter now. "That was exactly what I wanted."

His eyes softened. "Me too."

"But I need to be clear."

He nodded. Waited.

"You don't get to claim me, Josh. You don't get to decide when or how. That's mine."

He swallowed hard. "I know."

"If you ever forget that," I added, "it ends. No questions. No drama. Just over."

He nodded again. Slower. "I can handle that."

I stepped closer and placed a hand against his chest, still warm and bare beneath the open shirt.

"As long as you can accept it," I said, voice velvet now, "you'll get what you want."

His brow furrowed slightly. "What do you mean?"

"I'll let you breed me," I said, low and sure. "Again. And again. And again."

He blinked. A sound escaped him—half groan, half whisper.

"But it's on my terms. You don't get to chase it. You wait for it."

He nodded, eyes dark. "Understood."

I leaned up and kissed him long and slow. Less frantic this time. Just soft and full. A goodbye and a promise all at once.

When I pulled back, I smiled.

"Good weekend, Josh."

Then I turned, picked up my bag, and walked out.

My thighs were still sticky with him.

My blouse was still open beneath my coat.

And I was already thinking about the look on Kevin's face when I told him everything.
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A new cock
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I’d been good.

I’d let the fire burn low. Given it time to settle. Kevin liked it when I waited. When I let it build until my skin felt too tight for my body. I’d seen Frank twice in the last few weeks. Each time left me blissed out, cum-drunk, and breathless.

But now?

Now, I wanted to misbehave.

Not another repeat. Not a safe, familiar touch. I wanted something different. Dangerous. Unexpected.

I wanted new.

And I already knew who.

His name was Tyrese.

He was a personal trainer at my gym. Nineteen, tall as a doorframe, built like a statue sculpted with nothing but sex in mind. Skin like dark velvet, muscles that moved like liquid, and a smile that should’ve been illegal.

I’d seen him helping women stretch before. Laughing with them. That cocky charm bubbling just under his good-boy manners.

And the way he looked at me when I passed?

He noticed me. Not politely.

He looked like he’d like to ruin me.

So... I decided to give him a better chance.

I found Tyrese at the desk when I entered the gym, leaning over a tablet, thick arms on display under a sleeveless hoodie. His skin practically glowed under the lights.

He looked up and smiled, wide and slow.

“Morning,” he said.

“Hey,” I replied. “You free for a session sometime this week?”

“Depends who’s asking.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You know who’s asking.”

He grinned. “In that case... yeah. I got a few open slots.”

“Book me Friday,” I said. “Late. After the crowd dies down.”

His smile didn’t fade. “Done.”

I turned to go, then paused just long enough to feel his eyes on me.

“I’m not one of those women who wants you to flirt to keep me coming back,” I said, half over my shoulder.

“No?” he asked, playful now.

“I prefer it when it’s real.”

He didn’t say anything for a second.

Then: “You think I’m flirting?”

I smiled without turning around. “Not yet.”

The gym was mostly empty when I arrived. Tyrese was already there, towel over his shoulder, clipboard in hand.

He watched me approach with that same half-laughing grin, but I could see how his eyes moved down my body: slow and appreciative. I wore tight black leggings and a fitted tank, hair up, skin slightly dewy from the warm-up I did just to see how he’d react.

“You stretch already?” he asked.

“A little.”

He raised an eyebrow. “We’ll do more.”

He walked me through basic movements, checking my form, occasionally brushing a hand across my lower back or the outside of my thigh. Always polite. Always just enough to be deniable.

But the way his fingers lingered?

He knew exactly what he was doing.

And so did I.

“Damn,” he muttered halfway through as I held a squat. “You don’t miss days.”

“I like to stay tight,” I said.

His mouth twitched. “It’s working.”

I stood and turned toward him, close now. “You always talk like this during sessions?”

“Only when it works.”

I looked him in the eye, steady.

“It’s working,” I said.

He didn’t move. Just smiled.

He didn’t touch me more than he had to.

Not really.

But when he did, it was like my skin remembered it for minutes afterwards. It was as if he burned the shape of his hand into the curve of my hip or the centre of my spine. It wasn’t the obvious things that got to me.

It was the silence that stretched just a second too long after he adjusted my form.

The way he said “breathe out” as if it meant something else.

The way he stood close behind me during a glute bridge, one hand on my knee, the other hovering near my thigh.

“Lift higher,” he said.

I tilted my hips up and held.

“Good,” he murmured. “Hold that.”

“I can feel it,” I said.

“So can I.”

I glanced at him sideways, upside-down from the floor. “You always say things like that to your clients?”

He smiled, slow and unapologetic. “Only when they can take it.”

“Oh, I can take it,” I said, holding the pose, legs trembling.

His eyes met mine. “I bet you can.”

Later, I was on all fours on the mat, mid-stretch, one arm extended, the other bent behind me.

He moved behind me and lowered into a squat.

“Flat back,” he said. “Like this.”

His hand smoothed down my spine. My breath caught.

“You’ve got great posture,” he added, voice lower. “I could work with this every day.”

I turned my head slightly. “You trying to schedule me more often?”

“No,” he said, standing. “I’m trying to make sure I see you again.”

He offered me a hand up. I took it. Let him feel the grip, let him feel how steady I was.

“Then don’t waste your one shot,” I said.

He looked at me, something shifting in his gaze. Less teasing. More heat.

“I don’t plan to.”

He walked me through one more set—controlled, focused—but I could feel his energy crackling under the surface. He stood too close. He watched too intently. He was holding himself back.

It made me ache in the best way.

When I was back on my feet, towel in hand, skin hot and flushed, I caught him glancing at the clock.

“Good timing,” he said. “Almost closing.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Don’t worry. I’ll be out before they shut the lights.”

“Actually...” He paused. “Next week, I’ve got the last slot. Final hour. Just me on the floor.”

“Oh?” I said casually, letting him feel the hook settle.

He nodded, looking right at me now. “Thought we could take our time.”

I smiled, slow and sharp.

“Book it.”

He nodded once. Just once.

And I turned, hips swaying in rhythm with the beat still pumping through the sound system, his eyes on me the entire walk to the locker room.

I didn’t look back. I didn’t need to.

—
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I wore red.

Deep, wine-dark leggings that hugged my ass like they were painted on. A black crop top with a high neck and a racerback that left nothing to the imagination. No bra. No underwear. The fabric was tight enough that it didn’t matter.

Kevin didn’t say much when I walked out the door.

Just handed me my gym bag, kissed my cheek, and slid into the car beside me. We drove mostly in silence, a tension humming between us. It was familiar, warm, charged.

As we pulled up outside the gym, he glanced across the lot.

Tyrese stood near the glass entrance, arms folded, hoodie unzipped, sleeveless shirt clinging to every carved line of his chest. His skin caught the last light of the sun like polished onyx.

Kevin smiled.

“That him?”

“Mhm.”

Kevin nodded. “Jesus.”

I grinned, reached over, and placed a hand on his thigh. “You wanted to see.”

“Yeah,” he said, eyes still on Tyrese. “Now go give him something to dream about.”

I leaned in, kissed him softly, and stepped out of the car.

Tyrese met me at the door, eyes dragging down my body and back up like a man who knew exactly what hunger looked like.

“Hey,” he said, voice already low.

“Evening,” I said.

“That outfit...” He shook his head slowly, a grin spreading. “You trying to kill me?”

“Maybe just distract you.”

“Mission accomplished.”

It was already half-empty. A few diehards on treadmills. Someone finishing their reps in the weight section. Music low. Lights soft.

Tyrese led me through a warm-up. He didn’t try to hide his eyes. I didn’t try to hide my body.

Everything about the way he stood behind me during squats, the way he adjusted my stance, even the way he picked up a towel for me lingered.

His voice dropped as we moved through sets.

“Keep those hips steady.”

“You’re arching your back on purpose.”

“I can tell when you’re teasing me.”

“You like when I notice, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer.

I just held the pose longer than necessary. Let the sweat build. Let the air between us get thick with everything we weren’t yet doing.

By the last circuit, the treadmills were quiet. The weight rack was abandoned. The lights in the far corners were already dimmed.

It was just us.

“Turn around,” he said as I finished a side lunge.

I did.

He stepped behind me and ran his hands down my waist—firm, slow.

“You know what this does to me,” he murmured.

“Remind me.”

He grabbed my ass with both hands and squeezed hard enough to make me gasp. I leaned back into him and let him feel how wet I already was through the leggings.

He brought one hand around and traced a single finger down between my legs. The pressure light. Just enough to send a message.

I exhaled.

“Careful,” I whispered. “You’re going to lose control.”

He leaned down to my ear.

“I already did.”

We stood near the desk, both of us still flushed from more than just the workout.

“I’m gonna shut down in a few,” he said. “Just need to see the last guy out.”

I nodded. “You want help?”

He smiled. “Nah. You can go ahead and shower.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And if I take my time?”

“I’m not locking the doors just yet.”

He held my gaze.

“That was your way of saying stay,” I said.

“That was my way of saying I’m coming to find you.”

I smiled. “Good.”

The water hit my skin with a rush of heat, washing sweat and tension away in long rivulets.

I tilted my head back, eyes closed, palms flat against the tile.

I didn’t turn when I heard the door open.

I didn’t move when I heard the swish of clothes sliding down.

I just smiled.

And waited.

He stepped in like he belonged there. Slow, steady, deliberate.

I turned. 

Water ran down the ridges of his chest, over the flat planes of his abs, and down the thick lines of his thighs. His skin glistened, and the steam framed him like something pulled out of a dream and dropped into mine.

And then I saw it.

Him.

His cock hung heavy between his legs: long, thick, dark, and absolutely massive. I had to blink. It was almost surreal. And already hardening.

My breath caught.

He saw the way I looked at it—at him. A flicker of nervous pride crossed his face; that split second of you sure you can handle this? Before confidence took over again.

“You okay?” he asked, stepping closer, his hand reaching to graze my hip.

I smiled. “We’ll find out.”

He didn’t wait for a reply.

He grabbed me with both hands, one under my ass, the other behind my neck, and kissed me like he was claiming something he’d earned. My back hit the tile, cold and slick. His mouth was hot. Tongue deep. Hands gripping. Breath ragged. It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t meant to be.

His cock pressed between us: thick and heavy, sliding up my belly, leaving heat in its trail.

I gasped. “Jesus.”

“You sure you want it?” he murmured against my throat.

I reached down and wrapped my hand around the base. My fingers hardly met.

“I need it,” I growled.

He grunted, pulled me into his arms, and lined himself up.

When he pushed in, I screamed.

It wasn’t pain. It was stretch. A glorious, wicked stretch that made my eyes roll back.

“Fuck, Julie,” he groaned into the nape of my neck. “You’re so fucking tight.”

He pushed deeper. I clung to his shoulders, legs wrapped around his waist, feeling every inch as he forced his way inside.

“God, you’re so big,” I gasped. “You’re splitting me open.”

“I’m gonna ruin you,” he growled.

And then he moved.

The rhythm was wild. Tyrese slammed into me, again and again, water pouring over our bodies, his hips hammering into mine. My back slapped the tile, our wet skin loud and obscene. He grunted with every thrust, deep, animal sounds that reverberated in my chest.

“Take it,” he growled.

“I am,” I moaned. “Fuck, don’t stop.”

My nails dug into his back. His teeth grazed my shoulder. He shifted his grip and started thrusting faster, harder, deeper.

I was close. So close.

But he beat me there.

“Gonna cum—fuck—I’m gonna—”

I felt it. His cock throbbed, then he roared, slamming deep and holding still, hips jerking as he pulsed inside me.

I moaned as the heat filled me. Thick. Endless.

He didn’t pull out.

He didn’t soften.

He looked at me, panting. “Again?”

I nodded, already lifting my hips. Young men can keep going.

He spun me around and bent me slightly forward. His cock slid back inside me, still so hard it almost made me cry. He grabbed my hips and pounded me, water flying off our bodies.

“Take it all,” he growled, slapping my ass hard.

“Harder,” I begged. “Use me.”

He grunted and drove into me, deep and punishing, his thighs slapping mine, one hand on my back, the other reaching around to rub my clit in tight, fast circles.

