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It started after my second baby.

The weight didn’t come off like it did the first time. The scale didn’t budge, no matter how many leafy greens I pushed around my plate. I didn’t hate my body, but I didn’t recognize it either. Everything felt softer, lower, slower.

My waist had thickened — not dramatically, but enough that certain jeans stayed folded at the back of the drawer. My lower belly had settled into a kind of soft curve that never quite tightened, no matter how many planks I held.

I used to love my ass. It had this high, firm roundness that made me feel powerful in a fitted skirt. Now there was a different heaviness to it — not bad, just… changed. There was some texture along the sides I hadn’t noticed before, a faint ripple under certain light. Subtle, but I saw it.

I was overly critical sometimes — catching glimpses in the mirror and frowning harder than necessary. Picking at little things. That dip of softness near my bra line. The way my thighs brushed more when I walked.

And yet, some things had only gotten better. I’d taken care of my skin — moisturized, exfoliated, learned what worked for me. I had a glow now that I didn’t have in my twenties. I knew how to dress myself better too, knew how to draw attention where I wanted it. I didn’t want to erase the years or the changes. I just wanted to feel strong in my body again.

The shape could come back. I believed that. I just needed to get my body back in order — for me.

So I signed up for a sophisticated gym near my home.

I told my husband it was about discipline. Structure. Health.

But I think I knew the moment I met Jamal that it was also about something else.

He was… hard to ignore.

Tall. Sculpted. A body that didn’t just look strong—it moved like it carried power easily. Like he didn’t work out to impress anyone. Just to stay caged inside himself.

That first session, he wore a fitted black dri-fit tee and slate gray slacks. Not shorts—slacks. And I swear to God, they should’ve been illegal. The way they hugged his ass—tight, high, solid. Women in the cardio section looked. So did one of the guys wiping down the bench press.

So did I.

Every time he turned, every time he bent to adjust a strap or move a mat, I felt the heat crawl into my cheeks—and lower.

He didn’t seem to wear underwear under those slacks, at least not always. On some days, it was obvious. The outline of his cock hung heavy down one thigh like a thick, swinging promise. Thick enough that I stopped pretending not to stare. Long enough that I started wondering what kind of woman could take it.

And he noticed, I think. He never said anything. He didn’t have to.

He just… watched me back.

Sometimes when I was on my back doing glute bridges, he’d kneel beside me—one hand on my knee, the other at my hip. Steadying. Guiding. And his voice—God, that voice—low, patient, with that deep Texas drawl that turned “push through it” into something sinful.

I loved his tight buns. His broad chest. The way his shirt clung to the sweat across his abs after we finished circuits. And yeah… I felt his cock sometimes when he stood too close during stretches.

It felt like a dagger, hanging low like a club, inches from my face when I was bent, pretending to care about form.

He was polite. Professional. But he let me look.

And it wasn’t just me.

I saw how women flirted with him—single moms in yoga pants, twenty-somethings with long ponytails and sports bras that didn’t need padding. Some of them lingered at the water fountain. Others touched his arm too long after asking for a “core tip.” Hell, even one of the younger guys in compression leggings stared at Jamal’s ass while spotting him.

I wondered how he handled all of it.

How much pent-up heat lived in that man’s body—how many tight asses and sweaty curves and soft moans in the background of spin class he had to ignore every day.

How many times he left the gym hard and unsatisfied.

How badly that cock needed relief.

And somewhere in all that wondering...

I started hoping he’d find that relief in me.

I started showing up early to our sessions.

At first, it was just to warm up.
Loosen my hips. Clear my head.

But then I realized I was really there for something else.

To watch him.

Jamal didn’t flirt. Not exactly.
But he had this calm, magnetic way of existing in a space that made everyone—women, men, the guy wiping down the rowing machine—notice.

He trained with confidence. Not cocky. Not loud.
Just efficient. In control. Like his body had been honed for function, not vanity.
He didn’t talk unless it added something.
Didn’t touch unless it mattered.

Which made every small touch feel like permission.

And they loved it.

I wasn’t the only woman in that gym eyeing the way his slacks gripped his ass when he squatted.
Or the low swing of his cock against his thigh when he moved fast and didn’t wear underwear—which, let’s be honest, was most days.

I wasn’t blind.
And neither were the rest of them.

I’d seen a tight little blonde doing single-leg Romanian deadlifts right in front of him—her back arched, ass popped just enough to say "look at me."

I’d seen a married woman “accidentally” ask him to help with hip thrusts—laying on the mat in yoga pants that left nothing to the imagination, legs wide, eyes hungry.

And Jamal?

He didn’t say no.

He didn’t say anything.

He just helped.

Steady hands. Deep voice. No expression.

But I knew.

I knew he saw the way they looked at him.

The way his cock started to swell behind those slacks during glute sessions, like it was just as tired of being polite as I was.

And yeah—some of the guys looked too.

The front desk kid with painted nails and slick hair lingered a little too long when Jamal came in shirtless from the sauna.
He offered water bottles. Towel service. Unsolicited smiles.

Jamal ignored them all.

Like a man who didn’t need attention.
Because attention followed him whether he wanted it or not.

And I sat on the bike, pretending to scroll my playlist, watching it all happen.

How much temptation did he swallow down every single day?
How many asses in leggings, how many stretched thighs, how many lingering stares had he silently endured while his cock throbbed quietly beneath those fitted pants?
How long had it been since someone just gave him what he clearly needed?

Some nights later, my husband was rubbing lotion into the back of my thighs when I brought it up.

One leg stretched across his lap, my body sprawled lazily across the bed, post-shower and still warm from the steam. He had the bottle open between his palms, warming it. That citrus-sandalwood blend I love. A little fancy, a little indulgent—like most things I started doing for myself after baby number two.

He always takes his time with my legs. Slow strokes. Palms heavy. Not just touching—attending.

“I think I’ve got a bit of a gym crush,” I said, nonchalantly, watching how his hands paused just a second before moving again.

“Oh yeah?” His tone stayed light. Curious. Maybe a touch alert.

“Mmhmm,” I said, lifting my hips so he could work higher. “My trainer.”

He raised an eyebrow. “That Jamal guy?”

“Yeah,” I smiled, chewing the corner of my lip. “Tall, quiet, carved out of stone. Honestly, I joined for discipline… but I kept going because of him.”

His hands moved to my glutes now, kneading gently. “And what is it about him that’s got you staying wet through squats?”

I chuckled. “You want the honest list?”

He nodded, his thumbs pressing deeper into the base of my ass. “Always.”

“Okay,” I breathed. “He’s tall. Not gym-bro tall—natural tall. Broad chest. Thick arms. A deep, calm voice, like everything he says was decided before he even opened his mouth. And those slacks he wears? They should be illegal.”

He laughed. “Slacks?”

I turned, facing him, letting my legs rest open. “He doesn’t wear shorts. Just tight, fitted gray slacks that hug his ass and… well… something else.”

I paused.

My husband leaned in. “Go on.”

I bit back a grin. “His cock. It’s—” I lowered my voice, letting the air between us heat. “—heavy. You can tell. When he walks fast, it swings down one thigh. Like a thick, full promise. You know?”

He exhaled softly. “Big?”

“Looks it. And not just long. Thick. Like... I don’t even know if I could take it. But it’s the way he moves with it. Like it’s nothing. Like he carries that kind of weight every day and doesn’t even flinch.”

My husband was quiet now, staring at my mouth like he’d forgotten how to breathe.

“And I think,” I added, almost whispering now, “I think he kinda digs me too.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. I’ve seen him watching me. Especially when I do glute bridges or stretches. He always kneels close, one hand on my thigh, the other on my hip… pretending to ‘correct’ form. But I feel it. That gaze. Heavy. Controlled. Like he’s thinking things he won’t say.”

That’s when it happened—soft, slow, almost undetectable but real. A single, thick silent fart pushed out as I adjusted my hips, sinking back into the mattress.

My husband blinked, then broke into a grin. “Damn. This lotion and your new gym brand might be brewing some real unique potions tonight.”

I laughed, rolling my eyes. “Don’t mind that. It’s the protein shakes. And all the damn fiber.”

He waved a hand playfully. “I bet Jamal would take a whiff.”

I swatted his shoulder. “He’s not a perv like you.”

He smirked. “Bet he’d bury his nose in it if you let him.”

My smile curled darker now. I leaned in, letting my voice drip lower. “Well… I’d do the same to him.”

His hand froze. “Say that again?”

“He’s got perfect buns,” I murmured, climbing into his lap. “Tight. Firm. I watch them when he squats. I imagine grabbing them. Biting them. Pressing my face against that fabric while his cock hangs heavy down the front…”

I looked down.

My husband was stroking through his shorts now, slow, steady, watching me with that wild look he gets when he’s part jealous, part turned on, part lost.

“You want to pretend?” I whispered. “Roleplay?”

He nodded, breath caught in his throat.

I leaned in, kissed his ear. “Would you mind… if I seduced him?”

He didn’t answer with words—just slid his hand between my legs.

I was soaked.

“He makes your cunt wet?” he whispered, jaw clenched.

“Can’t you feel it?” I whispered back, grinding on his lap, my panties hot and damp. “I get wet just picturing his voice in my ear… telling me to push. To breathe. To hold the pose while that thick cock brushes my face…”

His hands gripped my waist. I could feel him getting harder.

“I imagine being alone with him,” I went on, eyes locked to his. “In the gym. After hours. No one around. Just that low light and his calm voice. He’d guide me down… push me open… take his time… fill me up so slow I’d cry.”

“You want that?” my husband asked. “Want to give him everything?”

I licked my lips. “I want him to know how wet he makes me. I want him to feel it… while I grind. Like this. Just like this…”

And then I moved.

