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		Kid-Free Friday

		

		Emily bounced in her booster seat behind me. Her voice filled the car with questions about whether Grandma would make pancakes for breakfast and if Grandpa would let her stay up past bedtime. I glanced at the rearview mirror and caught her grin.

		"Probably yes to both, sweetie," Jess said from the passenger seat. She twisted around to look at our daughter. "But you have to promise to be good."

		"I promise!"

		I kept my eyes on the road. Friday evening traffic moved slow through our neighborhood. The sun hung low, casting orange light across the dashboard. My hand rested on the gear shift. Jess's hand covered mine for a moment before she pulled away to adjust the air conditioning.

		Seven years of marriage. Seven years of waking up next to a woman I still couldn't believe chose me. Jess turned back around in her seat. Her profile caught the fading sunlight. Chestnut hair pulled into a messy bun. The curve of her neck. She wore a simple gray t-shirt and black leggings. The shirt stretched tight across her chest. Her massive tits strained the fabric. I'd watched her get dressed earlier and seen her struggle to find a sports bra that could contain them properly.

		We'd had sex two nights ago. Wednesday night after Emily went to bed. Missionary, then her on top for a few minutes before I came. She'd been into it. Moaning, kissing me, grinding on my cock. But afterward, lying in the dark, I'd wondered if she wanted more. Something I couldn't give her.

		I pushed the thought away.

		"Daddy, you're not listening!"

		"Sorry, bug. What did you say?"

		Emily launched into another story about school. Jess smiled at me. Her hazel eyes caught the light. Gold flecks visible. She reached over and squeezed my thigh. I felt the warmth of her palm through my jeans.

		We pulled into her parents' driveway at six fifteen. The house looked exactly the same as always. Red brick. White trim. Flower beds her mother obsessed over. Emily unbuckled herself before I even put the car in park.

		"Grandma!"

		She bolted out of the car and up the front steps. The door opened. Jess's mother stood there with arms wide. Emily crashed into her with the full force of a seven-year-old's excitement.

		Jess and I got out slower. I grabbed Emily's overnight bag from the trunk. Jess walked ahead of me up the driveway. Her ass moved in those leggings. Round. High. Shelf-like from years of heavy squats at the gym. I knew every inch of that body. Thick thighs with visible muscle definition even through the fabric. Tight waist. Then her back flaring up to shoulders that had actual width to them.

		She was built like a fantasy. And she was mine.

		"Daniel, good to see you." Jess's father shook my hand at the door. His grip firm but friendly.

		We stood in their living room for ten minutes. Small talk. Plans for the weekend. Emily showing her grandmother a drawing she'd made at school. Jess hugged her mother. I watched her bend down to kiss Emily goodbye. Her shirt rode up slightly. The small of her back visible. Pale skin with pink undertones.

		"Be good for Grandma and Grandpa," Jess said. She cupped Emily's face in both hands. "We'll pick you up Sunday afternoon."

		"Love you, Mommy."

		"Love you too, baby."

		I kissed Emily's forehead. She smelled like the strawberry shampoo Jess used on her hair. Then we were walking back to the car. Jess waved from the passenger window as I backed out of the driveway.

		The car felt different without Emily's chatter. Quiet. Jess leaned back in her seat and closed her eyes. A small smile played on her lips.

		"Two whole days," she said.

		"Two whole days."

		"What should we do with all this freedom?"

		I merged onto the main road heading home. Her hand found my thigh again. Higher this time. Her fingers traced small circles through the denim.

		"I'm sure we'll think of something," I said.

		She laughed. The sound filled the car. I glanced over at her. She'd opened her eyes and was looking at me. Really looking. Her tongue touched her bottom lip for just a second.

		"I'm thinking wine," she said. "Lots of wine."

		"We could do that."

		Her hand stayed on my thigh. The heat of it spread through me. My cock stirred slightly. I shifted in my seat. She noticed. Her fingers pressed down just a little harder.

		"Maybe order something instead of cooking," she added. "I don't want to spend the evening in the kitchen."

		"Chinese? Thai?"

		"Whatever sounds good when the time comes."

		I grinned. Her hand slid away as I turned onto our street. The sun had dropped lower. Shadows stretched across the pavement. Our house came into view. Single story ranch. The lawn needed mowing but looked decent enough. I pulled into the driveway.

		Jess was already out of the car before I turned off the engine. I watched her walk up to the front door. The curve of her body. The way she moved with complete confidence in her own skin. Her ass flexed with each step. Those leggings left nothing to the imagination.

		I grabbed my keys and followed her inside.

		The house felt bigger without Emily. Quieter. Jess dropped her purse on the kitchen counter and kicked off her shoes. She stretched her arms over her head. Her shirt rode up. I saw the pale skin of her stomach. The faint line still visible from her pregnancy years ago. A thin shadow of pigmentation running down from her navel.

		"I'm going to shower," she said. "Get this gym smell off me."

		"You went this morning?"

		"Yeah. Early session before work. I'm still feeling it in my legs."

		She walked past me. Her hand brushed my chest. Just a casual touch but it sent heat through my body. Then she was heading down the hallway toward our bedroom. I watched her go. The hallway swallowed her. I heard the bedroom door stay open. Then the bathroom door closing. Water running through the pipes.

		I stood in the kitchen. The silence pressed in. I opened the fridge out of habit and stared at the contents. Leftover chicken. Some vegetables. A half-empty bottle of white wine. I grabbed the wine and poured myself a glass. The liquid caught the fading light coming through the window.

		Water still ran in the pipes. I pictured Jess in the shower. Her massive tits heavy and wet. Water running down her muscular body. Soap sliding over her pale skin.

		My cock thickened in my jeans.

		I took a long drink of wine. The coldness spread through my chest. I walked into the living room and sank into the couch. The cushions felt soft. Familiar. I set my wine glass on the coffee table and pulled out my phone.

		Instagram opened automatically. The first post on my feed was an ad for protein powder. I scrolled past it. The next post showed someone's lunch. Scrolled past that too.

		Then I saw Jess.

		The photo stopped my thumb mid-swipe. She stood in our gym's mirror. Sports bra. Black. Tight across her massive chest. Her tits pushed up and together. The deep line of cleavage visible even in the compressed fabric. Her abs showed definition. Not ripped but lean. Strong. Her thick thighs filled the frame. Muscles carved into her quads. She had one hand on her hip. The other holding her phone. Her face showed that confident smile. The small gap between her front teeth visible.

		The caption read "Morning grind" with a flexing arm emoji.

		Posted six hours ago.

		I stared at the image. My wife. Looking like that. Posted for anyone to see.

		The like count sat at 237. I clicked on it. Names scrolled past. Some I recognized from her gym. Some I didn't. Women she trained with. Guys I'd never heard of. The list went on. I backed out and scrolled to the comments.

		"Damn girl" with three fire emojis.

		"Body goals" with a heart.

		"Looking strong" with a flexing arm.

		"Absolutely stunning."

		I kept scrolling. More comments. More emojis. Guys I didn't know telling my wife she looked incredible. Telling her she was beautiful. Telling her they wished their girl looked like that.

		"How do I get my wife to look like this?" Someone replied "You don't, you find one that already does." Laughing emojis.

		Another comment. "That husband of yours is one lucky man."

		Heart-eyes emoji. Flame emoji. Drooling emoji.

		My chest tightened. Pride mixed with something else. Something uncomfortable.

		I scrolled further.

		Then I saw it.

		Marcus. Three fire emojis. Nothing else. Just the three flames sitting there under her photo.

		My stomach flipped. A flutter that moved down into my groin. I stared at his comment. His profile picture showed him in a tank top. Muscular arms. Broad shoulders. That easy smile he always had.

		My cock stirred.

		The feeling made no sense. Marcus was a friend. A good guy. We talked sports. We'd grabbed beers a few times. He and Jess trained together years ago before he switched gyms. Old friends reconnecting. That's all.

		But the fire emojis sat there on my screen.

		I clicked on his profile. Photos of him at the gym. At a basketball game. One recent post showed him with a blonde woman. Pretty. Petite. The caption said something about new beginnings. That must be Ashley.

		I backed out and looked at Jess's post again. Marcus's comment. The flame emojis burning into my retinas.

		The shower stopped. Water cut off abruptly. The pipes groaned. I heard the shower door open. Movement down the hallway.

		I should close the app. Put my phone down. I kept staring.

		Footsteps. Soft on the hardwood floor. Getting closer.

		"What are you doing?"

		I looked up. Jess stood at the edge of the living room. White towel wrapped around her body. The towel barely contained her massive tits. The tops of them swelled over the edge. Heavy. Full. Water dripped from her chestnut hair onto her shoulders. Her skin flushed pink from the hot water. Droplets ran down between her tits and disappeared under the towel.

		"Just scrolling," I said. My voice sounded normal.

		She walked closer. Her wet feet left prints on the floor. She stopped next to the couch and looked down at my phone screen. Her eyebrows raised.

		"Oh. That post."

		"You've got a lot of likes."

		She shrugged. The movement made the towel slip slightly. She caught it and tucked the edge tighter. "People liked it I guess."

		"A lot of comments too."

		"Yeah?"

		I turned the phone toward her. She leaned down to look. Her wet hair dripped onto my arm. Cold drops. I smelled her body wash. Something floral and clean. Her massive tits hung heavy in the towel. The line between them deep and shadowed. I could see down into that valley. Pale skin. The swell of her flesh.

		She scrolled through the comments with her finger. A smile played on her lips.

		"Marcus commented," I said.

		"Did he?" She found it and laughed. "Classic Marcus. He always hypes my posts."

		"Lots of guys commenting."

		She straightened up. Her hazel eyes met mine. Gold flecks caught the lamplight. "People work hard for their bodies. I'm not going to hide mine because it makes others uncomfortable."

		"I didn't say you should."

		"But you're thinking it."

		"I'm not."

		She looked at me for a long moment. Her expression unreadable. Then she smiled. That confident smile that always disarmed me. "You're cute when you're a little jealous."

		"I'm not jealous."

		"Uh huh."

		She turned and started walking toward the hallway. The towel rode up slightly on her thick thighs. I watched her ass move underneath the white fabric. Round. High. Perfect. The muscles in her calves flexed with each step.

		She stopped at the hallway entrance. Turned back around.

		"You know what we should do?"

		"What?"

		"Have people over. Make it a fun night."

		My throat felt tight. "Tonight?"

		"Yeah. Why not? We have the whole weekend. No kid to worry about. It could be fun."

		"Who were you thinking?"

		"Marcus and his new girlfriend. Ashley. I saw on his Instagram he's seeing someone. We could have them over for dinner. Drinks. Just hang out."

		Marcus. In our house. Sitting across from Jess while she looked the way she looked.

		My cock pressed harder against my jeans.

		"Sure," I said. "That sounds good."

		"Really?"

		"Yeah. I like Marcus. And it would be nice to meet Ashley."

		Jess grinned. "Perfect. I'll text him."

		She pulled her phone from somewhere. I hadn't seen where she'd been carrying it. Maybe she'd left it in the bathroom. She unlocked it and her thumbs moved fast across the screen. Typing. Sending. Her face lit up with the screen glow.

		"Done," she said. "Let's see what he says."

		She looked at me. Really looked. Her eyes moved down to my lap. To where my cock made a visible outline in my jeans. Then back up to my face. That smile widened.

		"I need to get dressed," she said. "Pick out something nice."

		She walked away. Down the hallway. Her bare feet silent. The bedroom door stayed open. I heard the towel drop. The soft sound of it hitting the floor.

		I sat on the couch. My phone still in my hand. Marcus's fire emojis still on the screen. My cock hard and aching in my jeans.

		Water still dripped from the towel prints on the floor. Slowly evaporating.

		I heard drawers opening in the bedroom. Closing. The soft rustle of fabric. I stood up from the couch. My wine glass sat forgotten on the coffee table. I walked down the hallway. The bedroom door still open.

		Jess stood in front of our dresser. Completely naked. Her back to me. The curve of her spine. Her muscular shoulders tapering down to that tight waist. Then her ass. Round. High. Shelf-like. The muscles in her glutes defined even when she wasn't flexing. Her thick thighs powerful. I could see the separation in her hamstrings.

		She bent forward to pull something from a drawer. Her ass lifted. The lips of her pussy visible between her thighs. Pink. I caught just a glimpse before she straightened up.

		In her hands she held a black bra. Lacy. Structured. She turned slightly and saw me in the doorway.

		"Enjoying the view?"

		"Always."

		She smiled. That gap between her front teeth visible. She slipped her arms through the bra straps and reached behind to clasp it. Her massive tits lifted as she secured the hooks. The bra was clearly designed for larger busts. Heavy duty. It pushed her G-cups up and together. Created a canyon of cleavage. Deep. Shadowed. Her pale skin contrasted against the black fabric.

		She adjusted herself in the cups. Her hands cupping the weight of her tits. Making sure everything sat right. Her small nipples pressed against the lace.

		"This one good?" she asked.

		"Very good."

		She turned back to the dresser. Pulled open another drawer. Found a fitted black V-neck top. She pulled it over her head. The fabric stretched across her chest. The neckline plunged low. Very low. The tops of her tits swelled up. The line of cleavage on full display. The shirt clung to her body. Showed her lean waist. The slight definition in her abs.

		She moved to the closet. Found a pair of dark jeans. Tight. She stepped into them and pulled them up her thick thighs. The denim hugged every curve. Her ass filled them perfectly. She turned to check herself in the mirror on the back of our door. Her hands ran down her hips. Over her ass. Checking the fit.

		"These work?"

		"Yeah."

		This was just how Jess dressed. She'd worked hard for her body. Years in the gym. Heavy weights. Discipline. She wasn't going to hide it. She'd told me that before when I'd mentioned maybe wearing something less revealing to a company party. She'd laughed and said she wasn't ashamed of looking good.

		I wasn't asking her to change. I loved that confidence. That ownership of her sexuality. It's what drew me to her in college. That unapologetic comfort in her own skin.

		But sometimes when other men looked at her the way they looked at her, something twisted in my gut.

		She moved to the bathroom. Left the door open. I watched her apply makeup. Minimal. Just some mascara. A touch of lip gloss. She ran a brush through her damp hair. Gathered it up. Secured it in a loose ponytail. Some strands fell around her face. Framed her hazel eyes.

		She caught my reflection in the mirror. "You're staring."

		"Can't help it."

		"You should probably change too. You've got that dad-on-Friday look going."

		I looked down at my jeans and plain t-shirt. She was right. I walked to my dresser. Found a button-down shirt. Dark blue. I changed into it. Left it untucked. Casual but cleaner.

		Jess walked past me out of the bedroom. Her hand trailed across my stomach as she passed. "Better."

		I followed her down the hallway. Into the kitchen. She went straight to the wine. Poured herself a glass from the bottle I'd opened. Took a long drink.

		"We should figure out food," I said.

		"Thai?"

		"Sure."

		I pulled out my phone. Found the Thai place we always ordered from. Pad thai. Drunken noodles. Spring rolls. Curry. Enough for four people. I placed the order. Delivery in forty-five minutes.

		Jess leaned against the counter. Her wine glass in one hand. Her phone in the other. She was looking at the screen. Smiling.

		"Marcus said they can be here around eight thirty."

		I glanced at the microwave clock. Seven forty-five.

		"That works. Food should be here by then too."

		She set her phone down. Took another drink. Her throat moved as she swallowed. A drop of wine caught on her bottom lip. She licked it away.

		"I haven't seen Marcus in a while," she said. "Not since he switched gyms."

		"You guys used to train together a lot."

		"Yeah. He was a great training partner. Really pushed me on squats." She paused. "Then he got divorced and changed gyms. I think the old one had too many memories or something."

		"That makes sense."

		She pushed off the counter. Walked to the sliding glass door that led to our backyard. Looked out into the darkness. The kitchen light reflected in the glass. Her silhouette. The curve of her body.

		"I'm glad he's seeing someone," she said. "He seemed pretty torn up about the divorce when it happened."

		"How long ago was that?"

		"Two years? Maybe a little less." She turned back to me. "Ashley seems cute from her photos."

		I thought about the blonde woman in Marcus's Instagram post. Young. Pretty. Conventional in a way that seemed safe.

		Nothing like Jess.

		Jess walked back to the counter. Refilled her wine glass. The bottle was half empty now. She poured me a glass without asking. Handed it to me. Our fingers touched as I took it.

		"To a kid-free weekend," she said. She raised her glass.

		I clinked mine against hers. "To freedom."

		We both drank. The wine was crisp. Cold. It spread warmth through my chest. Jess set her glass down and started moving around the kitchen. Getting out plates. Napkins. Setting them on the counter where we'd eat. We didn't use the dining table much. Too formal for a Friday night.

		I watched her move. Her jeans tight across her ass. The V-neck showing that impossible cleavage. Every time she bent forward I saw deeper into that valley. The lace of her bra. The swell of her pale flesh.

		My cock stayed semi-hard in my jeans. A constant awareness.

		She caught me staring again. Smiled. "You're going to make me self-conscious."

		"Doubt that's possible."

		"Fair point."

		She walked past me. Her hand touched my lower back. Just a casual touch. Familiar. Seven years of marriage created a language of small gestures. But this touch lingered. Her palm pressed flat. Warm through my shirt. Then it slid away.

		The doorbell rang.

		"Food?" Jess asked.

		I checked my phone. "Too early. Must be them."

		Her eyebrows raised. "Oh. Early."

		I set my wine glass down. Walked toward the front door. My heart beat faster. Just slightly. Just enough to notice. I heard Jess following behind me.

		I reached the door. My hand on the handle. I pulled it open.

		Marcus stood on our front porch. Broad shoulders. Black t-shirt that showed his muscular arms. Dark jeans. That easy smile on his face. Next to him stood a blonde woman. Petite. Maybe five-four. Tight dress. Blue. Heels. She had her arm looped through his. Holding onto him like a prize.

		"Hey man," Marcus said. His voice deep. Friendly. He extended his hand.

		I shook it. His grip firm. "Hey. Come in."

		They stepped inside. Ashley first. She smiled at me. Bright. Overly enthusiastic. "Thanks so much for having us!"

		"Of course."

		Marcus's eyes moved past me. To Jess. I watched his expression shift. Just slightly. His eyes widened. Dropped to her chest. Then back up. That smile widened.

		"Jess. Looking good."

		

	
		Dinner

		

		"Thanks," Jess said. She stepped around me into the doorway. Her smile looked genuine. Warm.

		Marcus extended his hand to me first. His grip firm. Familiar. Then he turned slightly and gestured to the woman beside him.

		"This is Ashley," he said. "Ashley, this is Daniel and Jess."

		Ashley bounced forward. Petite. Maybe five-four in her heels. The tight blue dress hugged her slim frame. Her blonde hair fell straight past her shoulders. Highlighted. Professionally done. She had that conventionally pretty face. Blue eyes. Small nose. Bright smile. Her heels clicked on the hardwood as she threw her arms around Jess before anyone could say anything else.

		"Oh my god, you look amazing!"

		Jess laughed and returned the hug. Ashley's petite frame disappeared against my wife's curves. The blonde's head barely reached Jess's chin. Her thin arms wrapped around Jess's back. The size difference was obvious. Ashley pulled back and her eyes dropped immediately to Jess's chest. To that deep valley of cleavage the black V-neck created. Her mouth opened slightly.

		"I love your top. You look so good."

		"Thanks, sweetie. You look great too. That dress is perfect on you."

		"Nice to meet you, Ashley," I said.

		She turned to me and smiled. Extended her hand. Her grip was light. Barely there. She pulled back quickly and moved to Marcus's side again. Her hand found his arm immediately.

		Marcus stepped forward. He opened his arms and Jess stepped into them without hesitation. His massive hands spread across her back. One hand pressed against her shoulder blade. The other rested lower. Near her waist. Jess tilted her head up to look at him. She had to angle her neck. Even in his casual stance he towered over her.

		"Good to see you," she said.

		"Been too long."

		They held the hug. Three seconds. Four. Long enough that I noticed. Marcus's hand slid up her back before he released her. His fingers trailed along her spine through the thin fabric. Jess stepped back and turned toward me. Her cheeks looked flushed. Pink spreading across her pale skin.

		Ashley looped her arm through Marcus's immediately. Her hand gripped his bicep. She leaned into him and smiled up at his face.

		"Come in, come in," I said. I stepped back from the doorway.

		Marcus walked in first. He moved through the entryway with easy familiarity. Ashley followed beside him. Her head turned as she took in the living room. The sectional couch. The TV mounted on the wall. The coffee table with a few magazines stacked on it.

		"Your home is so cozy," Ashley said. Her voice had that bright enthusiasm. "I love these hardwood floors."

		"Thanks," Jess said. "We've been here about five years now."

		Marcus moved toward the living room without prompting. He knew the space. He'd been here for beers during football games. For a barbecue last summer. For that time he helped me move the old couch out to the curb.

		Jess closed the front door behind them. The latch clicked. She walked past me toward the living room. Her ass moved in those tight jeans. Round. High. Perfectly framed by the denim. Marcus glanced back at her. His eyes tracked her movement for a moment before Ashley tugged on his arm.

		"Can I get you guys drinks?" Jess asked. She turned to face them. Her hands rested on her hips. The pose made her chest more prominent. Her massive tits strained against the V-neck. The black fabric stretched tight.

		"Wine would be great," Ashley said.

		"Same," Marcus added.

		"Perfect. We've got red and white open. Daniel, help me?"

		I followed her into the kitchen. The swinging door separated us from the living room. Jess went straight to the counter where we'd left the wine bottles. She grabbed four glasses from the cabinet. Her shirt rode up slightly when she reached. I saw the pale skin of her lower back. That faint line still visible from her pregnancy.

		"She seems sweet," Jess whispered. She pulled the cork from the white wine bottle.

		"Yeah. Young."

		"Very young." She poured the first glass. The pale liquid caught the overhead light. "Did you see how she's holding onto him?"

		"Hard to miss."

		Jess smiled. She poured the second glass. Then the third. Her hands moved efficiently. She'd poured wine in this kitchen a thousand times. The fourth glass filled. She set the bottle down and looked at me.

		"This should be fun."

		"You think?"

		"I think Ashley's already tipsy. And Marcus looks happy. It'll be a good night."

		She picked up two glasses. I grabbed the other two. We walked back through the swinging door together. Marcus had settled on the sectional in his usual spot. The corner where he always sat during games. Ashley sat pressed against his side. Her hand rested on his thigh. High. Near his hip. She laughed at something he'd just said. Her head tilted back. Her blonde hair cascaded over her bare shoulders.

		Jess handed them their glasses. Ashley took hers without moving her other hand from Marcus's leg.

		"To Friday nights," Jess said. She raised her glass.

		"To freedom," Marcus added.

		We all clinked glasses. The sound rang out in the quiet room. Ashley giggled again and took a long drink. Her lips left a faint lipstick mark on the rim.

		Jess settled into the armchair across from the sectional. I took the chair beside her. The wine felt cool in my hand. I took a drink. The crisp taste spread across my tongue.

		Ashley leaned further into Marcus. Her hand stayed on his thigh. She traced small circles with her fingers. The movement was constant. Deliberate.

		"So you guys have a daughter?" Ashley asked. Her blue eyes looked at Jess. Bright. Interested.

		"Yeah. Emily. She's seven." Jess's face softened when she said our daughter's name. "She's at her grandparents' this weekend."

		"Oh my god, that's so sweet. What's she like?"

		"Energetic. Curious. She asks about a million questions a day." Jess laughed. "She's obsessed with horses right now. Wants riding lessons."

		Ashley's hand squeezed Marcus's leg. "That's adorable. Are you going to let her?"

		"Probably. We're looking into it."

		I watched Jess talk. Her hazel eyes caught the lamplight. Gold flecks visible. She spoke about Emily with warmth. Easy affection. The kind that came from seven years of motherhood. Ashley nodded along. Her smile wide. Genuine.

		Marcus shifted slightly on the couch. His arm draped across the back behind Ashley. His fingers touched her bare shoulder. She leaned into the contact.

		"How's work going, man?" Marcus asked. His deep voice cut through the conversation. He looked at me directly.

		"Same old. We're rolling out a new project management system. It's been a headache."

		"IT stuff?"

		"Yeah. Trying to get everyone trained on it before the deadline."

		Marcus nodded. "I get that. We just switched our scheduling software at the school. Teachers hate change."

		"Everyone hates change."

		Ashley giggled. She turned to Marcus. "You complained about it for like two weeks."

		Marcus grinned. "Fair point."

		"He was so grumpy," Ashley added. She looked at Jess like they were sharing a secret. "I had to hear about it every night."

		Jess smiled. "Daniel's the same way. Any tech change and he spirals."

		"Hey," I said. "I don't spiral."

		"You absolutely spiral."

		Marcus laughed. The sound rumbled from his chest. Deep. Easy. Ashley giggled again and kissed his neck. Quick. Playful. Her lips pressed against his skin just below his ear. He didn't pull away.

		I took another drink of wine. My glass was already half empty. I glanced at Jess. Her glass sat at the same level. Ashley's was nearly gone. She drained the rest and set it on the coffee table.

		"This wine is so good," Ashley said.

		Jess stood. "I'll grab the bottle."

		She walked into the kitchen. The swinging door moved behind her. I heard the fridge open. Close. She returned with the white wine bottle in her hand. Cold condensation beaded on the glass. She moved to Ashley first and refilled her glass. Then Marcus's. Then mine. She topped off her own and set the bottle on the coffee table.

		"Thanks, babe," I said.

		Jess settled back into her chair. She crossed her legs. The denim pulled tight across her thick thighs. Her foot bounced slightly. A relaxed rhythm.

		"So how long have you two been seeing each other?" Jess asked.

		Ashley lit up. "Three months. We met on Hinge."

		"Best swipe I ever made," Marcus added.

		Ashley beamed. She turned to kiss him on the mouth. Her hand slid higher on his thigh. The kiss lasted longer than necessary. I looked away. Glanced at Jess. She raised her eyebrows at me. A small smirk played on her lips.

		Ashley pulled back from the kiss. Her lipstick smudged slightly at the corner of her mouth. She wiped it with her finger.

		"He's amazing," she said. Her voice had that dreamy quality. "I can't believe I found him."

		"Marcus is a good guy," Jess said. "We've known him for years."

		Marcus nodded. "Yeah, Jess and I go way back. Training partners before I switched gyms."

		Ashley's smile tightened for just a moment. Her hand gripped his thigh harder. "He's told me about that."

		"Good times," Jess said. Her tone stayed light. Easy. "You pushed me on squats."

		"You didn't need much pushing. You were strong as hell."

		Jess grinned. "I'm still strong as hell."

		Marcus laughed. "No doubt."

		Ashley took another long drink. Her glass dropped to half full again. She giggled at nothing in particular. Her cheeks looked flushed. Pink spreading across her fair skin. The alcohol was hitting her fast.

		"What do you do for work, Ashley?" I asked.

		"Marketing. I work for a tech startup downtown." She said it quickly. Dismissed it. "It's boring compared to what Marcus does. He works with kids all day. That's so meaningful."

		Marcus shrugged. "It has its moments."

		"He's being modest," Ashley said. She looked at Jess and me. "He's the athletic director. All the students love him."

		"They love winning," Marcus corrected. "I just help make that happen."

		The conversation flowed. Easy. Comfortable. Ashley interrupted frequently. Added comments. Giggled. Her hand never left Marcus's thigh. She touched him constantly. Possessive. Claiming him in small ways.

		The clock on the wall read nine fifteen. Jess stood and stretched. Her arms lifted over her head. The black V-neck rode up. I saw the pale skin of her stomach. The faint line running down from her navel. Her massive tits lifted with the movement. She dropped her arms and looked at us.

		"Food's ready. Let's eat."

		Ashley bounced up from the couch. She stumbled slightly in her heels. Marcus caught her elbow. Steadied her. She giggled and leaned into him.

		"Oops. I think the wine is hitting me."

		"Take it easy," Marcus said. His voice was gentle. Amused.

		We moved to the dining table. Jess had already set it earlier. Four plates. Four sets of silverware. Napkins folded beside each plate. The Thai takeout containers sat in the center. Pad thai. Drunken noodles. Red curry. Spring rolls. The smell filled the room. Spices and peanut sauce and basil.

		Jess sat on one side of the table. I took the chair beside her. Marcus sat across from me. Ashley pulled her chair right against his. The legs scraped on the floor. She settled in and her hand returned immediately to his thigh. Her fingers splayed across the dark denim.

		Marcus opened the pad thai container. Steam rose from the noodles. He passed it to Jess first. She spooned a generous portion onto her plate. Then mine. Then Ashley's. Marcus took the rest.

		The curry went around next. Then the spring rolls. Plates filled. Forks clinked against ceramic. Ashley refilled her wine glass from the bottle on the table. She filled it nearly to the rim.

		"This looks amazing," she said.

		"Just takeout," Jess said. "We're not fancy on Friday nights."

		"It's perfect."

		We started eating. The pad thai was hot. Tangy. The peanut sauce coated my tongue. I took another drink of wine to cut the heat. Ashley ate quickly. Her fork moved from plate to mouth in rapid succession. She paused to drink. Her glass dropped to half full again.

		"So marketing," Jess said. She looked at Ashley. "What kind of campaigns do you work on?"

		Ashley swallowed. She wiped her mouth with her napkin. "Mostly social media stuff. Instagram ads. Facebook. We're trying to build brand awareness for this app."

		"What does the app do?"

		"It's like a scheduling tool for freelancers. Honestly, it's kind of boring." Ashley laughed. "But the team is fun. And the pay is decent."

		Marcus's hand moved to her shoulder. His fingers rubbed the bare skin there. Small circles. Soothing. Ashley leaned into the touch.

		"She's being modest," Marcus said. "Her last campaign got a ton of engagement."

		Ashley blushed. "It was just one good post."

		"Still counts."

		Jess smiled. "Sounds like you're good at what you do."