My orgasm ripped through me like a storm. I screamed his name, trembling, gushing, body giving in completely.

And still, Tyrese fucked me.

He pulled me up, lifted me off the floor again, and held me in the air, bouncing me on his cock, his face buried in my neck.

“I can’t stop,” he whispered.

“Don’t.”

He groaned and kept going, hips rolling, cock grinding inside me, wet and hard and unstoppable.

We came down together, breathless, wrecked, water washing over us, pulses still racing.

And then—

knock knock knock.

A faint tapping on the glass door at the front of the gym.

Tyrese froze.

I looked up, my heart still pounding.

He cursed under his breath and carefully let me down, hands still on my hips, chest still rising fast.

“I’ll go,” he said. “Stay here.”

And just like that, he was gone—grabbing a towel on the way, still half-hard and dripping as he vanished down the hall.

I hurriedly finished the shower and turned it off. Then I heard it—the unmistakable sound of voices.

One of them was Tyrese’s.

The other? Female. Light, familiar. Warm.

I froze.

My panties were halfway up my thighs. I yanked them the rest of the way without thinking, breath shallow. Bra and socks already on. Hair damp. Skin flushed.

I cracked the locker shut, heartbeat loud in my ears, listening.

Tyrese’s voice was lower now. A little rushed. I couldn’t make out the words, just the tone.

Then hers again. Lighter, still laughing.

I stepped back from the bench, and pulled the towel around me to cover me just as I heard the door close.

Click.

The lock.

Then silence.

And footsteps.

Tyrese appeared in the doorway, eyes landing on me instantly.

I stood by the bench, towel loose around my waist, nothing but my bra and panties beneath. His face held a strange mix of heat and hesitation.

“That was my girlfriend,” he said.

I tilted my head. “She came to pick you up?”

He nodded. “Didn’t tell me. She thought it’d be sweet.”

“And?”

“I told her I needed thirty more minutes.”

My towel slipped to the floor.

“Why?”

His jaw clenched. “Because I’m not done.”

I stepped closer, slow and quiet.

My bra was damp against my skin. My panties clung to me, soaked from earlier and already heating again.

“You’re bold,” I murmured.

He sat on the bench, legs spread, cock already swelling again, flushed and impossibly thick.

“You’re not gonna say no,” he said.

“No,” I smiled. “I’m gonna ride you.”

I turned, hooked my thumbs into my panties, and slid them down my legs, slow enough to make him groan.

I climbed into his lap, legs on either side of him, hands braced on his shoulders.

“Cheating on your sweet little girlfriend,” I whispered, grinding against his cock, feeling it twitch beneath me. “With an older woman in the back of the gym.”

“Julie...”

“You like how wrong it is, don’t you?”

“I shouldn’t want this,” he growled.

“But you do.”

I sank down onto him: slow, deep, deliberate.

His cock stretched me again, still hot and thick from before, slick with our earlier mess. I gasped as it filled me inch by impossible inch, every nerve in my body catching fire.

“God, Tyrese...”

He threw his head back, hands gripping my hips, fingers digging in.

“You’re so fucking tight again,” he groaned. “You feel even better the second time.”

I moved slowly, hips rolling in deep, teasing circles.

His cock pulsed inside me, already twitching from the first stretch.

I leaned in, hands pressed flat against his chest.

“She kissed you out there, didn’t she?” I whispered.

He swallowed, eyes glazed. “Yeah.”

“And now you’re buried in me. Still inside me from earlier. Stretching me open again.”

“Julie... fuck!”

I brought my tits up to his face, the bra still tight and damp, my nipples peeking over the edge. He bent forward and sucked one into his mouth, groaning against my skin.

“You’re bad,” I whispered into his ear, grinding deeper, slower. “You’re mine right now.”

He nodded, lips still wrapped around me, one hand sliding behind my back to keep me close.

“I should feel guilty,” he muttered.

“You don’t.”

“I do.”

“But you still want to cum inside me again, don’t you?”

“Jesus... Yes!”

I rode him harder now. Still slow, but deeper. My thighs flexed around him, my ass slapping softly into his lap, his cock buried to the base with every grind.

His hands roamed—my back, my hips, up to my chest—groping, squeezing, gripping like he needed to memorize every curve.

“You’re gonna cum in an older woman’s pussy,” I moaned, my hands in his hair now, tugging his face to my tits. “Gonna walk back to your girlfriend with you still dripping out of me.”

He broke.

He grabbed me hard, stood up with me still wrapped around him, and laid me down on the bench again.

The air shifted.

He didn’t hesitate this time.

He fucked me.

Fast. Rough. Loud.

His hips slammed into me, over and over, his cock thick and throbbing deep inside. My tits bounced with every thrust, still squeezed into the half-wrecked bra.

“Fuck, Julie... fuck... can’t hold it... gonna...”

“Do it,” I gasped, grabbing his ass, heels digging into his back. “Fucking breed me.”

He roared.

His cock pulsed hard, thick spurts spilling deep inside me as his body jerked and shuddered. I wrapped around him and came again, toes curling, nails scraping his skin.

The sound of skin on skin, the creak of the bench, our breath. It all blurred together.

He collapsed over me, breath hot against my neck.

We didn’t speak.

The locker room buzzed faintly in the silence.

We were soaked in sweat and cum and guilt.

And I didn’t regret a second of it.

Tyrese pulled out slowly, breath ragged, chest still heaving. I stayed on the bench, legs splayed, soaked, glowing, utterly wrecked in the best way.

He looked down at me. Half-guilty, half-stunned.

“Can we...” he started, voice hoarse, “can we do this again?”

I sat up, still breathless, and reached for my bra, tucking my tits back inside as I looked him straight in the eye.

“Yes,” I said. “But you need to accept something.”

He stood still, sweat glistening on his chest, waiting.

“This isn’t romance. This isn’t a secret relationship. This is just play.”

He swallowed hard. “I know.”

“No, you need to really get it. I’m not yours. You’re not mine. I show up when I want to. You fuck me how I like it. That’s the deal.”

He nodded. Quiet. Reverent.

“And tonight,” I added, pulling my panties up and standing, “you’re going to go home and do something nice for your girlfriend.”

He blinked. “Seriously?”

“Yes. You’re going to take her to dinner. Or hold her hand on the couch. Or whatever makes you feel slightly less like a cheating fuckboy.”

He stared at me. Then he smiled. “That’s cold.”

“It’s honest,” I said, stepping into my leggings. “And it’s how this stays fun.”

I walked out with my bag over my shoulder, hair still damp, skin flushed. The night air hit me like a kiss.

Kevin was parked in the far corner, lights off.

I crossed the lot quickly, not bothering to fix my makeup. I climbed in and leaned over the console, pulling him into a kiss that was full tongue, full heat, full everything.

He gripped my waist, kissed me back like he’d been holding his breath for the last two hours.

“Well?” he said when we finally broke apart, voice low and thick.

“He was starving for it,” I whispered, lips brushing his jaw. “Tried to be gentle at first. But I made him come in the shower. Then again on the bench.”

Kevin’s breath caught.

I smiled wickedly.

“So,” I murmured, kissing his ear, “you’d better hurry home if you want to eat that cream pie.”

He growled—actually growled—and turned the key in the ignition.

Then he pulled over before we’d even left the lot, into a dark alley beside the gym, threw the car in park, and turned to me.

“Back seat. Now.”

I climbed over the centre console, heart racing, thighs still sticky and full of another man’s cum.

Kevin followed.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Just some fun among friends
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I dropped onto the couch with a huff, tossing my phone onto the coffee table like it had personally insulted me.

Kevin looked up from his glass of wine. "That bad?"

"I'm going crazy," I groaned, pulling my legs up under me. "I'm sex-starved."

He raised an eyebrow, amused. "Really? I fuck you at least three times a week."

I gave him a look. "That doesn't count."

His grin widened. "Excuse me?"

"I mean, I love it," I said, waving a hand. "You're perfect. But I'm not sex-starved. I'm nasty-fucked starved. You know what I mean."

Kevin sipped his wine. "Filthy little slut needs her extracurriculars."

"Exactly."

He chuckled. "So. Josh?"

I groaned again. "Nothing real. Just enough to make me want to scream. The closest we've gotten was that fingering incident two weeks ago..."

Kevin leaned back. "Which was...?"

I exhaled. "Printer jam. He followed me to the side room. No cameras. No one nearby. I bent over to see what the issue was and he couldn't help himself. Slid his hand up under my skirt and fingered me right there while I kept talking about toner like I wasn't about to cum all over his hand."

Kevin shifted slightly in his seat.

"Did you?"

I nodded. "Hard. Bit my lip so I wouldn't moan."

Kevin grinned. "And last Monday?"

"Oh, that," I said, smiling now. "That was after a meeting. He cornered me in the stairwell. Said he hadn't been able to stop thinking about how I tasted. So I dropped to my knees, sucked him off fast, hard. Left him gasping and shaking. I didn't even let him finish in my mouth. Just pulled off, stroked the last of it out all over my hand, and kissed him on the cheek like a good girl."

Kevin let out a low, satisfied breath. "And you're frustrated?"

"Because we never get further than that," I said. "It's all just snatched moments. I want more. I want space. I want time."

He tilted his head, thoughtful. "Sounds like we need to create some."

I blinked. "What do you mean?"

He smiled slowly. "We haven't thrown a party in a while. You know, a real one. Get-wasted, fuck-it-it's-Friday kind of party. We invite some of your friends. Maybe Dave."

I raised an eyebrow. "Dave?"

He shrugged. "He's always game. And he knows the rules."

"And Josh?"

Kevin smirked. "You'll just happen to mention it in passing. See if he shows up."

I stared at him for a beat.

Then I smiled.

"Oh, yes," I said. "That's exactly what I need."

Kevin leaned over and kissed me slow and deep.

"Then let's make sure it's a night no one forgets."

—-
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The fun of this party wouldn't be in the drinks or the music. It would be what happened in the shadows.

Outwardly, everything would look normal. Kevin's friends would show up in jeans and button-downs, bring a bottle of wine, compliment the playlist. We'd laugh. Play hosts. Pour shots. Smile.

No one would guess I planned to be fucked in my own guest room while everyone else was mixing cocktails.

That was the thrill.

Kevin handled the logistics—drinks, seating, mood lighting. He made it look easy.

I focused on who I wanted.

Josh and Dave.

I still hadn't decided who to start with. Josh was like a slow-burn fire I'd been feeding for weeks. I could already imagine how he'd look at me across the kitchen, thinking this would happen.

Dave, on the other hand, didn't need convincing. He'd see the glint in my eye and follow without a word. Take me the way I liked it. Filthy. Fast. Familiar.

I wasn't planning on telling them about each other. No need to risk what they didn't need to know. This wasn't a romantic comedy. This was control.

Then my phone buzzed.

"Hey... fuck. I can't make it. My dad's 70th. Family thing. I totally forgot. I'm so sorry."

Josh.

I sighed. A little part of me deflated.

Kevin was in the kitchen arranging a tray of glasses. He glanced over. "Problem?"

"Josh bailed."

"Shame. You had plans for him."

"I did." I leaned against the counter. "Guess I'll just make Dave work overtime."

Kevin smirked. "That sounds like a productive pivot."

The house was warm, golden-lit, humming with that soft tension that comes before people arrive. Candles flickered. Wine breathed. The guest bedroom was clean, quiet, and very available.

I stood in front of the mirror, fixing the strap of my little black dress. Tight, short, low at the chest. No bra. No panties. Just red on my lips and something reckless in my bloodstream.

Kevin passed behind me and glanced in the mirror.

"He's going to lose it when he sees you," he murmured.

I smiled. "That's the idea."

Then the doorbell rang.

And my pulse jumped.

I slid into my heels, smoothed the front of my dress, and walked—slow and poised—to answer.

By nine o'clock, the house was full.

Laughter spilt down the hallway, wine glasses clinked like flirtation, and every room hummed with that low, electrical current of loosened restraint. Kevin's playlist drifted from speaker to speaker. It was smooth, rhythmic, and sinful without ever saying so. A low bass line that made you move even when you were standing still.