Slow. Tight. Wet.

And in that moment, we weren’t husband and wife anymore.

We were Claire and Jamal.

And nothing felt forbidden.

“Say it,” my husband growled beneath me, his hands locked around my waist, helping me move just how he knew I liked it. “Say his name.”

I hesitated. Just a second. Then I looked down at him—his eyes dark, his cock stiff and buried inside me—and I said it.

“Jamal.”

The name tasted hot and dangerous on my tongue.

I was already soaked. Already throbbing from the buildup of our talk, the slow strokes, the images I’d painted—his cock, his hands, the sweat on his abs, the swing of that heavy bulge down his thigh.

I wasn’t just pretending anymore.

I was there.

I was in that gym, dim lights above me, stretching on the mat. Alone. Bent. Open. Vulnerable.

And he was behind me. Steady. Quiet. Thick.

“Does Jamal talk to you while he fucks you?” my husband rasped, voice cracking as I rode him harder.

“No,” I moaned. “He doesn’t need to.”

I leaned forward, pressing my hands to his chest, grinding in tight, wet circles. “He’s calm. Focused. He grips my waist and fills me. No dirty talk. Just depth. Just that thick cock pushing through me like I was made to take it.”

My husband groaned, thrusting up into me now.

I let my head fall back. “He pulls my hips to meet him. Slow. Deep. His fingers sink into my skin. And his cock—fuck—his cock is so thick it makes me gasp every time it hits the bottom.”

“You want him to come in you?” he growled.

“Yes.” I didn’t even think. “I want to feel it. I want to feel Jamal’s cum inside me. Hot. Heavy. Stretching me full.”

His hands tightened.

“You want him to own your cunt?”

“I want him to wreck it.”

I was close now. Breathing sharp. Every grind sent sparks through my spine.

“I’d ride him,” I whispered, leaning back upright again. “Just like this. Naked. Sweat dripping. His cock slipping deeper every time I roll my hips.”

I could see it. That look on Jamal’s face. Quiet. Focused. No rush. No guilt. Just need.

“And he’d let me,” I breathed. “Let me take what I want. Let me use him. Let me fuck him like I’d been starving for it.”

I moved faster, gasping now. My thighs burned. My clit ached. My pussy squeezed down hard.

“And when I come,” I whispered, “he’d keep fucking. Just hold my hips… and fill me till I collapsed.”

My husband couldn’t take it anymore. He grunted, holding me still as he came inside me—hard, deep, pulsing against my walls.

And I came with him.

Twitching. Crying out.

“Jamal…”

The name left my mouth again.

And this time, my husband didn’t flinch.

He just kissed my hip.

And said, “Next time… I want to hear what he sounds like when he moans your name.”

We lay there in the warm, tangled silence—my thighs still slick, his cock slowly softening inside me, both our bodies buzzing from the kind of climax that lingers in the chest more than the skin.

I didn’t move for a while. Just shifted my hips slightly, letting him slip out of me with a sticky, aching slide.

His chest rose and fell beneath me. His eyes were still half-closed, lips parted.

And then I did it.

I reached down. Wrapped my fingers around his soft cock—still warm, slick with our mess, twitching faintly from overstimulation.

He winced. Then chuckled.

“Sore?” I whispered, stroking him gently, almost like an apology. Almost.

He nodded. “Sensitive.”

“Mmm.” I kept my hand there anyway. Light, slow movements. Just enough to remind him I wasn’t done.

He looked at me, dazed but smiling. “What’s going on in that filthy little head of yours now?”

I leaned down, kissed his collarbone, and let the words drip like honey into his ear.

“Would you like to watch us?”

His breath caught.

I didn’t look at him. Just kept stroking. Slow. Teasing.

“I mean… not just pretend,” I whispered, letting my fingers circle the base, where it was still sticky and tender. “Really watch. Me. Jamal. Alone. After hours.”

He exhaled sharply. “Claire…”

I grinned, finally looking up. “What? Too much?”

He stared at me. “What exactly are you thinking?”

I kissed the tip of his soft cock, then murmured, “I’m not sure yet. Just that there’s something… in mind.”

My fingers gave one last squeeze, and then I slid up his body, chest to chest, my voice nothing but a breath against his lips.

“Let’s see where it goes.”


The gym was silent.

The kind of silence that only came when all the lights were dimmed, when the last playlist had stopped echoing through the speakers, and when the final footsteps had faded from the locker room.

But not his.

Jamal was still here.
And so was I.

I'd lingered longer than I needed to—wiping down nonexistent sweat, re-tying my ponytail twice, pretending to hydrate with an empty bottle. But really, I was just waiting. Listening.

The faint hum of water running in the men’s shower.

That was my cue.

I stepped softly through the corridor, past the row of lockers, my sneakers muffled by the rubber flooring. The hallway was warm, hazy with residual steam.

The men's side was technically off-limits, but no one was there to remind me.

And honestly?

I didn’t care.

He'd left the outer door slightly ajar—maybe from routine. Maybe from indifference. Or maybe… just maybe… he didn’t mind being followed.

The moment I entered, the air shifted.

Wet tile. Steam-heavy. The kind of quiet that made every breath feel amplified.

I paused at the mirror, fixing nothing, just watching the clouded glass, the soft white fog curling around the ceiling vents.

Then I heard it—deeper inside.

The steady rhythm of water hitting skin.

I walked toward it. Slowly.

And then I saw him.

Back turned. One hand braced against the wall, head tilted under the spray. The muscles in his back flexed as he shifted. Water traced every groove, every ridge, sliding down the hard lines of his shoulder blades, then lower—over the carved taper of his waist, down the curves of his perfect, tight ass.

He looked like he was carved to exist there.
Naked. Wet. Unbothered. Whole.

His presence filled the stall like heat.

I didn't speak.

I let my towel slip. Silently. Softly.

And stepped barefoot onto the tile. The floor was warm from the steam, slick beneath my soles. My heartbeat echoed in my chest louder than the shower itself.

He didn't turn right away.

Only when I crossed into the open line of his stall did he sense me—half a turn, the tilt of his head, eyes meeting mine through mist and water.

He didn’t cover himself.

Didn’t flinch. Didn’t move.

He just watched.

And I watched him.

His cock—thick, dark, and hanging full—rested heavy against his thigh, even in that moment of rest. It wasn’t stiff yet. Not erect. But it carried that quiet threat of power, like a coiled rope — waiting, capable, unapologetic.

It made my mouth dry.

My thighs clenched involuntarily, as if my body had been waiting longer than I realized.

I stepped closer. Not into his stall. Not yet.

Just under the neighboring showerhead—close enough to feel his heat, far enough to let the tension stretch.

The mist wrapped around both of us now, swirling between our naked bodies. I tilted my chin slightly, watching his eyes track every movement I made. He didn’t speak.

Didn’t look confused.

Didn’t seem surprised.

Just... aware.

Fully.

Present.

I glanced down again, and everything I had imagined in whispers and fantasies came into sharp, wet focus.

That cock—the one I’d stared at behind yoga balls and circuit bands, the one I’d dreamt about pressing against me during glute thrusts—was now inches away.

Soft. But dense. Thick. Hanging. With that kind of weight that made you wonder how heavy he got when fully hard.

The shaft was long and smooth, skin dark and velvety with a subtle curve upward. And the head—bare, blunt, and swollen even at rest—was slightly darker than the rest, with a clean, rounded flare that gave away his size before he ever hardened.

Even at ease, he seemed like too much.

Even at ease, it seemed... too much.

I swallowed, slowly.

And then, because I needed to hear myself say something—

I murmured, “You always help me stretch.”

He didn’t reply.

Didn’t have to.

His silence was like gravity—heavy, unmovable, patient.

I took a half-step into his stall.

No curtain. No barrier. Just me and him, in the wet quiet of the post-gym haze. My bare skin glistened now, beaded with steam. The floor was warm, slick beneath my feet.

The air between us pulsed.

And the scent—not cologne, not soap—was purely him. Earthy. Clean. Like skin that had been pushed through fire and sweat, then cooled.

I looked up again.

“Can I return the favor?”

He didn’t answer.

But he didn’t back away.

Didn’t pull the towel off the hook or adjust his stance.

He just stood there, under the slow stream of water, letting it drip down his chest, over his stomach, past his cock, pooling at his feet.

So I moved in.

Slowly. Not like a woman crossing a line—like a woman honoring a pull that had been growing for weeks.

My hand reached first. Flat palm. Fingertips at his shoulder.

His skin was warmer than I expected—wet and smooth and alive.

I pressed a little deeper. And I gasped softly, just from the feel of him. It wasn’t sexual yet—it was sensory. His strength under my hand was a fact. Something permanent.

I let my other hand rise, trailing down across his back.

Every ridge of muscle, every slope of effort he’d built—I took it in like art.

Then I let my hand drift lower. Past the small of his back.

To the curve of his ass.

I paused.

And then I cupped it—both hands. Slowly.

Firm. Rounded. Sculpted like something divine.
There was no give. Just resistance. Strength. Everything I’d imagined during those silent squats, those deep bends in slacks that clung like sin.

He exhaled.

Not a moan.

Not a breathless gasp.

Just a slow, released breath, like he’d been holding tension for days.

He didn’t move.

He let me hold him.

And that felt like the real permission.

I brought my chest forward, pressing it to his slick back.

Skin to skin. Breast to muscle. Nipples hard against warmth.

And I felt it—him—responding.

Not with words.

With stillness.

With breath.

With heat.

I slid around him slowly, dragging my breasts across the wide spread of his back, circling from behind to the front, my body humming with adrenaline and control.

When I came face-to-face with him again, our eyes locked.