		The conversation shifted. Marcus started telling a story about his basketball team. Something about a parent complaining that their son wasn't getting enough playing time. The kid was terrible. Couldn't dribble. Missed every shot. But the parent insisted he deserved to start.

		"I had to sit them down and explain that participation doesn't equal performance," Marcus said. He shook his head. "They didn't take it well."

		I laughed. "Parents are the worst."

		"You have no idea. I've had moms threaten to pull funding because their kid sat the bench."

		Ashley giggled. She kissed his neck again. Her lips lingered. Marcus kept talking but his voice wavered slightly. Her hand slid higher on his thigh. Dangerously high.

		Jess caught my eye across the table. She smirked. I grinned back. The vibe felt comfortable despite Ashley's constant touching. Fun. Normal.

		Jess set her fork down. She took a drink of wine. Her glass was nearly empty. She refilled it from the bottle.

		"I hit the gym this morning," Jess said. Her tone was casual. Conversational. "Early session before work."

		Ashley perked up. "Oh my god, how do you do it? I can barely get out of bed in the morning."

		"It's just routine. You get used to it."

		"What do you do at the gym?" Ashley asked. Her eyes dropped to Jess's chest again. To the deep cleavage visible in the V-neck. "You obviously look amazing."

		Jess laughed. "Thanks. I do a lot of powerlifting. Squats. Deadlifts. Bench press. Heavy weights."

		"That's so intense. I tried a squat class once and could barely walk the next day."

		"You build up to it. Takes time."

		Marcus gestured toward Jess with his fork. "You see how her body looks. That doesn't happen by accident."

		Ashley's smile tightened. Her hand gripped his thigh harder. The knuckles went white. She turned her head and kissed his neck again. More aggressive this time. Her lips pressed hard against his skin. Marking him.

		Marcus laughed it off. He put his arm around her shoulders. Pulled her close. "She could outlift half the guys at our gym. I'm not exaggerating."

		Jess grinned. Her hazel eyes lit up. The gold flecks caught the overhead light. "You're giving me too much credit."

		"I'm really not."

		His eyes dropped. Just for a second. To her chest. To that impossible cleavage. Then back up to her face. I watched the movement. That quick flick of his gaze. My stomach tightened. Heat spread through me. My cock stirred in my jeans.

		Jess didn't seem to notice. Or maybe she did and didn't care. She took another bite of curry. Her fork scraped the plate.

		Ashley drained her wine glass again. She set it down with a soft thud. Her cheeks were fully flushed now. Pink spreading down her neck. She leaned heavily into Marcus. Her body pressed against his side.

		"You guys are so cute together," Ashley said. She gestured vaguely at Jess and me with her fork. "How long have you been married?"

		"Seven years," I said.

		"That's amazing. Goals."

		Plates sat mostly empty now. Remnants of noodles. Curry sauce pooled at the edges. Spring roll wrappers torn and scattered. The clock read ten past ten. Ashley had refilled her wine glass twice more. Maybe three times. I'd lost count. The bottle sat empty on the table.

		She leaned into Marcus heavily. Her weight pressed against his side. Her hand stayed high on his thigh. She whispered something in his ear. He smiled but didn't respond. She giggled anyway.

		Jess pushed her plate back. She wiped her mouth with her napkin. Folded it neatly beside her plate.

		"That was good," she said.

		"So good," Ashley echoed. Her words slurred slightly at the edges. "I'm so full."

		Marcus's arm stayed around her shoulders. His fingers traced patterns on her bare skin. She turned her face toward him. Nuzzled into his neck. Her lips brushed against his jaw.

		"Do guys stare at you at the gym?" Ashley asked. Her blue eyes focused on Jess. Glassy. Unfocused. "Like, I feel like guys are always staring at me when I work out. It makes me so uncomfortable."

		Jess took a drink of wine. She set her glass down. Her hazel eyes met Ashley's.

		"They stare," Jess said. Her voice was matter-of-fact. "I don't mind it."

		"Really?"

		"Really. I work hard for my body. It's nice when people appreciate it."

		Ashley blinked. Her mouth opened slightly. "You don't think it's creepy?"

		Jess shrugged. The movement made her massive tits shift in the V-neck. "Some guys are creepy about it. But most are just looking. I like knowing they like what they see."

		My stomach tightened. Heat spread through my chest. I watched Jess talk. Her confidence. That easy admission.

		"I could never," Ashley said. She shook her head. Blonde hair swayed across her shoulders. "I'd be so self-conscious."

		"I used to be," Jess said. She picked up her wine glass again. Swirled the liquid. "But then I realized I like the attention. I like showing off."

		Marcus's eyes were on Jess now. Fixed on her. His hand stilled on Ashley's shoulder.

		"It's kind of an erotic thrill," Jess continued. Her voice dropped slightly. Intimate. "Knowing guys are watching. Wondering. It turns me on."

		Ashley giggled nervously. "Oh my god, you're so confident."

		"I've had enough wine to be honest." Jess grinned. That gap between her front teeth visible. "I post gym selfies for a reason. I like the likes. The comments. The fire emojis."

		My cock thickened in my jeans. I shifted in my chair. Jess's eyes flicked to me for just a moment. She knew what she was doing. What she was saying. The wine had loosened her tongue but this wasn't accidental.

		Marcus cleared his throat. "Nothing wrong with confidence."

		"Exactly," Jess said. She looked directly at him. "You get it. You've seen how guys act at the gym."

		"I have."

		"So you know."

		The air felt charged. Ashley seemed oblivious. She took another drink of wine. Her glass nearly empty again. She leaned into Marcus and kissed his neck. Her lips lingered.

		"I wish I could be like that," Ashley said. Her voice muffled against his skin. "But I'm too shy."

		"You don't have to be like anyone else," Jess said. Her tone softened. Kind again. "You're perfect the way you are."

		Ashley's eyes got watery. She blinked rapidly. "You're so nice."

		Marcus squeezed her shoulder. "She is nice."

		Ashley kissed him. Hard. Her mouth pressed against his. Her hand slid up to his neck. She held him there. The kiss lasted. Five seconds. Ten. Wet sounds. Her tongue pushing into his mouth.

		Jess raised her eyebrows at me. That amused smirk on her lips. I grinned back. Shook my head slightly. The PDA was constant now. Expected.

		Ashley finally pulled back. Her lipstick smeared across Marcus's mouth. She wiped it with her thumb. Giggled.

		"Sorry," she said. Not to Marcus. To us. "I just love him so much."

		"We can tell," I said.

		Marcus laughed. He grabbed his napkin and wiped his mouth. The lipstick came off in a pink streak.

		"What have you guys been watching lately?" I asked. Steering the conversation to safer ground. "Anything good?"

		Ashley perked up. "Oh my god, have you seen that new dating show? The one where they're all on an island?"

		"I don't think so," Jess said.

		"It's so good. So much drama." Ashley took another drink of wine. Her glass was nearly empty again. "Everyone's hooking up and fighting. It's addictive."

		"Sounds intense," Jess said.

		"Marcus won't watch it with me." Ashley turned to him. Her voice took on a whiny quality. "He says it's trash TV."

		"It is trash TV," Marcus said. His tone was gentle. Teasing. "But I'll watch it if you want."

		"Really?"

		"Sure."

		Ashley squealed. She threw her arms around his neck. Kissed his cheek. His jaw. His mouth again. Marcus caught her wrists gently. Pulled her back.

		"Maybe save some of that energy for later," he said.

		Ashley giggled. "Okay."

		I shifted in my chair. My cock was fully hard now. Pressing against my jeans. Jess's admission about liking the attention. About the erotic thrill. It played on repeat in my head.

		Jess stood. She started stacking plates. I helped. We gathered the empty containers. The used napkins. Ashley tried to stand but stumbled. Marcus caught her.

		"Whoa. Easy."

		"I'm fine," Ashley said. She giggled again. "Just a little tipsy."

		"A little?"

		"Okay, a lot."

		Marcus looked at me. Then at Jess. "Maybe we should get some air. Fresh air might help."

		"Good idea," Jess said. "We can go out to the patio. I'll grab more drinks."

		"I'll help," I said.

		Jess and I carried the dishes into the kitchen. The swinging door closed behind us. She set the plates in the sink. Turned on the water. Her hands moved under the stream. Rinsing. Efficient.

		"She's hammered," Jess whispered.

		"Yeah."

		"Poor Marcus."

		"He seems to be handling it."

		Jess smiled. She turned off the water. Dried her hands on a dish towel. "She's sweet though. Just young and insecure."

		"And drunk."

		"Very drunk."

		I stepped closer to Jess. My hand touched her lower back. "That thing you said about the gym. About the erotic thrill."

		She turned to face me. Her hazel eyes met mine. Gold flecks catching the kitchen light. "What about it?"

		"Did you mean it?"

		"Every word."

		My cock throbbed. She smiled. Kissed me quickly. Her lips soft. Then she pulled away and opened the fridge. Grabbed two more bottles of white wine. Handed one to me. I grabbed the opener from the drawer. We walked back through the swinging door together.

		Marcus had Ashley standing now. His arm around her waist. Supporting her. She leaned into him. Her head rested on his chest.

		"Ready?" Marcus asked.

		"Yeah," I said. "Let's get some air."

		We moved toward the sliding glass door. The one that led to the backyard. To the patio with string lights and chairs. Marcus opened it. Cool night air rushed in. Ashley shivered. Marcus pulled her closer.

		

	
		Patio Night

		

		The plates sat stacked on the kitchen counter. Empty wine bottles lined up next to the sink. Ashley pushed her chair back from the dining table and stretched her arms over her head. Her tight blue dress rode up her thighs.

		"We should go outside," she said. Her words came out slightly slurred. "It's so nice out tonight."

		Jess stood and grabbed two empty wine glasses. "Good idea. I'll get the patio ready."

		Marcus looked at me. "You got anything stronger than wine, man?"

		"Whiskey. Bourbon. Some vodka."

		"Let me make us cocktails." He stood and walked to the kitchen like he'd done it a hundred times before. His fitted dark gray button-down stretched across his broad shoulders. Black jeans hung perfectly on his frame. The man knew how to dress.

		I followed him. Watched him open cabinets until he found the whiskey. He pulled down four lowball glasses and started pouring without measuring. Added ice from the freezer. A splash of something else I couldn't identify from the liquor cabinet.

		"This'll get the night going," he said. He handed me two glasses. Took the other two himself.

		The sliding glass door stood open. Jess had turned on the string lights that crisscrossed our small patio. Yellow bulbs cast warm light across the space. Two citronella candles flickered on the table between our lounge chairs. The night air felt cooler than inside. A breeze moved through the trees at the back of our yard.

		Jess stretched out on one of the padded lounge chairs. Her body relaxed into the cushion. The black V-neck plunged deep between her massive tits. The push-up bra underneath created that impossible cleavage. Her thick thighs spread comfortably in those tight jeans. She looked up at the string lights. The glow caught the gold flecks in her hazel eyes.

		My wife. Looking like that.

		Pride swelled in my chest. Seven years and she still stopped my breath.

		Ashley tottered out on her heels. She'd kicked them off at some point during dinner and now wobbled slightly putting them back on. Marcus followed behind her with the drinks. He handed one to Jess. One to Ashley. Kept one for himself.

		I settled into the lounge chair next to Jess. Took a sip of whatever Marcus had made. The whiskey burned going down. Strong. Very strong. Sweetness underneath cut the edge slightly.

		Ashley didn't sit in the empty chair. She perched herself directly on Marcus's lap as he lowered himself onto the other lounge chair across from us. Her blonde hair spilled over one shoulder. She giggled and wrapped an arm around his neck. Her petite frame looked tiny against his broad chest.

		"This is perfect," she said. Her free hand held her drink. She took a long sip. "You guys have such a nice setup out here."

		"Thanks," Jess said. She turned her head to look at them. A small smile played on her lips. "We don't use it as much as we should."

		Marcus's massive hand settled on Ashley's hip. Casual. Possessive. His fingers spread wide across the blue fabric of her dress. She shifted in his lap. Pressed herself closer against his chest. Then she wriggled her ass. Slow. Deliberate. Grinding down against him.

		The candles threw dancing shadows across the patio. Crickets chirped from somewhere in the yard. The string lights swayed slightly in the breeze.

		I took another drink. The alcohol spread warmth through my chest. My head felt pleasantly fuzzy. The edges of everything softer.

		Ashley leaned in close to Marcus's ear. Her hand traced patterns on his chest. Up and down. Her fingers following the buttons of his shirt. She whispered something I couldn't hear. Then her teeth caught his earlobe. She bit down gently. Tugged.

		Marcus's jaw tightened. His hand gripped her hip harder.

		Jess crossed her legs. Her foot bounced in the air. She held her glass in both hands and watched them with raised eyebrows. A smirk touched her lips.

		"I love Friday nights," she said. Her voice had that easy quality. Content. "No work tomorrow. No rushing anywhere."

		"No kid waking us up at six," I added.

		She laughed. Turned to look at me. "That too."

		Ashley pulled back from Marcus's ear. Giggled. Wriggled her ass on his lap again. Her movements obvious. Shameless. She took another long drink from her glass.

		Marcus took a drink himself. His eyes met mine over Ashley's shoulder. He grinned. That easy smile. Like nothing unusual was happening.

		"This was a good idea," he said. "I needed this."

		Jess raised her glass. "To good ideas."

		We all lifted our drinks. The glasses caught the string light glow. We drank together. Ashley drained half of hers in one go.

		The whiskey went down easier with each sip. My glass sat half empty already. The warmth in my chest spread outward. Made everything feel loose. Comfortable.

		Marcus leaned back in the lounge chair. Ashley still perched on his lap. Her ass pressed down against him with each small movement she made.

		"Remember that time you hit a new squat PR?" Marcus asked. He looked at Jess. "You were so hyped you couldn't stop bouncing around the gym."

		Jess grinned. "Two twenty-five for reps. I was so proud of myself."

		"You should have been. That's serious weight."

		"You pushed me hard that day. Wouldn't let me quit."

		"You didn't need pushing. You had it in you."

		Ashley's hand slid up Marcus's chest. Her fingers toyed with his collar. She leaned in and kissed his neck. Longer this time. Her lips moved against his skin. She pulled back and took another drink.

		Jess watched them. Her expression amused. She turned to me and rolled her eyes. Playful. Then she looked back at Ashley.

		"You're really marking your territory tonight," Jess said. Her tone light. Teasing.

		Ashley giggled. Her cheeks flushed pink. "Can you blame me? Look at him."

		We all laughed. The sound carried across the patio and faded into the night air.

		But Ashley's hand tightened on Marcus's shoulder. Her fingers dug in slightly. Possessive. She wriggled her ass again. Ground down harder.

		Marcus reached for the whiskey bottle he'd brought outside. He refilled his glass. Topped off Ashley's without asking. She drained what was left and held it out for more.

		"You guys want more?" he asked.

		I looked at my glass. Nearly empty. "Yeah."

		Jess held hers out. "Why not."

		He poured generously. The amber liquid filled our glasses. I took a long drink. The burn felt good now. Familiar.

		The conversation drifted. Work stories. Weekend plans. Ashley interrupted every few minutes. Kissed Marcus's jaw. Whispered in his ear. Her hand never stopped moving. Tracing his chest. His shoulders. Down his arms.

		Marcus's massive hand slid higher on her hip. His fingers found bare skin where her dress had ridden up. He stroked absently. Small circles on her thigh. His attention stayed on the conversation but his hand kept moving.

		My cock stirred in my jeans. Just a flutter. An awareness. I shifted in my chair. Tried to focus on what Jess was saying about Emily's school.

		But my eyes kept drifting back to Marcus's hand. To the way Ashley squirmed in his lap. Her dress had crept up even higher. The blue fabric bunched at the top of her thighs. His dark fingers contrasted against her pale skin.

		Jess's voice cut through my thoughts. "Daniel?"

		I looked at her. "Yeah?"

		"I asked if you wanted to go to the lake next weekend."

		"Oh. Sure. That sounds good."

		She raised an eyebrow. A smirk touched her lips. She'd caught me staring. Her eyes flicked to Marcus and Ashley. Then back to me. That knowing look.

		Heat crept up my neck.

		Ashley giggled again. Louder this time. She turned and kissed Marcus on the mouth. Her hand cupped his face. The kiss lasted several seconds. I heard the wet sound when she pulled away.

		"Sorry," she said. Not sounding sorry at all. She took another drink. Her glass was already half empty again.

		The clock on my phone read eleven oh five when I checked. We'd been out here almost an hour. The whiskey bottle sat nearly empty on the table.

		Ashley shifted in Marcus's lap. Her movements getting sloppier. Less controlled. She leaned her head back against his shoulder. Looked up at the string lights.

		"This is so nice," she said. Her words slightly slurred. "We should do something fun."

		"We are doing something fun," Marcus said.

		"No, I mean like watch a movie or something." She sat up. Twisted to look at his face. "Something sexy."

		Jess laughed. "Sexy?"

		"Yeah. Why not? We're all adults." Ashley's hand slid down Marcus's chest. Lower. She stopped just above his belt. "Let's go inside and watch something."

		Marcus looked at me. Raised his eyebrows. "You guys up for that?"

		I glanced at Jess. She shrugged. That easy smile on her face.

		"Sure," I said. "We can find something."

		Ashley clapped her hands together. Her drink sloshed in the glass. She drained the rest and set it down hard on the table. The glass rattled against the wood.

		"Perfect," she said. She tried to stand. Wobbled. Marcus's hands caught her waist. Steadied her.

		We gathered our glasses. Jess blew out the citronella candles. The flames disappeared and left thin trails of smoke rising into the night air. I grabbed the whiskey bottle. Nearly empty but enough for one more round.

		Ashley walked ahead of us toward the sliding glass door. Her heels clicked on the patio stones. She stumbled on the threshold. Her shoulder hit the door frame.

		Marcus moved fast. His massive hands caught her waist from behind. Steadied her. She giggled and leaned back against his chest.

		"I'm okay," she said. "Just these stupid heels."

		His hands stayed on her waist. Firm. He guided her through the doorway into the living room.

		Jess followed them inside. I came last. Slid the glass door closed behind me. The air conditioning hit my skin. Cool after the warm night outside.

		The living room felt different now. Smaller somehow. The TV screen glowed black and waiting. The gray sectional couch dominated the space.

		I walked to the couch. Settled into the left end. The cushions felt soft under me. Familiar. Jess sat down next to me. Her thigh pressed against mine. She tucked her legs under her and leaned into my shoulder.

		Marcus moved to the other end of the sectional. The corner spot where he always sat during football games. He dropped onto the cushions. The couch shifted with his weight.

		Ashley didn't hesitate. She draped herself across him before he'd even settled. Her petite body stretched along his side. One leg thrown over his thigh. Her head on his chest. Her hand immediately found his shirt buttons. Started tracing them with her finger.

		The space between us felt like five feet. Maybe six. Close enough to see everything.

		Jess reached for the remote on the coffee table. "What do you guys want to watch?"

		Ashley lifted her head. "Something hot. Something fun."

		"Any suggestions?"

		"I don't know. Just pick something."

		Jess scrolled through Netflix. Her thumb moved over the remote buttons. Rows of movie posters flashed across the TV screen. She paused on the thriller section. Kept scrolling.

		I stood. "I'm getting more wine. Anyone want some?"

		"Yes," Jess said without looking away from the TV.

		"Me too," Ashley added. Her hand slid higher on Marcus's chest. Her fingers touched his collar.

		Marcus nodded. "I'm good."

		I walked into the kitchen. Grabbed a fresh bottle of white wine from the fridge. Found three clean glasses in the cabinet. The cold glass felt good in my hands. I uncorked the bottle. Poured each glass half full.

		When I returned to the living room, the TV showed a paused screen. A movie poster. Dark and moody. The title read "365 Days" in bold letters.

		"This one okay?" Jess asked. She looked at all of us.

		Ashley sat up straighter. "Oh my god, yes. I've heard about this one."

		"What's it about?" I asked. I handed Jess her wine. Gave the second glass to Ashley.

		"It's like a sexy kidnapping thing," Ashley said. She took a long drink. "Super hot."

		I settled back next to Jess. She pressed play. The opening credits started. Moody music. Dark cinematography. Italian or Polish dialogue with subtitles.

		Ashley's hand moved higher on Marcus's thigh. She whispered something in his ear. Too quiet for me to hear. Her fingers spread wide. Pressed down against the dark denim of his jeans.

		The movie progressed quickly. Dramatic music. Intense stares between the leads. Then the first sex scene hit. The female lead pinned against a wall. The male lead's hands all over her body. Explicit. Raw. The camera didn't cut away.

		The room felt charged. Electric. I took a drink of wine. The cool liquid did nothing to ease the heat building in my chest.

		Jess shifted beside me. Uncrossed her legs. Recrossed them the other way. Her massive tits rose and fell with her breathing. The V-neck showed that deep cleavage. Shadowed in the TV light.

		Ashley's hand slid higher on Marcus's thigh. Her movements bolder now. Less subtle. Her fingers traced patterns over his jeans. Higher. Closer to his belt.

		Marcus's hand found her bare thigh. His palm spread wide against her pale skin. He squeezed gently. His attention stayed on the TV screen but his fingers moved in slow circles.

		Another sex scene started. The leads on a yacht. The woman on her knees. The man's hand in her hair. The sounds unmistakable even though the dialogue was in another language.

		I refilled my wine glass. Topped off Jess's without asking. She drank deeply. Her eyes stayed fixed on the screen.

		Ashley leaned closer to Marcus. Her hand moved to the inside of his thigh now. Her fingers traced up. Down. Up again. Her breathing got heavier.

		My cock pressed against my jeans. Hard. Insistent. I shifted my hips. Tried to adjust without being obvious.

		Jess glanced at me. Her hazel eyes caught the TV glow. She looked down at my lap. Saw the outline there. Her tongue touched her bottom lip. Then she looked back at the screen.

		The movie kept playing. Another sex scene started. The woman bent over a desk. The man behind her. His hands gripping her hips. The actress moaned. Loud. The sound filled our living room.

		Ashley's hand moved to Marcus's belt. Her fingers traced the leather. Then slid lower. She rubbed the front of his jeans. Slow strokes. Her palm pressed down against the bulge there.

		I watched her hand move. Couldn't look away. My breath caught in my throat.

		Marcus shifted his hips. Spread his legs wider. His hand stayed on Ashley's thigh. Gripping harder now.

		Ashley's fingers found his zipper. She pulled it down. The sound cut through the movie dialogue. Metallic. Deliberate.

		Jess's hand found my knee. Squeezed. Her eyes stayed locked on Marcus and Ashley.

		Ashley slid her hand inside Marcus's jeans. Her small fingers disappeared into the opening. Her eyes went wide. Her mouth fell open.

		"Oh my god," she whispered.

		She pulled at his waistband. Tugged the dark denim down slightly. Then reached into his boxer briefs. Her hand worked inside. Struggling with something.

		Then she pulled his cock out.

		It emerged over the waistband of his boxer briefs. Thick. Long. Dark skin stretched tight over the shaft. Heavy veins ran along the length. The head darker than the rest. Already hard.

		Ashley's hand wrapped around it. Her fingers didn't meet. Not even close. The girth too much for her small hand.

		She stroked upward. Her palm gliding over his skin. Then down. Slow. Testing the weight of it.

		My eyes widened. I glanced at Jess.

		She stared. Her lips parted. Her chest rose and fell faster. The massive swell of her tits straining against the black V-neck.

		"Oh my god," Jess whispered. Her voice barely audible. "Is she really doing that?"

		Ashley stroked him again. Her hand moved from base to tip. The shaft so long her stroke took real effort. She bit her bottom lip. Her breathing heavy.

		Marcus leaned his head back against the couch. His eyes closed. A low groan rumbled from his chest.

		His massive hand slid higher on Ashley's thigh. His fingers gripped the soft flesh there. Squeezed.

		Ashley moaned. Soft. Needy. Her hand picked up speed. Stroking faster. Her palm worked over his thick cock. Up and down. The skin moving with her hand.

		I couldn't stop staring. The size of him. The way Ashley's hand looked so small wrapped around his shaft. The way his cock pulsed with each stroke.

		My own cock throbbed in my jeans. Hard. Aching. I shifted my hips. The pressure almost painful.

		Jess pressed her thighs together. I saw the movement from the corner of my eye. Her hand still gripped my knee. Her fingers dug in.

		Her tongue touched her bottom lip. Her eyes fixed on Marcus's cock. On Ashley's hand working him.

		The movie kept playing. More moaning from the speakers. But I barely heard it now. All my focus on what was happening five feet away.

		Ashley stroked him harder. Faster. Her hand gliding over his length. She leaned closer to him. Whispered something in his ear.

		Marcus's breathing got heavier. His chest rose and fell under the gray button-down. His hand moved from Ashley's thigh to her hip. Gripped hard.

		Ashley moaned again. Louder this time. Her hand moved in steady rhythm. Up and down his thick shaft. The head dark and swollen. A bead of precum appeared at the tip.

		She spread it with her thumb. Used it to slick her strokes. The wet sound just barely audible over the TV.

		Jess's breathing changed. Shallow. Quick. She uncrossed her legs. Pressed them together again. Her thighs squeezing.

		I watched her from the corner of my eye. Saw the flush spreading across her pale chest. The pink creeping up her neck.

		Marcus groaned. Deep. Guttural. His hips shifted. Pushed up into Ashley's hand.

		Ashley gasped. Stroked faster. Her small hand working him with purpose now. Her other hand gripped his thigh for leverage.

		The sounds filled the room. Her hand on his cock. His breathing. Her soft moans. The wet slick of precum.

		Marcus's eyes opened. He looked down at Ashley. Then his gaze lifted. Met mine for half a second.

		He sat up suddenly. His hand caught Ashley's wrist. Stopped her stroking.

		She looked at him. Confused. Wanting.

		He stood. His cock still hard. Still exposed over his waistband. The thick shaft jutting out obscenely.

		He pulled Ashley up by her hand. She stumbled on her heels. He steadied her with his other hand on her waist.

		Then he tucked himself back into his jeans. His cock made a massive bulge against the dark denim. He didn't bother with the zipper.

		Ashley giggled. Drunk. Wanting. She pressed against him.

		Marcus turned toward the hallway. Pulled Ashley with him. He knew our house. Knew where the guest room was. Had crashed there before after too many beers during football games.

		They walked past the coffee table. Ashley's heels clicking on the hardwood. Marcus's hand gripping hers. Leading her.

		Down the hallway. Their shadows disappeared into the darkness.

		A door opened. The guest room. Three seconds of silence.

		Then the door closed. The latch clicking shut.

		

	
		Sounds

		

		The movie kept playing. Some scene with the main characters arguing in Polish. I stared at the TV without seeing it. My heart hammered in my chest. The sectional felt too big suddenly. Too empty on the other end where Marcus and Ashley had been sitting thirty seconds ago.

		Jess sat perfectly still beside me. Her wine glass balanced on her thigh. Her thick thigh pressed against mine. The heat from her body radiated through the denim. Neither of us moved. Neither of us spoke.

		The hallway was dark. The guest room door had stayed open when they went in. I could see the faint glow of the lamp Marcus must have turned on. Amber light spilling out into the hallway. Then the light went out. Darkness.

		Silence stretched between us. Just the TV voices. The actors speaking in a language I didn't understand. Jess took a breath. Her massive tits rose and fell under the black V-neck. I watched her chest move. The deep valley of cleavage. Her pale skin flushed pink across the tops of her breasts. Her nipples stiffened under the fabric. Hard points pressing through the lace bra and thin shirt.

		A sound cut through the quiet.

		Wet. Gagging. Unmistakable.

		My stomach dropped. Heat flooded through my body. My cock stirred immediately in my jeans. I tried to keep my face neutral. Tried to focus on the TV. The Polish voices meant nothing. The wet sounds got louder. Rhythmic choking. Sputtering. Ashley's throat working around something too big.

		Jess's head turned toward me. Her hazel eyes were wide. Gold flecks caught the TV light. Her lips parted. She stared at me for a long moment. The wet gagging continued from down the hall. Louder now. More desperate.

		"Oh my god," Jess whispered. Her voice barely audible over the movie. "Is she really..."

		She didn't finish the sentence. She didn't need to. The sounds told the whole story. Ashley's mouth stretched around Marcus's huge cock. Choking on it. Gagging. Taking it deeper.

		I forced a laugh. It came out wrong. Too high. Too nervous. My throat felt tight.

		"Should we turn the TV up?"

		My voice cracked on the last word. Jess's eyebrows rose. A smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. She pressed her lips together like she was trying not to laugh.

		The gagging intensified. A wet slurping sound. Ashley pulling off to breathe. Then taking him back in. The sounds so clear through the thin walls. Like they were right there in the living room with us.

		"I don't think that's gonna help," Jess whispered back.

		She was right. The sounds would cut through anything. The house was too small. The walls too thin. We'd hear everything.

		Jess shifted on the couch. Her thigh pressed harder against mine. She uncrossed her legs and recrossed them the other way. The movement made her jeans pull tighter across her ass. She took a drink of wine. A long one. The glass trembled slightly in her hand.

		Pink spread across her cheeks. Down her neck. The flush deepened on her pale skin. Her chest rose and fell faster. Her breathing picked up. I watched her face. She was listening. Really listening. Her eyes unfocused. Staring at nothing.

		Marcus groaned. Deep. Guttural. The sound carried clearly from the guest room. Ashley made a muffled noise. Like she was trying to take him deeper. Trying to please him.

		Jess's breath hitched. Just barely. I caught it. That small intake of air. Her tongue touched her bottom lip. Wetted it. She turned to look at me again.

		"I mean..." she started. Her voice was quieter now. Breathier. "Good for her, right?"

		A smirk played on her lips despite the flush coloring her face. Her hazel eyes searched mine. Looking for something. Permission maybe. Or acknowledgment that we were both hearing this. Both affected by it.