I moved like I always do at parties: glass in hand, smile soft, body loose. My dress was short, black, and indecent if you looked too closely. No bra. No panties. Just heels, perfume, and the desire to be touched by men who shouldn't be touching me.

And tonight?

They didn't disappoint.

I found Kevin's old friend Chris by the coat rack, swaying just slightly, drink sloshing in one hand, eyes already glossy with whiskey. His shirt was half-untucked, tie gone, and jawline rough with stubble he hadn't bothered to clean up.

"Julie," he said, blinking like he was surprised I was real. "Goddamn."

I smirked. "You're drunk."

"Yeah," he said, stepping closer. "But I'm not blind."

He reached out casually—so casually—and brushed his fingers down my bare arm. They stayed there. Drifting to my hip. Sliding to the curve of my ass.

I didn't stop him.

His palm grazed me like we were standing in private, not six feet from the living room full of people.

"You know," he said, swaying slightly, "if Kevin wasn't around—"

"He is around," I said, smiling sweetly. "And so is your wife."

Chris chuckled, eyes scanning the room. "She's outside. I told her I needed a break from all the mulch talk."

"You think she'd be okay with you squeezing my ass while she's talking about gardening?"

He paused just long enough for me to feel the panic flicker beneath his smile.

"I'm not squeezing," he said. "I'm... steadying myself."

"You're drunk," I whispered, turning my body just enough to let his hand skim under the hem of my dress. Just one inch. One heated, dangerous inch.

His breath caught. His hand froze.

"Julie..."

I leaned in, lips near his ear. "Steady yourself somewhere else before you make a mess."

Then I walked away—slow, swaying, his fingertips still tingling where they'd touched skin they shouldn't have.

Daniel was in the kitchen, elbow on the counter, shirt clinging just enough to show the line of his chest. He and his wife Mia were among the few neighbours we actually socialised with. Dark-haired, married, confident enough to lean in without asking—but only when the drinks kicked in.

"Julie," he said, eyes low. "You're going to cause a fight in my house tonight."

"I'm not in your house."

"No, but you're going to be in my head when I go home."

I stepped closer, picking up the bottle of rum near his elbow. "How's your wife?"

"She's outside. With yours."

"Mine's not a wife."

"Close enough," he said, grin lazy. "Is he watching you tonight?"

"Always."

Daniel's eyes dropped to my thighs as I reached for a lime wedge. His hand came to rest on my lower back. Then, it slid lower, just under the hem of my dress.

He froze when he touched skin.

"No panties?" he whispered, voice wrecked.

"Nope."

"Jesus Christ."

I leaned in, lips nearly brushing his. "If your wife comes in right now, what do you think she'll notice first: your hand where it shouldn't be or the hard-on you're trying to hide?"

Daniel swallowed. "Both."

"Then you should move your hand."

He didn't.

So I stepped into him—closer, thighs brushing. Letting him feel the heat. The softness. The unspoken invitation.

"You're playing a dangerous game," he whispered.

"And you're already losing," I replied, plucking his glass from the counter and taking a sip.

Then I handed it back to him and disappeared into the hallway.

I found Adam near the living room, perched on the edge of the couch like he couldn't decide whether to sit or flee. He was new at Kevin's office, and my sweet husband had invited him to make him feel more at home in the team. Boyish, buzzed, eyes glued to me the way a teenager stares at something they're not supposed to want.

"Julie," he said when I stopped in front of him. "You look like... I mean, wow."

I smiled. "You don't go to many parties like this, do you?"

He shook his head. "I'm still trying to figure out if this is real."

I stepped between his knees, just close enough to make him tilt his head back to look up at me. "This is real."

His hands twitched. One came to rest on my thigh—bare, hot, eager.

I let it.

"You know Kevin's right over there," I whispered.

"I don't care," he said.

"You will tomorrow."

He nodded, but didn't move his hand.

His thumb circled lightly. My breath hitched.

"You like this dress?" I asked.

"It's fucking illegal," he whispered.

"Imagine how it feels when someone who isn't supposed to be touching me does it anyway."

He groaned, low in his throat.

I leaned down, kissed his cheek softly. "That's all you get."

Then I turned and walked away, hips swaying like I didn't just leave him hard and shaking.

Back in the kitchen, I refilled my glass, fingers trembling just enough to make the pour delicate. My skin buzzed everywhere I'd been touched—thighs, lower back, the base of my spine. It was like I'd soaked up every glance, every hand, every whispered fuck from across the room.

And then Kevin was there.

Leaning casually against the island, drink in hand, watching me over the rim of his glass like a man who already knew the answer to the question he was about to ask.

"You're glowing," he murmured.

"I'm warm."

"You're flushed."

"I've been handled."

He smirked, eyes sparkling. "And?"

I turned to him, close enough for my hip to brush his leg. "I've let three of your friends touch me tonight."

"Oh yeah?"

"Chris touched my ass in the hallway. Daniel put his hand between my thighs in the kitchen. Adam nearly came in his pants just from me standing between his knees."

Kevin raised his eyebrows, amused. "You really are a menace."

"I haven't broken any rules."

He leaned in slightly. "You've bent every one of them."

"Maybe," I said, sipping my wine. "But I haven't let anyone have me."

He gave a small nod of approval, his fingers brushing my lower back under the hem of my dress.

"Good," he murmured. "Because I think you're about to."

I tilted my head, smirking. "Am I?"

He nodded toward the hallway. "Dave's in the den. Said he was looking for another drink but never came back."

I blinked. "Oh?"

Kevin's voice dipped even lower. "He's waiting."

A quiet pulse throbbed in my belly.

I turned my head slightly, lips near his ear. "You want me to?"

He didn't hesitate. "I want you wrecked."

I set my glass down and smoothed the front of my dress.

Kevin reached down and squeezed my hand.

"Take your time," he said softly.

I walked out of the kitchen, heels clicking like punctuation.

And this time, I didn't look back.

The door shut behind me with a soft, traitorous click.

Dave didn't stand. He didn't speak. He just looked at me with that slow-burn grin that said he already knew exactly why I came.

His beer sat untouched on the side table. His legs were spread just enough to invite me in.

"You took your time," he finally said, voice thick and low.

"I was busy," I murmured, stepping toward him. "Letting your friends touch me."

His eyes darkened. "Who?"

I smirked. "Chris. Daniel. Adam."

"They get this close?"

I walked right between his knees and straddled him, dragging the hem of my dress up as I lowered myself onto his lap. His hands went straight to my waist.

"No," I whispered, pressing my lips to his ear. "None of them got this close."

He groaned when he felt how wet I was through his jeans.

"No panties?" he growled.

"I told you I came ready."

His hands gripped tighter, fingers digging into my ass. "You're such a fucking slut."

I nodded, grinding down into the thick bulge between us. "That's why you love fucking me."

"I love fucking you like this," he growled. "In secret. While your husband's twenty feet away."

I reached down and unzipped him, tugging his cock free from his jeans. It sprang out, flushed and heavy, already slick at the tip.

He hissed as I stroked him slow and tight, then lifted my skirt and lined him up.

"No fucking way," he whispered.

"Every fucking way," I replied.

And then I sank down on him.

We both moaned—quiet, ragged, stifled like we'd been punched in the lungs.

I sat fully on him, every inch buried inside me, stretched full and hot and perfect.

"Fuck, Julie," he gasped. "You're gonna make me cum already."

"Don't you dare," I hissed, grinding down. "Not until I say."

He grabbed my hips, rocking me slowly against him.

"Anyone could walk in," he muttered.

"I hope they do."

He laughed, breathless. "You're such a goddamn problem."

I started to move—slow, dirty circles of my hips. The wet sound of my pussy around his cock was barely audible over the throb of the music from upstairs.

"They'd hear if I bounced harder," I whispered.

"Do it."

"Say please."

"Please."

I started to ride him harder, bouncing in tight, hungry strokes, his cock hitting deep every time.

His head fell back against the couch. I leaned forward, my hands on his chest, my tits bouncing under the thin fabric of my dress.

"You like how tight I am?" I whispered.

"Fuck yes."

"You like how I fuck you fully dressed, like a good little party girl?"

He groaned. "You're soaked."

"Because I've been teasing married men all night, and now I'm sitting on the only cock that deserves me."

He grabbed the back of my neck and kissed me. Deep, messy, loud.

"You're gonna make me cum," he warned.

"Not yet."

"Julie... fuck..."

"You don't get to fill me until you've begged for it."

I rode him faster. Harder. The couch creaked beneath us. His hands were everywhere—on my ass, my hips, sliding up under the back of my dress, grabbing whatever he could reach.

"You're gonna make me lose my fucking mind."

"I already did," I whispered, clenching around him.

"Let me cum," he gasped. "Please."

"Say it again."

"Please."

I slammed down on him, over and over, letting it build, letting it break.

"Cum inside me, Dave," I hissed. "Fucking breed me while everyone else is sipping wine and pretending they don't want to fuck me."

He groaned and shattered. His hips jerking, cock pulsing, thick heat flooding deep inside me.

I came with him, biting my lip to muffle the scream, my whole body shaking as I clenched around his twitching cock.

We stayed like that for a minute—me still straddling him, his hands stroking my thighs, breath hot against my neck.

Then I kissed him. Slow. Possessive.

"I want you again later," I whispered.

He nodded, eyes glazed.

"I want to feel you finish in me twice in one night."

"Fucking hell."

I stood, still shaking slightly, and adjusted my dress. Slick warmth dripped between my thighs, but I didn't care.

Dave tucked himself back in, hand still trembling slightly.

As I reached for the door handle, I glanced back over my shoulder.

"You should stay the night," I said, voice calm, sweet.

Then I winked, and walked back into the noise.
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When I walked back into the living room, the noise wrapped around me like a blanket.

Laughter echoed from the deck. Someone was playing bartender with too much confidence in the kitchen. The music had shifted into a mellow, nostalgic rhythm. It was slow enough for people to start swaying instead of dancing.

I spotted Dave reappearing from the hallway a few minutes after me. His hair was a little more tousled. His grin was a little too satisfied. But no one seemed to notice—or care.

Adam was curled up on the living room couch, eyes fluttering closed. One shoe off. Drink still in hand.

I passed by and smiled, took the glass gently from his fingers, and set it on the side table. Then I grabbed one of the throw blankets from the armchair and draped it over him.

His lips twitched in a sleepy smile, and I kissed his forehead lightly. "Goodnight, baby boy," I whispered. "Try not to dream about me too loudly."

I found myself chatting with Daniel's wife, Mia, over another glass of wine. She was warm, funny, glowing from just enough rosé to get her talking.

"He's amazing, isn't he?" she said, sipping and glancing toward Daniel across the room. "I mean, quiet in public, but he's... you know. Wild in bed."

I smiled knowingly. "Oh, I believe it."

She leaned in, giggling. "Like, the kind that grabs your hair and makes you forget your own name."

I bit back a smirk. "Lucky girl."

"Oh, you don't know," she laughed, then leaned back with a sigh. "He has this thing he does with his tongue..."

I tuned out the rest.

Because Daniel, across the kitchen, had just looked at me. And I knew exactly what he wanted to do with his mouth.

I listened to her for a while, then excused myself to go to the bathroom. I felt the need to clean up my thighs from Dave's deposit. As the bathroom door clicked shut behind me, I turned the corner and almost walked straight into Daniel.

He stopped like he'd been waiting there.

And maybe he had.

He looked at me. Flushed, breath shallow, eyes darker than they'd been earlier. The playful mask he wore all night was gone, replaced with something quiet and loaded.

"I was hoping I'd run into you," he said softly.

"Were you?" I stepped closer, close enough to smell the bourbon on his breath.

"I thought maybe you were done... flirting," he murmured. "And ready to show me if you meant any of it."

I didn't smile. I just looked at him for a second. Let him wonder. Let him ache.

Then I pulled him into a kiss.

It was all heat, all teeth and need. Daniel's hands went straight to my waist, then higher, palming my tits through the thin fabric like he'd dreamed about it. I pressed into him, let him grope, let him feel how hard my nipples were already.