His jaw was set, mouth barely open, water sliding from his temple down his cheek.

And then I looked down.

His cock was growing.

Still low. But rising. Filling. Thickening.

The head was fuller now, starting to peek from under its loose hood. A long, dark vein began to press against the shaft, pulsing slowly with each beat.

Still... I didn’t touch.

Not yet.

I reached up instead, let my fingers trace a line from his ribs to the edge of his hip, and then slowly circled my thumb across the spot just above where his cock began.

He was watching me.

So I looked up.

My voice was barely a whisper, but it cut through the mist like a blade.

“Let me enjoy you.”

He didn’t say yes.

But his body didn’t move away.

And that was more than enough.

He didn’t move.
Didn’t flinch.
Didn’t look down.

He just stood there—silent, soaked, and letting me stand this close. Letting me ask. Letting me choose.

The water slid down his chest, dripping from his nipples, pooling at the ridges of his abs. I watched it roll lower, where his cock hung now—not fully hard, but fuller than before. Thicker. Heavier. Waking.

I reached for it.

Slow.

My fingers touched the base first—just the very bottom, where shaft met pelvis. The skin was warmer than the rest of him. Softer. But underneath that softness was density. A weight that made my hand automatically adjust, like I was picking up something valuable. Something too thick for one grip.

He didn’t stop me.

So I let my palm slide forward, wrapping around the shaft as gently as I could.

Fuck.

It was wide. Not just long—wide. My thumb couldn’t meet my fingers around the middle. The head sat low still, heavy, tilted slightly down but firming with every second.

I looked up at him once.

He was watching me.

Still no words. Just breath. Just that quiet, locked-in eye contact that said everything I needed.

I looked down again.

And stroked.

Once. Slowly.

The skin moved with a subtle slickness. Warm. Veined. Smooth in some parts, thickly ridged in others. I let my hand pull down the shaft and noticed how the hood pulled back over the head, revealing the deep color underneath—a swollen plum, flushed and alive.

It twitched in my hand. Just slightly.

And I smiled.

I did it again.

Longer this time. My other hand came up to steady his hip. Not for balance—just because I wanted to feel more of him.

He was getting harder now. Thicker. The weight of it grew with each stroke, rising slowly from where it had rested against his thigh. His balls hung low, full, just behind my knuckles.

I let my thumb graze the underside of his shaft, right along the line that pulsed gently with blood.

He let out a soft exhale.

Still no words.

But his cock told me everything.

It was stiffening.

Filling my palm. Gaining weight. Gaining heat.

I switched hands. Let my left stroke up while my right massaged lower, from the base toward the curve of his sack. My fingers brushed the soft skin there—tight but relaxed, like it hadn’t been touched in far too long.

“This what you’ve been carrying around every day?” I whispered.

Still, no answer. Just a small nod. Just his body leaning slightly into my hand.

I licked my lips. The urge was rising fast now—to taste him, to kneel, to take the heat of that cock onto my tongue. But I didn’t rush.

Instead, I stroked him again.

This time with both hands—one gripping low, the other gliding just under the head, twisting slightly as I moved. His skin was smooth, stretched, clean. There was no extra fold — just the bare, exposed crown of his cock, thick and flushed, slick with my spit.

I watched it swell in my hand, fully hard now. Heavy. Thick. Unyielding.

He was massive.

And I felt so wet between my thighs I had to shift my stance.

I stepped closer.

Close enough that his cock brushed against my belly when I leaned in to kiss his chest. His breath caught again.

I dragged my lips across his collarbone. Then down. Over the center of his chest, to the trail of hair that led to his groin.

I didn’t say anything more.

I just let myself drop slowly to my knees, knees hitting the warm tile, hands still stroking, mouth open, heart pounding.

My breath hit the head of his cock.

And I stayed there.

Just a second.

So close.

Letting him feel it. Letting him know it was coming.

Then I let my lips part—

And kissed the tip.

Just once.

Wet. Warm. Slow.

My lips met the head of his cock with a soft kiss.

Just that.

A moment of contact.

Of heat. Of weight.

Of surrender.

He twitched under my mouth—just slightly, but enough to make my chest tighten and my pussy clench. I let my lips linger there, letting him feel my breath against his skin. Letting him know I wasn’t rushing this.

I wanted this to last.

I opened wider and kissed again, this time letting my tongue flick across the tip—a slow circle around the swollen ridge where the head met the shaft.

His cock was thick—thicker than anything I’d ever taken. I could barely get the head in without adjusting my jaw. But I tried.

I tilted my chin, opened my mouth wide, and let him slide between my lips.

Just the tip.

But it was enough.

The stretch made my eyes flutter. My jaw ached already. The head filled the roof of my mouth, and the weight of him dragged gently across my tongue.

He tasted clean. Skin. Water. Salt.

Nothing artificial. Just the raw, masculine taste of him. And I moaned softly, not out of performance—but from the realness of it. The fact that I was here, in this empty gym shower, naked on my knees, with his cock in my mouth.

I looked up.

His eyes were locked on mine now. Focused. Dark.

His hand hovered—not on my head, but near it. Like he wanted to touch but was waiting. Giving me space.

I liked that.

I dropped my gaze again, braced both hands on his thighs, and pushed forward just a little more.

Another inch.

Then another.

The stretch was intense.

My lips pulled tight around the shaft, and I felt my throat tense as the tip pressed toward the back of my mouth. My saliva coated him quickly—he was too big for my mouth not to work overtime.

I pulled back with a soft pop, catching my breath, letting a string of spit connect us before licking down his shaft, slow and deliberate, like I was tracing every inch.

I kissed his balls—soft, full, relaxed—then came back up to the head and took him in again.

This time deeper.

Slower.

My lips slid down, my cheeks hollowing, my tongue working underneath. I used my hand for what my mouth couldn’t reach, stroking what was left while I sucked him, worshipped him, let him feel everything.

And he groaned.

Finally.

Low. Deep. From his chest.

He still didn’t speak.

But he grunted when I sucked harder, and his hand finally rested on the back of my head—just enough to feel me. To guide. Not push. Not force. Just... connect.

I let him in deeper. I wanted to feel him grow more in my mouth. I wanted to hear that sound again. That groan that said I was the first one to touch him like this in too long.

And when I pulled back again, spit trailing down my chin, I looked up and whispered—

“Tell me how long it’s been.”

His eyes burned.

But he didn’t answer.

So I kissed the head again, and said softly,

“Then let me make up for it.”

And I opened wider.

And went back down.

The steam thickened around us, curling into the corners of the shower like breath held too long.

I was on my knees. Wet tile beneath me, knees aching faintly, hands gripping the top of Jamal’s thighs for balance.

And in front of me—

That cock.

Hard now. Fully. Completely.
It jutted out from his groin like something sculpted, pulsing, the skin flushed, slick, heavy with arousal.

I’d already taken him in my mouth.
Already kissed, licked, sucked.
Already stretched my jaw trying to swallow his thickness.

But now?

Now I wanted to go deeper.

I wanted to see if I could take more. If I could bury my face in him and leave no space. No questions. Just lips. Throat. Submission.

He watched me—his expression unreadable but intense.
His hand was at the back of my head now. Not pushing. Just there. Warm. Anchoring.

I looked up once.

Just to see if he was ready.

And then I opened my mouth again.

Wider.

Let my lips stretch, my tongue flatten, and brought the tip of his cock back into my mouth.

The weight of it filled me instantly. The head pressed against my tongue, then past it. I took him slow—inch by inch, dragging my lips over every ridge.

I felt the pressure build.

I could feel the curve of his shaft at the roof of my mouth.

I pushed lower.

He hit the back of my throat.

I paused.

Breathed through my nose.

Slid back a little.

And then tried again.

My throat opened just slightly more this time. Just enough to let the head push into that second space—the one that isn’t about technique, but surrender.

I gagged softly.

Not harshly.

Just a twitch. A flex. A reminder that I was taking something too big for comfort… and doing it anyway.

His hand tightened slightly on the back of my head. His breath hitched.

I stayed there. Just holding him in my mouth.
Letting my throat adjust. Yield. Stretch.

Spit leaked from my lips, trailing down his shaft. My hand gripped what I couldn’t swallow, stroking in rhythm with my breath.

And then I let my head move.

Back. Down. Back. Down.

I started fucking him with my mouth.
Slow. Purposeful.

My chin slapped lightly against his pelvis. My nose brushed the base of his stomach.

He let out a low grunt—deeper this time. His thighs flexed under my grip.
I moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his cock.

It made him harder. I could feel it.
Thicker. Throbbing now.

He was starting to fuck my mouth.

Not roughly. Not forcefully. Just… following the rhythm I’d set. Letting his hips move. Letting himself feel it.

His hand held my head steady, guiding me now.
And I let him.

I was drooling, moaning, breathless. My knees were slipping slightly on the tile, but I didn’t care. My throat burned, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to give this to him.

All of it.

I wanted him to know how badly I’d fantasized about this.

I looked up again—eyes wet, lips stretched, spit coating my chin—and saw him staring down at me.

His mouth was open now.

His abs were tight.

And I whispered around his cock, just loud enough to reach him:

“Use my mouth, Jamal.”

And he did.

Just once. One thrust—deeper, sharper.
His cock pushed into my throat until I choked and pulled back, gasping.

He froze.

But I smiled. Wiped my mouth. Grabbed his shaft again.

And whispered:

“Again.”

His cock pulsed in my fist, thick and drenched.

My lips were raw. My jaw ached. My throat was stretched and tender.

And I didn’t care.

I was kneeling beneath him in a fog of steam and lust, my knees burning against slick tile, my hair soaked and clinging to my cheeks, and all I could think about was the way he felt in my mouth—heavy, hot, full of pressure that hadn’t been let go in weeks. Maybe months.