		My cock thickened in my jeans. Pressed hard against the denim. I shifted slightly. Tried to adjust without being obvious. Jess's eyes dropped. Just for a second. To my lap. Then back up to my face. That smirk widened.

		The wet sounds continued. Slurping. Gagging. Ashley taking Marcus's cock over and over. Marcus's breathing got heavier. Rougher. I heard him say something. The words were muffled but the tone was commanding. Dominant.

		Ashley moaned around him. The sound vibrated. Desperate. Eager.

		Jess bit her bottom lip. Her small white teeth pressed into the flesh. She watched me watch her. The air between us felt charged. Electric. Seven years of marriage and I'd never seen this expression on her face. This mix of arousal and curiosity and something else. Something hungry.

		The TV kept playing. The Polish voices rose and fell. Some dramatic confrontation happening on screen. I couldn't focus on it. Every nerve in my body tuned to the sounds coming from down the hall. To Jess's breathing beside me. To the heat building in my jeans.

		Ashley gagged hard. A choking sound followed by coughing. Then her voice. Small. Raspy.

		"Fuck, that's so big."

		The words hung in the air. Clear as day. No mistaking what she meant. What she was talking about. I'd seen it earlier on the couch. Marcus's huge cock outlined in his basketball shorts when Ashley had pulled it out. The thick shaft. The way her small hand couldn't close around it.

		Jess inhaled sharply. Her hand gripped her wine glass tighter. The stem looked fragile between her fingers. She took another drink. Drained the glass. Set it on the coffee table with a soft click.

		"Jesus," she breathed.

		I didn't know if she was reacting to what Ashley said or just the whole situation. My hand found the remote. I turned up the TV volume. Not much. Just a few clicks. The Polish voices got louder. It didn't matter. The sounds from the guest room cut through anyway.

		Marcus groaned again. Deeper this time. More primal. Ashley made wet noises. Her mouth working. Her throat opening. Taking him.

		Jess pressed her thighs together. The movement was small. Subtle. But I saw it. The way her thick thighs squeezed. Creating pressure. Her hands rested on her lap. Fingers spread across her jeans. Right at the top of her thighs.

		The flush on her chest deepened. Spread wider. Her massive tits rose and fell faster under the tight V-neck. Her stiff nipples pressed harder against the fabric. Visible points straining through the lace and thin cotton. She was turned on. Completely turned on by what we were hearing.

		My cock throbbed. Leaked. I felt the wetness spreading in my boxers. Precum soaking through. I sat frozen. Afraid to move. Afraid to break whatever this moment was.

		The wet sounds stopped. Sudden silence from the guest room. Just our breathing. The TV playing that Polish dialogue. My heart pounded so hard I thought Jess could hear it.

		Then a new sound started. Bed springs. Squeaking. Rhythmic. Slow at first. The old mattress in the guest room protesting under movement. Weight shifting. Bodies repositioning.

		Ashley's voice cut through. Higher pitched. Breathier.

		"Oh. Oh god."

		The bed springs squeaked faster. A steady rhythm building. I knew that sound. That tempo. Marcus was inside her. Fucking her. The springs compressed and released with each thrust.

		Jess's hand moved to her throat. Her fingers touched the base of her neck. Just resting there. Her pulse had to be racing. Her hazel eyes stayed locked on mine. Wide. Dilated. The gold flecks almost swallowed by the black of her pupils.

		Ashley moaned. Long and drawn out. The sound filled our house. Traveled through the thin walls like they weren't even there. My cock pressed painfully against my jeans. Throbbing. Aching. I wanted to adjust myself but couldn't move.

		The bed springs got louder. Faster. The rhythm increased. Marcus grunted. That deep sound from his chest. Primal. Ashley gasped. Short breaths punctuated by little cries.

		"Ah. Ah. Ah."

		Each sound timed with the squeaking springs. With his thrusts. I could picture it. Marcus's huge body over Ashley's petite frame. Her legs spread. His thick cock splitting her open. Filling her completely.

		Jess laughed. A nervous sound that came out too loud. She covered her mouth with her hand. Her eyes crinkled at the corners. She was trying not to lose it. Trying to keep it together. But the absurdity of sitting here listening to our friends fuck in the next room was hitting her.

		I reached for the remote again. My hand shook slightly. I turned the volume up more. The Polish voices got louder. Some sex scene playing now. Moaning from the TV speakers. It didn't help. The sounds from the guest room cut right through.

		"I don't think that's gonna help," Jess whispered.

		She'd already said that. But it felt true again. Nothing would block this out. We were going to hear everything.

		The headboard started banging. A steady thud against the wall. The wall that separated the guest room from the hallway. Each impact sent a vibration I could almost feel through the floor. The rhythm matched the bed springs. Matched Ashley's cries.

		Thud. Thud. Thud.

		"Oh god. Yes. Oh fuck yes."

		Ashley's voice climbed higher. Louder. No inhibition left. The alcohol and arousal stripping away any self-consciousness. She was screaming now. Actually screaming.

		"Your cock. Oh god your cock is so big."

		Jess's hand dropped from her mouth. Her jaw went slack. She stared at me with eyes so wide I could see white all around the hazel. Her mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. No words came out.

		The headboard slammed harder. Faster. Marcus was really pounding her. Really giving it to her. Ashley's screams got more desperate. More raw.

		"Fuck me. Fuck me harder."

		Jess covered her mouth again with both hands. Her massive tits pressed together between her arms. The deep valley of cleavage disappeared under her forearms. She leaned toward me slightly. Her whole body angled in my direction.

		"Jesus Christ, Daniel," she whispered through her fingers. Her voice was muffled but I heard every word. "Can you hear..."

		She trailed off. I nodded. My throat too tight to speak. My cock leaked more precum. The wet spot in my boxers spreading. I shifted on the couch. The movement made my jeans rub against my cock. Friction that felt too good. Dangerous.

		"Hard not to," I managed. My voice came out rough. Strained.

		The words felt inadequate. Stupid. Of course we could hear. The whole neighborhood could probably hear. Ashley was screaming like Marcus was killing her. Like his huge cock was destroying her. Ruining her.

		Jess pulled her hands away from her face. Her cheeks were completely flushed now. Pink spreading down her neck. Across her chest. Her stiff nipples poked through the V-neck. Unmistakable points straining against the fabric. She bit her bottom lip. Her teeth pressed into the flesh until it went white.

		"That's really fucking hot," she whispered.

		The admission hung between us. Raw. Honest. Her hazel eyes searched my face. Looking for my reaction. Waiting to see if I felt the same. If I was as turned on as she was.

		My cock answered for me. Throbbing. Pulsing. The outline visible in my jeans. Jess's eyes dropped. She looked directly at my lap. At the bulge pressing against the denim. She stared for a long moment. Then her eyes lifted back to mine.

		She smiled. Not a smirk this time. A real smile. Understanding. Acceptance. We were both feeling this. Both turned on by the sounds. By knowing what was happening in that room.

		The headboard banged faster. Harder. The wall shook with each impact. Ashley's screams reached a fever pitch.

		"Don't stop. Don't fucking stop. Oh god I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."

		Her words dissolved into incoherent sounds. Animalistic. Pure pleasure and desperation. Marcus growled. That deep rumble from his chest. The sound of a man claiming what he wanted. Taking it.

		Jess pressed her thick thighs together again. Tighter this time. Her hands gripped her jeans. Knuckles going white. She rocked forward slightly. Just an inch. Creating pressure where she needed it.

		I watched her. Couldn't look away. My wife sitting beside me. Listening to another man fuck. Getting turned on by it. Touching herself subtly. Trying to get relief without being obvious.

		But I saw everything. Every movement. Every shift. Every press of her thighs. Every bite of her lip. Seven years of marriage taught me her body. Her tells. She was soaking wet in those jeans. I'd bet money on it.

		The sounds from the guest room intensified. Bed springs screaming. Headboard slamming. Ashley wailing. Marcus grunting. All of it blending into a symphony of fucking. Raw. Primal. Unrestrained.

		Jess's breathing matched the rhythm. Fast. Shallow. Her massive tits rose and fell. Her chest flushed deeper pink. Almost red now. Heat radiating off her body. I felt it across the small space between us.

		She turned to face me fully. Her body angled toward mine. Her knee touched my thigh. The contact sent electricity through me. Her lips parted. Wet. Pink. She breathed through her mouth. Panting almost.

		"Fuck," she whispered.

		Just that one word. But it said everything.

		The bed slammed harder against the wall. A brutal rhythm that shook the house. Ashley's voice reached new heights. Frantic. Desperate. Words tumbling out between gasps.

		"Harder. Fuck me harder. Don't stop."

		She was begging. Actually begging for it. Her voice raw from screaming. Marcus answered with a grunt. The bed springs screamed under the increased force. The headboard cracked against the wall with impacts that sounded like they'd leave marks.

		Jess shifted on the couch. Her thick thighs pressed together. Squeezed tight. Her hands moved to her lap. Fingers spread across the top of her jeans. Right over where I knew she was throbbing. Aching. She rocked forward slightly. Creating friction. Her eyes stayed locked on mine.

		"Fuck," she whispered. Her voice breathy. Shaking. "She sounds like she's losing her mind."

		I could barely form words. My throat felt like sandpaper. My cock pressed so hard against my jeans I thought the zipper might break. Precum soaked through my boxers. A wet spot spreading. I swallowed.

		"He's really giving it to her."

		The words came out rough. Strained. Obvious. Stupid. But I couldn't think of anything else to say. My brain had stopped working. All the blood rushing south. Pooling in my cock. Making me dizzy.

		"Yeah he is," Jess breathed.

		Her eyes were glassy now. Unfocused. She stared at me but I wasn't sure she was seeing me. Her mind was in that room. Picturing it. Marcus's huge body. His thick cock. Ashley's petite frame stretched around him. Taking every inch.

		Something flickered across her face. A tightness around her eyes. A press of her lips. Hidden behind the flush and the wide-eyed shock. I'd seen that expression before. When other women flirted with me at parties. When her coworker got the promotion she'd wanted. Jealousy. Subtle. Buried under layers of humor and surprise. But there.

		The wet sounds carried through the walls. Slapping. Skin on skin. Marcus's balls hitting Ashley's ass with each thrust. The sound obscene. Clear. Unmistakable. Ashley moaned. Long and guttural. A sound I'd never heard a woman make in real life. Only in porn.

		"Ungh. Yes. Fuck. Ungh."

		Each syllable punched out of her. Forced by the impact of his hips. His cock driving deep. Filling her completely. Probably hitting her cervix. Making her see stars.

		Jess let out a breath that was half laugh, half disbelief. She shook her head. Her chestnut ponytail swayed.

		"This is officially the most public PDA I've ever experienced," she whispered. Her voice trembled between amusement and arousal. "And we're not even in the same room."

		I almost laughed. Would have if my throat wasn't so tight. The absurdity hit me. Sitting on our couch. Fully clothed. Listening to our friends fuck like animals twenty feet away. Public but private. Intimate but distant.

		Jess's hand slid between her thighs. Right there. In front of me. Her palm pressed against her jeans. Against her pussy. Her fingers spread. Applied pressure. She rocked against her hand. Small movements. Subtle. But I saw everything.

		Her head tilted back slightly. Her throat exposed. Pale skin flushed pink. Her lips parted. A small sound escaped. Almost a whimper. Her massive tits heaved with each breath. Stiff nipples poking through the V-neck like bullets.

		She turned to look at me. Her hazel eyes meeting mine. Gold flecks burning bright. Her hand still pressed between her legs. Not hiding it. Not pretending. She licked her lips.

		"This is so wrong," she whispered. Her voice shook. "But I'm so turned on right now."

		My cock pulsed. Leaked more. The admission hit me like a fist to the gut. My wife. Touching herself. Listening to Marcus fuck Ashley. Admitting it turned her on. Saying it out loud.

		Heat flooded through me. Shame mixed with arousal. My stomach twisted. My chest tightened. But my cock only got harder. Thicker. The contradiction made my head spin.

		The sounds from the guest room reached a crescendo. Ashley screamed. Actually screamed. No words anymore. Just primal sounds. Pleasure so intense it stripped away language. Marcus's grunts got deeper. More frequent. The bed slammed faster. Harder.

		Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud.

		Like a machine. Relentless. Powerful. Unstoppable.

		"Oh god. Oh god. Oh my fucking god."

		Ashley found words again. Broken. Sobbing. Her voice cracked. Tears probably streaming down her face. Makeup ruined. Hair wild. Completely destroyed by his cock.

		"I'm gonna cum. Fuck. I'm gonna cum on your huge cock."

		Jess moaned. Softly. Under her breath. But I heard it. That small sound of pleasure. Her hand pressed harder between her thighs. Ground against her jeans. Her hips rocked. Not subtle anymore. Really moving. Riding her own hand.

		"Oh god," Jess whispered.

		Her eyes closed. Her head tilted back further. Her throat worked. Swallowing. Her breathing ragged. Fast. Her chest rising and falling. Those massive tits straining against the V-neck. The fabric stretched tight.

		I watched that expression on her face. The arousal mixing with something deeper. Something hungry. She wasn't just turned on by the sounds. She was picturing herself there. In Ashley's place. Taking that huge cock. Screaming like that. Being fucked like that.

		The realization hit me hard. Made my cock throb. My wife wanted what Ashley was getting. Wanted Marcus. Wanted to feel what it was like. The jokes. The wide eyes. The shocked laughter. All of it covering that raw want.

		I stared at her. Couldn't look away. My wife. Coming undone beside me. Getting off on the sounds of Marcus fucking. This wasn't supposed to turn her on. Wasn't supposed to turn me on. But it did. God help me, it did.

		Ashley's screams built higher. Louder. Breaking into sobs. Her orgasm building. Right on the edge. Marcus growled. That deep animal sound. The sound of a man about to explode.

		The bed slammed. The headboard cracked against the wall. Ashley wailed. Her voice reaching a pitch that sounded painful. Jess's hand moved faster between her legs. Pressing. Rubbing. Grinding.

		"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck yes. I'm cumming. Oh fuck I'm cumming."

		Ashley's orgasm hit. Her screams dissolved into wordless cries. Gasping. Sobbing. The sounds wet. Raw. Marcus roared. That guttural release. His cock pumping. Filling her. The wet sounds intensified. Slapping. Squelching. Bodies locked together.

		Jess's breath came in short gasps. Her hand pressed hard against her jeans. Her thighs clamped around her wrist. Her whole body tensed. Coiled tight. Her lips parted wide. Eyes squeezed shut.

		I watched her edge close. So close. Right there in front of me. My cock throbbed. Ached. Leaked. The wet spot in my boxers spreading wider. Cold against my skin.

		The sounds from the guest room changed. Slowed. Heavy breathing. Moaning softer now. The aftermath. Marcus's deep voice rumbled. Words I couldn't make out. Ashley whimpering. Crying maybe. Overwhelmed.

		Jess's eyes opened. She pulled her hand away from between her legs. Slow. Reluctant. Her fingers trembled. She looked at me. Really looked. Her face flushed deep red. Her lips swollen from biting them. Her chest heaving.

		

	
		After

		

		The sounds stopped.

		I sat frozen on the couch. My hand gripped the armrest. The fabric bunched under my fingers. Jess sat beside me. Her body pressed against the cushions. Neither of us moved for a long moment.

		The TV played on. Some scene from the movie flickered across the screen. Colors and movement. I had no idea what was happening in it. My brain couldn't process anything except the silence coming from down the hallway. That terrible, loaded silence after all those sounds.

		Ashley's moans. Her screaming. The wet slap of skin. The bed slamming against the wall. Marcus's deep grunts. All of it stopped now. Replaced by nothing.

		I reached for the remote. My fingers found it on the couch between us. I pressed the power button. The screen went black. The sudden darkness made the room feel smaller. Quieter. The only light came from the lamp in the corner. Amber glow casting shadows across the walls.

		The movie felt pointless now. Reality had made it irrelevant.

		"So," Jess whispered. Her voice barely audible. "That just happened."

		I turned to look at her. Her hazel eyes caught the lamplight. Gold flecks visible. Pink flush spread across her pale cheeks. Down her neck. Her massive tits rose and fell with her breathing. Faster than normal.

		"Yeah," I said. My voice came out rough. I cleared my throat. "That definitely just happened."

		She let out a breath. Almost a laugh but not quite. "She got a little enthusiastic."

		"A little?"

		"Okay. Very enthusiastic."

		My cock throbbed in my jeans. Hard. Aching. I shifted slightly. Tried to adjust myself. Jess noticed. Her eyes dropped to my lap. To where the outline pushed against the denim. Her lips parted. Then she looked back at my face.

		"We should probably pretend we didn't hear anything," she whispered.

		"Can we pretend that?"

		"I don't know. What else are we supposed to do?"

		I picked up my wine glass. The stem felt cold in my palm. I took a long drink. The wine tasted sharp. "We could acknowledge it. Make a joke. Break the tension."

		"With Marcus or with Ashley?"

		"Both?"

		Jess shook her head. Her chestnut ponytail swayed. "Ashley's going to be mortified. You saw how drunk she was getting."

		"She's definitely going to regret that in the morning."

		"If she even remembers it."

		We sat in the silence for another moment. The lamp hummed. My heart beat steady in my chest. Heavy.

		"Do you think they're done?" Jess whispered.

		"I hope so."

		"God, that was loud."

		"You heard her screaming his name."

		Jess's cheeks flushed deeper. She uncrossed her legs. Crossed them the other way. The denim whispered with the movement. Her thick thighs pressed together. "Hard not to hear it."

		"The whole neighborhood probably heard it."

		She let out a soft laugh. Genuine this time. "Thank god Emily's at her grandparents."

		"No kidding."

		Her fingers traced the rim of her wine glass. Slow circles. She looked at me. "You okay?"

		"Yeah. You?"

		"Yeah." She paused. "That was just... intense."

		"Very intense."

		Her eyes dropped to my lap again. The bulge still visible. Obvious. She bit her bottom lip. "We should probably just act normal when they come out."

		"Normal," I repeated. "Right."

		"Like we didn't hear anything."

		"Even though we definitely heard everything."

		"Exactly."

		Minutes passed. Three. Five. Maybe ten. Time felt warped. Stretched out. My cock pressed harder against my jeans. I shifted again. Jess's foot bounced. A nervous rhythm. Her heel lifted and dropped. The movement made her calf muscle flex.

		Down the hallway a door opened.

		The door opened.

		Footsteps moved down the hallway. Soft. Unsteady. Getting closer.

		Ashley appeared at the edge of the living room.

		Her makeup was destroyed. Black streaks of mascara ran down both cheeks. Smeared across her temples. Her lipstick was gone completely. Just raw pink lips. Swollen. Her blonde hair looked wild. Tangled. Matted on one side. Strands stuck to her neck.

		Hickeys covered her throat. Dark purple marks. Some small. Some larger. They spread down to her collarbone. Disappeared under the neckline of her tight blue dress. The dress hung crooked on her small frame. The zipper pulled down an inch. The fabric wrinkled.

		She walked unsteadily in her heels. Each step careful. Deliberate. Her thighs pressed together. She moved like something hurt. Like she was holding herself carefully.

		Her eyes stayed on the floor. She wouldn't look at us. Wouldn't meet our gaze.

		Jess and I sat frozen on the couch. Neither of us spoke.

		Ashley moved to the coffee table. Her purse sat where she'd left it hours ago. She grabbed it. Her hands shook. The purse strap slipped off her shoulder. She caught it. Pulled it up. Still wouldn't look at us.

		"I have to go." Her voice came out rushed. Tight. "Early morning tomorrow."

		"Ashley," Jess started. Her tone gentle.

		"Really early. I should have left an hour ago."

		Ashley turned toward the door. Her heel caught on the edge of the rug. She stumbled. Caught herself on the arm of the chair. Straightened up. Kept moving.

		Marcus appeared in the hallway behind her. His dark gray button-down hung completely open. The fabric wrinkled. Disheveled. His muscular chest visible. Deep brown skin catching the lamplight. His abs showed definition. Six ridges leading down to his black jeans. The jeans hung low on his hips. His belt loosened. The leather end hanging free.

		"Ash, wait," he said.

		She didn't wait. She reached the front door. Her hand fumbled with the handle. It took her two tries to turn it. The latch clicked. She pulled the door open.

		Marcus followed her. His bare feet silent on the hardwood. "You're not driving like this."

		"I'm fine."

		"You had half a bottle of wine. I'm getting you an Uber."

		She stepped onto the front porch. He followed. The door stayed open behind them. Cool night air drifted into the house. I heard their voices. Muffled but clearer now.

		"I can't believe I did that." Ashley's voice cracked. High. Strained. "Oh my god. I can't believe I did that in their house."

		Marcus said something back. Too quiet to hear completely. His tone low. Soothing.

		"They heard everything. Everything. I'm never going to be able to face them again."

		"Nobody's judging you."

		"I need to go home. Please just let me go."

		"Give me two minutes. The Uber will be here."

		Jess looked at me. Her eyes wide. She mouthed something. I couldn't tell what. Her massive tits rose and fell with her breathing. Fast. Shallow.

		I heard Marcus's voice again. "Car's three minutes away. You can wait on the porch or inside."

		"I'll wait out here."

		"Ash..."

		"Please. I just need to be alone."

		Silence for a moment. The night sounds drifted in. Crickets. A car passing on a distant street. My cock still pressed hard against my jeans. The tension in the room thick. Heavy.

		Minutes passed. Three. Maybe four. Neither Jess nor I moved. We sat on the couch. Waiting. Listening.

		Headlights swept across our front window. Lit up the living room for a moment. A car pulled up outside. The engine idled.

		"That's you," Marcus said from the porch.

		"Okay."

		Footsteps on the porch. Her heels clicking against the wood. Then down the front steps. The clicking became sharper on concrete. A car door opened.

		"Text me when you get home," Marcus said.

		The door closed. Not slammed. Just closed. Firm.

		The engine noise grew fainter. Tires on pavement. Moving down the street. Getting quieter. Quieter.

		Then gone.

		Jess and I sat on the couch. Neither of us moved. The front door still hung open. Cool air drifted in. Marcus stood somewhere out there on the porch. I couldn't see him from where I sat. Just the empty doorway. The darkness beyond.

		Seconds passed. Ten. Twenty. My heart beat in my chest. Steady. Heavy.

		Footsteps on the porch again. Slower this time. Heavier. Marcus's weight on the wood.

		He stepped back through the doorway.

		He stepped back through the doorway.

		His dark gray button-down hung completely open. The fabric wrinkled. Creased from where Ashley's hands had gripped it. The shirt draped loosely from his broad shoulders. Untucked. The tails hanging past his hips.

		His chest filled the doorway. Muscular. Broad. Deep brown skin caught the lamplight. Smooth. His pecs had definition. The separation visible down the center. His nipples dark against the lighter brown. His shoulders looked massive. Wide. The kind of width that came from years of basketball. Of lifting.

		His abs showed six distinct ridges. Not bodybuilder shredded. But lean. Defined. The muscles carved into his torso. Leading down in a V shape. Disappearing under the waistband of his black jeans.

		The jeans sat low on his hips. His belt hung loose. The leather end dangling. The buckle undone. The top button of his jeans was unfastened. The zipper pulled down an inch. Maybe two.

		His cock pressed against the dark denim. Still semi-hard. The outline impossible to miss. It ran down his left thigh. Thick. Long. Even soft it created a prominent bulge. The fabric stretched over it. Showed the shape. The thickness of the shaft.

		He pushed the door closed behind him. The latch clicked. He turned to face us.

		Jess stared.

		Her eyes went to his chest first. Tracked across the breadth of it. Down to his abs. Then lower. To the bulge in his jeans. Her lips parted. Just slightly. Her breath caught. I heard it. A small intake of air.

		She didn't look away.

		Her hazel eyes stayed fixed on the outline pressing against his thigh. Her tongue touched her bottom lip. Wet it. Her throat moved as she swallowed.

		My stomach flipped. Heat spread through my chest. Down into my groin. My cock throbbed harder against my jeans. Pressed tight. Aching.

		I was watching my wife stare at another man's cock.

		Marcus walked toward the living room. His bare feet silent on the hardwood. Each step made the muscles in his torso shift. His abs flexed. His chest moved. The open shirt swayed with his movement.

		The bulge in his jeans shifted too. Hung heavy. Moved with each step.

		Jess's eyes followed it. Tracked the movement. Her breathing got faster. Shallower. Her massive tits rose and fell in the black V-neck. The deep canyon of cleavage visible. Pink flush spread across her pale skin. Down her neck. Across her chest.

		She caught herself. Blinked. Looked away quickly. Her eyes went to the floor. To the wall. Anywhere but at Marcus.

		But I'd seen it. That look. That hunger.

		Marcus stopped at the edge of the sectional. Right where he'd been sitting before. Before Ashley had pulled him down the hallway. Before the sounds. Before everything.

		He looked at us. His dark eyes calm. Easy. Like nothing had happened. Like he wasn't standing there half dressed with his cock still hard in his jeans.

		"Sorry about that," he said. His voice deep. Smooth. No embarrassment in it. "She got a little carried away."

		Jess's eyes flicked back to him. To his chest. To the bulge. Then away again. She cleared her throat.

		"Well," she said. Her voice came out husky. Rough. She cleared her throat again. "That was... I don't blame her for being excited about that."

		She gestured vaguely. Her hand moved toward the hallway. But her eyes dropped to his crotch when she said it. Stayed there for a beat. Then back up to his face.

		Marcus laughed. Deep. Genuine. The sound rumbled from his chest. His abs flexed with it.

		"Yeah," he said. "She definitely got excited."

		He moved to sit down. Dropped onto the sectional. Right in his spot. The corner. His body sank into the cushions. He leaned back. Spread his legs wide.

		The movement made everything more visible. His open shirt fell further to the sides. His entire torso exposed. The bulge in his jeans pressed more prominently against his thigh. The outline clear. Unmistakable.

		He rested his arms along the back of the couch. His biceps flexed. His chest stretched. Broad. Powerful. Relaxed.

		Completely comfortable.

		Jess stared again. Her eyes moved over his body. His chest. His abs. The V leading down. The bulge. She wasn't even trying to hide it now. Her breathing got heavier. Her lips stayed parted.

		I watched her watch him. My cock pressed painfully hard against my jeans. The fabric constrained it. Trapped it. I shifted slightly. Tried to find relief. There wasn't any.

		My throat felt tight. I swallowed. Tried to wet my mouth. Didn't help.

		"Sorry about that, man," Marcus said. He looked directly at me. His tone genuine. Apologetic. "Things got a little out of hand."

		"No worries," I said. My voice came out steadier than I felt. "These things happen."

		"Still. That wasn't cool. Doing that in your house."

		"It's fine."

		Jess shifted beside me. She uncrossed her legs. Crossed them the other way. The denim whispered. Her thick thighs pressed together. She pulled at the hem of her V-neck. Adjusted it. The movement made her massive tits shift. Bounce slightly.

		Marcus noticed. His eyes dropped. Tracked the movement. Lingered on her cleavage. That deep valley between her pale tits. Then back up to her face.

		"You good, Jess?" he asked.

		"Yeah." Her voice came out breathless. "Just... that was intense."

		"It was loud. Sorry if we disturbed you guys."

		"We heard," Jess said. Then caught herself. Her cheeks flushed deeper. "I mean... the walls are thin."

		Marcus grinned. "I figured."

		The silence stretched. Thick. Charged. Nobody moved. The lamp hummed. My heart beat heavy in my chest. My cock throbbed.

		I needed to do something. Break this tension. Move us past this moment.

		I stood up. My legs felt shaky. I walked toward the kitchen. "I'm getting us drinks. Whiskey sound good?"

		"Yeah," Marcus said. "That sounds perfect."

		"Jess?"

		"Yes." Her eyes stayed on Marcus. On his exposed chest. On the bulge in his jeans. "Definitely yes."

		I walked into the kitchen. Left them sitting there. The swinging door closed behind me. I leaned against the counter. My hands gripped the edge. My cock pressed hard against my jeans. My breathing came fast.

		What the fuck was happening.

		I grabbed the whiskey bottle from the cabinet above the sink. My hands shook slightly. The bottle neck rattled against the glasses as I poured. Three glasses. Neat. No ice. Strong.

		The amber liquid caught the kitchen light. I poured generous amounts. More than I normally would. We needed it.

		I set the bottle down. Stared at the three glasses lined up on the counter. My reflection warped in the stainless steel of the refrigerator. Distorted. Unrecognizable.

		My cock pressed against my jeans. Hard. Aching. I reached down and adjusted myself. The relief lasted seconds. Then the pressure returned.

		Jess was out there. With him. Alone.

		I grabbed two glasses in one hand. The third in the other. Pushed through the swinging door back into the living room.

		They weren't talking.

		Jess sat on the couch in the same spot. Her body angled slightly toward Marcus now. Her legs still crossed. Her foot bouncing in that nervous rhythm. Her eyes on him.

		Marcus leaned back in the corner of the sectional. His arms stretched along the back of the couch. His legs spread wide. That open shirt revealing everything. His chest. His abs. The bulge still prominent in his jeans.

		They both looked at me when I came through the door.

		I walked to Marcus first. Handed him his glass. Our fingers didn't touch this time. He took it. Brought it to his lips immediately. Drank. His throat moved as he swallowed.

		"Thanks, man," he said.

		I moved to Jess. Held out her glass. She took it with both hands. Her fingers wrapped around the glass. She didn't drink right away. Just held it. Looked down at the amber liquid.

		I sat back down beside her. The couch cushion sank under my weight. My thigh almost touched hers. Not quite. An inch of space between us.

		I lifted my glass. Drank. The whiskey burned going down. Sharp. Hot. It spread warmth through my chest. Into my stomach. Did nothing to ease the tension.

		Nobody spoke.

		The lamp hummed. The house settled. A creak somewhere in the walls. The refrigerator kicked on in the kitchen. The low hum of the compressor.