He broke the kiss, panting. "God, you feel—fuck, you feel amazing."

I slid my hands under his jacket, pushed it back, and ran my palms down the front of his shirt, then lowered. When I felt his cock through his pants, already thick and hard, I stroked him slowly, deliberately.

"Do you think about this when she's not around?" I whispered.

"Julie..."

"About pulling me into a corner? Feeling my tits? Fucking me against the wall?"

He groaned, forehead against mine. "You're driving me crazy."

"I want you to feel how wet I am," I murmured.

His hand slid under the hem of my dress without hesitation, up my thigh, his fingers slipping between my legs.

"Oh fuck," he hissed. "No panties?"

I nodded, breath hot. "I've been like this all night."

He groaned again, his fingers stroking between my folds, grazing my clit, making my breath stutter.

"You were waiting for me," he said, like he needed to believe it.

I kissed him again, slower this time, while I kept rubbing his cock through his pants, feeling him twitch against my palm.

"Tell me what you want," I whispered.

"I want to bend you over," he said, his voice ragged. "Pull your dress up and fuck you until you forget your name."

"You think you could make me forget it?"

"I'd try."

"Convince me."

He kissed my neck. Hands back on my breasts. His cock hard and straining beneath my fingers.

My legs were starting to tremble.

Then...

"Daniel?"

We both froze.

His wife's voice. Mia. Calling up from downstairs.

He pulled back like he'd been shot, his hands falling from my body, eyes wide and wild.

I gently released my grip on him, still smirking.

"Timing," I whispered, smoothing my dress. "Is everything."

He looked at me like he didn't want to move. Like he wasn't sure he could.

"Go," I said softly. "Before someone sees us."

He stared a moment longer, then nodded and turned, adjusting his shirt as he walked fast down the stairs.

I leaned against the wall, my heart still pounding, the heat between my legs aching and unsatisfied.

But I smiled.

Because he thought he was the only one.

And I still had one more man to finish with tonight.

The house had thinned to a low, sleepy hush: slurred goodbyes, the soft sound of keys dropping into bowls, and murmurs on the porch. Kevin's voice floated from the front hall, warm and smooth as he said goodbye to their guests like any perfect host.

I passed him on the way to the guest room. Light kiss. Light touch.

"I'll make sure Dave get what he needs," I said softly.

Kevin looked at me with a slow smile and said nothing.

I left the door open behind me.

The moment I stepped into the room, Dave's eyes lit up like he'd been holding his breath since the moment I left him earlier.

He was sitting on the edge of the bed, jeans unzipped, shirt open, one hand loosely wrapped around his cock—half-hard, waiting, wanting. His other hand was planted behind him, keeping him upright as he watched me enter the doorway.

"You came," he said, voice low, a little hoarse.

"I always do," I replied, my smile slow and wicked.

I left the door open. I made sure he saw that.

He raised an eyebrow. "You want him to listen?"

I shrugged off my dress. No flair, no rush. Just slipped the straps down one arm, then the other. The black fabric slid to the floor with a sigh. I stood there naked in front of him, letting him look. Letting him want.

"I want him to know exactly what's his," I said. "And exactly what he shares."

Dave groaned quietly, stroking himself now, slow and steady, his eyes never leaving my body. "You're fucking unreal."

"No," I said, walking toward him. "I'm fucking ready."

I pushed his shoulder back until he lay flat on the bed, head resting on the pillows, cock fully hard now and twitching against his stomach.

"Hands behind your head," I whispered.

He obeyed immediately.

I climbed up his body, knees pressing into the mattress, slowly dragging my wet pussy up his bare chest, leaving a slick trail across his skin. My breath came faster the closer I got. I could see the hunger in his eyes as I moved up, up, over him: his jaw clenched, lips slightly parted, breathing shallow.

I hovered just above his face, heat rolling off me in waves.

"Still hungry, baby?"

He nodded, lips parting beneath me. "Starving."

I reached down, stroked his cheek with two fingers, and then let them slip between my folds. I rubbed slowly, watching his eyes lock on every movement.

I slid those same fingers into his mouth.

"Then open wide," I whispered and lowered myself onto his face.

The moment my pussy touched his mouth, Dave groaned, deep and muffled. And I felt it.

That vibration hit me straight up the spine.

His tongue met me halfway. Flat and hot, licking a slow stripe from the bottom of my slit all the way to the top. My hips jerked involuntarily, a gasp tearing out of me.

I wasn't ready for how good it would feel. But I should've known.

His hands gripped my thighs tight, anchoring me down like he was afraid I'd change my mind. He moaned again, louder, lips wrapping around my clit as he sucked it into his mouth like it was the only thing that mattered.

"God, yes," I groaned, arching, bracing my hands on the headboard. "You missed this pussy, didn't you?"

He nodded against me, tongue working in tight, circular licks that sent sparks straight through my core. His nose pressed against me, his whole face soaked in seconds.

"Lick it all," I gasped, grinding against his mouth now. "I want to ride your fucking tongue."

And I did.

I started moving. Slow at first, controlled. But every time Dave flattened that tongue just right, my hips bucked down harder. His mouth was sloppy and wide, his groans constant. My wetness smeared across his face, dripping down his cheeks and onto the pillow below.

The sounds were obscene: my gasps, the squelch of his tongue working deep between my folds, his lips dragging across soaked skin.

"Open your mouth," I whispered. "Stick your tongue out. Keep it there."

He obeyed, and I slid forward just enough to grind my clit directly against his tongue, rocking back and forth with a desperate, filthy rhythm.

"Oh, fuck yes," I moaned. "Just like that. Don't stop. Don't you dare stop!"

He couldn't speak, but I didn't need him to. His eyes said everything—starving, focused, worshipping me while I used his face like it was made for this.

My thighs were trembling. My moans growing louder.

"I want Kevin to hear it," I gasped, looking toward the open door. "I want him to know how good you make me cum with that tongue."

Dave moaned into me, like that turned him on even more, and I snapped.

My orgasm hit in a crashing wave, full-body, overwhelming, shaking. I cried out, loud and shameless, grinding hard against Dave's mouth as I came, soaking his face, clit throbbing under every final flick of his tongue.

My fingers twisted in his hair, my breath ragged, sweat beading at the back of my neck.

And he didn't stop.

He kept licking—slow now, gentle—cleaning me up with his tongue like I was dessert he couldn't let go to waste.

"Fuck, Dave," I whispered, legs still shaking. "You ate that pussy."

His smile was soaked. His voice was hoarse. "I'd die down here if you let me."

I leaned forward, dragging my wetness across his lips one last time.

"You'll get another taste later," I murmured. "But now it's my turn."

And I slid back down his body, kissed a trail down his stomach, and knelt between his legs.

Dave's cock was already leaking when I reached it: thick, hot, and twitching against his stomach. Still glistening at the tip. My mouth watered before I even touched him.

I knelt between his legs and looked up at him—his chest rising fast, lips parted, pupils blown wide.

"Lay back," I whispered. "And don't even think about cumming until I say."

His head dropped to the pillow immediately.

"Good boy."

I leaned in and dragged my tongue along the underside of his cock, slow, from the base all the way to the tip, like I was tasting a secret. I heard him hiss through his teeth and felt the tension build instantly in his thighs.

"Fuck, Julie..."

I smiled, then licked again—slower this time, letting the flat of my tongue press hard into the ridge beneath his shaft. I circled the head, lips brushing just enough to make him squirm, then finally—finally—wrapped my lips around him and slid him into my mouth.

His breath caught. His hips twitched.

"Oh, fuck yes..."

I took him in deep. Not all at once—just enough to make him feel the drag of my lips and my throat's tightness. I held him there, humming softly, letting the vibration sink in.

Then I pulled off slowly with a soft pop, spit trailing from my lip to the head of his cock.

"You missed this mouth?" I asked, stroking him with one hand, firm and slow.

"Always," he groaned. "No one sucks me like you do."

"You like watching it go in?" I whispered, licking the underside again. "Watching it disappear between my lips?"

"Yes... fuck, yes..."

I opened wide, locked eyes with him, and slid him in deeper this time—inch by inch, slow enough to make him curse. My lips were sealed tight around him, my tongue dancing beneath the shaft as I took him all the way until my nose was buried in his skin.

His whole body jerked.

I pulled back halfway and sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, spit leaking from the corners of my mouth as I bobbed slowly, rhythmically, keeping him right there in that perfect zone.

"You hear that?" I whispered, stroking him fast now, letting spit drizzle down his cock and onto my hand. "That sloppy fucking sound? That's me making a mess on your cock."

He gasped, hips trying to rise, but I pressed him down with my free hand.

"No," I said. "You don't get to thrust. You lie there and take it."

Then I dove back down—deep and fast—taking him as far as I could, gagging just enough to make him grunt. I moaned around him, the sound sending vibrations up his shaft. I pumped with my hand in perfect rhythm, loud and wet and filthy.

"Julie! I'm gonna cum..."

I pulled off instantly, smiling up at him.

"Not yet."

"Fuck, you're cruel."

"You love it."

I licked the tip slowly, teasing him again.

"You're gonna give it to me in a minute," I said. "But not in my mouth."

He blinked. "No?"

"No," I whispered. "I want it in my pussy."

Then I crawled up the bed, straddled him, and reached between my legs to guide him in.

"Now shut the fuck up," I growled. "And give me that cock."

I straddled him slowly, dragging my soaked folds along the underside of his cock, just to tease us both a little longer. His breath was ragged beneath me, eyes locked on where I held him at my entrance—just barely pushing the head inside, not yet giving him all of it.

I leaned down, hips hovering, and whispered into his mouth.

"You want to fuck me?"

"More than anything."

I kissed him: hot, filthy, all tongue and need. Then I lowered myself down, inch by inch until I was fully seated on him.

We both gasped.

"Jesus Christ," he growled, hands gripping my ass. "You're so fucking tight."

"And you're so fucking deep," I moaned, shivering at the stretch. "You feel that?"

He nodded, eyes wild.

"That's how empty I was without you."

I rocked on top of him, slow and steady, grinding in circles that made us both bite back curses. Then I leaned forward until our chests were flush, and kissed him again—this time slow, controlled, like I was drinking from him.

"You're not just fucking me," I whispered against his lips. "You're going to breed me."

He started to thrust now, bucking his hips under me in short, deep strokes.

"Oh fuck—yes," I cried, wrapping my arms around his shoulders, nails digging in. "Fuck me like you own this pussy."

"You know I do," he growled, thrusting harder. "No one fills you like I do."

"No one ever has," I gasped. "Deeper. Right there—keep hitting it—yes."

He fucked me faster now, hands on my thighs, cock driving up into me with wet, filthy slaps.

"You're so wet," he hissed. "You're leaking all over me."

"That's your fault," I moaned. "You made this pussy drip."

I wrapped my legs around his waist, locking him in, pulling him deeper, our sweat-slick bodies grinding in time.

His mouth found my throat. My jaw. Then he kissed me hard: crashing, open-mouthed, like he needed to claim me.

"Do you know how long I've dreamed of fucking you like this?" he whispered, slamming into me.

"Then don't stop," I begged. "Keep going! Ruin me!"

I clawed at his back as another orgasm tore through me, legs shaking, nails raking skin.

"I'm cumming—oh fuck—I'm cumming again—"

My pussy clenched around him, pulsing, milking every inch of his cock.

But he wasn't done.

He pulled out suddenly, panting, and flipped me over with a growl.

He flipped me over like he owned me.

One sharp grip on my hips and he yanked me up onto all fours, dress bunched at my waist, ass high, legs already trembling. I barely caught my breath before I felt the blunt head of his cock press against me again.

"You ready?" he growled.

"Fucking do it," I moaned. "Take me like you mean it."

And then he was inside me—slamming in deep with one brutal thrust that made me cry out, hands clawing at the sheets.

"Fuck! Yes!"

He didn't build up this time. There was no rhythm, no tease. Just raw, punishing thrusts. Skin slapping hard and wet as he pounded into me from behind, hips snapping forward like he needed to erase the last man who touched me.

"You let your husband hear this?" he grunted, voice thick with sweat and heat. "Let that fucking cuck hear what a real man does to his wife?"