Jamal still hadn’t spoken.

But his body had.

Every subtle thrust. Every clench of his thigh. Every low grunt vibrating up from his chest.

I wrapped both hands around his cock now—one at the base, the other guiding just beneath the head—stroking in rhythm, tight and slow, letting my spit coat him, letting the slick sounds echo between the walls.

Then I leaned back in.

Took him into my mouth again.

And didn’t stop.

This time there was no pause.

No warmup.

Just intent.

I wanted to finish him.

His hand gripped my hair tighter now, fingers threading in soaked strands as I bobbed faster—lips stretched, cheeks hollowing, tongue pressed hard to the underside of his shaft as I took him deep, pulled back, took him again.

His breath grew ragged.

His hips started to move—not forceful, but urgent.

And I let him.

I let him fuck my mouth.

I opened wider, let my throat welcome that last stretch as the head pushed past the edge of control.

I gagged again—a single wet choke—but I held him there.

His abs clenched.

His cock twitched hard.

And then he let out a low, broken grunt—the first true sound of loss-of-control I’d heard from him.

He came.

The first shot hit the back of my throat—hot, thick, forceful.

The second followed fast—warmer, heavier, flooding my mouth before I could swallow.

I moaned around him, sucking deeper as more spilled—ropes of cum coating my tongue, my lips, my breath, until I was swallowing between strokes, sucking harder, milking him with everything I had.

He kept his hand in my hair.

Held me there.

Let me drink.

Let me take all of him.

When I finally pulled back, spit and cum stringing between my lips and the tip of his cock, I looked up at him—chest rising, nostrils flared, mouth slack.

And I smiled.

“Been holding that in?”

He let out a breath.

A slow, low laugh.

And nodded.

Once.

His cock twitched slightly as the last drop escaped. Spent. Still glistening. Still warm in my hand.

I leaned in, kissed the base of his shaft again—a soft, reverent seal on what I’d just done.

Then I stood.

My body slid against his, wet and open, my breasts pressing into his chest, my nipples brushing skin that still radiated heat. My thighs were slick with arousal. He hadn’t even touched me, and I was drenched.

I tilted my chin up to his ear and whispered with a dirty smile—

“Now that’s some delicious protein.”

He laughed again—quieter this time. A little shocked. A little impressed.

His hand brushed my waist, then settled on the curve of my ass.

I didn’t move away.

I wanted him to feel it—what he did to me.
My pulse. My breath. The need between my legs.

I pressed closer and added, softer now—

“And now…”
I kissed his collarbone.
“…it’s my turn.”

His hands finally moved.

One slid down to the back of my thigh—firm, certain.

The other cupped my ass again, but this time with purpose.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

I’d already said it for both of us.

“Now it’s my turn.”

He lifted me without effort.

My back hit the warm tile wall, and then, just as smoothly, he shifted me to the nearby bench—a smooth slab built into the shower stall. The water still ran behind him, mist curling around our skin, fogging the mirror, turning this moment into something suspended and sacred.

I was sitting now—legs parted slightly, body heaving softly from what had just passed.

His eyes dropped.

Finally.

He looked at me.

Really looked.

Between my legs.

Where my lips were flushed and glistening. Where my thighs were coated in need. Where my breath got shallow and my fingers curled against the wall behind me.

And then he dropped to his knees.

Just like I had.

No hesitation. No bravado.

Just a man hungry.

His hands pushed my knees further apart, his thumbs brushing the insides of my thighs. He kissed the crease where skin met softness. Then again, closer. And closer.

Each kiss made me twitch.

By the time his mouth reached the heat between my legs, I was already whispering his name.

“Jamal…”

He didn’t respond.

He just opened me with his thumbs, leaned in—

And licked.

Long. Flat. Upward.

The first stroke of his tongue made me gasp—not from surprise, but relief. Like I’d been carrying tension in every nerve and only now could exhale.

He licked again.

Slower. More focused. Tongue dragging from the bottom of my opening all the way to my clit—where he paused.

Pressed.

Circled.

Then pulled back.

Only to do it again.

And again.

He was patient. Devastatingly patient.

He kissed my clit—gently, reverently—then sucked it into his mouth, letting his tongue flick fast, then slow, then fast again until I whimpered and rocked against him.

His arms locked under my thighs, keeping me steady, controlling the angles, his mouth never leaving me.

I was soaked.

And he drank me.

Like this wasn’t a favor.

Like this was his.

His to taste.

His to explore.

His to consume.

He moaned into me—a low rumble that vibrated through my entire core. It made my eyes roll back. Made my hips buck. Made my hands fly to his head, tangling in wet curls, gripping him closer.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered, over and over, voice breaking.

And he didn’t.

He just pushed in harder. Flattened his tongue. Flicked and circled and sucked until I was shaking—

Until I broke.

Until my thighs locked around his head and my hips stuttered and my orgasm hit like fire in the steam.

“Jamal—oh my God— Jamal—”

He held me through it.

Every wave.

Never rushing. Never pulling away.

He licked until I stopped shaking.

Then kissed the inside of my thigh again.

Soft.

Tender.

Knowing.

And when I opened my eyes—still panting, legs weak, lips parted—

He was looking up at me.

Eyes dark.

Mouth glistening.

And for the first time…

He smiled.

I was still trembling—thighs quivering, breath coming in soft gasps, my back flush against the warm tile. My legs rested open across the bench, and between them, Jamal’s face was slick with my release.

He looked up at me with that quiet calm I’d come to crave.

Then finally, his voice—deep, low, patient—cut through the haze:

“You need a shower too.”

He stood slowly, water trickling off his chest. And for a second I thought he was done.

But then he stepped closer.

Hands on my waist. Turning me gently.

Positioning me.

Not away.

Forward.

Facing the wall now, steam curling around my shoulders, nipples dragging against the tile, one knee still resting on the bench while the other leg slipped down to the floor—my body naturally offering itself without question.

He was behind me again.

And I felt his eyes.

All over me.

Especially on my ass.

He ran both palms over it—slow, warm, claiming.

“I love your arse,” he murmured.

Not playful. Not teasing. Real. Adoring.
Like it was something he’d noticed every day but hadn’t let himself say.

I smiled, my cheek against the wall.

“Guess it looks better now,” I whispered.
“Since you helped train it.”

I heard the breath catch in his throat.

Then his voice—rougher this time:

“Let me taste it.”

And before I could respond, he dropped to his knees again.

Hands spreading me gently—thumbs pulling apart my cheeks, opening me like something sacred, something he wanted to see up close, to learn, to memorize.

I held my breath.

The first touch was just a kiss.

Right at the base of my spine.

Then lower.

Lower.

His tongue trailed down, slow and reverent, until it brushed the tight ring of my ass—wet, hot, deliberate.

My whole body jolted.

He didn't rush.

He circled it first—tongue flat, soft pressure, warm breath spilling across me. Then a firmer pass, pressing just enough to make me gasp.

“Fuck…” I whispered, legs trembling, one hand bracing against the tile, the other gripping the edge of the bench.

His hands held me open—thumbs planted, fingers gripping the tops of my thighs. He angled my hips upward slightly, tilting me toward him.

And then he ate me.

Slow, full licks, tongue dragging up across my opening, parting me again and again. Sometimes he traced it with the tip—tight circles, teasing flicks, shallow dips. Other times he buried his face between my cheeks, tongue pressing into me, fucking me with it, stroking that nerve-dense ring with the kind of rhythm that sent shocks through my core.

He moaned into my ass.
Like he was feeding.

And I couldn’t hold still.

My knees slipped wider, my hips rocking back toward his mouth. I was losing control again, but this time… deeper. Raw.

He pulled my cheeks wider and buried his face, nose pressed against me, tongue moving in lazy circles, then tight ones, then long slow laps that dragged from my soaked pussy to my rim and back again.

My eyes rolled back.

I was gasping now.

“Oh God—Jamal— fuck, don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

His tongue pressed deeper, stroking the inside, flicking just past the tightness, and when he sucked—light, then firm, like he was marking me from within— I came.

Hard.

My orgasm hit like a wave from the inside out—pussy clenching, ass twitching, thighs locking, every nerve tight as I cried out into the steam.

My knees almost buckled.

I sagged against the tile, trembling.

And he stayed there.

Licking me through it.

Soft now. Gentle.

The water hissed softly behind us.

The air between us was damp, charged, thick with the smell of sex and sweat and steam.

I was still breathing hard.

My thighs trembled from the orgasm he’d pulled from my ass. My lips were swollen. My skin flushed.

He stood there, watching me.

The silence wasn’t awkward. It was intimate. Saturated. Like everything had already been said.

Then, slowly, he stepped forward. Close.
I felt his body before I touched it—warm, towering, still holding tension in his core.

His cock hung between us, no longer soft.

Still thick. Still long. Already twitching back to life.

And when I looked down, I saw it — the head flushed a deep plum, fully exposed, smooth, round, and sensitive. No foreskin. No mystery. Just raw, perfect flesh.

I reached for it.

Gently.

My fingers circled the base, and I slowly stroked upward. His skin was hot, slick with water and arousal. The shaft was firming fast, veins rising under my grip, the head swelling with blood. My thumb passed lightly across the slit, and he exhaled through his nose, his body pulsing.

I looked up.

“Still hungry?” I whispered.

His only reply was a step forward and a hand gripping my ass.

The next thing I knew, he lifted me—strong arms under my thighs—and pressed me up against the warm tile wall. My back hit with a soft smack. My legs instinctively wrapped around him.

And then—

He pushed in.

One slow, brutal thrust.

Thick. Deep. Raw.