		Marcus took another drink. Longer this time. He finished half the glass. Set it down on the coffee table. The base clinked against the wood.

		He settled back into the couch. His body relaxed. Comfortable. His arms stretched wider along the back. His chest expanded with a deep breath. The muscles in his torso shifted. His abs flexed. Relaxed.

		Jess watched. Her eyes tracked every movement. Her lips stayed parted. Her breathing shallow.

		She finally lifted her glass. Took a long drink. Swallowed. Her throat moved. She pulled the glass away. Licked her bottom lip. A drop of whiskey caught there.

		"That's good," she said. Her voice came out rough. Husky.

		"Strong," Marcus added. He grinned. "Just what we needed."

		"Yeah," I said.

		The silence stretched again. Thicker now. Heavier. The alcohol wasn't cutting it. Wasn't breaking through the weight pressing down on all of us.

		Jess uncrossed her legs. Crossed them the other way. The denim whispered. Her thick thighs pressed together. She tugged at the hem of her V-neck. The fabric pulled tight across her massive tits. The deep cleavage on display.

		Marcus's eyes dropped. Watched her adjust herself. Lingered on her chest. On the pale flesh swelling over the black fabric. His tongue touched his bottom lip. Quick. Then his eyes moved back up to her face.

		"So," Jess said. She looked at him. Her hazel eyes caught the lamplight. "That was your new girlfriend."

		Marcus laughed. Short. Almost bitter. "I don't think she's my girlfriend anymore."

		"No?"

		"Pretty sure she's going to ghost me after tonight."

		"She was embarrassed."

		"She was mortified."

		"Can you blame her?" Jess took another drink. "She wasn't exactly subtle."

		"No. She wasn't."

		His hand moved to the bulge in his jeans. Just a casual adjustment. His palm pressed against it. Shifted it. The outline became even more visible. He pulled his hand away. Rested it on his thigh.

		Jess stared at where his hand had been. At the bulge. Her chest rose and fell faster.

		I took another drink. The whiskey burned less this time. My throat was numb now. My lips tingled.

		"How long were you two together?" I asked.

		"Three months," Marcus said. "Nothing serious."

		"Seemed serious to her."

		"Yeah. Maybe." He picked up his glass again. Finished what was left. Set it back down. "She wanted more than I could give."

		"What do you mean?" Jess asked. Her voice soft. Curious.

		Marcus shrugged. His broad shoulders lifted. Dropped. The open shirt moved with him. "She wanted commitment. Marriage talk. I just wanted something casual."

		"You told her that?"

		"I did. She said she was fine with it." He paused. "She wasn't fine with it."

		Jess nodded. She took another drink. Her glass was almost empty now. "Women say they're fine with casual. Most aren't."

		"You speaking from experience?"

		"I'm speaking from being a woman."

		Marcus grinned. His teeth white against his dark skin. "Fair point."

		The conversation felt easier now. Normal. Like we were just friends talking. Not three people who'd just lived through what we'd lived through.

		But the charge was still there. Under the surface. In the way Jess kept looking at him. In the way Marcus spread his legs wider. In the way my cock stayed hard in my jeans.

		"You want another?" I asked. I gestured to Marcus's empty glass.

		"Yeah. Thanks."

		I stood. Grabbed his glass. Walked back to the kitchen. The swinging door closed behind me. I poured more whiskey. My hand steadier now. The alcohol working through my system.

		I came back out. Handed Marcus his refilled glass. Topped off Jess's. Mine.

		Sat back down.

		The awkwardness was softening. The edges smoothing. The alcohol doing its work. We were settling into this. Whatever this was.

		The night wasn't over yet.

		

	
		Late Night

		

		Marcus settled back onto the sectional. His muscular chest caught the lamplight. The ridges of his abs cast shadows down to the waistband of his dark jeans. He stretched his long legs out in front of him. His thighs spread wide. The denim pulled tight across his lap. The heavy outline of his cock rested against his left thigh.

		I poured three glasses of whiskey. The bottle was nearly full. We had a long night ahead of us.

		Jess took her glass from me. Her fingers brushed mine. She settled into the armchair across from Marcus. Her legs curled under her. The black V-neck still showed that impossible cleavage. Her massive tits swelled up over the fabric. She took a drink. The liquid disappeared past her lips.

		"Well," Jess said. She gestured toward the front door with her glass. "That was interesting."

		Marcus laughed. Deep. Rumbling from his chest. "That's one word for it."

		"Was she just a plaything?" Jess asked. Her tone stayed light. Teasing. "Or were you actually into her?"

		"She was fun. Easy to be around."

		"That's not an answer."

		Marcus grinned. He took a long drink of whiskey. "Fine. Yeah, she was mostly a plaything. I wasn't looking for anything serious."

		"Because you're still processing the divorce?"

		"The divorce was three years ago, Jess. I'm over it."

		"Are you though?"

		His smile widened. "Yes. I'm over it."

		Jess leaned forward in her chair. Her massive tits pressed together. The cleavage deepened. "You cheated on your wife. Then you got divorced. Now you're just casually fucking around. That screams unresolved issues."

		I sat in the chair beside Jess. My glass felt heavy in my hand. The whiskey burned going down. Warmth spread through my chest. I watched them talk. The easy banter. The comfort between them.

		"I don't have issues," Marcus said. "I just like sex."

		"You're a sex addict."

		"I prefer the term enthusiast."

		Jess laughed. The sound filled the room. She took another drink. Her glass already half empty. "You're impossible."

		"And you're judgmental."

		"I'm honest."

		Marcus nodded. His dark eyes fixed on her. "Fair. So let me be honest too. I cheated because the marriage was dead. We hadn't had sex in months. She was distant. I was lonely. I made a mistake."

		"And now you're making up for lost time?"

		"Something like that."

		The clock on the wall read eleven fifty. The house felt different with just the three of us. Quieter. The air thicker.

		Jess shifted in her chair. Her hazel eyes stayed on Marcus. "How many women have you been with since the divorce?"

		"Are we really doing this?"

		"I'm curious."

		Marcus took another drink. He seemed completely unfazed. "I don't know. I don't keep count."

		"Ballpark."

		"Maybe twenty. Thirty."

		"Jesus." Jess's eyebrows raised. "You are a sex addict."

		"Or a stud." Marcus grinned. "Depends on your perspective."

		I shifted in my chair. My cock pressed against my jeans. Semi-hard. The conversation was intimate. Raw. My wife asking my friend about his sex life. Him answering without hesitation.

		"I'm going with sex addict," Jess said. She reached for the whiskey bottle. Refilled her glass. Then Marcus's. Then mine. "But I'll give you stud as a close second."

		Marcus laughed. "I'll take it."

		"Do you even know their names?"

		"Most of them."

		"Most?"

		"Some were one-night stands. You don't always exchange names."

		Jess shook her head. Blonde strands fell loose from her ponytail. Framed her face. "That's wild."

		"That's life when you're single and decent looking."

		"Decent looking." Jess's voice dripped with sarcasm. "You're six-three with muscles everywhere and a cock the size of a third leg. You're not decent looking. You're basically every woman's fantasy."

		My stomach flipped. Heat spread through my chest. My wife just said that. Out loud. To Marcus. While staring at his body.

		Marcus's smile widened. "You noticed."

		"Hard not to. Ashley made sure of that."

		"She did get carried away."

		Jess took a long drink. Her cheeks flushed pink. The alcohol hitting her. "I don't blame her. That's not something you see every day."

		I sat frozen. My cock thickened in my jeans. The way she was talking. The way she was looking at him. Her eyes drifting down to the bulge in his jeans. Lingering there.

		Marcus leaned back into the sectional. His arms spread across the back. His chest expanded when he breathed. The muscles in his shoulders flexed. "It's been a blessing and a curse."

		"How is that a curse?"

		"Some women see it and run. They're intimidated."

		"And the rest?"

		"They want to try it."

		Jess's tongue touched her bottom lip. Quick. Unconscious. "Do they regret it?"

		"Not usually."

		The clock moved past midnight. Twelve fifteen. The whiskey kept flowing. The conversation loosened. I watched Jess lean forward more. Her body angled toward Marcus. Her massive tits hanging heavy in the V-neck. The cleavage impossible to miss.

		Marcus's eyes dropped. Quick glances. To her chest. To her thick thighs. Back to her face. He wasn't hiding it anymore.

		Neither was she.

		"So you're just going to keep fucking around?" Jess asked. "No plans to settle down again?"

		"Maybe eventually. But not now."

		"Why not?"

		"Because I'm enjoying myself." Marcus took another drink. "And I don't see the point in rushing into something serious when I can have fun."

		"Fun." Jess smiled. That gap between her front teeth visible. "Is that what you call it?"

		"What would you call it?"

		"Being a man-whore."

		Marcus laughed. "Harsh."

		"But accurate."

		"Maybe."

		I shifted again. My cock pressed harder against my jeans. The dynamic between them had changed. The teasing more charged. The looks more deliberate. Jess's body language open. Inviting.

		"What about you?" Marcus asked. He looked at Jess. Then at me. "You guys still having fun after seven years?"

		Jess glanced at me. Her hazel eyes caught the lamplight. Gold flecks visible. Then back to Marcus. "We're good."

		"That's not what I asked."

		She took another drink. "We have our moments."

		"But?"

		"But nothing. We're married. It's different."

		"Different how?"

		Jess paused. Her fingers played with the rim of her glass. "It's comfortable. Safe. We know each other."

		Marcus nodded. His tongue touched his bottom lip. "That sounds boring."

		"It's not boring."

		"But it's not exciting either."

		Jess didn't answer. She just looked at him. Her breathing faster. Shallower. Her chest rising and falling under the thin fabric.

		Marcus's massive hand moved to his thigh. Rested there. His fingers spread wide against the dark denim. "Everyone needs excitement."

		The whiskey kept disappearing. Jess refilled the glasses. Her hands moved slower now. Less precise. The alcohol showed in her movements. In the way her eyes stayed fixed on Marcus for longer stretches.

		The clock moved past twelve thirty.

		"Can I ask you something?" Jess said. Her voice dropped lower. More intimate.

		Marcus nodded. His dark eyes locked on hers. "Sure."

		"When were you fully grown?" She gestured vaguely toward his lap. "Like, what was high school like for you? I can't imagine."

		Marcus grinned. Slow. Easy. "You really want to know?"

		"I'm curious."

		He took a long drink. Drained half his glass. Set it down on the coffee table. "I hit puberty early. Seventh grade. By the time I was fifteen I was basically my full size."

		"Jesus."

		"Yeah."

		Jess leaned forward more. Her massive tits hung heavy. The V-neck stretched tight. "That must have been insane."

		"It was interesting."

		"Interesting how?"

		Marcus's tongue touched his bottom lip. "Girls noticed. Word got around pretty fast."

		"I bet girls threw themselves at you."

		"Some did." His massive hand moved to his thigh. Adjusted himself. The bulge shifted in his jeans. More prominent now. "Others got intimidated and stayed away."

		Jess's eyes dropped to his lap for a moment. Then back to his face. "What about the ones who didn't stay away?"

		"Most of them were curious. Wanted to see if the rumors were true."

		"Were they?"

		Marcus laughed. "Yeah. They were true."

		My cock throbbed in my jeans. I shifted in my chair. The denim pressed tight against my erection. I couldn't stop watching them. The easy way they talked. The alcohol loosening their tongues.

		"Did you lose your virginity in high school?" Jess asked.

		"Freshman year. Girl from the basketball team. She was a senior."

		"She seduced you?"

		"Pretty much. Took me to her car after practice one day."

		Jess took a drink. Her hand steadier now. "How did that go?"

		Marcus's smile widened. "Awkward. I was fifteen and had no idea what I was doing. She was patient though."

		"Could she handle it?"

		"Barely. We had to go slow. Really slow."

		"God." Jess laughed. Nervous energy in the sound. "I've been with bigger guys before. In college. But nothing like what I saw tonight."

		My stomach flipped. She'd told me about her past. But hearing her bring it up now. With Marcus. Made my cock throb harder.

		"Yeah?" Marcus took another drink. "How big?"

		"Maybe seven inches. Seven and a half." Jess shrugged. "But you're clearly in a different category."

		"It's been a blessing and a curse."

		"How is that a curse?"

		"Some women take one look and bail. Others want to try but can't handle it. You learn to read the situation pretty fast."

		Jess's breathing got slightly faster. Her chest rose and fell. "What about the ones who can handle it?"

		"Those are rare. But when you find them, it's worth it."

		The clock read twelve fifty-five. The whiskey bottle sat half empty on the coffee table. Jess refilled her glass again. Then Marcus's. The liquid sloshed slightly. Her coordination slipping.

		"What about college?" Jess asked. "I'm sure you had plenty of opportunities there."

		"It was easier. Women were more experienced. More adventurous."

		"How many?"

		"In college?" Marcus paused. "Maybe fifteen. Twenty."

		Jess's eyebrows raised. "Jesus. You really are making up for lost time."

		"I was young. Single. Figured I should enjoy it while I could."

		"And now you're divorced and back to enjoying it."

		Marcus grinned. "Something like that."

		I watched them talk. The banter easy. Comfortable. But charged with something underneath. Jess kept glancing at his body. At the muscles in his chest. At his thick thighs spread wide on the couch.

		Marcus didn't seem to mind. He sat relaxed. Confident. His massive frame taking up space without apology.

		"You know what's funny?" Jess said. She swirled the whiskey in her glass.

		"What?"

		"You're sitting here half-naked. Talking about your sex life. And you're completely comfortable."

		Marcus laughed. "Should I not be?"

		"Most guys would be self-conscious."

		"I stopped being self-conscious about my body a long time ago. People are going to stare either way."

		"Do you like it? The attention?"

		"Sometimes. Depends on the situation."

		Jess's eyes drifted down to his chest again. To the muscles in his torso. To where his jeans sat low on his hips. She looked away quickly. Took another drink. "I get that. I like the attention at the gym. Knowing guys are watching."

		"Nothing wrong with that."

		"Daniel thinks it's weird sometimes."

		I shifted in my chair. My face warming. She was talking about me like I wasn't there.

		Marcus glanced at me. His expression neutral. Friendly. "Everyone likes being appreciated. That's human nature."

		"Exactly." Jess took another long drink. Her cheeks flushed pink. The alcohol showing in her face. "I work hard for my body. Why shouldn't I enjoy the attention?"

		"You should."

		"Thank you."

		Marcus adjusted himself through his jeans again. His hand lingering on his thigh. The bulge more prominent now. Impossible to miss. He didn't try to hide it.

		Jess's eyes dropped. Stared for a moment longer than before. Then back to his face. Her tongue touched her bottom lip.

		The air felt thicker. Heavier. The alcohol and the late hour making everything softer. More dangerous.

		"So what happens now?" Jess asked. "With Ashley ghosting you?"

		"I'll give it a few days. See if she texts. If not, I'll move on."

		"That easy?"

		Marcus shrugged. His broad shoulders lifting. "No point dwelling on it. There are plenty of women out there."

		"Spoken like a true man-whore."

		He laughed. Deep. Genuine. "You're not going to let that go, are you?"

		"Nope."

		"Fair enough."

		Jess smiled. That gap between her front teeth visible. She took another drink. Her glass nearly empty again. The whiskey hitting her hard now. Her body relaxed deeper into the chair. Her massive tits shifting under the V-neck.

		Marcus's eyes moved over her. Quick glances. To her chest. To her thick thighs. Back to her face. Appreciative but not disrespectful.

		The clock moved past one in the morning.

		I stood. Walked to the kitchen without saying anything. My legs felt unsteady. The whiskey hitting me harder now. I grabbed another bottle from the cabinet. Brought it back. Set it on the coffee table.

		Marcus reached for it immediately. Refilled his glass. Generous pour. He topped off Jess's without asking. Then mine.

		The clock read one fifteen.

		Jess shifted. Moved from the armchair. She slid down onto the floor. Sat cross-legged in front of the coffee table. Between Marcus and me but closer to him. Maybe three feet from where he sat on the sectional.

		She leaned forward to grab her glass. The black V-neck hung loose from her chest. The opening gaped wider. Her massive tits hung heavy inside the fabric. The deep canyon of cleavage visible from above. The pale swell of her flesh. The edge of her black lace bra.

		Marcus's eyes dropped. Stayed there for a moment. His dark gaze moving over her chest. Then back to his glass.

		Jess didn't seem to notice. She took a long drink. Set the glass back on the table. Stayed leaning forward. Her elbows resting on her knees.

		The position made her tits press together more. Made the cleavage deeper. More prominent.

		Marcus adjusted himself through his jeans. Casual. Quick. His hand moving back to rest on his thigh.

		"So what's your type?" Jess asked. Her words came out slower. Slightly slurred at the edges. "Physically, I mean."

		Marcus took a drink. "Athletic builds. Women who take care of themselves."

		"Makes sense. You're pretty fit yourself."

		"I try."

		Jess nodded. She leaned forward more to reach for the whiskey bottle. The V-neck gaped even wider. Her massive tits swayed inside the fabric. The bra barely containing them.

		Marcus's eyes dropped again. Quick glance. Then away. He took another drink.

		"What about personality?" Jess asked. She refilled her glass. Still leaning forward. "What matters to you?"

		Marcus shifted on the sectional. "Confidence. Sense of humor. I don't like drama."

		"Fair."

		"What about you? What attracted you to Daniel?"

		Jess glanced at me. Smiled. "He made me laugh. Still does."

		"That's important."

		"Yeah. It is."

		My cock throbbed in my jeans. I shifted on my chair. Watching Jess lean forward like that. Her massive tits hanging in the loose V-neck. Marcus trying not to stare but failing.

		"What about sexually?" Jess asked. Her tone casual. Conversational. "What do you like?"

		Marcus took another drink. "I'm pretty straightforward. Nothing too crazy."

		"Come on. You can do better than that."

		He laughed. "Fine. I like women who know what they want. Who aren't passive."

		"You like them to be vocal?"

		"Yeah. Communication is important."

		Jess reached for her glass. Her tits swayed with the movement. The V-neck hung so loose the edges of her bra were fully visible. Marcus's eyes dropped. Lingered. Then back up.

		"What about positions?" Jess asked. "Do you have a favorite?"

		Marcus's hand moved to his thigh. "Depends on the woman. Everyone's different."

		"That's diplomatic."

		"It's true though. What works for one person doesn't work for another."

		Jess leaned forward even more. Her elbows on her knees. Her massive tits hanging heavy in the loose V-neck. The cleavage impossible to miss from where Marcus sat. "I bet size affects that too."

		Marcus nodded. "Yeah. It does. You have to be careful. Go slow."

		"Do women ever struggle with it?"

		"Sometimes. At first. But most adjust."

		"Most?"

		"Some can't. That's okay too."

		Jess took another drink. Her breathing slightly faster. "I can't imagine that. Seems like it would be intimidating."

		Marcus shrugged. His broad shoulders lifting. "You learn to read the situation. If someone's nervous, you take your time."

		The clock read one thirty.

		Jess shifted on the floor. Her thighs spreading slightly. She reached for the bottle again. Leaned so far forward her tits nearly spilled out. The black lace bra stretched tight. Her small nipples pressed against the fabric.

		Marcus stared. Just for a moment. His breathing heavier. Then he looked away. Took another long drink.

		"Do you prefer hookups or relationships?" Jess asked.

		"Right now? Hookups. Relationships take too much energy."

		"That's honest."

		"No point lying about it."

		Jess smiled. That gap between her front teeth visible. "What happens when you meet someone you actually like?"

		"Haven't met anyone yet."

		"You will eventually."

		"Maybe."

		Marcus adjusted himself again. His hand moving over the bulge in his jeans. The outline prominent. Thick. He didn't linger. Just shifted position and moved his hand back to his thigh.

		Jess's eyes dropped. Noticed. Then back to his face. "What about Ashley? Could that have been something?"

		"Probably not. We didn't have much in common beyond the physical stuff."

		"Sometimes that's enough."

		"For a night. Not for anything longer."

		The whiskey bottle sat nearly empty. Jess refilled her glass. Still on the floor. Still leaning forward. Her massive tits on display in the gaping V-neck.

		Marcus's eyes kept drifting down. To her chest. To the deep cleavage. He'd catch himself and look away. But then his gaze would drift back.

		"What's the longest relationship you've had since the divorce?" Jess asked.

		"Maybe three months."

		"What happened?"

		"She wanted more commitment. I wasn't ready."

		"Were you honest with her?"

		"Yeah. From the start. But she thought she could change my mind."

		Jess nodded. "That never works."

		"No. It doesn't."

		The clock moved past one forty-five.

		Marcus drained his glass. Set it down. "I should probably crash soon. I'm drunk as hell."

		Jess nodded. "Yeah. We all are."

		"You're in no shape to drive," I said. My voice came out rough. The first words I'd spoken in over an hour.

		Marcus looked at me. "Yeah. If that guest room offer still stands."

		"Of course. It's all yours."

		

	
		The Display

		

		The hallway felt narrower than usual. Darker. The amber glow from the night-light plugged in at the junction barely illuminated the hardwood beneath our feet. Jess stumbled slightly. Her shoulder hit the doorframe of our bedroom. She giggled and caught herself with one hand against the wood.

		"Whoops."

		Her voice carried that slurred edge. The whiskey showing in every syllable. She pushed off the frame and walked into the bedroom. Her tight jeans hugged her thick thighs. Her round ass moved with each unsteady step. The black V-neck hung loose on her body now. Hours of drinking and sitting had stretched the fabric.

		I followed her inside. Left the door cracked open behind me. Just a few inches. My habit from when Emily was younger. In case she called out at night. The habit stuck even when she wasn't home.

		The bedroom felt warm. Stuffy. I smelled wine and perfume and the faint scent of Jess's body wash from her shower hours ago. Floral. Clean. Mixed now with sweat from the warm night on the patio.

		Marcus was twenty feet away. Across the narrow hallway in the guest room. I pictured him there. Stripping down. Climbing into the bed. Thinking about what he'd seen earlier. Ashley's small hand on his huge cock. The way she worked him. The wet sounds when she finally pulled him into the guest room.

		Jess walked to her side of the bed. The side closest to the door. She reached down and grabbed the hem of her V-neck. Pulled it over her head in one smooth motion. The fabric caught on her ponytail for a second. She tugged harder. The shirt came free. She tossed it onto the floor near the hamper. Missed by two feet.

		Her massive tits strained against the black push-up bra. The lace stretched tight across her pale skin. Her G-cups swelled up over the top. Heavy. Full. The deep cleavage shadowed in the dim light from the hallway. Her wide aureoles showed faintly through the lace. Rose-pink circles nearly two and a half inches across. Her small nipples pressed hard against the fabric. Stiff from arousal or cold or both.

		She reached behind her back. Found the clasp. Struggled with it for a moment. Her fingers clumsy from the alcohol.

		"Fuck. This thing."

		She finally got it. The bra released. Her massive tits spilled free. Dropped heavily. The weight pulling them down. They swayed as she moved. Natural movement. Real flesh. The pale skin flushed pink across the tops. Her wide aureoles darker now. That deep rose color that came when she was turned on. Her small nipples stood out. Delicate. Pencil-eraser sized. Hypersensitive.

		She tossed the bra toward the hamper. It landed draped over the edge. Half in. Half out.

		I stood near the foot of the bed. Watching. My cock pressed against my jeans. Semi-hard already from listening to Marcus and Ashley fuck in the guest room earlier. From the sounds that carried through the thin walls. From watching Jess stare at Marcus's huge cock outlined in his basketball shorts when he returned. From the way the whole night had unfolded.

		Jess unbuttoned her jeans. Tugged the zipper down. The sound loud in the quiet bedroom. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband. Pushed the tight denim down over her wide hips. Over her thick thighs. The muscles in her legs flexed as she bent forward. Her huge tits hung heavy. Swaying with the movement.

		The jeans caught at her knees. She had to sit on the edge of the bed to pull them off completely. First one leg. Then the other. She kicked the jeans away. They landed in a heap near her discarded V-neck.

		She stood again. Wearing just her black thong. The thin fabric barely covered her pussy. The triangle of lace sat low on her hips. The string disappeared between the round cheeks of her legendary ass. High. Shelf-like. Competition-level glute development from years of heavy squats.

		Her body was a fantasy. Massive tits. Tight waist. Thick powerful thighs with visible muscle separation. Pale skin with pink undertones. Flushed from alcohol and heat. The faint line of her linea nigra still visible running down from her navel. A shadow left from pregnancy seven years ago.

		She stretched her arms over her head. Arched her back. Her tits lifted slightly. Her ribs showed beneath the pale skin of her torso. Her stomach tight. Lean. Defined without being ripped.

		"What?"

		Her hazel eyes met mine. Gold flecks caught the dim light. That confident smile played on her lips. The small gap between her front teeth visible.

		"You've seen these before."

		She gestured to her body. Her massive tits. Her muscular legs. All of it on display.

		"I have."

		My voice came out rough. Strained. My cock thickened in my jeans. Pressed harder against the denim.

		Jess turned away from me. Faced the bed. She crawled onto the mattress on her hands and knees. Her huge tits swayed heavily beneath her. Pendulous. Moving with each shift of her weight. Her round ass lifted high. The black thong stretched tight across her pussy. The thin string disappeared between her cheeks.

		She moved slowly. Deliberately. Giving me the full show. Her thick thighs spread as she crawled. The muscles in her hamstrings and glutes flexing. Her pale skin glowing in the low light.

		She reached the middle of the bed. Rolled onto her back. Her massive tits shifted with the movement. Settled heavily on her chest. She stretched her arms over her head. Her body completely relaxed. Unselfconscious. Legs spreading slightly. Bent at the knees. The black thong barely covering anything.

		Her eyes closed. She let out a long breath.

		"God I'm drunk."

		She laughed. Soft. Easy. The sound filled the quiet bedroom.

		I turned toward the door. The crack I'd left open. Movement in the hallway caught my eye. A shadow. Darker than the ambient glow from the night-light.

		Marcus.

		He stood in the hallway. Maybe six feet from our door. Frozen. His massive frame silhouetted against the amber light behind him. His broad shoulders. His height. All of it unmistakable.

		He stared through the crack. Into our bedroom. At Jess.

		At her body spread out on the bed. Her massive tits. Her thick thighs. The black thong barely covering her pussy. All of it visible from where he stood.

		My heart hammered. My cock throbbed hard. I should close the door. Should say something. Should protect my wife's privacy.

		I didn't move.

		Jess's eyes opened. She turned her head slightly. Looked toward the door. Saw the crack. Saw the shadow standing there.

		Her lips curved into a smile. That tipsy confident smile.

		"Night, Marcus."

		Her voice carried clearly. Loud enough for him to hear across the hallway. She didn't move to cover herself. Didn't pull the blanket up. Just lay there. Naked except for the tiny thong. Her massive tits on full display. Her thick thighs spread. Her body completely exposed.

		The shadow shifted. Marcus took half a step back.

		"You like what you see?"

		Jess added it like an afterthought. Her tone playful. Teasing. The alcohol loosening her tongue. Making her bold.

		The shadow froze again. Just for a second. Then Marcus moved. Fast. Back down the hallway toward the guest room. His footsteps heavy on the hardwood. Retreating.

		Jess laughed. Soft. Satisfied. She stretched again. Her tits lifting. Then settling.

		I walked to the door. My legs felt unsteady. My cock pressed rock hard against my jeans. Precum leaked. Soaked through my boxers. I grabbed the door handle. Pulled it closed. The latch clicked shut.

		The room felt darker now. Smaller. Just the faint light from the window casting shadows across the bed.

		Jess rolled onto her side. Propped her head up on one hand. Looked at me.

		"You gonna stand there all night?"

		Her hazel eyes caught what little light remained. Gold flecks glowing. Her massive tits pressed together. The weight creating deep cleavage even lying on her side.

		I walked toward the bed.

		I stripped off my button-down shirt. Tossed it onto the chair near the closet. My hands moved to my jeans. Unbuttoned them. Pulled the zipper down. My cock pressed hard against my boxers. The outline visible. Straining the fabric.

		I pushed my jeans down. Stepped out of them. Left them on the floor. My boxers tented. Precum soaked through the gray cotton. A dark spot spreading.

		Jess watched me from the bed. Her head still propped on one hand. Her hazel eyes tracked my movements. Gold flecks catching the dim light from the window. That smile stayed on her lips. Confident. Amused.

		"Someone's excited."

		Her voice teased. Playful. She shifted onto her back again. Her massive tits settled heavily on her chest. The weight pulling them to the sides slightly. Her wide aureoles stood out against her pale skin. Rose-pink circles darkened with arousal. Her small nipples hard. Stiff peaks that begged to be sucked.

		I climbed onto the bed. The mattress dipped under my weight. I moved toward her. My cock throbbed in my boxers. My hands reached for her body. For those incredible tits.

		My palms pressed against the soft flesh. Heavy. Warm. The weight filled my hands. I squeezed. Kneaded. Her skin smooth under my fingers. Her small nipples pressed into my palms.

		Jess moaned. Soft. Her back arched slightly off the mattress. Pushing her huge tits up into my hands.

		"Mmm."

		I leaned down. My mouth found her left nipple. I sucked it between my lips. Flicked my tongue across the delicate peak. She tasted like salt and skin and that floral body wash. Her nipple hardened further in my mouth. The sensitivity making her gasp.

		"Oh god."

		Her hand came up to the back of my head. Fingers tangled in my hair. Not pulling. Just resting there. Her breathing quickened. Chest rising and falling beneath me.

		I switched to her other nipple. Sucked it into my mouth. My tongue circled the small peak. My hand squeezed her other breast. The massive weight overflowing my grip. Her flesh soft and yielding.

		She moaned again. Louder this time. Her thighs shifted beneath me. Spreading slightly. The black thong stretched tight across her pussy.

		My cock leaked more precum. The wetness spreading through my boxers. I ground against the mattress. Seeking friction. My balls ached.