"Yes!" I gasped, my eyes rolling back. "He knows I need this!"

"Bet he's out there jerking off," Dave spat. "Sitting in the dark while I wreck his perfect little pussy."

"God, yes, talk like that..."

"You love it," he growled. "You love getting bred by someone who isn't your husband."

I cried out as he grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back.

"You let that weak little fuck take care of the house while I own your holes?"

I whimpered, trembling, my knees nearly giving out. "Yes... yes—more—say it—fuck me harder."

"I should knock you up just to see how long it takes him to realise it's not his," Dave growled, thrusting so hard the bed slammed against the wall.

The filth spilling from his mouth sent shockwaves through me. I was soaked. Shaking. My clit pulsed with every slap of his hips against my ass.

"Tell me," he snarled. "Tell me who this pussy belongs to."

"You," I choked out. "It's yours tonight. All yours—"

"Say it louder."

"THIS PUSSY IS YOURS," I screamed, throwing my head back. "FUCK M! FILL ME! MAKE ME DRIP FOR DAYS."

He slammed into me. Deep, fast, brutal. Over and over until my body convulsed around him.

"I'm gonna cum," he gasped. "I'm gonna fucking flood you!"

"DO IT," I begged. "Fucking breed me, Dave, mark your territory, let him clean it out later."

And he did.

With a roar, he buried himself deep and came hard, cock jerking, thick spurts flooding my pussy. I felt the heat inside me. Felt him fill me.

My orgasm tore through me again, violent, wet, overwhelming. Pussy clenching around his cock, milking every drop.

He collapsed over my back, still pulsing, still grinding into me as his breath raked across my neck.

Dave was panting, still buried inside me, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my back, his hands resting heavily on my hips like he needed me to stay there forever.

I was still trembling. My pussy clenching around the last twitches of his cock, our bodies sticky with sweat and cum.

I let him stay like that for a moment longer. Let him breathe it in. The smell of sex. The sound of it still echoing down the hall. The feeling of me, full, soaked, completely taken.

Then I pulled forward and let him slip out with a wet, lewd sound.

He collapsed onto the bed, his chest rising fast, and he had a dazed grin.

"Jesus Christ," he whispered. "I don't think I've ever cum that hard."

I turned, still catching my breath, and straddled him lazily, my thighs slick with his release.

I leaned down, mouth near his ear.

"You can talk all the shit you want about my husband," I whispered, voice low and silk-wrapped steel, "when your cock is inside me."

He blinked.

"But if you ever say a word outside of this bed—ever—you'll never get another taste of this pussy again. Understand?"

He swallowed hard. "Yes."

I looked him in the eye.

"Say it."

"I understand."

"Good boy."

I slid down his body and took his softening cock into my mouth—slow, deliberate. I tasted myself and his cum all over him and moaned like it was dessert. I sucked him clean, tonguing the sensitive tip, dragging my lips all the way down to the base and back again until he was twitching in overstimulation.

He groaned, fingers tangled in the sheets.

"Julie, Jesus... I can't..."

"You can," I murmured around him. "And you will."

I gave one last long suck, then let him slip free with a wet pop.

He looked wrecked.

I stood, stretched, and pulled my dress back on—no bra, no panties, still dripping.

I didn't bother cleaning up.

Let him sleep in the scent of me.

As I walked toward the hallway, I paused.

There... a sound.

A soft creak. Barely audible. From the direction of the living room.

My heart skipped, just for a second.

Was it Kevin?

Was he watching?

Listening?

I stood there, still, holding my breath.

Then, I shook my head and smiled to myself.

Of course he was.

And if he wasn't?

Well... that was his loss.

I padded down the hall and opened the bedroom door.

Kevin was sitting up against the headboard, a glass of water in his hand.

He looked at me once.

Then down at the mess between my legs.

Then back up—smiling.

I closed the door behind me.

"Your turn?" I asked softly.
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I lay back on the cool sheets, legs still sticky, dress pulled up around my waist. Kevin set his water down on the nightstand and knelt at the foot of the bed like a man with purpose.

He didn't speak.

He just kissed the inside of my knee, slow and soft, then began working his way upward with a reverence that made me sigh and spread my thighs without needing to be asked.

His breath warmed my skin. His mouth hovered.

And then his tongue touched me. light and slow. No rush.

Just hunger.

I gasped, back arching slightly, as he ran the flat of his tongue up through the mess Dave had left behind.

"God, Kevin..."

He moaned into me, licking with deep, focused strokes like every drop was sacred.

And as his mouth worked, I began to speak—softly, breathlessly, because he wanted to know.

"Chris touched me in the hallway," I whispered, hips lifting slightly into his mouth. "Daniel kissed me... groped me... almost came in his pants before his wife called his name."

Kevin groaned into me: approval, excitement, ownership.

"And then Dave..." I gasped as Kevin's tongue circled tighter, slower, more precise. "He fucked me so hard... bent me over the bed... said filthy things about you... called you a cuckold..."

Kevin growled now, mouth firmer, tongue deeper.

"He said he should knock me up," I moaned. "Told me you'd be the one cleaning me out..."

I was panting, trembling, gripping the sheets.

"And I let him," I whispered. "I told him to cum in me. To breed me."

Kevin's fingers joined his mouth, sliding inside me, pressing deep and curling until I cried out.

"I'm still full of him," I gasped. "You're licking his cum out of me right now..."

His tongue flicked fast over my clit and I thought I'd lose it—but then—

I froze.

A sound echoed in my mind.

The living room.

A creak.

I remembered the couch.

Adam.

I put a blanket on him.

He never left.

What if...

What if he'd woken up?

What if he'd heard?

What if he saw?

The image flashed hot and electric behind my eyes—his eyes half-lidded in the dark, watching silently from the doorway, cock hard under the blanket as I screamed Dave's name.

And the orgasm slammed into me.

I came violently, thighs locking around Kevin's head, pussy pulsing so hard I thought I'd black out.

"Fuck! Kevin!" I cried, fingers tangled in his hair, body shaking as wave after wave crashed through me.

He stayed there until I stopped twitching.

Then he crawled up over me, hard, flushed, his mouth glistening.

"My turn," he whispered, kissing me hard.

And he took me.

Not fast. Not rough.

Reclaiming.

Long, deep strokes. Mouth on mine. Arms wrapped tight. Not just fucking. Possessing. He held my gaze the entire time, groaning into my throat as he came inside me, slow and thick.

I moaned into his mouth, feeling full in every way.

He kissed me again. Then again.

And then, quietly, he slipped off and fell asleep beside me.

I stepped under the water, letting the heat run over my thighs, washing away the mess of men and moans and memory. But I couldn't stop thinking about it.

Had he seen me?

Had Adam woken up... crept down the hall... stood just out of sight and watched me fall apart on Dave's cock?

Would he pretend he hadn't?

Or would he bring it up?

Or worse... would he tell someone?

I wrapped a towel around my body and padded softly back to the bedroom.

"Kevin?" I whispered.

No answer.

He was out cold.

I stood there for a moment in silence.

Wondering.

And then I climbed back into bed beside him, the towel still wrapped around me, and stared at the ceiling.

Sleep refused to come.

I lay beside Kevin, listening to his steady breathing, the occasional rustle of sheets when he shifted, the creak of the house settling into silence. The bedroom was dark and warm, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat. My legs were sore. My pussy still tingled with the echo of Dave inside me. Kevin's cum was a sticky heat still between my thighs.

And yet—my eyes stayed open.

Because I couldn't stop thinking about that sound.

That faint, quiet creak from the hallway. The one I'd ignored.

I stared at the ceiling. My heart began to thump.

Adam.

He had never left.

He'd fallen asleep on the couch, hadn't he?

But what if he hadn't?

What if he'd woken up?

What if he'd heard the moaning... the slapping... the screaming?

What if he'd gotten up? Come to investigate?

What if he'd seen?

The thought sent a jolt through my body. Not just fear, not just panic, but something deeper.

Hotter.

The idea of Adam in the dark, watching through the crack of the door while Dave had me bent over the bed. Watching as I told him to breed me, to fill me, to talk shit about my husband...

Fuck.

What if he heard everything?

What if he touched himself to the sound of it?

The shame hit first. Sharp, tight in my chest. But quickly dissolved into something darker.

If he had seen... if he had heard... what would I do?

What would I have to do?

My thighs pressed together under the sheet. I bit my lip.

There were ways to make sure Adam didn't talk. Ways to keep a young man obedient. Quiet. Devoted. Dependent.

A shiver ran through me.

I slipped out of bed.

The air was cool against my skin. I didn't bother dressing fully—just pulled my robe around my naked body and tied it loosely at the waist. My breasts swayed slightly beneath the silk with each step.

I moved slowly, careful not to wake Kevin. The house was almost too quiet. Like it was holding its breath.

As I passed the guest room, I paused.

The door was still ajar. Inside, Dave lay sprawled on the bed, one leg bent, arm thrown over his head. His body was slack with sleep, his chest rising and falling slowly. The smell of him—of us—still lingered in the air.

I stepped inside just long enough to ease the door shut behind me.

Let him rest.

I walked down the hall barefoot, heart racing, breath shallow.

The living room came into view, dim, lit only by the soft kitchen light spilling through the archway.

I slowed.

And then I saw him.

Adam.

Curled low on the couch, blanket half-pushed down around his waist. One hand gripping the base of his cock. Short but fat. Thick enough to make any mouth stretch around it. His fingers worked slow, steady strokes. His chest was bare, a sheen of sweat catching on his collarbone. His other hand rested limply over his abs, twitching occasionally with tension.

His eyes were half-shut. Mouth open slightly. Their lips were pink and parted like he imagined kissing something too filthy to say aloud.

And he hadn't seen me.

Yet.

I stayed perfectly still, half-shadowed in the hallway, watching.

His hand slid up, thumb circling the tip of his cock, spreading the bead of pre-cum around the head.

He exhaled softly.

Then stroked again. Down. Up. Down. Slow and heavy. Like he wasn't just jerking off, but savoring it.

Was he thinking about what he heard?

Was he picturing me on my knees, my ass up, screaming into the mattress?

My hand drifted down unconsciously, resting on the soft silk of the robe just above my mound. I pressed gently.

And stayed there.

Watching.

Waiting.

Getting wet.

I watched for another long, delicious second—his thick cock sliding through his fist, his chest rising and falling faster now—and then I stepped forward into the soft light.

Adam didn't notice at first.

It wasn't until I reached the edge of the couch, standing barefoot in nothing but a loosely tied robe, that his eyes finally flicked up—and froze.

His hand stilled instantly.

"Julie—" he started, voice dry, startled, eyes wide.

I said nothing at first.

Just tilted my head, gaze drifting down to the heavy cock in his hand. It twitched slightly, the fat tip glistening in the light.

Then I smiled.

"Couldn't sleep either?"

He swallowed, frozen. "I... I was just..."

"Thinking about what you heard?" I asked, soft, low. "Or what you saw?"

His mouth opened and closed.

I let the silence stretch, then sat slowly on the arm of the couch, crossing my legs lazily beneath the robe. My thigh brushed his knee. He was trembling slightly.

"Tell me," I whispered. "Were you just curious? Or were you hoping I'd come out here?"

His cock pulsed again.

I reached down and traced one finger along its ridge. Barely a touch.

He inhaled sharply.

"You're not very long," I murmured, almost like a secret. "But God... you're thick."

I let my fingers wrap around him, slow, tight. His breath caught.

"Do you want help finishing?"

Adam nodded, eyes wide, lips parted.

But I needed to hear it.

"Say it."

"...Yes."

My smile returned.

"Good," I said, sliding off the armrest and onto my knees on the rug beside the couch.

"But we're going to have to be quiet."

I let my knees sink into the rug, the cool fibres brushing my bare skin through the parted robe. Adam stared down at me, stunned, breath shallow, his thick cock still standing tall in his hand.

"Let go," I whispered.

He released it, hand dropping to his thigh, fingers twitching with restraint.

I took over.

My palm wrapped around his shaft—slow, tight, steady. The heat of him was shocking. Heavy. Pulsing. I stroked once, letting my thumb tease the droplet at the tip, smearing it around in slow circles.