My mouth opened but no words came. Just breath. Just shock and stretch and fullness.

He was so deep I gasped against his neck, my body arching, chest flattening to his.

And then I started moaning.

“Yes… yes… yes…”

The word tumbled out of me with every stroke.

“Yes… yes—fuck—yes…”

He fucked me against the wall like he’d been waiting weeks to do it.

Every thrust made my breath catch. His cock dragged along my walls, pulling out almost fully before slamming back in, bottoming out with every pump.

I clawed at his back, fingers digging into slick skin.

I could hear it—the sound of him inside me, wet and obscene, water slapping against our bodies as the shower poured down over our heads.

His hands gripped under my thighs, holding me wide open.

And I was loud now.

Too loud.

But I didn’t care.

I pressed my mouth to his ear, desperate and breathless, and whispered—

“Don’t cum inside me…”

He didn’t answer.

Didn’t pause.

Just grunted and fucked me harder.

And in that moment, I stopped caring too.

I was too far gone.

“Yes… yes, fuck me—just like that—don’t stop—don’t stop—”

I was trembling again.

My walls fluttered around his cock, wet, greedy, clenching like I didn’t want to let him go.

He thrust faster.

He buried his face in my neck, growling low.

And then—suddenly—he pulled out.

Just in time.

His cock slid free, throbbing against my belly, and then—

He came.

Hot, thick ropes splashed across my skin.

My stomach. My hip. The top of my mound.

His whole body trembled as he emptied himself—so much, so strong, his cock twitching wildly as he spilled every drop.

He groaned against my shoulder, mouth open, panting.

And I held him.

My legs wrapped tight. My body buzzing. My pussy still pulsing around the ghost of him.

The water washed it slowly away.

But the heat between us stayed.

I leaned back slightly, looked into his eyes, and whispered—

“Hope not a word goes out,”

And for the first time that night—

He smirked.

His mouth twitched — a half-smile, slow and unreadable.

That was all I got.

And honestly? It was more than enough.

We didn’t say a word for a while.

The shower was still running behind us, the soft hiss now almost soothing — like it was rinsing away the evidence but not the memory.

I pulled myself off the wall slowly, legs shaky but satisfied. My thighs were slick from more than just water. My hips ached in the most delicious way.

Jamal stood in front of me, breathing steady again. His chest still rose with weight. His cock hung low between his legs — spent but still thick, still carrying that silent confidence even while soft.

I bent down and picked up a clean towel from the bench. It was warm from the humid air, rough against my flushed skin. I began to dry myself, slow, methodical — trying to get my pulse back under control.

He grabbed one too.

No words exchanged. Just motion.

Steam still lingered between us.

I reached behind me with the towel, dragging it up the back of my thighs and over my ass, then brought it across my belly where his cum still clung, warm and sticky just above my mound.

I caught him watching.

His eyes on my skin.

On the towel.

On where he’d left himself.

I didn’t rush.

I stepped closer to grab my clothes from the bench, and as I turned, my knuckles brushed the head of his cock.

Just lightly.

But he flinched—a breath, a twitch.

Still sensitive.

Still powerful.

I didn’t say sorry.

I just smirked.

We dressed in silence.

His shirt clung to his damp chest. My leggings rolled up slowly over hips that still felt stretched. I tucked my sports bra back on, feeling the faint tremble still in my thighs. I didn’t meet his eyes at first. I was too busy… remembering.

Once I finished tying my shoes, I looked up at him from the bench and said, casually—

“By the way… my husband knows.”

That got his attention.

He froze for a second. “What?”

I shrugged, pulling my damp hair back into a ponytail.
“I told you. I have a crush on my trainer.”
I stood. Looked him dead in the eye.
“I just didn’t say how far it would go.”

He blinked.

Then: “And he’s okay with that?”

I grinned.

“Let’s just say he’s very… understanding.”

He stared at me, like he was still calculating everything.

Then he shook his head. “Wish I could say the same about my girlfriend.”

I raised an eyebrow.

He shrugged. “She wouldn’t get it.”

I walked past him slowly, my gym bag slung over my shoulder. Before I reached the door, I looked back.

“You’ll figure it out.”

And I winked.

Not rushed. Not flirty.
Just… in control.

Just like I felt now.
Fucked. Fed. Free.

“Goodbye, Claire,” he said, voice low, unreadable.

I smiled.

“See you next week, Coach.”

And I walked out, my thighs still warm from him.
 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The sheets were cool against my back when he came out of the bathroom—shirtless, towel around his waist, face freshly scrubbed but eyes already dark with questions.

He climbed onto the bed beside me, leaned on one arm, and studied my face.

"You look different," he said.

I smiled. "Do I?"

He nodded. “Glowing. Like… post-sin glow.”

I laughed. "Sin? No, baby. That wasn’t sin."

“What was it then?”

I rolled onto my side, facing him, legs brushing his under the blanket.

“Fulfillment.”

He swallowed. His breath shifted. His voice dropped.

“So… you really did it?”

I nodded. Slowly. Deliberately. “We fucked.”

His eyes widened slightly, then narrowed—like he wasn’t sure if he wanted to picture it… or couldn’t wait to.

His hand slid under the blanket, to my thigh. “Tell me everything.”

“You sure?” I teased. “You might not survive it.”

“I already came once just imagining it. Now I want the real thing.”

I leaned closer, let my breath tease his lips. “Okay then. Let’s start slow.”

He nodded, already stroking himself under the blanket.

“First,” I whispered, “I sucked his cock.”

He inhaled sharply.

“In the shower. After hours. No one around. Just us. I dropped to my knees and took it—slow, wet, deep.” I smiled. “It barely fit.”

His hand moved faster. I watched his breath stutter.

“Then what?”

“He didn’t stop me. He didn’t even say a word. Just let me worship it. And baby…” I brushed his cheek. “It was so thick. You know those slacks I always mention? He wasn’t exaggerating.”

My husband groaned. “Did he come in your mouth?”

I grinned wickedly. “Every drop. I swallowed all of it. Licked him clean.”

“F-fuck…”

“But that was just the beginning.”

He looked dazed now. Like he was floating between arousal and surrender.

I leaned in. “Then he ate me.”

“What?”

“On the shower bench. He spread my legs and went down on me like it was a goddamn meal. My pussy. My ass. His tongue was everywhere.”

He moaned. Loud.

I pulled the blanket down, exposed the hardness under his briefs. I wrapped my fingers around it—slow, warm strokes.

“His tongue was in my ass,” I whispered. “He moaned into it. Ate it like dessert. I came so hard, my legs gave out.”

My husband’s cock twitched in my fist.

“You let him rim you?” he gasped.

“I begged him to.” I kissed his ear. “And you know what? He didn’t just lick. He sucked. Like he wanted to leave a mark.”

“Jesus…”

“And then,” I whispered, “he fucked me.”

He froze.

I kissed his jaw.

“Up against the wall. One strong thrust. I almost screamed. He filled me so deep, I felt him in my ribs.”

“Inside?” he asked, voice breaking.

I shook my head. “No. He pulled out just in time. Came all over me. My belly. My pussy. It was hot… thick… endless.”

His cock jerked in my grip.

I smiled. “You like hearing that?”

He nodded, panting.

“You want to know how it looked?”

“God, yes.”

“Like someone had poured warm honey across me. He coated my stomach. My mound. Some even hit my thigh. And I just sat there… smiling. Glowing.”

He was shaking now. Eyes wild.

“Did I feel looser when I came home?” I teased.

He whimpered. “You did. You do.”

I chuckled. “That’s what happens when a thick cock fucks you raw against wet tile. Stretch marks of pleasure, baby.”

He came.

Hard.

Spurting all over my hand, gasping like he’d been edged for hours.

I held him. Stroked him through it. Watched his face twist in release.

When he stopped shaking, I kissed him on the lips.

Then murmured, “Next time, try to hold back a little longer.”

He laughed weakly.

“You’re cruel.”

“No,” I whispered. “I’m honest. And you love it.”

He nodded.

Still breathing hard.

Still hardening again under my palm.

I kissed his ear one last time.

“And next time… I want you to watch.”

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

It was casual. 

That’s what I told myself as I picked the corner table by the window on a drizzling Wednesday. Soft morning light spilled through the glass, catching the hint of gloss on my lips and the slight curve of cleavage I hadn’t fully bothered to cover. Not too obvious — just enough.

My husband was already seated, sipping black coffee, scrolling aimlessly.

"You nervous?" I asked, sliding into the booth across from him.

He didn’t look up. “Little bit.”

“You’ll be fine. He’s... nice.”

“Yeah,” he said, eyes flicking up now. “You’ve said that before. With your mouth full.”

I grinned. “Guilty.”

Just then, the café door opened. A breeze. A pause.

And there he was.

Jamal.

Dressed down, but sharp. A dark olive tee stretched across his chest, mostly hidden beneath a black zip-up hoodie — light enough to move in, just thick enough for the rain. His jeans fit snug on his thighs, worn-in and easy.

He looked around once, saw me, and walked over with that same calm rhythm — like nothing rushed him. Like he moved the world, not the other way around.

“Claire.” His voice—low, deep—rolled like heat.

I stood as he approached, letting the chair scrape back quietly.

I leaned in, kissed his cheek — soft, brief, but not accidental.

“Thanks for coming,” I said.

“Always,” he murmured, the corner of his mouth tugging — like it was a private joke we didn’t need to explain.

I turned slightly, letting my hand rest on the back of the empty chair beside me.

“This is my husband.”

They shook hands.

Strong grips. Eye contact. A slow nod.

“Jamal,” my husband said, sizing him up, but not coldly. Just curious. Like a man quietly measuring the weight of another man’s presence. “Good to meet you.”