		I released her nipple. Kissed down between her huge tits. Down her sternum. Over her lean stomach. I felt the faint raised line of her linea nigra under my lips. That pregnancy shadow still visible after seven years.

		My hands moved to her hips. To the thin strings of her black thong. I hooked my fingers under the fabric. Started to pull it down.

		Jess's hands pressed against my shoulders. Firm. Pushing me back.

		"Wait."

		I looked up at her. Her hazel eyes met mine. Something in her expression shifted. That confident smile faded. Her face looked distant. Unfocused.

		"Let me take care of you."

		Her voice came out soft. Flat. She pushed me harder. I rolled onto my back. The mattress soft beneath me. My cock pressed painfully against my boxers.

		Jess sat up. Her massive tits swayed with the movement. She turned toward me. Her hand reached out. Found the waistband of my boxers.

		She pulled them down. My cock sprang free. Hard. Average length at five and a half inches. Average girth. Nothing impressive. Nothing like what Ashley had pulled out of Marcus's shorts earlier.

		The comparison flashed in my mind. Marcus's huge shaft. Thick. Long. Ashley's small hand unable to close around it.

		Jess's hand wrapped around my cock. Her grip firm. Practiced. She'd done this a thousand times. Seven years of marriage. She knew exactly how I liked it.

		She stroked. Up. Down. Her palm slid over my sensitive head. Precum smeared. Made the glide easier. Her rhythm steady. Mechanical.

		I watched her face. Her eyes looked past me. Toward the window. Toward nothing. She wasn't present. Her mind somewhere else.

		"Jess."

		She didn't respond. Just kept stroking. Her hand moving in that familiar pattern. Up. Down. Twisting slightly at the top. Squeezing.

		My cock throbbed. The pleasure built fast. Too fast. I was already close. The whole night had wound me tight. Watching Marcus and Jess talk. The way she'd displayed herself just now. Marcus watching through the door.

		"Babe, I'm gonna..."

		My voice came out strained. Warning her.

		Her hand moved faster. Firmer. Pumping my cock with purpose. Getting me there. Finishing me off.

		I came. Hard. My cock pulsed in her grip. Cum shot across my stomach. White ropes splashing on my skin. Landing on my chest. My abs. The orgasm hit intense but hollow. Unsatisfying.

		Jess kept stroking. Milking the last drops from my cock. Then she released me. Reached over to the nightstand. Grabbed a tissue from the box there. Wiped her hand clean. Tossed the tissue toward the small trash can near the bed. Missed.

		She didn't wipe my stomach. Didn't kiss me. Just rolled onto her side. Away from me. Her back to me. Her massive tits pressing together from the position. Her round ass still covered by that black thong.

		"I'm exhausted. Night, babe."

		Her words slurred slightly. The alcohol pulling her down. Her breathing deepened within seconds. Slowing. Evening out.

		She was asleep.

		I lay there. Cum cooling on my stomach. My cock already softening. Still semi-hard. Unsatisfied despite the orgasm.

		The room felt quiet. Too quiet. I heard the house settling. The faint hum of the refrigerator from the kitchen. The creak of old wood.

		I reached for another tissue. Wiped the cum off my stomach. Off my chest. Balled up the tissue. Tossed it toward the trash can. Made it this time.

		I rolled onto my side. Faced Jess's back. Her chestnut hair spread across the pillow. Her ponytail loose now. Half undone. I could smell her shampoo. Something with coconut.

		My cock stayed semi-hard. Awareness lingering. My mind replayed the night. Marcus's eyes on Jess when she opened the door. The way his gaze dropped to her cleavage. The sexual conversation at dinner. Jess talking about liking attention. About the erotic thrill of being watched.

		Then just now. Her displaying herself on the bed. Marcus in the hallway. Staring. Her asking if he liked what he saw.

		My stomach twisted. Heat spread through me. Shame mixed with arousal. I shouldn't be turned on by this. By my wife showing off for another man. By his eyes on her naked body.

		But I was.

		I closed my eyes. Tried to quiet my mind. Sleep pulled at me. Heavy. Insistent.

		The clock on the nightstand read 2:17 AM.

		I drifted off around 2:30. My last thought was of Marcus. Lying in the guest room. Twenty feet away. Thinking about what he'd seen.

		I woke to pressure in my bladder. Sharp. Insistent. My eyes opened to darkness. The bedroom window showed only black. No hint of dawn yet.

		I reached across the bed. My hand found cold sheets. Empty space where Jess should be.

		I sat up. Blinked. Let my eyes adjust to the darkness. The bathroom door stood open. No light inside. No sound of water running.

		"Jess?"

		My voice came out rough. Sleep thick in my throat. No answer.

		I swung my legs off the bed. My feet hit the hardwood floor. Cold. I stood. My boxers hung loose on my hips. My cock soft now. The earlier arousal gone.

		I walked to the bathroom. Flipped on the light. The brightness made me squint. The small room was empty. Toilet. Sink. Shower. All vacant.

		My bladder ached. I moved to the toilet. Lifted the seat. Pissed. The stream loud in the quiet bathroom. Relief spread through me as the pressure eased.

		I finished. Flushed. Washed my hands. The water cold from the tap. I looked at myself in the mirror. My hair stuck up at odd angles. My face looked tired. Drawn.

		The clock on my phone showed 3:52 AM.

		Where was Jess?

		I walked back into the bedroom. Looked around. Her black V-neck still on the floor. Her jeans. Her bra draped over the hamper. The bed empty except for the indentation where she'd been lying.

		I moved to the bedroom door. The one I'd closed after Marcus retreated. I pulled it open slowly. The hinges creaked. Soft but audible in the quiet house.

		The hallway stretched before me. Dark except for the amber glow from the night-light plugged in at the junction. The small bulb cast weak light across the hardwood.

		I stopped. Frozen in the doorway.

		A sound carried from directly across the hall. Soft. Muffled. A moan.

		Female.

		Jess.

		My stomach dropped. The sensation physical. Like falling. My chest tightened. My breath caught in my throat.

		Another moan. Louder this time. Clearer.

		"Oh god. Yes."

		Her voice. Unmistakable. That breathy quality. Pleasure thick in every syllable.

		I stood there. My hand still on the door handle. My feet rooted to the threshold. The guest room door open directly across from me. Just eight feet away. Amber light spilling out into the dark hallway.

		The bed creaked. Rhythmic. The unmistakable sound of movement. Of weight shifting on a mattress. Of bodies.

		My cock stirred. Blood rushed down despite everything. Despite the shock. Despite the fear. It thickened in my boxers. Swelled. Pressed against the fabric.

		What the fuck was wrong with me?

		The headboard knocked against the wall. Soft thumps. Steady. Keeping time with the creaking bed.

		"Mmm. God, yes."

		Jess's voice again. Higher pitched than I'd ever heard it. Uninhibited. Lost in sensation.

		My heart hammered. Blood roared in my ears. My cock grew fully hard. Precum leaked. Soaked through my boxers. The shame burned hot in my chest. The arousal burned hotter.

		This was actually happening.

		Jess was in that room. With Marcus. Doing what I'd fantasized about for over a year. What I'd jerked off thinking about. What I'd convinced myself would never actually happen.

		The sounds continued. Her moans. The bed. The rhythmic thumping. All of it clear in the quiet house. No attempt to hide it. No concern for being heard.

		She knew I might wake up. She knew the door was open. She didn't care.

		Or maybe she wanted me to hear.

		The thought sent a jolt through me. Electric. My cock pulsed. Leaked more.

		The college girlfriend flashed in my mind. The one who'd cheated. The one whose betrayal had rewired something in my brain. Made jealousy and arousal inseparable.

		This was different. This was Jess. This was my wife. The mother of my daughter.

		And my cock throbbed harder.

		I released the door handle. My hand fell to my side. My other hand moved unconsciously toward my cock. Stopped. Hovered. Trembling.

		The sounds continued. Endless. Her voice rising. The bed creaking faster. The headboard thumping harder against the wall.

		My breathing matched the rhythm. My chest rising and falling. My whole body locked in place. Standing in my bedroom doorway in just my boxers. My cock pressing painfully hard against the thin fabric.

		The amber light from across the hall illuminated the edge of my face. The rest of me in shadow.

		I stood there. Listening. My mind racing. My body betraying me with every pulse of my cock.

		The clock somewhere behind me ticked. The house settled. The night-light glowed.

		And Jess moaned for Marcus just eight feet away.

		

	
		Watching

		

		I stepped forward. My bare feet touched the cool hardwood. The texture sent a shock through my body. My hand released the bedroom door handle behind me. The metal slipped from my palm.

		The hallway stretched before me. Narrow. Dark except for the amber glow from the night-light plugged in at the junction. Shadows pooled in the corners. My heart hammered against my ribs. Each beat loud in my ears. Blood rushed through my veins.

		Jess moaned again. The sound came from the guest room. Eight feet away. Three feet of empty space separated the two doorways across the hall.

		I took another step. My breathing shallow. Fast. My chest tight.

		The guest room door stood wide open. Not cracked like I thought when I was in my bedroom. Completely open. Amber lamplight spilled from inside. The bedside lamp illuminated everything.

		Another step. My body moved without permission. My mind screamed at me to turn around. To go back. To close my door and pretend I heard nothing.

		My feet carried me forward.

		I reached the threshold of my bedroom doorway. The edge where darkness met light. Where not knowing became seeing.

		I looked across the hallway. Into the guest room. At the bed.

		Jess sat on top of Marcus. Her back to the door. Her body on full display. Chestnut hair tangled down her spine. Wild. Sweat-dampened. Her pale skin flushed deep pink. Moisture glistened on her shoulders. Down her back.

		She rode him. Her thick thighs straddling his dark hips. Her muscular legs flexed with each movement. Quads carved with definition. Her round ass lifted. Muscles in her glutes contracting. Then dropped. The flesh rippling slightly on impact.

		Up. Down. Up. Down. Steady rhythm.

		Marcus lay beneath her. His massive frame sprawled across the mattress. Dark skin against light gray sheets. His broad chest rose and fell. Heavy breathing. His muscular arms rested at his sides. Hands gripping the sheets.

		Jess’ massive tits bounced. Heavy. Full. Her G-cups swayed with each lift and drop of her body. The pale flesh jiggling. Her small nipples stiff. Visible in profile when she turned slightly.

		My eyes tracked down. Past her flexing abs. Past her narrow waist. To where their bodies connected.

		Her pussy stretched around his cock. Pink lips gripping dark shaft. She lifted her hips. His cock emerged. Thick. The girth impossible. Coated completely in white cream. Her arousal mixed with his. The fluids thick. Coating every inch of exposed skin.

		She dropped back down. His cock disappeared. Buried inside her. Her ass slapped against his thighs. The sound wet.

		A black scrap of fabric lay on the hardwood beside the bed. Her thong. Discarded. The lace crumpled.

		My eyes moved to the nightstand. A condom wrapper sat there. Silver foil catching the amber light. Torn open. Empty.

		Next to it sat the condom itself. Still rolled. Unused. Tossed aside like garbage.

		They were fucking bareback.

		Raw. Nothing between them.

		Jess lifted again. Slow. Her thick thighs doing the work. Marcus’ cock emerged inch by inch. The shaft slick. Glistening. Thick white cream painted his dark skin. Her pussy lips stretched tight around his girth. Struggled to accommodate his size.

		She paused at the top. Just his head inside her. Her opening gripping him. Then she dropped fast. Took him completely. Her body swallowing his length.

		The wet sound echoed into the hallway. Obscene. Raw.

		My cock pressed against my boxers. Hard. Throbbing. The thin fabric the only barrier. Precum leaked. The wet spot spreading.

		My hand gripped the doorframe. Knuckles white. My other hand hung at my side. Trembling.

		This was real. This was my wife. This was Marcus. This was happening eight feet from where I stood. Three feet of hallway between us. Nothing hiding them. The door wide open. The lamp illuminating every detail.

		Jess rode him faster. Her pace increasing. Her thick thighs flexing harder. Her massive tits bouncing wildly now. Her moans getting louder. Filling the guest room. Spilling into the hallway. Reaching my ears.

		Marcus groaned. Deep. The sound rumbling from his chest.

		I stood frozen. My body locked in place. My feet rooted to the threshold. Watching. Unable to look away. Unable to move. Unable to breathe.

		My hand slid down. Fingers touched my stomach. Moved lower. Found the waistband of my boxers. The elastic stretched under my touch.

		I hesitated. One second. Two. My hand trembling against the fabric.

		Then I slipped underneath. My palm found my cock. Wrapped around the shaft. Hard. Throbbing. Slick with precum already.

		Shame burned through my chest. Hot. Acidic. I should stop this. Should announce myself. Should end whatever this was.

		My hand started stroking instead. Slow. Careful. Up the shaft. Down. My grip firm.

		What was I doing? This was my wife. My Jess. Seven years of marriage and I was standing in the hallway watching another man fuck her.

		Jess lifted her hips. Her thick thighs flexed. Muscles carved into her quads. The definition sharp even in the amber light. Years of squats visible in every fiber. Her calves flexed below. Her whole leg working to lift her body.

		Her round ass rose. The muscles in her glutes contracted. Powerful. The pale flesh firm. No jiggle now. Just controlled strength.

		Marcus's cock emerged. The thick shaft appearing inch by inch. Dark skin coated in white cream. The mixture of their fluids thick. Obscene.

		My stomach twisted. Jealousy ripped through me. That was my wife's pussy. Her wetness coating his cock. Her body responding to him.

		My cock throbbed harder in my hand.

		Jess paused at the top. Her pussy lips stretched around just his head. Pink flesh gripping dark. Then she dropped. Fast. Her ass slammed down against his thighs. The wet slap loud. His cock disappeared completely inside her.

		She'd never taken me like that. Never rode me with that intensity.

		Sweat ran down her spine. The moisture caught the lamplight. Made her skin glow. Pink flush spread across her pale back. Down her shoulders. Her whole body radiating heat.

		Marcus sat up. His abs flexed. Six distinct ridges carved into his torso. His broad chest rose. His massive hands reached forward. Found Jess's body.

		His dark palms slid up her sides. Over her ribs. Higher. His fingers spread wide.

		He grabbed her heavy tits. Both hands cupping the massive flesh. His palms lifting the weight. Squeezing. His fingers sinking into the soft tissue.

		Those were my wife's tits. I'd touched them thousands of times. Held them. Kissed them. But watching Marcus's dark hands on her pale flesh sent heat flooding through my body.

		Jess moaned. The sound filled the room. Spilled into the hallway. Reached my ears eight feet away.

		Her head tilted back. Chestnut hair cascading down her spine. Her hazel eyes closed. Mouth open. Face twisted in pleasure.

		I knew that face. That expression. But I'd never seen it this intense.

		Marcus's dark fingers contrasted against her pale tits. The color difference stark. Beautiful. His large hands covered so much flesh but her G-cups still overflowed his grip.

		He squeezed harder. His fingers digging in. The soft tissue compressing. Then releasing. He kneaded her tits. Rough. Possessive.

		Like he owned them. Like he owned her.

		My hand moved faster on my cock. Stroking up. Down. Precum leaked steadily now. Coated my palm. Made the movement slicker.

		This was wrong. This was betrayal. This was everything a marriage wasn't supposed to be.

		My cock leaked more.

		Jess kept riding. Her pace steady despite his grip on her tits. Her thick thighs working. Lifting her body. Dropping back down. Taking his cock over and over.

		Her massive tits bounced in his hands. The heavy flesh moving with each drop of her body. He held them. Controlled the movement. Squeezed each time she took him deep.

		His thumbs found her small nipples. Rubbed across the stiff peaks. Circled them. The rough pads of his fingers working the sensitive flesh.

		Jess gasped. Her rhythm faltered. Just for a second. Her body responding to his touch.

		She responded to me too. But not like this. Never like this.

		Marcus pinched. Gentle at first. His thumb and forefinger trapping each nipple. Rolling them. Then he pinched harder.

		"Oh god." Jess's voice broke. Breathy. Raw. The words barely formed.

		She started riding faster. Her hips moving frantically. Up. Down. Her thick thighs burning. Her ass bouncing against him harder. The wet sounds getting louder.

		I should be furious. Should be destroying this moment. Instead I was stroking my cock. Getting harder. Getting closer.

		Marcus leaned forward. His mouth moved to her right breast. His lips found her nipple. Closed around the stiff peak.

		He sucked. His cheeks hollowed. His tongue worked the sensitive flesh. Circling. Flicking. His teeth grazing lightly.

		Jess cried out. Her hands shot forward. Found his broad shoulders. Gripped the dark skin. Her nails digging in. Leaving red marks.

		His other hand stayed on her left tit. Squeezing. Kneading. His fingers spreading across the pale flesh. Possessive.

		My breathing got faster. Shallow. My chest heaving. My hand stroking my cock frantically now. The pressure building in my balls.

		Seven years. Seven years I'd been the only man to touch her. To have her. To make her moan.

		Now Marcus had her. Was inside her. Was making her scream.

		And I was hard as fucking steel.

		I watched the size difference. Marcus's massive hands completely covering Jess's heavy tits. His dark fingers splayed wide across her pale skin. His muscular body beneath hers. Making her look smaller despite her own strength.

		His cock stretched her pussy. Every time she lifted I saw it. The way her lips gripped him. Struggled to hold him. The cream coating his shaft proof of how much her body was working. How wet she was. How aroused.

		She had never looked like that with me. Never been stretched like that. Never produced that much arousal. Never ridden me with that desperation.

		The comparison burned. Made my stomach drop. Made jealousy claw through my chest.

		My cock throbbed harder. Leaked more. The arousal consuming the jealousy. Feeding on it.

		Marcus released her nipple with a wet pop. His mouth moved to her other breast. Found that nipple. Sucked hard.

		Jess moaned louder. Her head falling back further. Her spine arching. Her massive tits pressing into his face. Into his hands.

		Sweat dripped from her body. Ran down between her breasts. Down her stomach. The moisture made her skin shine.

		Her thick thighs flexed harder. Faster. Her ass bouncing frantically now. Taking him deep. Over and over. The wet sounds filling the hallway. Skin on skin. Her pussy squelching around his thick shaft.

		I wanted to stop watching. Wanted to walk away. Save whatever dignity I had left.

		My feet stayed rooted. My eyes locked on them. My hand working my cock desperately.

		My cock throbbed in my hand. Leaked more precum. The fluid running down over my knuckles. My hand moving desperately now. Stroking hard. Fast. Watching my wife take another man. Watching her respond to his touch. Watching her body come alive in ways it never had for me.

		This was destroying me. This was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

		Both truths existed. Both consumed me.

		Jess lifted her hips. Slow. Deliberate. Marcus's cock emerged from her pussy. Thick. Glistening. White cream coated the dark shaft.

		She paused at the top. Her body trembling. Her thick thighs shaking.

		"God, you are so thick." Her voice carried clearly into the hallway. No whisper. No attempt to stay quiet. "I have never felt anything like this."

		The words hung in the air. Permanent. Real.

		Never felt anything like this.

		Not with me. Not in seven years of marriage.

		Jess dropped back down. Took his full length. Her ass slapped against his thighs. The wet sound echoed.

		"You are stretching me so good." She lifted again. Rode him faster. Her massive tits bouncing wildly. "Your cock is so big."

		My hand moved on my shaft. Stroking. The precum made everything slick. My breathing came in short bursts. Shallow. Quiet. Afraid they might hear.

		Marcus groaned. His massive hands slid from her tits to her hips. Gripped hard. His fingers digging into her pale flesh.

		"Ride that cock." His voice was pure command. Deep. Authoritative. "Take it all."

		Jess obeyed. Her pace increased immediately. Her thick thighs working. Lifting. Dropping. Faster. Harder. Her whole body dedicated to taking him.

		She never obeyed me like that. Never responded to commands. We had equal partnership. Mutual respect. Vanilla sex.

		This was something else entirely.

		The wet sounds intensified. Skin slapping. Her pussy squelching. Each sound proof of how aroused she was. How wet. How open.

		I'd never made her that wet. Never heard those sounds during our sex.

		My cock throbbed. The comparison burned but the arousal won. Always won.

		Marcus thrust up. His hips lifting off the mattress. Meeting her downward movement. Driving deeper.

		"Fuck." Jess's voice climbed higher. Desperate. "You fill me completely."

		Her hands gripped his broad shoulders. Nails digging in. Her massive tits pressed against his chest as she leaned forward. Changed the angle.

		"I can feel every inch."

		Every inch. How many inches? More than my six. More than my average thickness. Marcus was bigger. The evidence was visual. Undeniable. Her pussy stretched wider than it ever had for me.

		The size difference was obvious. Her lips gripped his shaft. Struggled to accommodate his girth. White cream coated him completely. Her body producing more lubrication than I'd ever seen.

		"Yes. Fuck. Just like that." Jess's words came faster. Broken by moans. By gasps for air.

		Marcus thrust harder. His rhythm steady. Powerful. His massive body working beneath her. Muscles flexing. Dark skin slick with sweat.

		"Your pussy is so tight." His voice strained. Rougher. "Gripping my cock."

		My hand flew over my shaft. Fast strokes. Matching their rhythm. The pressure building. My balls tightening.

		Jess sat up straighter. Her hands left his shoulders. Found her own tits. Cupped them. Squeezed the heavy flesh. Her fingers digging into pale skin.

		"I love your cock." The words spilled out. Raw. Honest. Loud enough for the neighbors to hear if their windows were open. "I love how big you are."

		She loved his cock. Said it clearly. Enthusiastically. Without hesitation.

		Had she ever said that about mine? In seven years? Even once?

		My legs trembled. My free hand gripped the doorframe harder. The wood bit into my palm.

		Jess rode frantically now. Her thick thighs burning. Her pace desperate. Her massive tits bouncing in her hands. Sweat ran down her spine. Between her breasts. Her whole body flushed pink.

		"Fuck me harder." Her voice was wrecked. Hoarse. "I need it harder."

		Marcus slammed up into her. Brutal. His cock driving deep. His hands yanking her hips down. Meeting in the middle with violent force.

		The bed frame groaned. The headboard knocked against the wall. Steady rhythm. Thud. Thud. Thud.

		Jess screamed. Her head thrown back. Chestnut hair wild. Her mouth open wide.

		The sounds filled everything. Skin slapping. Pussy squelching. Her screams. His grunts. The bed protesting. All of it loud. Shameless. No attempt to hide what they were doing.

		My cock leaked steadily. Precum running down over my knuckles. My hand moving desperately. Stroking hard. Fast. The friction almost painful.

		Eight feet. They were eight feet away. The hallway narrow. Three feet of space between doorways. Nothing separating us but shadows and their focus on each other.

		If Jess opened her eyes. If she turned her head. She would see me. Standing in the darkness. Hand in my boxers. Watching. Stroking.

		The thought sent a jolt through me. Fear and arousal mixed. Electric.

		Marcus thrust harder. Faster. His massive body working. His muscles flexing. His cock stretching my wife's pussy. Making her produce sounds I'd never heard. Making her say things she'd never said.

		Making her love it.

		My hand moved frantically. The pressure unbearable. Building. Ready to explode.

		Jess moaned louder. Marcus grunted deeper. The wet sounds endless. Obscene. Proof of everything I wasn't giving her. Everything she needed. Everything Marcus was.

		My breathing matched theirs. Ragged. Desperate. My whole body tensed. Ready.

		Marcus sat up suddenly. His abs flexed. His broad chest pressed against Jess's back. His massive frame swallowing hers.

		His right hand slid up her body. Over her stomach. Between her bouncing tits. Higher. His dark fingers found her throat.

		He wrapped his hand around the pale column. His palm against her windpipe. His fingers on either side of her neck. He squeezed. Gently. Just enough pressure.

		Jess gasped. Her rhythm faltered. Her body went still for one second. Her hands flew up. Found his wrist. Not pulling away. Just holding.

		Then she started riding again. Harder. Faster. More frantic than before. His hand on her throat spurring her on.

		My cock pulsed. The sight burned into my brain. Marcus's dark hand wrapped around my wife's throat. Controlling her. Owning her.

		I'd never touched her like that. Never tried. Never thought she'd want it.

		His other hand slid down her body. Over her flexing abs. Between her legs. To where they were joined.

		His thick fingers found her clit. The swollen nub visible above where his cock stretched her pussy. He pressed down. Firm. Deliberate.

		Jess cried out. Her whole body jerked. Her thick thighs clamped around his hips. Her massive tits bounced wildly.

		Marcus started rubbing. Tight circles. His thumb working her clit. His cock still buried deep inside her. His hand still gripping her throat.

		Jess's pace became desperate. Frantic. All control gone. Her body chasing something. Her movements erratic. Jerky. Her thick thighs burning. Shaking.

		The wet sounds got louder. Her pussy squelching obscenely. Juices running down his shaft. Down his balls. Soaking everything.

		"Fuck, Marcus." Her voice was strangled. Choked by his grip on her throat. "Right there."

		His thumb pressed harder. Circled faster. His cock thrust up. Meeting her downward movements. Driving deeper.

		"Do not stop." Jess begged. Her voice breaking. Desperate. "Oh god do not stop."

		My hand flew over my cock. Stroking frantically. The pressure in my balls unbearable. Ready to explode. My whole body tensed.

		Marcus squeezed her throat tighter. Not cutting off air. Just controlling. Dominating. His thumb worked her clit relentlessly. His cock pounding into her pussy.

		Jess's movements became wild. Uncontrolled. Her body taking over. Instinct driving her. Her massive tits bouncing violently. Her thick thighs flexing. Her spine arching.

		"Right there. Right fucking there." Her words tumbled out. Fast. Broken. "I'm going to... I'm going to..."

		Marcus thrust harder. His hips slamming up. His thumb circling. His hand squeezing.

		Jess's orgasm hit like an explosion.

		Her whole body convulsed. Every muscle locking. Her back arched violently. Her thick thighs clamped around his hips like a vice. Her massive tits lifted. Bounced one final time. Then her body froze.

		She screamed. Long. Loud. Primal. The sound filled the house. Echoed off the walls. Raw. Uninhibited. Pure ecstasy.

		Her pussy clenched around his cock. I could see it. The way her body gripped him. Pulsed. Spasmed. Her juices gushing. Coating his shaft. Running down onto the sheets.

		The scream didn't stop. Just continued. Rising. Falling. Her voice breaking. Hoarse. Wrecked.

		Marcus held her through it. His hand on her throat. His thumb on her clit. His cock buried deep. Letting her ride the waves. Prolonging it. Making it last.

		Jess's body shook. Trembled. The aftershocks rolling through her in waves. Her hands gripped his wrist. Her nails digging into his dark skin.

		Finally she collapsed. Her body going limp. Falling forward onto his chest. Her massive tits crushed against him. Her face buried in his neck. Her thick thighs still trembling.

		Marcus released her throat. Both arms wrapped around her back. Holding her. His cock still inside her. Still hard.

		Jess's breathing came in ragged gasps. Her whole body rising and falling against him. Sweat covered. Spent. Satisfied.

		I stood frozen. My hand gripping my cock. My body locked in place. My eyes wide.

		I'd just watched my wife cum harder than she ever had in her life. Watched her body respond in ways it never had for me. Watched her scream another man's name while falling apart.

		The orgasm was violent. Complete. Total surrender. Nothing held back.

		She'd never come like that with me. Never even close. Our sex was good. Satisfying. Pleasant.

		This was something else entirely. This was primal. Raw. The kind of orgasm that rewired neural pathways. That ruined everything that came before.

		My hand moved on my cock. Slower now. The pressure still building but the moment passing. The sight burned into my memory. Permanent.

		Jess lay collapsed on Marcus's chest. Her body still trembling. Still recovering. Her pussy still gripping his cock. Still full of him.

		Marcus stroked her back. His massive hands gentle now. Soothing. His chest rising and falling beneath her.

		Neither of them spoke. Just breathed. Recovered. Existed in the aftermath.

		I stood in the darkness. Watching. My wife in another man's arms. My cock hard in my hand. My mind trying to process what I'd just witnessed.

		Everything had changed. Nothing would ever be the same.

		

	
		Onwards

		

		Marcus's massive hands gripped Jess's hips. His fingers dug into her pale flesh. He lifted her off his cock in one powerful motion. Her pussy made a wet sucking sound as his thick shaft pulled free. She was soaking. Her juices glistened on his dark skin.

		He flipped her onto her back. The movement was effortless. She weighed nothing in his hands. Her body hit the mattress. Her massive tits bounced and spread wide across her chest. Heavy. Full. They settled into soft mounds on either side of her torso. Her wide rose-pink aureoles showed clearly in the amber lamplight. Her small nipples stood stiff and swollen.

		Her thick thighs fell open. Splayed wide. The muscles in her quads visible even relaxed. Her pussy glistened between her legs. Pink. Swollen. Stretched from riding his huge cock. Her lips were puffy. Darker than usual. Slick with arousal.

		I stood frozen in the master bedroom doorway. My hand wrapped around my cock through my boxers. The fabric was already damp. Precum soaking through. My heart hammered in my chest.

		Marcus moved between her legs. His muscular body positioned over hers. His broad shoulders blocked most of my view of her face. His dark skin contrasted against her pale flesh. He was so much bigger than her. His mass covered her completely.

		My stomach dropped. Heat spread through my chest.

		His hand reached down. Gripped his cock. The shaft was thick. Veined. Glistening with her wetness. He pressed the swollen head against her pussy. Rubbed it up and down her slit. Teasing her opening.

		"Please." Jess's voice came out breathy. Desperate. "Put it back in."

		She'd never begged me like that.

		He pushed forward. The thick head spread her lips. Disappeared inside her. Inch by inch his shaft followed. Her pussy stretched around his girth. She gasped. Her back arched off the bed. Her massive tits lifted.

		"Oh fuck. Oh god."