His breath hitched.

"You've been sitting out here hard while the whole house slept," I whispered, voice low and velvet. "Did you picture it? Me on my knees? Dave bending me over?"

He nodded, barely.

"Do you often jerk off thinking about me, Adam?"

"...Yes."

I leaned in, licked a slow stripe from the base of his shaft to the tip, and then flicked my tongue around the swollen head.

"You're a filthy boy," I murmured. "But lucky."

His fingers clenched into fists on his thighs as I finally took him in—just the head at first. My lips wrapped tightly around him, sucking slow and wet while I stared up at him with wide, dark eyes.

I didn't go fast.

I savoured him.

Inch by inch, sliding him deeper into my mouth, my hand following the motion, stroking what I couldn't take yet.

He was thick; my jaw ached already. But I moaned around him anyway, letting the sound vibrate up his cock.

His hips bucked. I pushed him down with my other hand.

"No moving," I whispered, pulling off to breathe, saliva glistening on my lips. "Just sit there. Let me wreck you."

He nodded, dazed. His eyes looked wild. Overwhelmed.

I took him again. Deeper this time. My tongue curled beneath him, lips tight, cheeks hollowing as I sucked hard, slow, and wet.

The sounds were quiet but filthy—slick, breathy, controlled. Each stroke of my mouth was deliberate. Every motion designed to tease.

"You taste so good," I breathed when I pulled off again, licking the head like a treat. "So thick. God, I can barely fit you in my mouth."

Adam's voice came rough, barely audible.

"Julie, if you keep going I'm gonna—"

I shushed him with a finger to his lips.

"Not yet."

Then I stood.

His eyes followed me as I let the robe slide from my shoulders and fall to the floor.

Completely bare now.

"Sit back," I whispered. "I need you inside me."

His breath caught. He obeyed.

And I climbed over him, straddling his lap, lowering myself with both hands guiding that girth toward my dripping entrance.

What came next would take every ounce of restraint I had.

I hovered above him, thighs shaking slightly as I lined him up.

The head of his cock pressed against my entrance: blunt, wide, unforgiving. My breath hitched.

God, he's thicker than Dave. Thicker than anyone.

My fingers trembled as I guided him to my folds, spreading the slick warmth that was already dripping down my thighs. I rubbed the tip against my clit once—slow and teasing—and felt myself throb in response.

Adam moaned, low and breathless.

"Shhh," I whispered, glancing toward the hallway. "Everyone's still here. You have to be quiet."

He bit his lip and nodded.

Then I began to lower myself.

The first inch was already a stretch. My body fighting to take him, pussy tightening instinctively around his sheer girth. My hands gripped his shoulders as I sank slowly, my breath coming in tight little gasps.

"Ffffuck..." I whispered, so low it was almost just a breath. "So thick..."

Adam's hands flew to my hips, gripping tight, but I pressed one finger to his lips without looking.

"No," I mouthed. "Don't move. Let me do this."

He nodded again, knuckles white on my thighs.

I sank another inch.

The stretch was exquisite—hot, sharp, slow. I felt every vein, every pulse. My pussy fluttered around him, struggling to adjust. I could feel my slick coating him, feel it sliding down, but still... he filled me too much.

I clenched my jaw and kept going.

Another inch.

Another.

My eyes rolled back.

"Shit," I gasped, barely audible. "I'm not sure I can take all of it..."

But I wanted to.

My hips ground down with effort, and I felt myself slip another half-inch lower. My walls stretched tight, my clit grinding against the base of him, the fullness almost too much to bear.

A moan built in my throat. I clamped my teeth together, bit my own lip.

Still not fully seated.

My legs shook.

"Julie—" Adam whispered.

"I said quiet," I hissed, voice trembling.

"I'm gonna cum if you don't stop..."

"You'll cum when I let you."

With a guttural breath, I dropped the last inch.

And sank all the way down.

"Fuuuuck—" I whimpered, hands flying to my mouth, eyes wide.

He was fully inside me.

I felt stretched open, filled past comfort, pushed to the edge of what I could take. My pussy throbbed, clenched, ached. And yet I didn't move. I couldn't.

I stayed there. Seated in his lap, impaled on his cock. Trembling, panting, dripping.

Then I looked him in the eye.

"I've never been this full," I whispered.

And he moaned, head tipping back against the couch.

I didn't move at first.

Couldn't.

I was too full, too stretched, every nerve ending wide awake. My pussy clenched around him in rippling waves, trying to make space for his thickness—and failing beautifully. The weight of him pulsed inside me, buried to the base.

I placed both hands on Adam's chest, braced myself... and breathed.

Then, finally, I started to move.

Just a small lift of my hips—maybe an inch—before I sank back down, slow and controlled.

Oh God.

The stretch, the pressure, the drag of his cock along my walls—it sent a jolt through me so sharp I had to bite down hard on my lip to stay silent.

Adam groaned under his breath. "Julie..."

"Don't talk," I hissed, voice tight. "Just let me—"

Another inch up.

Another deep, wet slide down.

My thighs trembled.

"Fffuck, you're big," I whispered, barely able to speak. "I can feel every... inch..."

I rolled my hips slowly, grinding instead of lifting, letting the thick pressure stroke every swollen part of me from the inside. My clit pressed into him, and I gasped, smothering the sound against the crook of his neck.

I couldn't help it—I moved.

Not fast. But deep. A slow, bouncing grind that sent wet, quiet sounds into the room. Slick against skin. My moans strangled in my throat.

"Too loud," I whispered to myself. "Too fucking loud..."

I clamped a hand over my mouth as I rode him harder, my ass slapping gently against his thighs now with every downward push.

The couch creaked. I froze.

We both held still, hearts thudding, eyes wide.

Then I started again—slower, deeper, quieter.

Adam's hands trembled on my hips, eyes locked on the way my breasts bounced with every movement, every press down onto his impossibly thick cock.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck—" I whispered against my palm, my breath getting faster. "I'm not gonna last..."

His hand crept up between us, found my clit, rubbed once—

"Don't!" I gasped, grabbing his wrist. "If you do that I'll scream—"

He froze.

And I kept riding.

Grind. Bounce. Roll.

Wet heat running down my thighs.

Clenching so tight I thought I'd break.

I leaned forward, lips trembling against his ear.

"Cum with me," I breathed.

"You first."

I dropped down hard, buried him to the hilt—

And came.

Violently.

My whole body seized. I bit his shoulder, hard, muffling my moan as my pussy milked his cock in spasming pulses. I tried to hold it in—but a broken whimper still escaped me.

Then Adam tensed under me.

His mouth dropped open.

And he came with a shudder.

Hot spurts deep inside me. Filling me. Stretching me. 

His cock throbbed as my pussy clenched, pulling every last drop out of him.

We stayed like that—locked, shaking, breathing hard through gritted teeth—as the world returned to silence.

We sat there for a long breath, tangled together in silence.

My body was still trembling—used, stretched, filled. I could feel Adam's cum leaking out of me, slick and warm, where our skin met. My legs straddled him loosely, thighs still twitching. My hair clung to my neck, damp with sweat. My breasts rose and fell with each heavy breath.

But my mind had already returned to focus.

I lifted myself slowly, carefully, biting my lip as his cock slid out of me, leaving me feeling impossibly empty. A string of our combined mess clung to me for a moment before falling between my thighs.

I stood, legs wobbling, and reached for my robe on the floor.

Adam watched me, wide-eyed. Still breathless. Still glowing.

I tightened the belt of my robe slowly.

Then looked at him.

Straight in the eye.

"We're going to be clear about something," I whispered, voice soft but firm. "This was fun. That's it."

He blinked.

I stepped closer and leaned down until my lips were near his ear.

"You're not my secret boyfriend. You're not going to fall for me. You're not going to act jealous or weird. And you're not going to tell a single fucking soul what happened tonight."

He swallowed hard. "I... won't."

"Because if you do?" I whispered. "You'll never get another taste."

He nodded, fast. "I won't. I promise."

I smiled faintly.

"And if you're very good," I said, brushing my lips over the shell of his ear, "maybe I'll let you fuck me again next weekend. Quietly. In secret. Just for the way you stretch me."

He groaned softly, his cock twitching even as it softened.

I pressed a kiss to his jaw. Nothing sweet about it.

"Now go to sleep."

I slipped down the hall, the body still tingling, the squish of my soaked thighs a sticky reminder of everything I'd just done. I passed the guest room without a sound. Dave's door remained shut.

I eased open our bedroom door.

Kevin was still asleep, one arm tucked under his head.

I walked silently to the ensuite, flicked on the light, and stared at myself in the mirror.

Red cheeks.

Tired eyes.

Skin still glowing.

I stepped into the shower and let the water run between my legs, washing away Adam's cum, Dave's cum, and the taste of risk.

But the feeling stayed.

Even as I dried off.

Even as I slid beneath the covers again beside Kevin.

I turned to whisper—but he was still deep in sleep.
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The sun had already climbed above the trees, painting pale stripes across the bedroom wall. The light was soft and still, . like the house was trying to pretend nothing had happened the night before.

But the ache in my thighs said otherwise.

I shifted beneath the sheets, muscles sore, skin tender in all the right places. My body buzzed with that familiar post-orgasm fatigue, warm and slow and lazy.

I reached out to the other side of the bed, expecting to find Kevin's warmth waiting for me...

But the sheets were cold.

Not lukewarm. Not recently left.

Cold.

He'd been gone for a while.

I turned my face into the pillow and inhaled. The scent of him lingered, faint and fading. My mouth curled into a smile.

He'd gotten up early.

And let me sleep in.

My legs slid slowly apart beneath the sheets, and a pulse of soreness flared between my thighs. I was still wet. Not fresh arousal. Residue.

Dave's cum.

And Adam's.

A slow, delicious shiver crawled up my spine.

Last night...

It came back in slow flashes, every detail settling into place as if I were unwrapping them one by one.

Chris's warm palm cupping my ass in the hallway.

Daniel's mouth, his hands grabbing greedily beneath the shadow of a staircase. The tension in his jaw when I pulled away.

Dave—twice. First, quiet and filthy in the guest room with the door left wide open for Kevin. Then loud and messy and fast.

And then...

Adam.

My breath caught.

That cock. Thick, hot, stretching me wide as I rode him on the living room couch, my robe slipping off one shoulder, my lips buried in his neck to keep from waking the house.

The things I'd whispered to him.

The way he came—fast, shaking, moaning my name like it meant something.

I clenched at the memory, hips pressing into the mattress. A lazy ache. A hunger still simmering low in my belly.

But I needed to get up. I needed to see my wonderful husband and know we were still good.

I peeled the covers off slowly, letting the cool air kiss my bare skin. I was nude. Still marked with faint bruises on my hips from Dave's grip, a slight rawness between my thighs, a soreness in my jaw from how far I'd taken Adam's cock down my throat.

I padded to the bathroom, feet silent on the hardwood, and clicked the door shut behind me.

The mirror told the truth.

Tousled hair. Smudges of makeup beneath my eyes. My breasts still flushed. Bite marks on my neck. I looked like I'd been ravaged and loved it.

I turned on the shower and stepped in, letting the first rush of hot water hit my collarbone and roll down between my breasts.

It felt like exhaling.

I stood there for a minute, not moving, letting the water run over me, rinsing away sweat and slick and memory. Then my hand drifted downward.

Slow.

Familiar.

Between my thighs.

I was already slick again.

My middle finger circled my clit, gently at first. My legs parted under the spray, knees bending slightly. I leaned one palm against the tile and let the other do the work.

I thought of Adam, his stunned eyes, the way he trembled under me, that thick stretch as I sank down slowly, inch by aching inch.

I bit my lip, breath catching.

Then Dave's voice echoed in my head. The things he said. How he said them.

Kevin's cock-sure smile, waiting in bed, knowing exactly what I was doing.

I rubbed faster, my breath shallow, heart pounding now.

My thighs tightened. My jaw clenched. The orgasm hit me fast and sharp, a twist deep in my belly that rippled outward through my core. My free hand slapped lightly against the wet tile as I came, holding myself up as I rode it out.