“You too,” Jamal replied, sliding into the seat beside me.

We talked.

About the gym. About food. About the city. Surface stuff. But underneath, it was alive.

My husband asked a few quiet questions.

“You do a lot of private training?”

Jamal nodded. “Some. But mostly group sessions these days. Claire’s kind of a standout.”

I sipped my latte. “He means I complain the least.”

“She listens,” Jamal added, meeting my eyes.

I blushed. And my husband saw it.

His hand slid subtly across the booth, resting on my knee under the table.

Jamal noticed. His lips curled.

“So you’re both open about this?” he asked — no judgment, no hesitation.

My husband smiled. “We talk. She shares. I listen.”

“And?”

“And sometimes,” he said slowly, “I come.”

Jamal chuckled. “Sounds healthy.”

I grinned between them. “It is.”

For a second, we just sat there — the three of us — sipping coffee, basking in something quiet but wicked.

The tension wasn’t hostile. It was... potential.

My husband finally leaned forward. “You two fucked in the shower, right?”

I nearly choked on my drink.

Jamal didn’t flinch. Just smirked.

“We did.”

My husband nodded. “Nice.”

There was a brief pause.

I looked down at the menu card on the table, eyes drifting across the page as I considered what to order next. Just a moment of quiet between us.

Then Jamal said it, low and simple.

“Can’t wait to do it again.”

This time, I answered.

“Maybe not in the shower.”

His eyes flicked to mine — sharp, steady, unreadable.

“And maybe not alone,” I added, slower now, deliberate.

My husband didn’t say a word at first — just looked at me. I saw the shift in his eyes, subtle but unmistakable.

Then he exhaled a soft laugh and said, “She’s such a storm, isn’t she?”

I smiled, lifted my cup for a sip. “He married it.”

“Just don’t forget,” my husband added, grinning, “before and after sex, she’ll absolutely chew your head off.”

I slid my hand up his thigh under the table, voice low and amused.

“Keep giving a woman amazing sex,” I said, “and you’ll keep getting the best parts.”

Then I leaned just a little closer, smirk tugging at my lips.

“And she might just chew the right head more often.”

Jamal let out a quiet laugh. “Touché.”

He reached for his cup, calm as ever. “And now you’re sharing her.”

My husband glanced at me, then back at him. “Can’t say I mind.”

I smiled. “Let’s make sure we keep seeing each other’s best parts.”

We all smiled.

And underneath it — the heat, the thrill, the knowing — none of us thought this was the last time.

But beneath it all, we knew — this wouldn’t be the last coffee we’d share.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

We planned it for next week.

That’s what I told them both. Separately.

I told my husband first—late at night, his hand still sticky between my legs after another round of him coming too fast while I whispered things about Jamal in his ear.

“You’ll watch next time,” I said. Calm. Certain. “I want you to see it. No interruptions. No questions. Just... watch.”

He nodded, already half-hard again, even though he was spent.

And Jamal?

I told him after a workout.

I waited until we were standing beside my car, the parking lot nearly empty, the air thick with August heat and hormones we hadn’t acknowledged in weeks.

“Next week,” I said. “If you're free... I want you to come over.”

He didn’t flinch. Didn’t smile either. Just that nod — that steady, low-burning yes that lived behind his eyes.

But the real story started before that.

Because for the past few days, I’d been doing something deliberate.

I’d been withholding.

I Pulled Back – From Both of Them

With Jamal, I became... quieter. Colder. Not rude, not distant. Just a little less available.

I didn’t flirt. I didn’t linger.

When he spotted me during glute thrusts, I barely held his gaze. When he corrected my stretches, I stiffened under his touch — not rejecting it, but not melting either.

I was stingy with my smiles. My hips. My eyes.

And I could feel his frustration.

It was subtle. He never said a word. But his touch lingered longer than it needed to. His eyes dropped to my mouth more often. His jaw stayed clenched during cooldown stretches.

He wanted me.

And I was letting that want boil.

Same at home.

My husband asked for sex twice that week. I kissed him, teased him, curled against him in bed… then turned away just as things got hot.

“Not yet,” I whispered once, my hand brushing his cock but never wrapping around it. “I’m saving it.”

“For him?” he asked.

“For both of you,” I replied. “At the same time.”

And God, the way his body tensed — the ache in his breath, the soft whimper when he tried to grind against me and I denied him again…

I wanted to starve them both.

I wanted their hunger.

I wanted to feed it.



The day before it was supposed to happen, I texted Jamal.

Just a simple line:

“Change of plans. Can you come over tomorrow night?”

He replied:

“What time?”

That was it.

No flirting. No build-up. Just locked-in clarity.

And I spent that evening preparing.

Not with lingerie.

With food.

I cooked.

Something warm. Familiar. Not fancy — just grounded. Comforting. Garlic and butter and heat. Something that filled the air with welcome but still left space for tension.

I lit a candle. Just one.

Made sure the house smelled like cinnamon and something faintly roasted.

I wore black leggings and an oversized tee that hung off one shoulder — nothing loud, but every inch planned.

My husband came home early that night.

He saw the way I moved. Calm. Focused. Steady.

He didn’t ask if tonight was the night. He just knew.

And when he stepped into the bedroom to shower, I followed him in. I pressed my body against his back under the hot stream of water and whispered:

“You’re not touching me tonight.”

He was already hard. I felt it.

I kissed the base of his spine.

“You’re going to sit down, baby. And you're going to watch.”

He turned, eyes blazing. “You’re really doing it.”

“I am.”

“Here. In our home.”

“In our bed,” I said.

He exhaled — long, slow, like a man surrendering to something he didn’t fully understand but couldn’t resist.

I kissed him once on the mouth.

“Get ready,” I said. “Because once I start… you won’t be able to stop watching.”

I heard the knock at exactly 9:14 p.m.

Not early. Not late. Just precise — like he knew the rhythm of the night I’d already set.

I didn’t rush to the door. I let him wait just long enough. Then I opened it.

And there he was.

Jamal.

Classic black tee that clung a little too tightly to his chest. Grey joggers. Clean sneakers. No duffel bag. No gym towel.

Just him.

He looked me over once.

I hadn’t changed since cooking — still in leggings and that wide-neck tee. My hair up, slightly undone. No makeup. Just flushed skin and a calm mouth.

“Come in,” I said, stepping back.

He did.

No questions. No hesitation. Just walked past me, the scent of soap and skin following him in like heat.

My husband was already in the living room — seated on the long-upholstered bench at the foot of the bed. Showered. Dressed in a dark robe. Nothing underneath.

I saw the tension in his jaw when Jamal entered the room. The kind of silent anticipation that only grows when you know you’re about to be undone by the thing you agreed to.

I walked in behind Jamal, the door clicking shut quietly.

No one spoke.

I stepped into the space between them.

“Let’s set the rules,” I said, my voice steady, low, even.

Jamal stood to my right.

My husband sat to my left.

I was the center. The bridge. The reason.

I turned to my husband first.

“You don’t talk tonight,” I said. “You don’t move unless I say so. You sit there. And you watch.”

He nodded, visibly swallowing.

“You can stroke yourself,” I added, “but if you cum before I say, you don’t get to touch me for a week.”

He groaned, softly. But he nodded again.

Then I turned to Jamal.

We didn’t need rules.

He already knew.

He didn’t need to dominate. He didn’t need to control. He just needed to show up. Be present. Be thick. Be calm.

“You hungry?” I asked him.

He raised one brow. “For food?”

I smiled. “No.”

He stepped closer.

I didn’t touch him.

I just reached down, grabbed the hem of my tee, and lifted it over my head.

No bra.

Just bare breasts — warm, flushed, heavy from anticipation.

Jamal’s jaw didn’t move.

He just stared for a long, full second.

Then he pulled off his tee too.

That’s when I heard my husband exhale, low and shaky.

He was watching.

And that’s when I looked at him — directly.

“You see it now?” I asked, stepping aside so he could take in the full view of Jamal’s body. “This is the man I’ve been squatting for. Stretching for. Biting my lip for.”

My husband blinked. Swallowed again.

I turned to Jamal.

And even though we’d shared heat before — in that steam-heavy shower stall, his cock pulsing in my mouth, his cum warm on my tongue — this moment felt different.

It had been weeks since I’d seen him fully. Weeks of gym sessions and nearly-there glances. Weeks of tight slacks and low brushes and lips pressed together in restraint.

And now... he was naked again.

But this time, not under fog. Not under fluorescent lights and rushing water.

He was here.

In my home.

In my bedroom.

And I was looking at him under the soft, low lamp we always kept on for evenings like this — the kind of glow that made everything feel warmer than it should, more human than it should, more real than either of us probably intended.

I let my eyes trace him slowly.

His chest, wide and smooth, glistened faintly with heat. His shoulders still held tension — like he was trying not to pulse forward. His abdomen looked leaner than I remembered, his hip bones sharper, veins more visible where they traced down to—

God.

There it was.

His cock.
The second time I was seeing it this close, this still. And it still made my breath catch.
It wasn’t fully hard. But it didn’t need to be.
Even soft, it held weight. Presence. It hung low and slightly forward, dense with quiet threat — a thick promise, the kind that stirred something instinctive in me, something I didn’t need to name.
I stared. Not shyly this time.
Openly. Slowly. With intention.
Because it wasn’t just about the size.
It was about the difference.
The contrast.
The truth.

My husband’s cock was familiar — neat, average, dependable. It fit inside me like a memory.
But this one made me think differently. 
This one hung. Heavier. Thicker. Broader at the base. Fuller even when soft, with a head that looked almost swollen — like it hadn’t been empty in days.
There was no comparison. Not in length. Not in shape. Not in what it did to my breath or my thighs.
This was a cock that changed posture. That shifted air. That made space without even trying.
And I was already wetter than I meant to be.