		Marcus sank deeper. His hips pressed against hers. Fully buried. He held there for a moment. Let her feel every inch. Then he pulled back slowly. His wet shaft emerged halfway. Her arousal coating his dark skin.

		He thrust back in. Deep. Deliberate. The bed frame creaked. Jess moaned. Her hands gripped his muscular arms. Her fingers couldn't wrap around his biceps.

		He established a rhythm. Long, slow strokes. Pulling almost completely out. Driving back in to the base. Each thrust made her tits bounce. Made the bed creak. Made wet sounds as his cock moved through her soaked pussy.

		"Mmm. Yes. Just like that."

		My cock throbbed in my boxers. I squeezed it through the fabric. Stroked myself slowly. Watching my wife. My beautiful wife.

		Marcus's pace increased. The slow deliberate thrusts became faster. Harder. His hips slapped against her thick thighs. The sound echoed into the hallway. Skin on skin. Wet and rhythmic.

		The bed creaked louder. The headboard tapped against the wall. Soft at first. Then harder. Tap. Tap. Tap. The rhythm matching his thrusts.

		Jess's moans grew louder. Higher pitched. Her legs wrapped around his waist. Her ankles locked behind his back. Pulling him deeper. Her thick thighs squeezed his hips.

		"Harder. Fuck me harder."

		Marcus obliged. His powerful hips drove forward with more force. The bed slammed against the wall. Bang. Bang. Bang. The frame groaned under the strain. The mattress springs squeaked.

		Her massive tits bounced violently. Up and down. Side to side. The weight of them creating momentum. Her pale skin flushed pink across her chest. Up her neck. Her face turned to the side. Her mouth open. Eyes closed. Lost in sensation.

		I stroked myself faster. My hand working my cock through the soaked fabric. Watching Marcus's muscular ass flex with each thrust. Watching his broad back taper down to his narrow waist. Watching his massive body dominate my wife.

		Shame flooded through me. My cock got harder.

		The wet sounds intensified. His cock pistoning in and out of her drenched pussy. Squelching. Slapping. Her moans mixed with his deep grunts. Primal sounds filling the guest room. Spilling into the hallway where I hid in shadow.

		Marcus's pace was relentless now. Fast. Brutal. His hips a blur of motion. Jess's body rocked on the bed. Her tits bounced wildly. Her moans became cries. Sharp. Desperate.

		"Yes. Yes. Fuck. Don't stop."

		The headboard banged against the wall in rapid succession. The bed frame groaned. The amber lamplight caught the sweat on Marcus's dark skin. Made it shine. His muscles flexed and released with each powerful thrust.

		My cock ached. Throbbed. Leaked more precum into my boxers. I was close. Too close. But I couldn't stop watching. Couldn't stop stroking. Couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene across the narrow hallway.

		Pride swelled in my chest. She was mine. She looked like that and she was mine.

		Marcus's rhythm didn't slow. His hips drove forward. Pulled back. Drove forward again. The bed creaked with each thrust. Jess's massive tits bounced. Her thick thighs gripped his waist.

		"God, your cock." Jess's words tumbled out between moans. Unprompted. Raw. "It's so big. So fucking thick."

		"Yeah?" His pace increased. Harder. Faster.

		"You're filling me completely. I can't take any more. You're stretching me to the brink."

		Marcus's massive hand slid up her body. Gripped her left tit. Squeezed the heavy flesh. His dark fingers sank into her pale skin. Her tit overflowed his grip despite the size of his hand.

		"I've been thinking about this for so long." Jess's back arched. Her massive tits pushed up into his hands. "Your cock inside me. Fucking me like this."

		My chest tightened.

		"How long?" Marcus's other hand moved to her right tit. Both hands gripping her G-cups. Squeezing. Kneading.

		"Since the gym." Her voice cracked. "Since the first time we met. Five years ago. I've been fantasizing about you for five years."

		The words hit me like a blow. Five years. Since before Marcus switched gyms. Since when we were all friends.

		"Fuck." Marcus's pace increased. His hips slamming against her thick thighs. "We should have done this years ago."

		"Yes. God yes. We wasted so much time."

		His thumbs found her small nipples. Rubbed circles over the stiff peaks. Jess's body jerked. Her cries got sharper.

		"Even when I'm with Daniel." The confession spilled from her lips. "I think about you. I close my eyes and imagine it's your cock inside me. Your hands on my body."

		My face burned. My cock throbbed harder in my grip. The humiliation made my head spin. Made precum leak through my boxers. I should feel destroyed. Instead I stroked myself faster.

		Marcus pinched both her nipples. Rolled them between his fingers. Tugged them. "All those gym selfies. Those were for me."

		"Mmm. Yes. I wanted you to see my body. Wanted you to want me."

		"I always did." He leaned down. His mouth closed over her left nipple. Sucked hard.

		"Oh fuck. Your mouth. Ahh."

		His tongue flicked the sensitive bud. His teeth grazed it. Jess's hands flew to his head. Her fingers dug into his short hair. Held him against her chest. Her massive tits smothered his face.

		He released her nipple with a wet pop. Moved to the right one. Sucked it into his mouth. His hips never stopped moving. Never stopped driving his thick cock into her pussy. The dual stimulation made her writhe beneath him.

		"You're so deep." Jess's voice broke. "So much deeper than he does. I can feel you hitting my cervix. There's no room left. You're filling every inch of me."

		My stomach dropped. My cock leaked more.

		"Your cock is perfect." She kept talking. Praising him. The words flowing without hesitation. "It's exactly what I need. What I've been craving."

		Marcus released her nipple. Straightened up. His hands went back to her tits. Squeezing. Groping the heavy flesh. "You were made to take this cock."

		"Yes. Fuck yes. I was made for you."

		His pace increased. Brutal now. Fast. The bed slammed against the wall. Bang. Bang. Bang. Her tits bounced violently in his hands. The flesh rippling with each impact of his hips against hers.

		"Your pussy grips me so tight." Marcus's voice got rougher. Strained. "Feels incredible."

		"It's yours." Jess's words spilled out. "My pussy is yours. Take it. Use it however you want."

		My hand worked faster on my cock. The fabric of my boxers soaked through completely. Pride mixed with shame mixed with arousal. She looked so good. So beautiful taking his cock.

		"All those training sessions." Marcus's thumb found her clit. Rubbed circles over the swollen bud. "Watching you squat. Watching your ass. Your tits. I wanted to bend you over right there."

		"Ahh. Fuck. I wanted that too." Her back arched off the bed. "I'd go home so wet. Touch myself thinking about you."

		"While your husband was in the next room?"

		"Yes. God. Yes. Sometimes right after we fucked. I'd wait until he fell asleep. Then I'd touch myself and think about your cock."

		The confession should devastate me. Instead my cock throbbed. Pulsed. I was so close.

		"We're fixing that now." Marcus's thumb pressed harder on her clit. Rubbed faster. His cock pounded into her without mercy. "No more fantasizing. You get the real thing."

		"Mmm. Your cock is so much better than my fantasies. So much thicker. So much harder."

		The wet sounds filled the room. Squelching. Slapping. Obscene. His dark shaft appeared and disappeared between her pale thighs. Glistening with her arousal.

		His free hand slid up to her throat. Wrapped around her neck. His massive fingers nearly encircled it completely. He squeezed. Not hard. Just enough pressure to make her gasp.

		Jess's eyes rolled back. Her mouth fell open. Her whole body surrendered to him.

		"You look perfect like this." Marcus's voice dropped lower. "Taking my cock. Your tits bouncing. Your pussy stretched around me."

		"Don't stop. Please don't stop. I'm getting close."

		His thumb worked her clit faster. His cock drove deeper. His hand squeezed her throat just slightly tighter. Jess's body started to shake. Her thick thighs trembled. Her massive tits bounced wildly.

		"I want to feel you cum on my cock." Marcus's pace became frantic. "Cum for me."

		Her body tensed. Every muscle in her thick thighs flexed. Her abs tightened. Her massive tits bounced one final time before her back arched completely off the bed.

		Marcus pulled out of her. His thick cock slid free. Jess gasped at the sudden emptiness. Her pussy gaped. Pink and swollen. He gripped her hips and flipped her onto her stomach in one powerful motion. Her massive tits pressed into the mattress. Her thick thighs splayed wide.

		"Stay down." His voice came out rough. Commanding.

		He climbed on top of her. His massive body covered hers completely. His weight pressed her into the bed. His knees pushed her thighs wider. His hands spread her thick ass cheeks apart. The muscles in her glutes defined even in this position.

		"You have no idea how long I've wanted this." Marcus positioned his cock at her entrance from behind. The angle was brutal. "How many times I've thought about this body."

		"Tell me." Jess's voice came muffled against the pillow.

		"Every woman I've been with." He pushed inside. Slow. Deliberate. Her pussy stretched around his girth from this new angle. "I compared them to you."

		"Mmm. Fuck." Jess's hands gripped the sheets.

		"My ex-wife." Marcus sank deeper. His hips pressed against her legendary ass. "She was so bland compared to you. Your body. These tits. This ass. I'd fuck her and think about you."

		My cock throbbed. I stroked myself faster through my soaked boxers.

		"I think that's why I cheated." Marcus pulled back. Drove in again. Harder. "Because she wasn't you. No one was you."

		"Oh god." Jess's cry came out sharp. Higher pitched.

		"Every woman since has just been a warm body." His pace increased. His hips slammed against her ass. The sound echoed into the hallway. Flesh on flesh. "A hole to fuck while I imagined it was your pussy gripping my cock."

		"Yes. Fuck. Use me."

		His weight pinned her completely. She couldn't move. Couldn't lift her hips. Couldn't do anything but take his cock. His massive hands stayed on her ass cheeks. Spreading them. Watching his dark shaft disappear into her pale flesh.

		"Ashley tonight." Marcus grunted. "I fucked her and thought about you across the hall. About these curves. These tits I've been staring at for five years."

		Jess screamed into the pillow. Her body shook beneath him.

		The bed creaked violently. The frame groaned. His hips drove forward with brutal force. Over and over. Relentless. Her legendary ass absorbed each impact. The muscles flexing. The flesh rippling.

		"You're the fantasy." Marcus leaned down. His mouth near her ear. His breath hot against her skin. "Every other woman is just a flesh-light. A substitute for what I really want."

		"Ahh. Ahh. Fuck."

		His pace became punishing. Fast. Hard. The angle let him go impossibly deep. Jess's muffled cries got louder. More desperate. Her hands twisted in the sheets. Her knuckles white.

		I watched from the shadows. Watched Marcus's muscular back flexing. His ass driving forward. His massive body completely dominating my wife. Pinning her. Using her.

		Shame flooded through me. My cock got harder.

		"This body." Marcus's hands moved to her shoulders. Pressed them down harder into the mattress. "I've jerked off thinking about you hundreds of times."

		"Yes. God yes."

		"Imagining how tight your pussy would be. How good you'd feel wrapped around my cock."

		"You feel so good. So fucking good inside me."

		The wet sounds were obscene. Squelching. Slapping. His cock pounding into her pinned body. She had no control. No leverage. She could only take what he gave her.

		"The reality is better than any fantasy." Marcus's grip tightened on her shoulders. "Your pussy. The way you moan. The way your body moves under me."

		"Mmm. Fuck. Don't stop."

		"I'm not stopping." His hips slammed against her ass. Bang. Bang. Bang. "I'm never stopping. This pussy is mine now."

		"It's yours. All yours."

		Her thick thighs trembled. Her body shook. The pressure building. Her muffled cries got higher. More frantic.

		Marcus's massive frame covered her completely. Dominated her. His weight. His size. His strength. Everything about him overpowering her legendary physique.

		My hand worked my cock frantically. The fabric soaked through. Precum spreading. My breathing shallow.

		"You're going to cum for me again." Marcus's voice dropped. "Cum with my cock buried in your pussy. Cum knowing this is what you were made for."

		"Yes. Fuck. I'm close."

		"Cum now."

		Jess's body went rigid. Her scream came out muffled but loud. Her pussy clenched. Gripped his cock. Her whole body convulsed beneath his mass.

		Marcus didn't stop. Kept pounding. Kept driving into her through her orgasm. Making it last. Making her take every thrust.

		"Get up." Marcus's voice came out as a command. "On your knees."

		Jess pushed herself up. Her arms shook. Her massive tits swayed beneath her. Marcus grabbed her by the hips and pulled her up roughly. Her thick thighs spread wide. Her ass lifted high. Her hands pressed into the mattress.

		He positioned himself behind her. Gripped her hair with one massive hand. Yanked her torso up against his chest. Her back arched. Her massive tits jutted forward. Heavy. Swollen.

		His other hand came around. Grabbed her left tit. Squeezed the heavy flesh roughly. Groped. Mauled.

		"These fucking udders." Marcus's voice rumbled against her ear. "I've been staring at these for five years."

		"Mmm. Yes." Jess's head tilted back against his shoulder.

		He lined his cock up and drove inside her from behind. The angle made her scream. His hand stayed tangled in her hair. Holding her torso upright. His other hand moved to her right tit. Squeezed both. Groped them roughly.

		"So fucking heavy." He thrust up into her. Her body bounced with each stroke. "Like cow udders."

		Her massive tits bounced in his hands. The flesh rippling. He positioned her to face the doorway. Face directly toward where I stood in the shadows.

		My cock throbbed. The pressure building fast. Too fast.

		"You like being used like this?" Marcus's grip tightened in her hair. "Like a whore?"

		"Yes." Jess's voice came out strained. "Fuck yes."

		"Say it."

		"I like being fucked like a whore."

		My cock erupted. Hot cum spilled into my boxers. Against my stomach. The fabric soaked through completely. My hand kept moving. Stroking through the orgasm. My knees weakened. I steadied myself against the doorframe.

		But my cock didn't soften. Stayed half hard. Heavy. Still sensitive. I kept watching. Kept touching myself.

		Marcus released her hair. Jess dropped forward onto her hands. Her massive tits swung beneath her. He gripped her hips and started pounding. Brutal. Fast. The bed slammed against the wall.

		"I want him to see this." Jess's voice got louder. "I want Daniel to watch you fuck me. To see how a real man treats me."

		My half hard cock twitched. Started thickening again.

		"You want your husband to watch?" Marcus slammed into her harder.

		"Yes. God yes. I want him to see what I need. What he can't give me."

		"Fuck." Marcus's hands squeezed her ass. Spread her thick cheeks. "You're such a dirty whore."

		"I am. I'm your whore. Use me however you want."

		The wet sounds intensified. Squelching. Slapping. Her pussy making obscene noises. Her arousal coating his dark shaft. Running down her pale thighs.

		"I want you to fuck me at the gym." Jess's words came out between moans. "In front of everyone. Show them all whose slut I am."

		"Yeah?"

		"Bend me over the squat rack. Pull my leggings down. Fuck me while everyone watches."

		My cock fully hard now. Throbbing. Aching. I gripped myself through the cum soaked fabric. Stroked faster.

		"I want you to breed me." Jess's voice got higher. Desperate. "Fill me with your cum in front of all those guys who stare at me. Show them I belong to you."

		"Mmm. Fuck. You want everyone to see?"

		"Yes. I want them to watch you own me. Watch you use my body. Watch me take your huge cock like the slut I am."

		Marcus pulled her up again. His hand in her hair. Her torso pressed against his chest. His other hand mauled her tits. Squeezed. Groped. Pinched her small nipples.

		"These fat udders bouncing while I breed you." His voice strained. "Everyone watching you get filled."

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		He released her. She dropped forward. Her massive tits swung violently with each brutal thrust. Her thick thighs trembled. Her hands gripped the sheets.

		"Ahh. Ohh. Fuck." Jess's cries got louder. "Right there. Don't stop."

		"You're going to cum again."

		"Yes. Fuck. I'm going to cum on your cock again."

		Her body rocked forward. Her tits swayed. Her ass absorbed each impact. The muscles in her glutes flexing.

		"I want Daniel to watch me cum." Her words spilled out raw. "Watch his wife cum on another man's cock. Watch me be the whore I was meant to be."

		"Cum for me." Marcus's voice came out strained. His pace frantic. Animalistic. "Cum right now."

		Jess screamed. Her pussy clenched. Her body convulsed. Her arms gave out. She collapsed forward onto the bed. Her face pressed into the pillow. Her ass stayed high. Marcus held her hips. Kept pounding through her orgasm.

		"Fuck. Your pussy. I'm going to cum."

		"Fill me. Breed me. Give me your cum."

		Marcus roared. His cock buried deep. His body went rigid. His hands gripped her hips. White knuckles. His cock pulsed. Flooding her pussy with his load.

		"Ahh. Yes. Yes. I can feel it." Jess's voice muffled against the pillow.

		Marcus stayed buried inside her. His massive chest heaving. Sweat covered his dark skin. His muscles flexed. His breathing ragged.

		Cum leaked out around his cock. White and thick. Ran down her pussy lips. Dripped onto the sheet.

		I stood frozen. My cock throbbing in my hand. Cum soaking through my boxers. Watching my wife take another man's load. Watching her collapse. Used. Satisfied. Bred.

		Marcus pulled out slowly. His cock slid free. Thick. Still semi-hard. Glistening with their mixed fluids. Jess's pussy gaped. Stretched. Pink and swollen.

		Cum poured out. White and thick. It ran down her pussy lips. Over her thighs. Pooled on the sheet beneath her.

		Jess collapsed completely. Her body went limp. Her massive tits pressed into the mattress. Her thick thighs splayed wide. Her breathing heavy. Ragged.

		Marcus fell beside her. His massive chest heaving. Sweat covered his dark skin. He stared at the ceiling. One hand rested on his stomach.

		I stood in the hallway shadows just outside the guest room door. My cock throbbed. The pressure built. Too much. Too intense.

		My cock erupted. Hot cum spilled into my boxers. Against my stomach. The fabric soaked through. I bit my lip hard. Stayed silent. My hand gripped myself through the mess. My knees weakened.

		They lay there together. Breathing hard. Not speaking. The amber lamplight caught the sheen of sweat on their bodies.

		I needed to move. Now. Before they noticed me.

		I stepped back. Turned. Crossed the narrow three foot hallway into the master bedroom. Moved quickly to the attached bathroom. Closed the door. Locked it.

		My hands shook as I peeled off my boxers. The fabric stuck to my skin. Cum covered my stomach. My cock. My thighs. The mess was everywhere.

		I grabbed a washcloth. Ran it under warm water. Cleaned myself with mechanical movements. My mind felt blank. Empty. Overwhelmed.

		I stared at my reflection in the mirror. My face flushed. My eyes glassy. My chest heaving.

		I'd just watched my wife get fucked. Bred. Used. And I'd cum watching it happen.

		I dropped the washcloth in the sink. Walked naked back into the bedroom. The bed looked empty. Cold. The sheets undisturbed on Jess's side.

		I climbed in. Pulled the sheet over my naked body. The fabric felt cool against my overheated skin.

		I lay there. Staring at the ceiling. Listening. Waiting for her to return.

		The house stayed quiet. No sounds from across the hallway. No footsteps.

		My mind raced. Images replaying. Her body. His body. The sounds. The words.

		I closed my eyes. Tried to slow my breathing.

		The clock on the nightstand glowed. 4:19 AM.

		I waited. Minutes passed. My exhaustion pulled at me. Heavy. Insistent.

		Around 4:30 AM my eyes closed. Sleep took me without meaning for it to happen.

		

	
		Morning Sounds

		

		A moan. Soft. Female. Familiar.

		I opened my eyes. The bedroom ceiling stared back. Gray morning light filtered through the curtains. Early. Too early. The digital clock on the nightstand glowed red. 6:17 AM.

		My hand reached across the bed. Empty space. Cold sheets. Jess hadn't come back.

		The moan came again. Louder this time. Drawn out. Coming from across the hallway.

		My stomach dropped. My cock stirred.

		I lay there listening. The house felt different in the early morning silence. No hum of the refrigerator. No traffic noise from the street. Just the sound of her voice carrying through thin walls.

		"Mmm, yes."

		Jess. Definitely Jess. Her voice had that breathy quality. The one she got during sex. I'd heard it a thousand times over seven years of marriage.

		Another sound joined hers. Wet. Rhythmic. Skin moving against skin. The unmistakable slap of bodies coming together.

		My cock thickened against my thigh. I shifted in bed. The sheets rustled loud in the quiet room. My heart beat faster. Steady thuds in my chest.

		They were fucking again. Hours after I'd watched them the first time. The house had been silent when I fell asleep around 4:30. I'd assumed they were done. Assumed Jess would slip back into our bed.

		I reached down. My cock pressed hard against my boxers. The fabric stretched tight. I wrapped my hand around it through the thin cotton. Squeezed. Heat spread through my groin.

		A moan from the guest room. Jess's voice climbing higher. "Oh god, oh god."

		The bed frame creaked. Slow at first. Then faster. The rhythm building.

		I should get up. Walk over there. Stop this. Tell Marcus to get the fuck out of my house. Tell my wife to get back in our bed where she belonged.

		My hand stayed on my cock. Stroking now. Slow movements up and down through my boxers.

		"Fuck, yes, right there."

		Her words clear through the wall. No shame in her voice. No hesitation. Pure pleasure.

		My breathing quickened. Short shallow breaths. I stared at the ceiling. The texture swirled in patterns. Morning light made shadows in the plaster.

		More wet sounds. Louder now. The slick noise of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy. My wife's pussy. Stretched around another man's thickness.

		I pushed the sheets off. They bunched at my feet. Cool air hit my bare chest. My skin prickled. I sat up. My cock tented my boxers. The outline obvious. Dark fabric straining.

		The creaking bed grew faster. Headboard tapping against the wall. A steady rhythm. Tap. Tap. Tap.

		"Don't stop, don't stop."

		Jess's voice desperate. Needy. I'd heard that tone before. Right before she came. Right when she needed just a few more seconds to get there.

		My feet hit the hardwood floor. Cold wood against my soles. I stood. My legs felt shaky. Adrenaline mixed with arousal mixed with something darker.

		The guest room sat directly across the hallway. Just three feet of space separating our bedroom from where my wife was getting fucked. The amber glow from the night light barely pushed back the shadows.

		"Oh fuck, oh fuck, Marcus."

		She said his name. Moaned it. Like a prayer.

		My cock throbbed. Precum leaked. I felt the wet spot spreading on my boxers. Warm. Sticky.

		I walked toward the bedroom doorway. Each step deliberate. The floor creaked under my weight. Old house. Old floors. Everything made noise.

		The sounds got louder. Clearer. Her moans. His grunts. Deep and masculine. The wet slapping of flesh. The bed frame protesting.

		I reached the doorway. My hand touched the frame. Wood smooth under my palm. I stopped there. Standing in the threshold between my bedroom and the hallway.

		Light spilled from the guest room directly across from me. The door still wide open. Just like it had been hours ago when I'd watched them the first time. When I'd seen Marcus's huge cock disappearing inside my wife. When I'd watched her ride him. When I'd cum in my hand while they fucked bareback.

		"Yes, yes, yes."

		Her voice building. Higher. Faster. The rhythm of the bed matching her words.

		I took one step into the hallway. Then another. Moving slow. Quiet. My bare feet silent on the hardwood.

		My cock led the way. Hard. Aching. Leaking through my boxers.

		Three feet of hallway. That's all. Close enough to see everything. Close enough to hear every wet sound. Every moan. Every grunt.

		I moved toward that amber light.

		I stepped into the hallway.

		The guest room door hung wide open. Amber light from the bedside lamp spilled across the hardwood. The small pool of illumination carved shapes from the darkness. I could see everything.

		Jess lay on her stomach. Her ass raised high. Hips tilted up off the mattress. Back arched in a perfect curve. Her massive tits crushed beneath her weight. Pale flesh spilling out to the sides. Heavy and full even flattened against the sheets.

		Marcus knelt behind her. His huge frame dwarfed her body. Broad shoulders. Muscular back. Deep brown skin catching the amber light. His hands gripped her hips. Fingers digging into the soft flesh above her pelvis. Holding her in place.

		His cock drove into her. Thick. Long. Stretching her pussy with each thrust. I could see it disappearing inside her. Then pulling back. The dark shaft glistening wet. Coated in her arousal and something else.

		Cum.

		Thick white cum streaked his cock. Old loads from earlier. Dried and fresh mixed together. The evidence of how many times he'd already filled her. How many times she'd taken him bareback.

		My stomach clenched. My cock throbbed harder.

		He thrust forward again. Deep. His pelvis slapped against her raised ass. The sound sharp in the quiet morning. Flesh on flesh. Her round cheeks rippled from the impact. Those perfect glutes I'd watched her build over years of squats. Now getting pounded by another man's cock.

		Jess's face turned to the side. Cheek pressed into the pillow. Her mouth hung open. Lips parted. Eyes squeezed shut. Her chestnut hair spread wild across the white pillowcase. Strands stuck to her forehead. Her neck. Damp with sweat.

		She moaned. The sound came from deep in her throat. Guttural. Raw.

		Marcus pulled back. His cock slid out halfway. I saw the thickness. The girth that made my own dick look pathetic. Six and a half inches around. Maybe more. Her pussy lips stretched tight around him. Pink flesh gripping dark skin. Clinging to his shaft like she didn't want to let him go.

		He drove forward. Buried himself completely. His heavy balls swung forward. Slapped against her. The wet smack loud enough to hear from where I stood.

		My hand moved to my cock. I wrapped my fingers around it through my boxers. The cotton already soaked with precum. I squeezed. Pressure built at the base of my shaft. My pulse hammered in my ears.

		Jess's tits shifted with each thrust. The weight of them moving beneath her body. Those massive G-cups that I'd worshipped for seven years. That I'd sucked and squeezed and fucked. Now pressed into Marcus's guest bed while he destroyed her from behind.

		Her small nipples had to be hard. Rubbing against the sheets. Sending sparks through her body with every impact. I knew how sensitive they were. How she gasped when I sucked them. How her back arched when I pinched them just right.

		Marcus's hands slid up her back. Fingers tracing her spine. Following the curve from her ass to her shoulders. His palms spread wide across her pale skin. Covering so much of her. Making her look small beneath him.

		He leaned forward. His chest pressed against her back. His weight pushing her deeper into the mattress. His hips never stopped moving. Grinding into her. Short deep thrusts. Filling her completely.

		I pulled my cock out of my boxers. The waistband caught under my balls. My dick sprang free. Hard. Leaking. The head slick and purple. I wrapped my hand around the shaft. My fingers touched easily. Five and a half inches. Average. Nothing compared to what Jess was taking right now.

		Marcus straightened back up. Pulled Jess's hips higher. Changed the angle. Her ass lifted even more. The curve of her lower back deepened. He drove down into her. Using his height. His weight. His strength.

		Her pussy made wet sounds. Squelching. Sloppy. Overflowing with arousal and cum. Each thrust pushed more moisture out. I saw it dripping. Running down her inner thighs. Darkening the sheets beneath them.

		My hand moved on my cock. Slow strokes. Base to tip. My thumb swiped over the head. Gathered the precum. Used it for lubrication. The sensation shot through me. Sharp. Electric.

		Marcus's ass flexed with each thrust. Muscular. Powerful. His hamstrings carved with definition. His calves thick and strong. Every part of him built for this. For taking women. For making them scream.

		Jess's fingers clawed at the sheets. Gripping. Twisting. White knuckles. Her wedding ring caught the amber light. Gold band flashing. The symbol of our marriage reflecting light while another man's cock stretched her open.

		I stroked faster. My hand tight around my shaft. The friction building heat. My balls drew up. Tightening. The orgasm building already.

		Too fast. I slowed down. Loosened my grip. I wanted to watch more. Needed to see this. To burn it into my memory.

		Marcus's rhythm increased. Faster. Harder. The bed frame creaked beneath them. Old springs protesting. The headboard tapped the wall. Steady percussion. The soundtrack of my wife getting fucked.

		Her moans grew louder. Higher pitched. Building toward something. Her body tensed. Muscles going rigid beneath her flushed skin.

		I stood in the shadows of the hallway. Three feet from my bedroom doorway. My cock in my hand. Watching my wife take another man's huge cock. Watching her body respond. Watching her surrender completely.

		My chest felt tight. Heart pounding. Breath coming fast. Shame and arousal twisted together in my gut. Inseparable. Feeding each other.

		This was real. This was happening. Not a fantasy. Not a story I read online while Jess slept beside me. Not a porn video I watched with the volume low.

		My wife. My Jess. Getting destroyed by Marcus's thick cock in our guest room.

		And I couldn't look away.

		Marcus's voice cut through the sounds of fucking. Deep. Rough.

		"You feel so fucking good."

		Jess whimpered. Her fingers twisted tighter in the sheets.

		"So tight around my cock. Even after all night."

		"Oh god." Her voice cracked. Breathless. "Don't stop."

		"Wasn't planning to."

		He drove deeper. His pelvis slammed against her raised ass. The impact made her whole body jolt forward. Her tits dragged across the sheets. She cried out.

		"Please."

		"Please what?" Marcus pulled back slow. His cock sliding out until just the head remained inside her. "Tell me what you need."

		"Don't stop. Oh god don't stop."

		He thrust hard. Buried himself completely. Jess screamed into the pillow.

		My hand moved faster on my cock. Stroking in time with his thrusts. My breathing matched the rhythm. Short gasps. My free hand braced against the doorframe. Keeping me upright. Keeping me steady.

		"This pussy is mine." Marcus's words came out between grunts. "Isn't it?"

		"Yes." Jess sobbed the word. "Yes, fuck, yes."

		"Say it."

		"My pussy is yours."

		He rewarded her with three hard thrusts. Fast. Deep. Her ass rippled with each impact. The wet sounds louder. Obscene.

		"Gonna fill you up again." Marcus leaned forward. His chest against her back. His mouth near her ear. "Pump you full of cum."

		"Mmmh, yes."

		"You want that? Want me to breed this tight pussy?"

		My cock jumped in my hand. Precum leaked over my knuckles. Hot. Slick. The word echoed in my head. Breed. He was going to breed my wife.