When it faded, I stayed there. Breathing. Letting the water clean me up again.

I stood straight, rinsed my hair, and stepped out into the steam-filled room.

Back in the bedroom, I opened Kevin's side of the wardrobe.

I didn't want anything of mine.

I wanted something his. I needed to feel a part of us. 

I pulled out one of his white button-downs. It was just a bit too big on me, but I loved that. I slipped it on slowly, buttoning it halfway, letting it hang off one shoulder. No bra.

Then I stepped into a tiny black G-string, the thin waistband riding high across my hips.

I looked at myself in the mirror once more.

Hair damp. Shirt clinging to my back.

A flash of bare skin when I turned.

Perfect.

The scent of coffee reached me on the stairs.

As I padded softly toward the kitchen, I heard voices.

Two of them.

Low. Familiar.

I turned the corner, and there they were.

Kevin.

Dave.

Both seated at the kitchen island, mugs in hand. Dave was freshly showered, his damp curls messy, a clean t-shirt hugging his shoulders. Kevin was already dressed, jeans and a black t-shirt, leaning on one elbow, his expression unreadable.

No sign of Adam.

I stepped into the room, bare feet on cool tile, hips swaying slightly beneath the hem of Kevin's shirt.

"Morning," I said softly, brushing my hair back.

Kevin looked up first.

He didn't smile.

Not right away.

Dave did.

As I stepped into the kitchen, the cool tile kissed the soles of my bare feet. The smell of coffee drifted up from the pot: strong, slightly burnt, exactly the way Kevin liked it.

Both he and Dave were already seated at the island. The morning sun lit the space in soft gold, making the room feel warm, quiet... deceptively calm.

Then Kevin smiled.

And everything changed.

His gaze swept over me slowly, starting at my bare legs, pausing at the edge of his white shirt, draping just long enough to suggest what wasn't underneath. His eyes climbed higher, dragging over the faint imprint of my nipples beneath the thin cotton, the damp strands of my hair curling at my neck.

He stood, silent.

Dave's eyes darted toward me, then quickly away—as if he couldn't trust himself to look too long.

But Kevin?

Kevin crossed the room like he had all the time in the world.

I didn't move.

I let him come to me.

He stopped close. Close. One hand slid around my waist, pulling me against him. The other cupped my cheek gently, his thumb brushing beneath my eye like he was rediscovering something.

His voice was soft. Deep. Intimate.

"Goddamn, Julie..."

He kissed me.

Not rushed.

Not performative.

Just deep, slow, honest. Like he knew exactly what I'd done the night before—and loved me more for it.

When he pulled back, his lips lingered just above mine, breath warm.

"You look radiant," he murmured. "Ravished. And dangerous."

I smiled, flushed and warm.

Then his tone shifted. Still playful, but with that dry edge only Kevin could pull off.

"And Adam," he said, chuckling softly. "Adam practically sprinted out of here this morning. I swear to God, Jules, the look on his face when I came down those stairs..."

I raised a brow. "What happened?"

Kevin leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

"He was in the living room. Sitting there on the couch like someone caught him with his hand in the communion bowl. Wouldn't look at me. Eyes wide. Hair a mess. Still shirtless."

I bit my lip.

Kevin continued, voice quieter now, just for me.

"I said good morning. He said nothing. Just blinked, grabbed his phone like it was a weapon, and started mumbling about how he really needed to get back home. He dropped his charger on the floor, bent to grab it, knocked over a glass, turned red as a tomato, and then just... ran."

I laughed into Kevin's chest, my arms tightening around his middle.

Kevin's voice dropped even lower, all warmth with a slice of something darker underneath.

"You broke that poor boy," he said, amused. "Or maybe... you woke something up."

His thumb brushed along my lower back, right where his shirt ended and my bare skin began.

"You didn't tell me how that ended."

"Maybe I will later," I murmured. "In the shower."

Kevin pulled me a little tighter and spoke, softer.

"Dave and I have been talking."

I glanced past Kevin's shoulder. Dave still sat at the island, coffee in hand, pretending not to listen. But his stillness betrayed him. He was waiting.

"Go on," I said.

"I wanted to make sure he understood where we are. What we're doing." Kevin's tone didn't waver. "He knows now."

I raised an eyebrow. "Knows what?"

Kevin leaned in, kissed my jaw once, then whispered into my ear.

"That when you want to be fucked hard, used, made to beg, you go to him."

A delicious chill shot straight down my spine.

"I told him not to hold back," Kevin continued, lips brushing the shell of my ear. "He knows what you need. Knows what you crave. And he knows he's free to give it to you."

He pulled back then, eyes meeting mine.

Then he glanced over his shoulder at Dave.

His arm remained around me as he said, just loud enough for Dave to hear:

"Anyway. Now that the awkward one's gone... we can enjoy breakfast like adults."

Kevin kissed my temple, then gently peeled away, leaving a warm imprint on my skin.

"Come on," he said, nudging my backside lightly. "We've got eggs to burn."

I smirked and turned toward the fridge, feeling both sets of eyes on me as I moved. The hem of his shirt swayed against the tops of my thighs—bare, exposed, teasing.

I bent slowly, opening the fridge door with a little extra sway of my hips as I reached for the carton of eggs.

The air behind me shifted.

I didn't have to look to know it was Dave.

He didn't touch me.

Not yet.

But I could feel his gaze—low and locked, heavy with restrained heat.

When I stood and turned, he was right there.

His smile was small. Careful. But his eyes gave him away.

"Toast?" I asked, holding up the loaf.

He nodded, stepping in to grab the pan from the wall. As he passed, his shoulder brushed mine. Deliberate.

"Knife?" he asked quietly.

"Drawer to your left."

He leaned in to reach, his chest brushing lightly against my back.

Not aggressive. Just... present.

Kevin busied himself with mugs and butter, humming something low and tuneless under his breath. He was always like this in the mornings: easy, still, a centre of gravity. But I could feel his attention hovering. He wasn't missing a thing.

I set the eggs beside the stove, cracked one with practised ease, and handed the shell to Dave.

"Catch."

He smirked, caught it in the air with a paper towel, and tossed it into the bin.

His hand lingered on the counter beside mine.

Close enough to touch.

Close enough that if I shifted half an inch, our fingers would graze.

I shifted.

They did.

He didn't pull away.

We cooked like that: Kevin at the coffee machine, Dave and I at the stove, orbiting each other in a rhythm just shy of intimate.

When I reached for the salt, Dave stepped behind me to grab the pepper. His chest brushed my back again. His palm landed softly on the curve of my hip.

This time, he didn't move.

He stood there, pressed to me, his hand resting with quiet confidence just below the small of my back.

"Something you need?" I asked, still facing the stove.

His voice was low.

"Just... appreciating the view."

My smile twitched.

"Enjoying it, or memorizing it?"

"Both."

Kevin's voice came from behind us, casual as you like.

"Need me in there?"

"We've got it covered," I called back, flipping the eggs.

"Oh, I can see that."

I glanced over my shoulder.

He stood at the far end of the kitchen, mug in hand, leaning against the counter with a knowing smile. Not tense. Not reserved. Just... watching.

His approval made me bolder.

I leaned back into Dave just slightly.

Let my hips shift into his body.

I felt the press of him. Hard already, thick behind his jeans.

He exhaled softly.

"You're playing with fire," he murmured into my ear.

"You'll keep your hands to yourself until I tell you otherwise."

"Will I?"

"You will if you want more."

He grunted, low and amused, and stepped back just as I turned to plate the eggs.

The plates hit the table with a soft clink. Dave set the pan down, and Kevin placed the coffee pot in the centre like it was the most important thing on Earth.

Everything looked... normal.

Golden eggs. Slightly burned toast. Jam and butter. Juice sweating in glasses.

But the three of us?

Anything but normal.

I lingered behind my chair a beat too long, watching Kevin sink into his seat and sip casually from his mug. His shirt clung to his arms, still rolled from last night. Relaxed. Observing.

Dave sat down in his own seat.

But before he pulled closer to the table, I slowly approached him.

He looked at me, brow raised.

I smiled.

Then, instead of sitting in my own chair, I slipped around in front of his.

And lowered me onto his lap.

Deliberately.

He caught me by the hips without thinking, steadying me as I settled onto him sideways: one leg draped across his thigh, the other tucked neatly between his knees.

His breath hitched. Just once.

"Comfortable?" he asked, voice low.

"Getting there."

Kevin watched the whole thing, one elbow resting on the table, his thumb idly stroking the rim of his coffee cup.

No tension.

Just quiet approval.

I reached for the toast with one hand and let the other slide across Dave's knee—down, slow, teasing, until I felt the heat and shape of his cock rising beneath his jeans.

My nails dragged lightly across the denim.

He grunted softly, shifting his hips. I felt the twitch beneath me, its weight pressing against the underside of my thigh.

"I thought we were eating," Kevin said, amused.

"We are," I replied sweetly, biting into the toast. "This is just... cosy seating."

Dave's fingers slid beneath the hem of Kevin's shirt, skin to skin.

He didn't move further.

Just stayed there. Holding me. 

And growing harder.

I poured myself juice with one hand while the other pressed down between Dave's thighs, just enough to feel the full pressure of him beneath me.

He exhaled hard through his nose.

"You're evil," he muttered.

"And you're enjoying it."

My fingers traced along the seam of his fly. He tensed beneath me. I rocked my hips subtly, letting the slick heat between my thighs rub right against him through the thin strip of my G-string.

The friction made me clench.

Hard.

"You're soaked," he murmured, voice ragged. "You're already—"

"Hush."

I cut a glance to Kevin.

Still watching. Calm. Interested. A small smirk playing at the corner of his mouth.

"You okay with this?" I asked him, voice honeyed.

"I'm more than okay."

His eyes flicked to where Dave's hand had begun slowly stroking along my thigh.

"You gonna let him make you cum?"

"Not yet."

I shifted again—this time turning so I straddled Dave properly.

His cock pressed up between my folds now, denim rough beneath the soaked silk of my G-string.

"Jesus," Dave whispered, hands tightening on my waist. "You're fucking—"

"I know," I breathed.

Then leaned forward and kissed him.

Open-mouthed. Slow. Wet.

Not romantic.

Filthy.

His tongue met mine eagerly. His hands moved to cup my ass, pulling me down harder against his cock.

I moaned into his mouth.

Kevin cleared his throat.

I broke the kiss slowly and turned to him, lips glistening.

"Problem?"

He smiled. "Just enjoying the show."

We took our time with breakfast. No one rushed. No one moved quickly.

We were now playing a new game where every slow pour of juice, every brush of fingers on the table, every bitten lip held meaning. I sat on Dave's lap until the very last bite was gone. Until his cock pulsed so hard beneath me that I knew one more shift of my hips might end the game too soon.

So I stood.

Deliberately.

And took the plates to the sink.

Dave followed me without a word.

The water ran warm over my hands as I rinsed the dishes, the sounds of clinking plates and the soft hum of the faucet masking my breathing.

I was still flushed. Still aching.

Behind me, I felt him. The heat of him at my back.

He didn't ask.

He didn't speak.

He just stepped forward until I could feel his chest against my shoulder blades, his breath warm beside my ear.

His hands slid around my waist again.

Then lower.

He didn't fumble.

He didn't tease.

He moved the shirt aside, peeled the string of my G-string gently to one side—and slid two fingers between my folds.

I gasped, my hands freezing in the water.

But I didn't stop.

I kept rinsing the plate, even as his fingers stroked up through my soaked slit, slow and precise.

"Jesus," he murmured so softly I barely heard him. "You're still dripping."

I swallowed hard, eyes fluttering.

Then—

"Everything okay over there?" Kevin's voice carried gently from the table.

Shit.

I looked over my shoulder.

He was still seated, coffee mug in hand, looking straight at me.

"Yes," I said, voice tight.

Dave's fingers curled.

I exhaled through my nose, quietly, clenching around him, fighting the moan building in my chest.

Kevin stood slowly, carrying his empty mug over to the counter, setting it beside the sink.

"Multi-tasking?" he asked.

I forced a smile, one hand braced against the sink, the other still holding a dripping plate.