This was a cock that changed how I walked for two days. That made my jaw ache after kneeling for it. That made me moan into a pillow while my husband listened from the other room.

It had history with my body.

And now it had permission.

I reached out without a word.

Let my palm brush the base — not with hunger, not yet, but with something more reverent. A checking in. A hello again.

He was warm. Firm already, under the softness.

And as my fingers slid along the shaft, feeling the slow twitch of blood beginning to move again, I looked back over my shoulder — at my husband.

He was watching.

Wide-eyed. Silent.

One hand on his cock already, like he’d been waiting for this frame, this angle, this proof.

“You see it now?” I asked, turning my body slightly to give him the full view — Jamal’s cock, my hand wrapped around the base, the head starting to swell, the skin flushed with memory. “This is what I’ve been holding back from.”

His eyes flicked between us, and I saw the twitch in his thigh, the way his fingers tightened.

I stroked once — slow, firm — and watched Jamal grow fuller in my grip. His shaft thickened in real time. That smooth, almost velvety skin stretched over mass that built under my fingers.

He didn’t speak.

He just looked down at me, jaw tight, chest rising.

I turned back to my husband.

My voice dropped lower — not theatrical. Just… real. Honest.

“He hasn’t even touched me yet.”

I brought my free hand down, slipped it between my own thighs over the leggings, pressing the fabric lightly, letting my fingers dip into the heat gathering there.

I felt it instantly.

The damp spot.

The soaked patch.

The need.

I looked back at both of them — one man in my hand, the other in my pocket.

And I smiled.

“And I’m already wet.”

I held his cock in both hands now.

One wrapped low, around the thick base, the other stroking slowly from mid-shaft to tip — not to arouse him too quickly, but to feel him. To reconnect.

It had been weeks since my throat felt this pressure. Weeks since the stretch. And even longer since my husband got to see it — in real time. Up close.

“You still sure you want to watch this?” I said softly, glancing toward him.

He nodded, eyes locked to my hands.

His cock was already stiff in his lap. He looked like he didn’t trust his own voice.

I turned back to Jamal and kissed the tip once. Just a soft press. Bare lips. Letting him feel me. Letting my breath tease the flushed crown.

He twitched in my hand.

I smiled. Looked at my husband again.

“This is what I did last time,” I murmured. “I teased it first. Got it nice and wet.”

I licked slowly along the underside of Jamal’s cock — from base to head — and watched my husband shudder.

Then I opened my mouth.

And took him in.

Only the tip. A few inches. Just enough to stretch my jaw and let him feel the heat.

My lips wrapped tight. My tongue pressed flat against the underside, tracing that thick vein that pulsed now, slow and heavy.

Jamal didn’t move.

He just looked down, watching his cock disappear into my mouth like it had every right to be there.

I moaned softly — not for show, not for theatrics, just because I’d missed this. Missed the weight. The taste. The control.

“I can’t fit it all,” I said, pulling back with a slick sound. “But I try.”

I looked at my husband while I said that.

His mouth was parted. His hand was stroking now, slow and dazed.

Good.

I wanted him right there — aching, desperate, on the edge of too much.

I turned back to Jamal and pushed forward again.

Deeper this time.

Took more.

Felt the head tap the back of my throat and held it there — just for a second — then pulled back, lips stretched, spit glistening across his cock.

I stroked him with both hands now, twisting at the top, mouth open, tongue out.

I let it drag along the side of his shaft, then kissed his balls — slow, wet, reverent.

“You taste the same,” I whispered. “Hot. Clean. Heavy.”

I wrapped my lips around him again and sank lower. My hand braced his thigh. My other hand rested on my own knee.

I was on all fours now.

Like I belonged there.

And my husband watched it all — his wife gagging gently, sucking greedily, taking another man’s cock while looking back at him like this was the most natural thing in the world.

“You never see me like this, do you?” I said mid-stroke, lips swollen. “Not like this. Not this hungry.”

He moaned.

I sucked harder.

Jamal’s cock was fully hard now — thick, heavy, flushed. His abs tightened. His jaw clenched. His hand hovered near my face but didn’t push. He didn’t need to. I was already giving him everything.

And I did.

I bobbed slower now. Let him feel the wet grip of my mouth. Let my tongue work that ridge under the head while my hand stroked what my throat couldn’t take.

Every time I came up for breath, I looked at my husband.

“This is how I earned his cum last time,” I told him. “You remember the taste you kissed off my lips? It started like this.”

He grunted. Fisting his cock now. Faster.

I shook my head. “Not yet.”

And I opened wide.

And went back down.

I pushed my mouth down again, slower this time, letting the weight of him settle in my throat. The stretch burned and sang in the back of my jaw; the wet pressure filled my cheeks. I timed my breathing with the small, impatient pushes of his hips, the almost-silent music of him getting harder under my lips.

He started to make noise then — low, animal, the kind of sound that skips a heartbeat. His hand landed lightly at the back of my head, not to force but to steady, and I felt the tremor run through his body. I let my tongue press flat under him, rubbed the underside where the vein pulsed, and sucked in a long, deliberate pull.

When I came up for air I tasted salt and the faint metallic edge of him. My husband’s eyes were glassy; his hand was moving faster now, sloppy with his own wetness. He was watching me like I’d become the center of the room’s gravity, like everything else could fall away and the three of us would still orbit.

“Look at me,” I told Jamal without a question mark. Not at his cock — at his face. I wanted the heat in his eyes, the quiet that meant he was listening to me more than to the moment. He held my gaze for a second, and whatever passed between us was a permission I’d been kneading toward for days.

I took more, deeper, letting the head slide past that last edge. My gag came and went but I met it like a soldier meets a wave — steady, controlled. Each time I pulled back I let my lips trail a wet sound up his shaft, kissed the base, and then leaned my forehead to his hip for a second before going down again. It was slow worship, not performance; I wanted him to feel seen, to know I’d prepared to give him this.

His breathing hitched, then stuttered. I felt it — the build — in the way his grip tightened, in the little shudder that ran along the length of him. I knew when it was coming. I felt it in his hips, in the pulse under my palm, in the change to the skin where blood surged. I slowed my rhythm on purpose, because I wanted to control the moment for both of them: draw it out, make my husband ache more.

When Jamal started to come it was sudden and heavy. He growled once, low and surprised, and his hips drove forward a fraction. The first rope hit the back of my throat; I swallowed reflexively, keeping my mouth moving, milking him as his second shot hit my tongue and chin. He kept thrusting, piling a generous amount of potent release into my mouth —tolerably salty., warm, thick and creamy. I tasted him and swallowed like it meant something sacred.

He eased then, shuddering, his last pulls softer. I sat back on my heels, lips and chin coated, hair plastered to the side of my face with spit. Jamal’s hand came down to my shoulder and squeezed — not cruel, not soft — a simple holding that said the work had been done.

My husband was barely breathing.

His cock looked swollen and brutal in his hand — flushed dark, wet with pre-cum, thick from watching. He hadn’t stroked it in minutes. Just held it. Tight. Like it hurt not to.

His eyes were on me.
Not Jamal. Not the mess. Just me.
He tracked every flick of my tongue, every slow shift of my hips. He stared at my mouth like it could ruin him.

And he saw it — the streaks of cum across my chest. Still warm. Still sticky.
He knew exactly who it belonged to.
And exactly where it had gone before it landed there.

“Open,” I said.

That one word was all he needed.
His mouth parted like a wound, eyes heavy, throat bobbing.

I leaned in, close. Kissed the corner of my mouth, tasting the smear of what I hadn’t swallowed. Then I hovered in front of his face — not touching yet. Letting the scent of it all hang there.

Jamal’s cum.
My spit.
My sweat.
And, barely there beneath it all, the ghost of something sharp and human — garlic — from something I’d eaten earlier and forgotten.

“Clean me,” I said.
Not soft. Not cruel. Just true.

He let out a ragged sound, then moved in — tongue first.
He licked under my chin, slow and shaky. Dragged up across my skin like it was sacred.
When he reached the edge of my jaw, I felt him shudder.

He tasted it. All of it.
The mess. The salt. The layered filth.
His tongue hesitated — then moaned. Not his throat. His tongue.
It pulsed in his mouth like it was overwhelmed.

Then he latched onto my neck and sucked.
Like he thought there was more inside me, and he wanted every drop.

A gasp broke out of me — sharp, hot, unguarded.

We held there, all three of us.

Jamal relaxed beside me, one arm still draped over my thigh like he owned the scene.
My husband knelt in front of me, tongue wet with another man’s release.
And me — flushed, panting, chin slick, mouth red — the reason it was all happening.

The room was still. But not calm.

My husband hadn’t come.
His cock was twitching in his grip, red and ready. But he hadn’t touched it.
He knew better.

He’d seen me choke.
Seen me take it.
Seen me give it away.

And now he’d tasted it.

But he hadn’t been allowed to fuck. Or finish. Or be anything but the one who watched.

I turned to Jamal. Still on my knees, my lips parted.
I kissed him. Deep. Wet. My tongue slow and shameless. Letting him taste what his body had done.
Letting him taste the trail he’d left on me. The way it had mixed with my spit. The way it had just been licked off by another man’s mouth.

He took the kiss like he always did — calm, assured, patient. He knew he didn’t need to reach. I gave.

Then I pulled back. Breath short. Body humming.

And I turned to my husband.

He was trembling. Like his need was spilling out of him.

“Come here,” I said.

He didn’t move.

“On your knees. Right in front of me.”

He scrambled like it was instinct.

He stood immediately and walked over, dropping down in front of me like a man giving himself over. His knees hit the rug. His eyes were wide, uncertain — but lit with something raw.