		"Please." Jess's voice desperate. Needy. "Please cum in me."

		"You're not on birth control anymore, are you?"

		My stomach dropped. Ice flooded my veins. She'd stopped the pill six months ago. We'd talked about maybe having a second kid. Someday. Eventually.

		"No." Her voice small. Ashamed. Aroused.

		"Fuck." Marcus's hips stuttered. His rhythm breaking. "You want my baby? Want me to knock you up?"

		"Oh god, oh god."

		She didn't say no. She moaned. Her hips pushed back against him. Meeting his thrusts. Taking him deeper.

		My hand froze on my cock. My heart hammered. This was crossing a line. This was beyond just fucking. This was permanent. This was real consequences.

		My cock stayed hard. Throbbing. Aching.

		"Tell me." Marcus's voice commanded. Demanded. "Say you want it."

		"I want it." Jess screamed the words. "I want your cum. Want you to fill me. Want you to breed me."

		"Gonna give you every drop." He pounded into her. Fast. Brutal. The bed frame slammed against the wall. "Gonna pump you so full it leaks out for days."

		"Yes, yes, fuck."

		"You'll go home to him dripping my cum. Wondering if it took. If my seed found your egg."

		Her whole body shook. Trembling beneath his weight. Her moans climbing higher. That edge in her voice. The one that meant she was close. So close.

		"You love this cock, don't you?" Marcus gripped her hips again. Fingers digging deep. "Tell me."

		"I love it." Jess sobbed. Words broken between gasps. "I fucking love your cock."

		"Better than his?"

		"Yes."

		"Say it louder."

		"I love your cock." Her voice clear now. Strong. Certain. "I fucking love your cock. Give it to me."

		My hand moved again. Stroking. Fast. Desperate. My own words echoing in my head. She loves his cock. She wants his baby. She's begging him to breed her.

		The reality better than any fantasy. More raw. More real. More devastating.

		Marcus's eyes flicked toward the hallway.

		Directly at me.

		His gaze locked with mine. Dark brown eyes meeting my hazel ones across three feet of space. Amber light illuminating my face. My hand on my cock. My body frozen in the shadows.

		He saw me.

		He knew I was watching.

		His expression stayed unreadable. No surprise. No anger. Just recognition.

		Our eyes held for three seconds. Four. Five.

		He didn't stop fucking my wife.

		Marcus drove deeper.

		His eyes still on me. Watching me watch them. His hips slammed forward. Harder than before. Punishing thrusts that made Jess's whole body shake.

		She didn't know I was there. Couldn't see me from her position. Face buried in the pillow. Eyes squeezed shut. Lost in the sensation of his thick cock splitting her open.

		"Fuck, you're squeezing me." Marcus's voice strained. Guttural. "Gonna cum on this cock?"

		"Yes, yes, oh fuck, yes."

		He gripped her hips tighter. Pulled her back onto him with each thrust. Using her body. Taking what he wanted. His gaze never left mine.

		My hand moved faster on my cock. Frantic strokes. My balls tight against my body. The orgasm building at the base of my spine.

		Jess's moans climbed higher. Desperate sounds torn from her throat. "Oh god, oh god, I'm gonna, I'm gonna—"

		"Cum for me." Marcus commanded. "Cum on my cock."

		Her back arched violently. Her spine curved impossibly deep. Every muscle in her body went rigid. Locked tight.

		"FUCK!"

		The scream ripped out of her. Loud. Raw. Primal.

		Her fists twisted in the sheets. Knuckles white. Her thighs shook. Trembling. Quaking. Her whole body convulsing.

		"Ahhh, ahhh, fuck, fuck, FUCK!"

		Jess's pussy clenched around Marcus's shaft. I saw her thighs spasm. Her ass flexing. Her back muscles standing out in sharp definition beneath her pale skin.

		Marcus groaned. His jaw clenched. His massive hands held her hips steady while her body tried to buck him off. He kept thrusting. Shorter strokes. Grinding deep. Letting her ride it out on his cock.

		"That's it. Give it to me. Squeeze that cock."

		"Unnngh, oh god, oh god."

		Her voice broke. Incoherent sounds mixing with words. Her face twisted. Mouth open wide. Gasping for air. Her body jerking with aftershocks.

		The orgasm seemed endless. Wave after wave crashing through her. Her massive tits crushed beneath her. Her wedding ring flashing in the amber light.

		Then she collapsed.

		Her body went completely limp. Face pressed into the pillow. Arms sprawled out to the sides. Legs spread wide. Every muscle relaxed. Gone.

		Marcus pulled back. His cock slid out of her slowly. Inch after inch of thick dark shaft emerging. Still rock hard. Still glistening. Coated in her cream and old cum.

		Her pussy gaped. Pink. Swollen. Stretched open from his girth. I saw her hole flutter. Trying to close. Failing. Cream dripped from her opening. Thick white strands running down to the sheets.

		She didn't move. Completely passed out. Her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths. Her eyes closed. Her body spent.

		Marcus looked down at her. Then back at me.

		His cock stood out from his body. Hard. Thick. Pulsing. Ready for more.

		He stood up from the bed. His height imposing. His muscular frame filling the doorway. He walked toward me.

		My breath caught. My hand froze on my cock.

		He walked to the guest room door.

		Not looking at me now. Just moving with purpose. His massive body blocking my view of Jess's limp form on the bed.

		His hand reached for the door.

		He closed it.

		Slow. Deliberate. The wood swinging shut between us.

		Click.

		The lock engaged.

		I stood in the hallway.

		The closed door stared back at me. White wood. Gold handle. Locked.

		My cock throbbed in my hand. Hard. Aching. Precum dripped onto the hardwood floor. I heard the drops hit. Small wet sounds in the silence.

		My heart slammed against my ribs. Blood roared in my ears. My legs felt weak. Shaky. I should move. Should go back to the bedroom. Should do something.

		I stood frozen.

		A soft moan came through the door. Weak. Muffled by the wood between us.

		Jess.

		Coming back. Waking up from that orgasm that knocked her out.

		"Mmm."

		Her voice barely audible. Confused. Disoriented.

		The bed creaked.

		Weight shifting on the mattress. Marcus moving. Repositioning himself.

		"Shhh." His voice deep. Soothing. "I've got you."

		"I can't, I can't." Jess's words slurred. Exhausted. "Too much."

		"You can take it."

		The wet sound of his cock pushing back inside her.

		"Oh god." Her moan louder now. Sharper. "Marcus, wait, I'm too—unngh."

		He filled her again.

		The bed creaked faster. Springs protesting. The rhythm starting up. Slower than before but steady. Relentless.

		"Fuck, you're still so tight." Marcus grunted. "Even after cumming that hard."

		"I can't, it's too sensitive, oh fuck."

		"Yes you can. Take this cock."

		Wet slapping sounds. His pelvis meeting her ass. The obscene squelch of her soaked pussy. His thick shaft driving through cream and cum.

		I stumbled back. My shoulder hit the wall. The impact steadied me. Grounded me.

		My hand moved on my cock. Fast strokes. Desperate. My whole body trembling.

		The sounds grew louder through the closed door. More intense. Marcus fucking her harder now. The headboard slamming. Rhythmic impacts carrying across the hallway.

		"Ahhh, ahhh, fuck." Jess's voice climbing again. Building despite her exhaustion.

		I turned. Walked back into the master bedroom. My legs unsteady. My cock bouncing with each step.

		I climbed onto the bed. Lay on my back. The guest room door visible through my open doorway. That closed barrier eight feet away.

		The sounds penetrated. Filled the space between us.

		Jess screamed. "Oh god, you're so deep."

		"That's it. Take every inch."

		My hand gripped my cock. Stroking. The friction building heat. My balls drawing up tight.

		"Fuck, fuck, you're gonna make me cum again."

		The slapping sounds faster. Wetter. The bed frame creaking. My wife moaning.

		My chest heaved. Short gasps. The pressure building at the base of my spine.

		I stared at that closed door. Listening to my wife get fucked. Get bred. Get taken.

		My hand moved faster. Chasing release while they continued across the hallway.

		

	
		Listening

		

		I lay on my back. The sheets bunched under me. My hand wrapped around my cock. Stroking. The friction building heat through my body.

		The sounds carried through that closed door. Through eight feet of hallway. Through the thin walls of this house.

		Bed springs. Squeaking. Rhythmic. The old mattress protesting under their weight.

		Wet slapping. Skin on skin. His pelvis meeting her ass. Her soaked pussy taking his thick cock.

		"Yes. Oh fuck yes." Jess's voice. Muffled but clear enough. Breathless. Desperate.

		Marcus grunted. Deep. Primal. That rumble from his chest.

		My hand moved faster. Up and down my shaft. Precum leaked from the tip. Slicked my palm. Made the strokes easier.

		The headboard started banging again. Thud. Thud. Thud. Against the guest room wall. Each impact carrying across the hallway. Vibrating through the floor.

		My cock throbbed. Ached. The pressure building already.

		I stared at that closed door through my open doorway. White wood. Gold handle. Locked.

		Marcus had seen me. Seen me standing there in the shadows with my hand on my cock. Watching him fuck my wife. And he'd walked over. Closed the door. Locked it.

		Kept fucking her anyway.

		My stomach twisted. Shame flooded hot through my chest.

		But my cock stayed hard. Leaked more. Pulsed in my grip.

		"Harder. Fuck me harder." Jess's voice climbed higher. More desperate than before.

		The bed slammed against the wall. Faster. More brutal. Marcus giving her what she wanted.

		My mind went back. To last night. To the couch.

		Ashley draped across Marcus's lap. Her small hand sliding into his dark jeans. Working inside his boxer briefs. Then pulling his cock out over the waistband.

		Thick. Long. Dark skin stretched tight over the massive shaft. Her small hand couldn't close around it. Not even close.

		She'd stroked him. Slow at first. Testing the weight. The girth. Her hand working from base to tip. That familiar motion. Like she'd done it before. Like she knew exactly what she was handling.

		Jess had stared. Her lips parting. Her chest flushing pink across the tops of her massive tits. That black V-neck showing all that cleavage. Her breathing picking up.

		I'd seen her face. The way her hazel eyes locked on Marcus's cock. The way her tongue touched her bottom lip. The way she couldn't look away.

		Should I have known then?

		"Oh god. Right there. Don't stop." Jess moaned through the wall.

		The wet sounds intensified. His cock driving into her. Filling her. Stretching her.

		My hand squeezed tighter. Stroked faster.

		Marcus had stood suddenly. His cock still hard. Still exposed. That massive bulge even after he'd tucked himself back in. He'd pulled Ashley up by her hand. Steadied her when she stumbled.

		Then he'd led her down the hallway. His hand gripping hers. Taking what he wanted. Ashley following. Giggling. Drunk. Eager.

		To the guest room. The door closing behind them.

		Then the sounds started. Wet gagging. Choking. Ashley's throat working around his cock.

		Jess and I had sat on the couch. Just the two of us. Listening.

		The bed springs. The headboard banging. Ashley's screams. "Oh god your cock is so big."

		Jess's thigh had pressed against mine. Hot. Her body tense. Her massive tits rising and falling faster under that tight V-neck. Her nipples stiffening. Visible points pressing through the lace bra and thin fabric.

		She'd been turned on. Completely turned on listening to Marcus fuck another woman.

		Her breathing had matched the rhythm. The sounds of fucking carrying through our house. Her face flushing deeper. That pink spreading down her neck. Across her chest.

		Was she already wet then? Already imagining herself in Ashley's place?

		"Your cock. Oh fuck your cock is perfect." Jess's voice now. Through the closed door. Raw. Honest.

		She'd never said that to me. Never used that tone.

		My cock pulsed. Throbbed. Heat spreading through my balls.

		The headboard slammed harder. Marcus really pounding her. The brutal rhythm shaking the house.

		I thought about earlier tonight. How it started.

		Jess suggesting we have people over. Her face lighting up with the idea. "Marcus and his new girlfriend. We could have them over for dinner."

		How quickly she'd grabbed her phone. Her thumbs moving fast across the screen. Texting him before I'd even agreed.

		The black V-neck she'd chosen. That deep plunge showing the canyon of her cleavage. The push-up bra underneath lifting her massive G-cups. Creating that impossible valley. She'd stood in front of the mirror. Adjusted her tits in the cups. Made sure everything sat right.

		The tight jeans hugging her legendary ass. Her thick thighs. She'd turned. Checked herself from behind. Her hands running over her ass. Smoothing the fabric.

		Had she been dressing for him? For Marcus?

		"Yes. Yes. Fuck yes." Jess's moans building. Getting louder.

		The bed springs screamed. The wet slapping intensified.

		My hand moved in rhythm with the sounds. Fast strokes. My palm gliding over my shaft.

		I thought back further. Five years ago.

		Marcus showing up at their gym. This guy who'd helped Jess with her squat form. Who'd spotted her. Who'd pushed her to lift heavier.

		She'd come home talking about him. About her new training partner.

		"He's such a good training partner. Really pushes me."

		That's what she'd said. I'd thought nothing of it.

		Just gym talk. Just fitness stuff.

		But now I wondered.

		All those early morning sessions. Five AM before work. She'd leave the house in tight leggings. Sports bras that compressed her massive tits. Coming home sweaty. Flushed. Her body pumped. Her skin glowing.

		Had Marcus been there? Spotting her on squats? His massive hands on the bar above her head. His body close behind hers as she dropped low. Her ass rising. The bar across her shoulders.

		Had she felt his eyes on her body? On her thick thighs. Her legendary ass. Her massive tits compressed and pushed up in that sports bra.

		Had she liked it?

		The way she talked about him. Always positive. Always complimentary. "Marcus helped me hit a new PR today." "Marcus corrected my form." "Marcus is such a good guy."

		Marcus. Marcus. Marcus.

		His name in her mouth. Comfortable. Familiar.

		"Oh god I'm gonna cum. You're gonna make me cum." Jess screamed through the wall.

		The bed slammed brutally. Springs shrieking. Marcus driving into her relentlessly.

		My cock throbbed. Leaked. The pressure building at the base of my spine.

		I thought about her Instagram. That gym selfie from this morning. Her body in that black sports bra. Her massive tits straining the fabric. Her abs showing definition. Her thick thighs carved with muscle.

		237 likes. Dozens of comments.

		And Marcus. Three fire emojis.

		"Classic Marcus. He always hypes my posts."

		Always. Like it was routine. Expected.

		How many posts had he commented on? How many gym selfies had he seen? How many photos of my wife's body had he looked at? Appreciated? Jerked off to?

		How long had this been building?

		Five years of training together. Five years of early mornings. Five years of spotting. Of hands on her body. Of watching her squat. Of seeing her massive tits bounce. Her ass flex. Her thick thighs spread and rise.

		Five years of unspoken attraction.

		And tonight it finally happened.

		"I'm cumming. Oh fuck I'm cumming." Jess's voice broke. Shattered. Raw pleasure tearing through her.

		The bed slammed. Marcus grunted deep. His rhythm brutal. Unrelenting. Fucking her through her orgasm.

		My hand moved faster. Desperate. Chasing my own release.

		My wife. The woman I'd married seven years ago. The woman who'd chosen me. Who'd said yes. Who'd walked down the aisle. Who'd promised forever.

		Screaming for another man's cock twelve feet away.

		My stomach clenched. Shame burned through me.

		But my cock stayed hard. Throbbed. Leaked.

		The shame made it hotter. Made the arousal spike higher.

		What did that say about me?

		The sounds changed. Got wetter. Louder. More obscene. Slap. Slap. Slap. His pelvis hitting her ass. The rhythm brutal. Unforgiving. Jess's voice came through the wall in broken syllables. Each sound punched out of her. Forced by the impact of his hips driving deep.

		"Unngh. Unngh. Yes."

		My hand moved faster on my cock. The friction building. Heat spreading through my body. The headboard cracked against the wall with each thrust. Each impact shaking the house. The bed frame groaning under the force. Marcus's name spilled from her lips. Her voice climbed higher. More desperate.

		"Marcus. Oh fuck Marcus."

		She never said my name like that. Never with that raw need. That hunger. My cock throbbed. Leaked more precum. The wet sound of my palm on my shaft barely audible under their fucking. Jess moaned louder now.

		"Your cock feels so good. So thick. Filling me."

		The wet sounds intensified. The squelch of her soaked pussy. His thick shaft driving through her cream. Through his cum from earlier. My mind raced. Spinning through memories. Searching for signs I'd missed.

		Five years ago when they met. When Marcus first showed up at her gym. She'd come home that day excited. Animated. Her face flushed from her workout.

		"This guy helped me with my squat form today. Really knew what he was doing."

		I'd asked his name.

		"Marcus. He used to play basketball. He's huge."

		Huge. She'd said huge. At the time I'd thought she meant tall. Muscular. The obvious interpretation. But now that word echoed different. Carried new meaning. The way she'd talked about him those first few months. Always mentioning him. Always finding ways to bring him into conversation.

		"Marcus says I should increase my protein intake."

		Another day.

		"Marcus thinks I'm ready for heavier weight."

		Another time.

		"Marcus spotted me on squats today. He's so strong."

		I'd encouraged it. Told her it was great she had a good training partner. Someone who pushed her. Had I been blind? Or had I just not wanted to see?

		The sounds stopped suddenly. The bed creaking. Weight shifting. Marcus's voice cut through the silence. Deep. Commanding.

		"Get on top. Ride this cock."

		A pause. Movement. The mattress protesting. Then a new sound. Wet. Sliding. Jess lowering herself onto him.

		"Oh god. So deep like this."

		The bed started squeaking again. Different rhythm. Slower. Her hips rolling. Then another sound cut through. Slapping. Wet. Heavy. Her tits. Her massive tits bouncing. Slapping against her chest. Against his hands. Smack. Smack. Smack. The obscene sound of flesh hitting flesh growing louder with each bounce.

		"Fuck. These tits. I've jerked off thinking about these tits so many times."

		My stomach dropped. My cock throbbed harder. Jess's voice came through breathy. Eager.

		"Yeah?"

		She was bouncing on him faster now. The slapping got louder. Her huge G-cups flopping. Swinging. The weight of them audible through the wall. Marcus grunted.

		"In the shower at the gym. After watching you squat in those sports bras. Watching these big fucking tits bounce."

		Smack. Smack. Smack. The wet sound mixing with the bed springs. Jess moaned.

		"Oh fuck. That's so hot."

		My hand squeezed my cock. Stroked faster. The shame burning through my chest. He'd jerked off to my wife. At her gym. In the shower. Thinking about her body. And she loved hearing it. Loved it.

		"All the guys at the gym talk about you. About these huge tits. About your ass. They all want to fuck you."

		Jess rode him faster. Her breathing ragged. Desperate.

		"Mmm. Yes. Tell me more."

		The slapping intensified. Her massive tits swinging. Bouncing. The heavy flesh colliding with each movement. Marcus continued. His voice rough. Strained.

		"Every guy there watches you work out. Watches these tits strain your sports bras. Watches your ass in those tight leggings. They all jerk off thinking about you."

		"Oh god. I love that."

		My cock pulsed. Leaked. The pressure coiling tight in my balls. She loved it. Loved knowing men wanted her. Loved being desired. Loved showing off her body. The bed squeaked faster. Her hips rolling. Grinding down on his thick cock. Smack. Smack. Smack. Her tits bouncing wildly. The sound obscene. Primal. More animal than human.

		"These are the best tits I've ever seen. Ever felt. Fuck. The things I've imagined doing to these."

		Jess gasped. Breathless. Desperate.

		"What things? Tell me what you imagined."

		Her voice shook with each bounce. Each impact driving his cock deeper. Marcus answered rough. Primal.

		"Fucking them. Cumming all over them. Watching them bounce while you ride my cock. Just like this."

		"Yes. Oh fuck yes."

		My hand moved desperately on my shaft. Fast strokes. The friction intense. I thought about her at the gym. Her sports bras. The way they compressed her massive tits. The way they pushed up. Created that deep line of cleavage. Men watching her. Staring. Following her with their eyes as she moved through her workout. Going home. Showering. Jerking off. Thinking about her body. About fucking her.

		And Marcus was one of them. Right there beside her. Spotting her. His hands on her. Close enough to smell her sweat. To see her massive tits bounce. To watch her thick thighs spread as she squatted. He'd been imagining this for years. Waiting for his chance.

		"Your tits are fucking perfect. These big heavy udders."

		Marcus's voice came through rough. Raw. Smack. Smack. Smack. The slapping louder. Faster. Her massive G-cups swinging with each bounce. Jess moaned. Her voice breaking. Lost in pleasure.

		"Oh god. Yes. Call them that."

		Udders. He called her massive tits udders. And she liked it. She fucking liked it. Marcus grunted harder.

		"These big cow tits bouncing on my cock. Fuck. I'm never getting tired of this."

		Jess's rhythm got erratic. Desperate.

		"Marcus. Oh fuck Marcus."

		The bed slammed beneath them. Her hips grinding. Her massive tits swinging. The wet sound of his cock buried deep inside her filling the space between heartbeats. My cock throbbed. Right on the edge. The pressure unbearable. She was going to cum again. From riding him. From hearing about the men who wanted her. From knowing he'd jerked off thinking about her. Marcus commanded.

		"Cum on this cock. Show me how much you love it."

		Jess screamed.

		"I do. I love it. I love your cock."

		The slapping intensified. Her tits bouncing wildly. Her hips rolling faster. Chasing her release. My hand squeezed tight. Stroked hard. The heat building. Ready to explode. Jess's voice shattered. Raw. Desperate.

		"I'm cumming. Oh fuck I'm cumming on your cock."

		The bed slammed. The springs screaming. Her massive tits slapping. All the sounds blending together into one obscene symphony. My cock pulsed. Throbbed. Right there on the edge. But I held back. Squeezed the base. Stopped myself. Not yet. Not yet. I wanted to hear more. Needed to hear more.

		The sounds didn't stop. Jess's orgasm faded into softer moans. The bed kept moving. Kept squeaking. Marcus wasn't done. Wasn't close to done. The rhythm continued. Steady. Relentless. His stamina making my earlier finish feel pathetic. Making me feel small.

		My cock ached in my hand. Still hard despite the edge I'd been riding. Precum leaked constantly now. Coating my shaft. Making my strokes slick. Wet. I'd been stroking myself for over twenty minutes. Listening to him fuck my wife for over twenty minutes. And he showed no signs of slowing down.

		The wet slapping resumed. Faster now. Building again. Jess gasped with each thrust. Her massive tits still bouncing. The sound carrying through the wall. Smack. Smack. Smack. Heavy flesh swinging. Colliding.

		"You feel so good."

		Her voice breathless. Exhausted. But still wanting. Still taking everything he gave her. The bed slammed harder. Marcus picking up speed. His breathing heavier now. Rougher. That deep grunt rumbling from his chest.

		Then his voice cut through. A growl. Dark. Primal.

		"Your husband watched us earlier."

		My stomach dropped. My hand froze on my cock. Ice flooded through my veins. He was talking about me. Telling her. Jess made a sound. Confusion. Then understanding.

		"What?"

		"Saw me fucking you. He just stood there in the hallway. Stroking his little cock."

		My face burned. Shame crashed through me. Hot. Suffocating. But my cock throbbed. Pulsed. Harder than before. The humiliation making it worse. Making it better. I couldn't separate them anymore.

		"Oh fuck."

		Jess's voice. Not angry. Not shocked. Breathless. Turned on. The bed squeaked faster. She was grinding on him harder. The revelation exciting her. My cock leaked more precum. Dripped onto my stomach. My hand moved again. Slow strokes. Tentative. Ashamed.

		"That's so hot. He watched you fuck me with this huge cock."

		The comparison hung in the air. Implicit. Obvious. My throat tightened. My chest ached. But my hand kept moving. Kept stroking. Faster now. The shame feeding the arousal. Making everything more intense.

		Marcus grunted. The bed slammed harder. His voice came through rough. Commanding.

		"He knows he can't fill you like I do. Knows his tiny dick could never make you scream like this."

		The word tiny hit me like a punch. My cock throbbed. Leaked. My hand squeezed tighter. Stroked faster. The degradation burning through me. Making my whole body shake. Jess moaned. Long. Desperate.

		"Never. God never. Your cock is so much bigger. Fuck me harder. Please fuck me harder."

		The bed slammed. Brutal impacts. The headboard cracking against the wall. Each thrust shaking the house. Shaking me. Jess screamed. That raw sound. Pure pleasure. The sound she'd never made for me. Would never make for me.

		"Take this cock. Take every fucking inch."

		"Yes. Oh god yes. Fill me. Stretch me."

		My hand moved desperately. Fast strokes. The friction intense. Painful. Perfect. The wet sound of my palm on my shaft mixing with their sounds. With their fucking. With her screaming. With his grunting. All of it blending together. Consuming me.

		"Your husband could never do this. Could never fuck you like this."

		"No. Never. You're so much better. Your cock is so much better."

		Comparing us. Choosing him. My cock throbbed. Right on the edge. The pressure unbearable. My balls drawn up tight. Ready to explode. The shame and arousal inseparable now. One feeling. One overwhelming need.

		"Tell him. Tell your husband I fuck you better."

		"You fuck me better. So much better. Your huge cock fucks me so much better than his tiny one."

		My cock pulsed. The pressure released. Heat exploded through my body. My cum shot across my stomach. Rope after rope. Thick. Heavy. My whole body shaking. Trembling. The orgasm ripping through me. More intense than anything I'd ever felt. The humiliation. The degradation. The comparison. All of it crashing together.

		My hand kept stroking. Milking every drop. My cock pulsing. Throbbing. Shooting cum across my stomach. My chest. The wet sounds of their fucking continued. The bed slamming. Jess screaming. Marcus grunting. They weren't stopping. Weren't slowing. Still going while I lay here covered in my own cum. Shaking. Broken.

		The sounds filled my head. Filled the dark bedroom. Filled everything. I gasped for air. Short breaths. My heart hammering. My cock still hard in my hand. Still sensitive. Still leaking. Post-orgasm clarity hit like a wave. Washing over me. Cold. Brutal. What had I done? What had I let happen?

		But even through the shame I knew the truth. My cock staying hard told me everything. I'd cum listening to them degrade me. Listening to my wife compare us. Choose him. And my body had loved it. Had craved it. Had needed it.

		The sounds continued through the wall. Building again. Jess's voice climbing higher. More desperate. Her pitch rising with each thrust. Each impact of his cock driving deep inside her. Marcus grunted. That primal rumble from his chest. His rhythm getting faster. Harder. More brutal.

		I lay in the dark. Covered in my own cum. My hand still wrapped around my cock. Still semi-hard. Still sensitive. The shame washing over me in waves. But I couldn't stop listening. Couldn't move. Couldn't do anything but lie here and hear everything.

		"Marcus. Marcus. Oh fuck Marcus."

		Jess's words dissolved. Breaking apart. Becoming sounds instead of language. Animal noises. Raw. Primal. The bed slammed against the wall. The springs screaming. The wet slapping so loud it filled the entire house. Filled my head. Her massive tits bouncing. Smack. Smack. Smack. The heavy flesh colliding with each thrust.

		"Fuck. I'm gonna cum. Gonna fill this pussy."

		Marcus's voice. Strained. Rough. Close to the edge finally. After all this time. After fucking her relentlessly. He was finally going to finish. Jess screamed. Her voice breaking. Shattering into incoherent sounds. Pleasure tearing through her. Her second orgasm. Maybe third. I'd lost count.

		The bed slammed. Once. Twice. Three more brutal thrusts. Then Marcus roared. That deep guttural sound. His orgasm hitting. His cock pulsing inside my wife. Filling her. Breeding her. The sounds faded. The bed stopped moving. Just heavy breathing now. Panting. Gasps for air. The silence almost worse than the noise. More intimate somehow. More real.

		I heard murmuring. Voices too quiet to make out words. Just the low rumble of Marcus. The softer sounds of Jess responding. What were they saying? Were they talking about me? About what just happened? My stomach twisted. My chest tight. I strained my ears but couldn't catch anything clear.

		Time passed. Minutes stretching in the darkness. My cum cooling on my stomach. On my chest. Sticky. Uncomfortable. I reached for the tissue box on the nightstand. Pulled out several. Wiped myself clean. The tissues went into the small trash can beside the bed. Evidence of my shame. Of what I'd done. What I'd become.

		The guest room went quiet. No more sounds. No more movement. Were they asleep? Lying there together? His massive body wrapped around her. Her pale skin against his dark flesh. His cock softening inside her. His cum leaking out. Pooling between her thick thighs.

		I closed my eyes. Tried to sleep. Tried to shut my brain off. But my mind raced. Replaying everything. Every word they'd said. Every comparison. Every degradation. Your husband watched us. His little cock. His tiny dick. You fuck me better. So much better. The words echoed. Looped. Burned into my memory.

		My cock stirred. Starting to harden again. Even after everything. Even covered in shame. My body wanted more. Craved more. I pushed the thought away. Rolled onto my side. Faced away from the open doorway. Away from that closed guest room door across the hallway.

		Sleep wouldn't come. I lay there in the dark. Waiting. Listening. My heart still racing. My skin still flushed. The house silent now except for the normal sounds. The refrigerator humming. The clock ticking. My own breathing.

		Then I heard it. A door opening. Soft. Careful. The guest room. Footsteps in the hallway. Bare feet on hardwood. Light. Quiet. Coming closer. My breath caught. My body tensed. I stayed still. Eyes closed. Pretending to sleep.

		The master bedroom door creaked. Someone entering. The footsteps crossed to the bed. The mattress dipped. Weight settling beside me. Warmth radiating. The smell hit me. Sweat. Sex. Musk. Overwhelming. Undeniable. Jess.

		She curled against my back. Her naked body pressing against mine. Her skin hot. Damp. Sticky. Her massive tits compressed against my shoulder blades. Soft. Heavy. Her breathing slow. Exhausted. One of her thick thighs draped over my leg. And I felt it. The wetness. The stickiness between her thighs. Pressing against my skin. Warm. Slick. Marcus's cum. Still leaking from her pussy. Coating her inner thighs. Now coating my leg.