"Just... staying productive."

Behind me, Dave slid one finger deeper.

I bit the inside of my cheek.

Kevin stepped closer, not touching me—but close enough that I could smell him.

"What did Adam say to you?" he asked softly, voice curious.

My mind struggled to focus.

"He... didn't say much," I whispered, breath catching. "Just... stared."

"Poor kid."

Dave moved inside me again—another slow thrust.

I clenched the edge of the sink with white knuckles.

Kevin watched me. His eyes dropped to my lips. Then back up.

"You okay?" he asked again, quiet now.

I met his gaze. "Yes."

"Sure?"

My voice nearly broke.

"Kevin... if you keep asking me questions while he's doing this..."

He raised a brow. "Doing what?"

And just like that, Dave slid a second finger into me.

I whimpered. Barely. But enough.

Kevin smiled—warm, dark, and entirely pleased.

"Right," he said, turning away. "Just let me know when you need help drying."

Dave's fingers were still inside me—deep, slow, intentional. My body had started to move without my permission—hips shifting, thighs pressing, my breath slipping out in short, quiet bursts as I braced against the counter.

I could've stopped him.

I could've stepped away.

But instead, I reached back.

One hand moved behind me, found his wrist, and didn't pull it away.

I pressed him deeper.

My voice was barely a whisper. "Don't stop."

Dave didn't speak. He didn't have to.

He adjusted his stance behind me, his body pressing closer—his chest against my back, his breath now sharp at my neck. His fingers curled with more intent, stroking that spot inside me that made my knees soften, made my jaw clench tight.

"You're soaked," he murmured, words like gravel and sex. "I don't even have to work for it. You're begging already."

"I'm not begging," I whispered, but my voice betrayed me—shaky, high, undone.

He leaned in closer. "Not with words."

And still—he didn't speed up. He kept it slow. Precise. Each stroke a message. Each drag of his fingers a test.

And I broke first.

I pushed back into him, my ass grinding against his cock, hips tilted just right to trap his fingers deeper inside me.

I turned my head slightly, eyes half-lidded, meeting Kevin's gaze across the room.

He hadn't moved.

Not one step.

He stood near the table, arms crossed, jaw tight, eyes dark.

And he was watching.

Not saying a word.

I held his stare.

And then whispered—so soft Dave barely caught it—

"Now."

I straightened slowly, turned, and stepped away from the counter.

The hem of Kevin's shirt clung to the tops of my thighs. Dave's eyes dropped to the space beneath it, and I watched his throat move with a slow swallow.

I took a step forward.

"You've been teasing me all morning," I said, voice low.

He didn't deny it.

"I've let you get away with it," I continued. "But now..."

I stepped into him.

"I want everything."

I grabbed his wrists and guided them to my waist.

And he snapped.

His mouth crashed against mine.

There was nothing careful now. Nothing delicate. Just need.

Fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer. His tongue pushed past my lips, deep, hot, searching. I kissed him back harder, tasting coffee and want and the edge of something filthy.

His hands moved lower—palms full of my ass beneath the shirt, gripping, kneading, dragging me into him.

I could feel how hard he was. Thick and insistent, pressed between us.

I ground against him shamelessly, moaning into his mouth.

He pulled back just long enough to say to my husband behind him:

"You said not to hold back."

"That I did," my husband confirmed.

Dave spun me around and pushed me gently back against the counter, his hands already under the shirt, dragging the G-string aside.

His fingers dipped into me again—rougher now, not careful, not patient.

I gasped, one hand flying to his shoulder for balance.

"I knew you were like this," he murmured. "From the first time I saw you. Knew you were just waiting for someone to fuck you like you deserved."

I moaned, head falling back.

"You're going to ruin me," I whispered.

He laughed darkly. "No. I'm going to make you come so hard you forget your husband's name."

And still—I could see Kevin over Dave's shoulder.

And it didn't shake me.

It thrilled me.

The edge of the counter dug into the backs of my thighs as Dave pressed forward, his hands under the hem of Kevin's shirt, lifting it just enough to bare me to the cool air.

My G-string was already tugged aside—useless now. His fingers, still slick from earlier, still wet with me, moved with reckless confidence.

But that wasn't enough.

I reached between us, undid his belt in two swift tugs, then opened his jeans. He hissed through his teeth as I slid my hand inside.

God. The heat of him. The thickness. Kevin was right—Dave had been holding back.

Not anymore.

He pushed his jeans down with one hand, freeing himself. His cock sprang up, flushed and heavy, already leaking.

I wanted it.

I needed it.

"Now," I whispered.

His hands grabbed the backs of my thighs and lifted me halfway onto the counter. My legs wrapped around his waist. His cock rubbed against me—hot, wet, not inside yet. Not quite.

We looked at each other for a single breath.

Then he thrust forward.

And I shattered.

The moment Dave thrust inside me, I gasped—sharp, raw, overwhelmed.

He was so thick. It was like being split in half, filled in a way that made every nerve in my body twitch.

My legs wrapped tighter around his waist, heels pressing into the back of his thighs as he drove deeper. The edge of the counter pressed into my back, anchoring me.

"Oh fuck," he groaned, voice rasping in my ear. "You're.... fuck, Julie. So tight. So wet. You're swallowing me whole."

My fingernails raked down his back through his shirt. "Because I wanted this. I chose this."

He fucked me with rhythm now—each thrust sharp and deep, his hips slapping into me, the kitchen echoing with wet, smothered sounds.

I moaned, loud enough that I had to bite down on my wrist to muffle it.

"Kevin told me to give it to you," Dave growled. "Told me you needed it dirty. Needed someone to fill you, stretch you, ruin you."

I gasped, meeting his eyes. "Then ruin me."

He growled again, slammed deeper—but then I tightened my grip on his shoulders, held him there, buried inside me.

"No. Wait."

He froze, panting.

I slid off the counter slowly, legs shaking.

Then I put my hand on his muscled chest and walked him backwards into the chair he'd been sitting in during breakfast.

I climbed onto his lap, straddling him fully, my hands on his chest, my eyes locked with his.

"Let me control," I whispered.

And then I sank down on his cock again—slow, deliberate, every inch dragging against soaked, pulsing walls.

His hands flew to my waist, but I caught his wrists, pinning them to the chair.

"Let me ride you."

"Julie—fuck..."

"Shut up."

I began to move—slow, deep circles with my hips, grinding hard against his base, my clit catching just right with every roll forward. I was using him now—his body, his cock, his breath. Making him watch me take what I needed.

"This what you wanted?" I whispered, grinding faster. "To watch me fall apart on your cock?"

His voice broke. "Yes."

"To know you made me cum before my husband's eyes?"

"Yes."

I leaned in close, lips brushing his ear.

"Kevin's going to watch me enjoy this."

His cock twitched inside me.

"He's going to count how many times you made me cum. He's going hear me beg you to stay inside and wonder how much you came."

I bounced now—harder, wetter, faster.

"And I'm going to tell him."

I was so close. My body coiled, sweat running down my spine, my thighs trembling from the effort.

"Julie," Dave gasped, voice cracking. "Please—I'm gonna—"

"Not yet."

I slowed, hips rolling again in slow, punishing circles. His eyes rolled back.

"You'll cum," I whispered. "When I do."

The kitchen was hot now—sweat running down my spine, the scent of coffee and sex swirling together. I was riding Dave hard, my thighs burning, his cock buried deep inside me with every downward grind.

The slap of skin echoed against tile. Our breaths were ragged. Sharp.

His eyes locked on mine, wild and wide, like he was holding on by a thread.

I leaned in close, barely able to keep my voice steady.

"You fuck me like you've been waiting for this," I whispered.

"I have."

"How long?"

His hands gripped my waist tighter. "Since before you married him."

My pussy clenched around him. I moaned.

"You could've had me years ago," I breathed.

He growled, hips lifting to meet mine.

"I should've," he hissed. "I should've bent you over the second you started walking around in those tight fucking skirts."

I smiled darkly. "I wanted you to."

His head dropped back against the chair, a groan tearing from his chest.

"All these years," he gasped. "I've watched him touch you. Watched you smile at him like he owned you. But now? Now you're riding my cock. Now you're mine."

I slapped his cheek—light, taunting—and grabbed his face in both hands.

"I'm never yours," I snarled. "I'll fuck you. I'll use you. I'll take your cum. But I belong to him."

"Then why does it feel like I'm the one wrecking you?"

"Because you are," I moaned.

I started bouncing again—harder, wetter, the sounds obscene in the kitchen. His cock dragged perfectly inside me, thick and twitching, hitting all the places that made me dizzy.

I looked up and locked eyes with Kevin. He was still there, mug in hand. Eyes intent. Nostrils flaring. Breathing hard. The bulge in his pants confirmed. He was loving this. Loving the rawnes. The rudeness. The dirtytalk.

Dave reached up, yanked Kevin's shirt open, exposing my breasts. His mouth was on them in a second—licking, sucking, biting.

"I love you," I mouthed to Kevin, then, out loud: 

"You fuck me so much better than Kevin does." 

"You take cock like you're starving."

"Because I am."

My whole body started to tighten. The coil wound tight in my belly. My clit throbbed. My walls clenched down around his cock like a vice.

Dave's voice broke as he grabbed my hips. "Let me cum in you. Please. Let me fill you."

"Do it," I gasped. "Breed me, Dave."

He cried out—a deep, guttural sound—and his cock pulsed, hard. I felt the heat of him flood inside me in hot, thick spurts, each one making me twitch and grind harder.

It sent me over the edge.

My orgasm hit like a tidal wave—violent, full-body, unstoppable. I came with a cry that I buried in his shoulder, shaking, breathless, my pussy milking every drop of him. And there, by the wall, I saw my husband grinning.

I didn't stop moving—not right away.

I kept rocking.

Kept whispering.

"You should've done this years ago."

"I will again," he growled.

"You'll be my filth," I hissed. "My dirty escape."

He held me tight.

"God, Julie..."

"Say it."

"You're mine when he's not looking."

I kissed him hard.

"I'm yours when he's looking as well."

From behind us, a slow, deliberate clap.

Dave stiffened beneath me. Had he forgotten Kevin was there?

He turned.

Kevin stood leaning against the wall, arms crossed. Grinning.

"Well," he said. "You two sure know how to finish breakfast."

Dave cleared his throat, clearly trying to find whatever dignity hadn't just been wrung out of him on the kitchen chair.

Kevin's eyes found mine. "Shower. Both of you."

"Yes, sir," I said with a slow smile.

—-
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Kevin and I were settled into the quiet rhythm of the evening, the kind where the silence is shared and easy. The glow of the TV flickered across the living room, ignored. He scrolled. I scrolled.

Then my phone buzzed.

Josh.

Sorry I missed the party last night. Dad's 70th ran late.

Still... kind of wish I'd been there. You looked like you had plans.

I smiled slowly, thumb hovering.

Another message followed.

Think you'll ever want to "party" with me sometime? Just us. My place.

I leaned back into the cushions, my pulse rising just enough to feel the tingle return low in my belly.

I typed slowly.

Tuesday's workday ends at 16:00. Your place by 16:30?

Three dots.

Then:

Yes. You'll knock or let yourself in?

You'll leave the door open.

Fuck, Julie.

I know.

I locked my screen, pulse steady but warm.

Then glanced at Kevin.

"Josh wants to party," I said quietly.

Kevin didn't look up from his phone. "Do you?"

"Tuesday."

He nodded. "Noted."

A few minutes later, I swiped over to my calendar.

"Hey," I said, "Thursday night, I think I'll do a solo gym session."

Kevin raised an eyebrow.

"Late one?"

"Mmm. Real late," I said, not looking up. "Maybe I'll book Tyrese again. Just to, you know, keep up my form."

His smile was slow, amused.

"And..."

I tapped ahead to Saturday.

"You're golfing next weekend, right?"

"Yeah."

I hesitated a beat, then added, "Maybe I'll invite Adam over. Just to clear the air. Make sure there are no... misunderstandings."

Kevin let out a low chuckle.

"You are really planning a lot of playdates, hon."

I met his gaze, smiling wide.

"A girl can never have too many playdates."
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