		My stomach clenched. My cock thickened. Hardening despite everything. Despite the shame. Despite the exhaustion. Despite knowing what that wetness was. Where it came from. What it meant. Jess sighed. Soft. Content. Her arm draped over my waist. Her hand resting on my stomach. Right where my cum had been minutes ago. She thought I was asleep. Thought I'd been asleep this whole time. Had no idea I'd heard everything. Every word. Every sound. Every comparison.

		Her breathing deepened. Slowed. She was falling asleep. Exhausted from being fucked. From cumming multiple times. From taking Marcus's huge cock for over an hour. And now she was here. In our bed. Curled against me. Her husband. With another man's cum still leaking from her pussy.

		My cock pressed hard against the sheets. Throbbing. Aching. The wetness from her thighs spreading against my leg. Marking me. Claiming me. I lay there frozen. My heart pounding. My mind spinning. Everything changed. Everything different. And I didn't know if I could ever go back.

		

	
		Coffee

		

		I woke to warmth beside me.

		Jess lay on her back. Her naked body sprawled across our bed. The sheets tangled around her thick thighs. Her massive tits rose and fell with slow breathing. Soft snores escaped her parted lips.

		The clock on my nightstand read 9:32 AM.

		Sunlight filtered through the blinds. Amber light striped across the bed. Across her pale skin.

		God, she was beautiful.

		Seven years of marriage and she still took my breath away. The curve of her hip. The swell of her massive tits. The strength in her muscular thighs. Her chestnut hair spread wild across the pillow. Those hazel eyes hidden behind closed lids.

		I loved her.

		That hit me hard in the chest. Made my throat tight. Despite everything that happened last night. Despite what I watched. Despite the evidence covering her body right now.

		I loved her completely.

		Hickeys dotted her neck. Dark purple marks trailing down to her collarbone. More on her massive tits. The pale flesh bruised where his mouth had been. Where his teeth had scraped.

		My stomach dropped. My cock stirred under the sheet.

		Last night happened.

		The guest room. Her screaming his name. Begging for his huge cock. The wet slapping through the wall. The bed slamming. Her orgasms that went on and on.

		All of it real.

		I stared at her sleeping face. Peaceful. Content. Exhausted in a way I had never made her.

		Her small nipples looked swollen. Darker pink than usual. Her body carried the evidence of who fucked her. Of how thoroughly he used her.

		She smelled different. Sweat and sex. His cologne still clung to her skin.

		My leg felt sticky where her thigh pressed against mine.

		I looked down at the contact point between us.

		Dried white streaks marked my skin. Flakes on the sheet.

		His cum.

		Leaked from her pussy. Smeared on her thighs. Transferred to me when she crawled back into bed thinking I was asleep.

		My cock thickened despite the shame flooding my chest.

		I loved her. Loved watching her get what she needed. What I could never give her. His huge cock. His stamina. His dominance.

		The realization settled in my gut. Heavy. Undeniable.

		This was what I wanted. What I needed. Watching her get fucked. Hearing her scream for another man. Knowing she was satisfied in ways I could never accomplish.

		I loved her enough to let her have this.

		My hand found my cock under the sheet. Squeezed once. Released.

		I needed coffee. Needed to move. Needed to process what came next.

		I slid out of bed slowly. Pulled on my gray sweatpants. My cock pressed against the fabric. Still half hard.

		She looked perfect lying there. Claimed. Marked. Mine.

		I walked toward the kitchen.

		The kitchen was bright. Sunlight poured through the window above the sink. I squinted against it.

		Dishes from last night still sat on the counter. Wine glasses. Empty bottles. The remnants of everything.

		I moved to the coffee maker. Filled the reservoir with water. My hands shook slightly. Scooped grounds into the filter. Pressed the button.

		The machine gurgled. Started brewing. The familiar sound filled the quiet.

		I leaned against the counter. Gripped the edge. Tried to steady my breathing.

		The coffee maker beeped. Finished.

		I grabbed two mugs from the cabinet. Poured coffee into both. One for me. One for Jess. Steam rose from the dark liquid. The smell rich and bitter.

		She would need this when she woke. Would need the caffeine after the night she had.

		I picked up both mugs. Wrapped my fingers around the warm ceramic. Started walking back down the hallway.

		My bare feet moved quietly on the hardwood. Past the closed guest room door. Past the bathroom.

		I turned the corner toward our bedroom.

		Froze.

		Marcus stood at our bedroom doorway. His back to me. Completely naked. His broad shoulders filled the frame. His muscular back tapered to his narrow waist. His tight ass flexed as he stepped forward.

		His huge cock hung between his thick thighs. Half hard already. The shaft thick and dark. Swinging heavily as he moved.

		He stepped inside our bedroom. The door stayed open behind him. He never looked back. Never saw me standing there.

		My heart slammed against my ribs. The coffee mugs trembled in my hands. Hot liquid sloshed against the ceramic edges.

		I stepped back. Pressed my spine against the hallway wall. Out of sight.

		Jess's voice came from inside. Surprised. Sleepy.

		"Marcus? What are you doing?"

		"Morning, beautiful."

		His deep voice carried clearly. Confident. Comfortable.

		"I was just sleeping. Daniel's probably..."

		Her words cut off. A sharp inhale. Then a soft moan.

		"Oh god."

		Wet sounds. His mouth on her. Kissing. Licking.

		"Marcus. Oh fuck."

		More wet sounds. Louder. Deliberate.

		My cock pressed hard against my sweatpants. The coffee mugs shook in my grip. I could not move.

		"Right there. Yes. Oh god your tongue."

		Her voice climbed higher. Breathy. Desperate already.

		"Daniel never eats my pussy like this. Never. Fuck. Do not stop."

		The wet sounds intensified. Slurping. Her moaning. The bed creaking as she moved.

		"Yes. Yes. Right there. Oh fuck Marcus."

		My stomach dropped. My cock throbbed. I stood frozen against the wall. Coffee mugs trembling. Unable to move forward. Unable to walk away.

		He was eating her pussy in our bed. In the bed where I woke next to her twenty minutes ago. Where she still smelled like him from last night.

		And she was already comparing us. Already telling him I never satisfied her like this.

		"I'm gonna cum. Oh god I'm gonna cum on your tongue."

		Her voice hit a pitch I recognized. That edge right before she broke.

		"Cum for me," Marcus said. His voice muffled against her pussy. Commanding even with his mouth full of her.

		She screamed.

		I backed away from the wall. My feet moved without thinking. Retreating down the hallway. Away from the sounds. Away from what was happening in my bed.

		The coffee mugs shook in my hands. Hot liquid splashed over the rim. Burned my knuckles. I barely felt it.

		I reached the kitchen. Set both mugs down hard on the counter. Coffee sloshed out. Pooled on the granite surface. I stared at the two mugs sitting there. Steam rising from both.

		One for me. One for Jess.

		She would not be drinking hers. Would not be joining me for quiet morning coffee. Would not be curling up next to me on the couch in her robe.

		She was busy getting her pussy eaten by another man in our bed.

		Her mug sat there. Getting cold. Forgotten.

		The sounds carried through the house. Through the thin walls. Down the hallway. Into the kitchen where I stood alone.

		Her moaning. Constant now. Building. That breathy sound she made when she was close. When pleasure overwhelmed her.

		I knew that sound. Took me years to learn how to make her sound like that. Years of practice. Of listening. Of figuring out exactly where she needed my tongue. Exactly how much pressure. Exactly what rhythm.

		I got good at eating her pussy. Really good. It was the one thing I knew I did right.

		Marcus made her sound like that in seconds.

		He learned in twelve hours what took me years to master.

		The wet sounds continued. His mouth working. Her pussy soaking his face. I knew she was dripping. Knew her thick thighs were probably squeezing his head. Knew her massive tits were heaving with each gasping breath.

		"Oh fuck. Oh fuck Marcus. I'm cumming again."

		Again.

		She came twice already. In the span of maybe five minutes.

		Her scream cut through the house. High pitched. Desperate. Her orgasm ripping through her.

		The bed creaked. Movement. Bodies shifting.

		Then a new sound started. Rhythmic. Unmistakable. Skin slapping skin.

		My stomach dropped. My cock throbbed hard against my sweatpants.

		He was fucking her.

		The rhythm built. Steady. Powerful. Each thrust deliberate. The bed springs squeaking. The frame shifting on the hardwood floor.

		"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

		Jess's voice. Breathless. Begging already.

		The slapping got louder. Faster. His hips driving into her. His huge cock splitting her open. Filling her completely.

		I grabbed the dish towel from the oven handle. Started wiping the spilled coffee. My hands moved mechanically. Scrubbing the counter. Trying to focus on something. Anything.

		The headboard slammed against the wall. Once. Twice. Then a steady rhythm matching the slapping. Matching his thrusts.

		Thud. Thud. Thud.

		"Harder. Fuck me harder."

		Jess's voice climbed higher. Demanding. Desperate.

		The bed slammed harder. The headboard cracking against the wall with brutal impacts.

		I moved to the sink. Started loading the dishwasher. Picked up wine glasses from last night. Rinsed them under the faucet. The water ran cold over my hands. Over the dried wine stains.

		"Your cock is so huge. So fucking huge."

		Her words carried clearly. Praising him. Worshipping him.

		I loaded the glasses into the dishwasher. My hands trembled. Picked up plates. Scraped dried food into the trash. Loaded them. Moved mechanically through the task.

		The slapping intensified. Brutal now. His hips pounding into her. His huge cock driving deep. Hitting spots I never reached. Never could reach.

		"Yes. Yes. Oh god yes."

		Marcus grunted. That deep rumble from his chest. Primal. Possessive.

		I gripped the edge of the sink. Stared down at the stainless steel. At my white knuckles. At the water still running.

		My cock pressed painfully hard against my sweatpants. The gray fabric tented obscenely. A wet spot spreading at the tip. Precum leaking through. Soaking the cotton.

		Seven years of marriage. Seven years of thinking I satisfied her. Of believing our sex life was good enough.

		One night with Marcus and she was screaming. Cumming over and over. Begging for more.

		The headboard slammed faster. Harder. The rhythm relentless.

		I turned off the water. Picked up the sponge. Started scrubbing the counter. Wiping down the granite. Moving to the stove. Scrubbing the burners that did not need scrubbing.

		My hands shook. The sponge dropped from my grip. Landed in the sink with a wet plop.

		I gripped the counter edge with both hands. Leaned forward. Stared at the backsplash tiles.

		The sounds from our bedroom kept building. Getting louder. More desperate. More brutal.

		"Fuck. Your huge cock fills me so good. So much better than Daniel."

		My breath caught. My cock throbbed. Leaked more.

		She said it. Actually said it. Compared us while he fucked her in our bed.

		"That's right, baby," Marcus said. His voice rough. Strained from the exertion. "Tell me whose pussy this is."

		"Yours. This pussy is yours. Oh fuck. Your huge cock owns this pussy."

		The bed slammed harder. Faster. The headboard banging with brutal force.

		My right hand released the counter. Moved to my sweatpants. Pressed against my cock through the fabric. I squeezed. Felt the hardness. The heat. The wetness spreading.

		"Oh god, Daniel. His cock is so fucking huge. So much bigger than yours."

		Her voice carried through the house. Moaning my name. Talking to me like I was there. Like she was confessing. But lost in her pleasure. Not expecting me to hear. Just using me as part of her dirty talk.

		I froze. My hand on my cock. My breath trapped in my lungs.

		The slapping got louder. Wetter. His huge cock pounding into her soaking pussy. Forcing obscene sounds from where their bodies connected.

		"Tell me how it feels," Marcus grunted. His voice commanding.

		"It fills me completely, Daniel. Every inch. I've never felt anything like this."

		My hand slid inside my sweatpants. Found my shaft. Wrapped around it. Squeezed harder.

		The bed slammed. Thud. Thud. Thud. Relentless impacts shaking the frame.

		"Ungh. Fuck. He stretches me so good. You never stretched me like this, baby."

		Her voice broke on a moan. That guttural sound she made when pleasure overwhelmed her. She called me baby while moaning about his huge cock.

		Marcus grunted. His rhythm changing. Getting harder. More brutal.

		"What do you love about this cock?" he demanded.

		"I love how thick it is, Daniel. How long it is. How it hits spots you never reached."

		My hand worked my shaft. Up and down. Precum slicking my palm. Making the strokes easier. Faster.

		"This huge muscular black man knows how to fuck me. Really fuck me."

		The degradation washed over me. The humiliation. But my cock throbbed harder. Leaked more.

		"Oh god. I'm cumming. I'm cumming on his huge cock, Daniel."

		Her scream tore through the house. Raw. Desperate. Her orgasm hitting hard.

		The bed kept slamming. Marcus did not stop. Did not slow down. Fucked her through her orgasm.

		"That's it, baby. Cum on this dick."

		I stroked myself faster. My grip tighter. My breath coming in short gasps.

		"Marcus makes me cum over and over. His huge black cock is perfect. So fucking perfect."

		The slapping intensified. Skin smacking against skin. His hips driving into her thick ass. Her pussy taking every inch of his massive shaft.

		"You're so strong, Marcus. Your body is incredible. So muscular. Daniel, he's so much more powerful than you."

		My stomach dropped. My cock pulsed in my hand.

		"God, I love his cock so much. I love how he uses me. How he dominates me."

		The bed slammed harder. Marcus grunting with each brutal thrust.

		"Who owns this pussy now?" Marcus commanded.

		"You do. Marcus owns me. Daniel, this pussy belongs to Marcus now. Not yours anymore."

		"Fuck yes it does."

		The sounds got wetter. Louder. Her pussy dripping. Soaking his huge cock. Making obscene squelching noises with each thrust.

		"I'm cumming again. Oh fuck, Daniel. I'm cumming again on his huge black cock."

		Her screams echoed through the house. Through the walls. Into the kitchen where I stood stroking my cock.

		"That's it, baby. Cum on this dick."

		Marcus's voice dropped lower. More primal. His rhythm getting erratic. Harder. Faster.

		"His huge muscular body makes me feel so small. So feminine. Even with all my muscle, Daniel. He makes me feel like a real woman."

		Jess's words came out broken. Punctuated by gasps. By the impacts of his hips.

		"You make me feel owned. Needed. Daniel never made me feel this way."

		I leaned against the counter. My forehead nearly touching the cabinet. My hand working my cock faster. Harder.

		"He's so much bigger than you, baby. So much stronger. His cock is twice your size."

		Not true. Not twice. But close enough. Big enough that the comparison destroyed me.

		"I need this. I need his huge cock. Daniel, I need him to fuck me like this."

		The bed frame creaked. Wood straining under the force. Under the brutal pounding.

		"I'm gonna cum again. Oh god, Daniel. Oh fuck. Yes. Yes. Yes."

		Another orgasm ripping through her. Lost count now. Too many. Too intense.

		"Ungh. Fuck. Marcus. Your cock. Your perfect huge cock."

		"You want my cum?" Marcus growled. His voice strained. Close to the edge.

		"Yes. Breed me. Fill my pussy. Cum inside me."

		"Tell me this pussy is mine."

		"This pussy is yours, Marcus. Daniel, my pussy belongs to his huge black cock now. Only his."

		The bed slammed three more times. Brutal impacts that sounded like they cracked the frame.

		Marcus roared. That deep animalistic sound. His orgasm erupting.

		"Oh god. Yes. Cum in me. Fill me. Daniel, oh fuck I can feel it."

		Jess gasped. Sharp. Desperate.

		"So much. He's cumming so much. Filling me so full. You never came this much, baby."

		Her voice broke. Awed. Overwhelmed.

		"He's breeding me, Daniel. His huge cock is pumping so much cum into your wife."

		My hand flew over my shaft. Faster. Desperate. My orgasm building but feeling distant. Weak.

		"It's so hot. So thick. I can feel every pulse."

		Marcus groaned. Long and deep. His orgasm lasting. Going on. Flooding her pussy with his seed.

		"Fuck. That was incredible. You fuck me so good, Marcus. Your huge muscular black body. Your perfect cock. Everything about you is better, Daniel. Everything."

		My cock pulsed. My orgasm hit.

		But nothing came. Just a weak dribble. A pathetic drizzle leaking over my fingers. Barely enough to notice.

		I stared down at my hand. At the thin watery cum coating my palm. Not even enough to make a mess.

		I came three times already in the last twelve hours. Watching them. Listening to them. My body had nothing left.

		Marcus flooded her pussy. Roared like an animal. Pumped so much cum into her she gasped at the volume.

		I dribbled. Weak. Pathetic. Empty.

		The comparison hit me harder than anything else. Harder than her words. Harder than the sounds of them fucking.

		Even my orgasm was inferior.

		I pulled my hand out of my sweatpants. Wiped the thin cum on the dish towel. Barely left a stain.

		Silence fell from the bedroom. Just heavy breathing. Panting. The bed springs settling.

		Water started running. The shower. Voices from down the hallway. Muffled now. Laughing.

		They were showering together. In our bathroom. Washing his cum off her body. Washing her scent off his cock.

		I walked to the sink. Washed my hands under cold water. Scrubbed them clean.

		Picked up my coffee mug. Took a long drink. The liquid had gone cold. Bitter.

		Jess's mug still sat on the counter. Forgotten. A thin film forming on the surface.

		I walked to the kitchen table. Pulled out a chair. Sat down heavily.

		Stared at nothing.

		The shower kept running. Their voices carried. Playful. Intimate. Comfortable.

		I sat alone at our kitchen table. Drinking cold coffee. My cock already softening. Already done.

		Waiting for what came next.

		Waiting for my wife to finish showering with the man who just fucked her in our bed.

		

	
		The Truth

		

		I sat at the kitchen table. Her coffee mug sat across from me. Cold. Untouched. I'd brought it out for her over an hour ago. Before I knew Marcus was in our bedroom. Before I heard them fucking in our bed. Before the shower sounds. Before the laughter.

		The mug just sat there. A reminder.

		Footsteps came down the hallway. Heavy. Male. Marcus appeared in the kitchen doorway. He wore his dark gray button-down from last night. Tucked in now. His black jeans fitted properly. Belt buckled. His fade still looked fresh somehow. His dark skin caught the late morning light coming through the window.

		He looked rested. Satisfied.

		"Morning, man."

		His deep voice filled the kitchen. Casual. Like this was normal. Like he hadn't just spent the night destroying my wife with his massive cock.

		I stared at him. My hands wrapped around my own mug. The coffee had gone cold an hour ago too.

		"Jess needs to talk to you."

		That was it. No explanation. No apology. No acknowledgment of what had happened. What was still happening. He walked past the table. Grabbed his keys from the counter where he'd left them last night. His phone. His wallet.

		The front door opened. Closed. His car started in the driveway. The engine faded down the street.

		Silence filled the house.

		My heart hammered in my chest. Blood rushed in my ears. My hands shook slightly. I set the mug down. Stood up. My sweatpants hung loose on my hips. My t-shirt wrinkled and slept in. I hadn't showered. Hadn't changed. I'd just sat here in the kitchen while they fucked. While they showered together. While they laughed.

		I walked down the hallway. The hardwood creaked under my bare feet. Each step felt heavy. Wrong. Right. I didn't know anymore.

		Our bedroom door stood open. I stopped in the doorway.

		Jess sat in our bed. Propped up against the headboard. The white sheet pooled across her lap. Nothing else covered her body. Her massive tits sat full and heavy on her chest. Pale flesh marked with dark purple bruises. Hickeys scattered across the upper swells. Between them. Her small pink nipples stood out against her flushed skin.

		More hickeys covered her neck. Dark and obvious. Territorial. Some the size of quarters. Her collarbone showed teeth marks. Her shoulders carried faint scratches.

		The sheet didn't hide the marks on her thick thighs. Purple bruises on her inner thighs. High up. Where his mouth had been. Where his hands had gripped her.

		Her chestnut hair hung damp around her face. Still wet from the shower. With him. Drops of water clung to her shoulders. Ran down between her tits. She smelled like our bodywash. Our shampoo. But underneath that I could smell sex. Sweat. Him.

		She looked directly at me. Her hazel eyes caught the light. Gold flecks visible. Calm. Confident. No shame in her expression. No guilt. No apology written on her beautiful face.

		"Close the door."

		I did. The latch clicked. I stood there. My back against the wood. My cock stirred in my sweatpants despite everything. Despite the fear. Despite the shame. Despite knowing what was coming.

		"Marcus saw you watching."

		Her voice came out steady. Matter of fact. She didn't look away. Didn't soften it.

		My stomach dropped. Heat flooded my face. My throat went tight.

		"Last night. When I was riding him. He saw you in the hallway." She paused. Let that sink in. "This morning too. When he closed the door."

		I couldn't speak. Couldn't move. My hands pressed flat against the door behind me.

		"We both know you didn't stop us."

		The words hit like fists. True. Undeniable. I'd stood there. Watched. Stroked my cock. Came while watching another man fuck my wife. Came while listening through the walls.

		"This was carnal."

		She shifted slightly. The sheet slipped lower on her lap. I saw the curve of her hip. The indent of her waist. Her muscular body marked and used.

		"He's an incredible fuck, the best I've ever had."

		The brutality of it stole my breath. No hedging. No softening the blow. Just honest. Raw. The truth laid bare between us.

		My cock thickened. Pressed against my sweatpants. The shame of that response burned through me. She saw it. Her eyes dropped to the growing bulge. Back to my face. Something flickered in her expression. Understanding. Recognition.

		"I want to keep fucking him."

		The room spun slightly. My pulse thundered. This was real. This was happening. She wasn't asking permission. She was telling me.

		"But I know what we have." Her voice softened. Just slightly. "Our marriage is everything. I know you, Daniel."

		She leaned forward. The sheet fell away completely. Her thick thighs opened slightly. I saw the pink flesh between them. Swollen. Used. Marked with his cum from hours of fucking.

		"I know what turns you on."

		Her hazel eyes locked on mine. Seeing through me. Into me. Past every lie I'd told myself. Every fantasy I'd buried. Every shameful thought I'd had while stroking my cock alone.

		She knew.

		She'd always known.

		I moved to the bed. Sat on the edge. The mattress still smelled like them. Like sex and sweat and Marcus. The sheets were tangled. Damp in places. I looked down at my hands. My wedding ring caught the light.

		"There was a girl. Before you. In college."

		My voice came out rough. Quiet. Jess didn't move. Didn't speak. Just listened.

		"Sarah. We dated for two years. I thought I loved her." I swallowed. "She cheated on me with her TA. Grad student. He was older. Confident. Everything I wasn't."

		The memory still burned. Still carried weight after all these years.

		"I found out because I came back to her apartment early one night. Heard them through the door. I should have left. Should have walked away."

		Jess shifted on the bed. The sheet rustled. I felt her eyes on me.

		"I stood there and listened. Heard her moaning. Begging him. Saying things she never said to me." My throat tightened. "And I got hard. Rock hard. I went to the bathroom down the hall and jerked off while they fucked."

		Shame flooded through me. Hot and sick. But I kept going.

		"It rewired something in me. Broke something. Connected shame and arousal in ways I've never been able to untangle." I looked up at her. "From the moment we met, I've fantasized about you with other men. Bigger men. Men who could give you what I couldn't."

		Her lips parted slightly. Surprise flickered across her face.

		"Every guy who looked at you. Every man who hit on you at bars. I'd picture them taking you. Fucking you." My cock throbbed in my sweatpants. "And when you started talking about Marcus five years ago, when you first met him at the gym, that's all I could think about."

		"Daniel."

		"I felt sick about it. Disgusted with myself. But I couldn't stop." The words tumbled out faster now. "For five years I've been stroking my cock to the thought of him fucking you. Every time you mentioned him. Every Instagram comment. Every story about your workouts together."

		Silence stretched between us. Heavy. Charged. The confession hung in the air.

		Jess reached out. Her hand found mine. Warm. Strong. Her fingers laced through mine.

		"I've needed more for a long time."

		Her voice stayed gentle. Honest. No accusation in it.

		"Our sex life became routine. Predictable. I love you. I love our life together. But sexually I was starving." She squeezed my hand. "I never planned to act on my fantasies about Marcus. Never thought I would. But last night something shifted."

		"You don't have to explain."

		"Yes I do." Her grip tightened. "This doesn't work if we're not honest. Brutally honest."

		I nodded. Looked at her. Really looked at her. My wife. Sitting naked in our bed. Covered in another man's marks. Still the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen.

		"I need the physical intensity Marcus gives me. The raw animal fucking." She paused. "But I need you. Our life. Our marriage. Emily. Everything we've built."

		"How does this work?"

		"I don't know yet." Her thumb rubbed across my knuckles. "We figure it out together. Set boundaries. Talk about everything. You tell me when something's too much."

		"What if nothing is too much?" The words slipped out before I could stop them. "What if I want you to have everything with him?"

		Her hazel eyes searched my face. Understanding bloomed in her expression.

		"Then we explore that."

		Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Sharp. Intrusive. We both looked at it. The screen lit up. A text notification visible from where I sat.

		Jess reached over. Picked up the phone. Read the message. Her lips curved into a small smile. She turned the screen toward me.

		Marcus: “Damn Jess, your pussy milked my huge cock dry. But I need to dump another load soon. When are you ready?”

		My breath caught. My cock surged to full hardness. Pressed obscenely against my sweatpants. Tented the fabric. She saw it. Her eyes dropped to the bulge. Back to my face.

		"Do you want me to answer him?"

		Her voice stayed steady. Calm. But electricity charged the question. Power shifted between us. She was giving me the choice. The control. The permission to say yes or no.

		My cock throbbed. Leaked. A wet spot formed on my sweatpants.

		"Yes." The word came out hoarse. Desperate. "I want you to answer him."

		Her fingers moved across the screen. Typing. I watched every movement. Every letter. She hit send. The whoosh sound filled the bedroom. She set the phone face down on the nightstand. Turned to me.

		"Come here."

		Her voice carried command. Gentle but firm. I stood. Moved closer to the bed. She reached for the waistband of my sweatpants. Her strong fingers hooked into the elastic. Pulled down. The fabric slid over my hips. My hard cock sprang free. Jutted out toward her. Precum leaked from the tip. A clear strand connected to my stomach.

		My sweatpants pooled at my feet. I stepped out of them. Stood naked before her. My average cock throbbing. Aching. She looked at it. At me. Her hazel eyes soft.

		"Get on the bed."

		I climbed onto the mattress. The sheets smelled like Marcus. Like his sweat. His cum. The scent surrounded me. Suffocating and intoxicating. Jess moved. Her thick muscular thighs straddled my hips. Her massive pale tits hung above me. Bruised and marked. Her wet chestnut hair dripped water onto my chest. Cold drops hit my skin.

		Her swollen pink pussy lips pressed against my cock. Hot. Slick. She ground down. Slid her cunt along my shaft. Her wetness coated me. Mixed with what was already there. Marcus's cum still inside her. Leaking out onto me.

		"Emily comes home tomorrow."

		She reached down. Gripped my cock. Positioned it at her entrance. Her pussy gaped slightly. Stretched from hours of his massive cock. I felt the difference. The looseness. The proof of what she'd done.

		"Until then, you're mine."

		She sank down. Took me inside. Her cunt swallowed my cock completely. Warm. Wet. Loose around me. Nothing like it used to feel. She'd been wrecked. Ruined. Reshaped by his huge dick.

		But her eyes stayed locked on mine. Tender. Loving. She rolled her hips. Slow. Deliberate. Her thick thighs flexed. Muscles rippling under pale skin. Her massive tits bounced. Heavy G-cups swaying with each movement. The small pink nipples hard.

		I gripped her waist. Her tight waist that flared into those legendary hips. That shelf ass. My fingers pressed into her soft skin.

		She leaned down. Her tits crushed against my chest. Her lips found mine. Kissed me. Deep. Her tongue slid into my mouth. Tasted like toothpaste. Like morning. Like her. I kissed back. Poured everything into it. Love. Fear. Acceptance. Gratitude.

		"I love you."

		She whispered it against my lips. Her breath warm. Her hips still moving. Riding me slowly. Taking my cock deep despite how loose she felt.

		"I love you so much, Daniel."

		Her pussy clenched around me. Squeezed. She was trying to make it tighter for me. Trying to give me what I needed. Tears pricked my eyes. My throat closed.

		"I love you too."

		My voice cracked. Broke. She kissed me again. Harder. Her pace increased. Her thick ass slapping down onto my thighs. The wet sounds filled the room. Squelching. Sloppy. My cock sliding in and out of her used cunt.

		"You're mine. This marriage is ours. Nothing changes that."

		Her words drove into me. Anchored me. Her muscular body worked above me. Strong. Powerful. Confident. But her eyes stayed soft. Vulnerable. Open.

		My cock throbbed inside her. Desperate. But nothing built. My balls were empty. Drained from cumming too many times. I had nothing left to give.

		She felt it. Saw it in my face. Her pace slowed. Gentle rocking now instead of riding. Her hips rolled. Soft. Intimate. She leaned down. Kissed me tenderly. Her massive tits pressed against my chest. Warm. Heavy. Her lips moved against mine. Slow. Loving.

		"It's okay."

		She whispered it between kisses. Her fingers traced my jaw. My cheek. Her hazel eyes filled with warmth. Understanding. No disappointment. No frustration. Just love.

		She stayed there. Moving slowly on top of me. My softening cock still inside her. Connecting us. Her pussy warm and wet around me. She kissed my forehead. My temple. My lips again.

		We lay tangled together. Her weight pressing me into the mattress. Her heart hammered against mine. Our breathing synced. The sheets damp beneath us. Stained with everything that had happened.

		Her phone buzzed once on the nightstand. Neither of us moved to check it.

		Her fingers found mine. Laced through them. Squeezed.

		Our marriage had transformed. The foundation shifted. But it held.

		We held.
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