I reached back, peeled down my leggings slowly — not performative, just deliberate. My panties came with them. I stepped out carefully, balancing on one foot, and let them pool at the side.

My pussy was wet — not just from spit and anticipation, but from the whole thing. The power. The use. The heat.

“You don’t get to fuck me tonight,” I said, looking down at him. “But you can put your mouth in there.”

His gaze dropped instantly. He leaned forward. But I stopped him with a hand on his forehead.

“Wait.”

I turned around.

Walked slowly to the bed and climbed up, knees sinking into the mattress. I crawled forward a little — hands on the sheets, back arched, legs slightly open. Then I looked back at him over my shoulder.

“You want it?”

He nodded.

“Then lie down.”

He didn’t hesitate. He slid onto his back beneath me, head between my knees, neck on a pillow. He looked up like a man about to take communion.

I straddled his face slowly, lowering until my thighs framed his ears and my pussy hovered just above his lips. I didn’t settle yet. I held myself there. Let the scent and the heat fall over him like a veil.

Behind me, I heard Jamal shifting. Breathing. Watching.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” I said to no one in particular. “To see how soaked I get for someone else? To smell his cum while your mouth’s under me?”

My husband whimpered — a soft, broken sound that vibrated up into my core.

I sank down.

His tongue met me instantly — not clumsy, not urgent. Just reverent. Familiar. Slow.

He licked me like he knew how I needed it: wide and flat, then circling my clit with that feathered pressure he used when he wanted me to drip.

I exhaled.

And reached forward.

To Jamal.

He was still standing near the foot of the bed, watching. Still soft from his last orgasm, his cock hung lower now, but not for long.

I extended a hand.

He stepped closer.

And I wrapped my fingers around his shaft — slick still with spit, heavy, warm.

“You’re not done,” I whispered.

I didn’t stroke yet. Just held him. Let him feel the quiet call in my grip. And as my husband’s tongue flicked just right, I gasped — and that exhale brushed across Jamal’s skin.

He twitched.

Started to swell again.

His cock began to rise slowly, thickening in my hand as I leaned forward, lowering my mouth to his tip, even while my hips stayed grinding on my husband’s face.

I dragged my tongue slowly across the tip — one long, focused lick. He twitched, and a warm bead of precum surfaced, like he couldn’t help it. I loved how responsive Jamal’s cock was.

My husband moaned into my cunt.

Jamal hardened further. I couldn’t resist tasting Jamal’s precum letting the flavor and heat roll across my tongue.

I dipped lower.

Sucked Jamal into my mouth — just the tip, just enough to let my tongue swirl around the ridge.

I felt everything.

My husband’s tongue slipping lower, teasing the edge of my opening now, then flicking upward with a wet stroke that made my thighs tremble.

Jamal’s cock growing in my mouth, firming with every pull of my lips, his breathing sharpening again.

And me — held between them. Centered. Open. Wet.

I pulled off Jamal with a soft pop, lips shiny, then moaned as my husband sucked my clit like he knew he was allowed to bring me there, but only through service.

“Don’t stop,” I told him, one hand gripping Jamal, the other buried in the back of my husband’s hair. “Keep your tongue out. I want to come on your face.”

He moaned in reply.

And I started stroking Jamal again — slowly, steadily, right above the sightline of the man licking me.

“Yes… keep going, baby,” I murmured, my voice low and teasing.

I guided him with my hand, feeling every subtle twitch and thrum. It didn’t take long.

It came quick — sharp — a burst that pulsed up from my clit through my thighs, my spine, my throat.

I cried out once, head thrown back, trembling with the sudden intensity.

Loud.

Then bit my lip as my husband licked me through it, swallowed me down, held his tongue to my clit just the way I needed.

Jamal’s cock was thick in my hand again, full and ready.

And I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

My chest was still rising and falling from the aftershocks of orgasm — hips damp, thighs slightly trembling — as I climbed off my husband’s face.

His lips glistened with me. His eyes were wide, stunned, like he couldn’t believe how easily I’d come on his tongue after everything he’d watched.

But I wasn’t done.

And neither were they.

I turned to Jamal, still standing at the edge of the bed. His cock was full again — slowly hardening back to shape, wet near the tip, heavy with promise. His eyes stayed on me, but he wasn’t reaching. He wasn’t rushing. Just waiting. Breathing.

I stood there, completely bare, every inch of me exposed between them.

My skin glowed in the soft light, warm and alive, every nerve humming from what had already happened.

My hair fell forward, brushing my shoulders and chest, framing the curve of my breasts and the smooth line of my stomach.

I didn’t pose. I simply existed — naked, confident, aware of their eyes tracing me, absorbing every inch.

I shifted my weight, one foot sliding forward. My thighs eased apart — just a little.

Enough.

They watched every subtle movement. I was bare, open, and exactly where I wanted them.

Both men were watching.

But only one was invited to touch.

I climbed onto the bed again and lay back on the pillows — not sprawling, not dramatic, just open. One leg bent at the knee, the other stretched loosely, my arm resting on my stomach, skin glistening slightly under the bedside lamp.

“Come here,” I said softly.

Jamal climbed onto the bed, his weight shifting the mattress. He hovered over me — warm, strong, silent. His cock brushed my thigh as he leaned in, the heat of it unmistakable.

I looked down at it, then back at him.

He leaned forward and kissed me — not showy, not hard, just a slow press of his mouth to mine. One hand slid along my waist. The other braced beside my shoulder.

I reached down and guided him with one hand, lining him up carefully. The head of him glistened, thick and bulbous, dark against the lighter skin of my fingers, stretching me in that familiar, delicious way I remembered. I was already slick, aching, open for him.

He pushed forward slowly, inch by deliberate inch. The weight of him filled me completely, pressing and stretching me just enough to make me gasp. My body tensed for a brief second, then melted around him, savoring the fullness.

A low, satisfied grunt escaped him — deep, steady, vibrating through me. I shivered at the sound, welcoming the stretch, the pressure, every inch sliding in, feeling impossibly good.

My jaw clenched.

My hand gripped the sheets.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

Behind him, I could still see my husband. He’d climbed back onto the bench at the foot of the bed. Watching. Breathing hard again.

“You see him?” I asked, turning my head slightly. “You see how he fits inside me?”

Jamal sank deeper — another inch. Then more.

I opened wider for him, exhaling into the stretch. His cock filled me, not just thick but full. The kind of full that made my body adjust instinctively, hips rolling slightly, thighs twitching.

He was all the way in.

We both stilled for a moment — his body resting over mine, his breath soft against my cheek.

Then he moved.

Long, deep strokes. Slow, steady pressure.

Each thrust pulled out nearly all the way before he sank back in — the wet slide making me gasp softly, my hand rising to clutch his shoulder.

He didn’t fuck me hard. Not yet.

He fucked me like he’d earned it.

Like he wanted me to feel every part of him.

I looked down between our bodies once — saw how far he reached, how much of him disappeared into me — and then I looked at my husband again.

He was transfixed.

One hand on his cock, stroking slowly. The other gripping his thigh.

“He’s deeper than you,” I said quietly. “Can you see it?”

He nodded, breath shaking.

Jamal shifted slightly — adjusted the angle — and suddenly, every stroke began hitting the spot that made my toes curl.

I moaned.

Not for effect.

From reflex.

“Right there,” I whispered. “Just like that.”

He held me by the hips now, grounding me as he fucked — deep, even strokes that made my body jolt slightly with every press.

My breasts bounced. My arms tensed. My mouth opened and stayed there — jaw slack, breath unsteady.

“I’m close,” I whispered. “Fuck, I’m so close.”

And I was.

The buildup was lower this time. Deeper. Like a stretch pulling through the center of me, like a cry held too long in my chest.

I came quietly at first — a long gasp, a tightening around his cock, a soft cry muffled into his neck.

Then harder.

My back arched.

My legs locked around his waist.

I moaned, deep in my throat, as my pussy clenched in wet, hungry pulses.

He kept fucking me — slowed slightly but stayed inside — let me ride out the waves, let me shake through the end of it, gasping, half-whimpering.

Then he pulled out — slow, wet, careful — and knelt beside me on the bed.

I was wrecked.

Open.

Sticky.

My inner thighs glistened. My chest rose and fell. My fingers clutched the sheets like I hadn’t let go.

And I looked at my husband.

He was still hard.

Still watching.

Still waiting.

I smiled.

“You’re not done,” I said.

I was still catching my breath when Jamal pulled out of me.

The air between my thighs felt too cool too fast — wetness spreading down the crease of my ass, dripping faintly onto the sheets beneath me.

My body was flushed and open, still twitching from the orgasm. My nipples throbbed faintly, my hips ached in the best possible way.

I rolled slowly onto my stomach.

Not to hide.

To offer.

I pushed up on my elbows, letting one leg bend lazily to the side, then shifted my hips back — just enough to open myself again. My skin was warm, slick, raw with pleasure, every nerve alive. The swell of my ass caught the soft light of the room and the hungry gaze of the two men, round and firm, cheeks parting slightly as I arched, the curve accentuated by the subtle tension in my thighs. Every inch of it was exposed, smooth and pliant, rising and falling with my movements.

Behind me, I heard Jamal’s breath deepen, low and deliberate. I looked over my shoulder and met his eyes — dark, steady, hungry.

“Take me like that,” I murmured softly. “I want to feel it deeper.”

No game. No challenge. Just clarity.

He moved without speaking. The bed shifted under his weight as he climbed behind me. One hand pressed into my lower back — warm, firm, steady — grounding me, letting me feel him there, letting me know he was ready.

The other hand slid down between my cheeks, thumb brushing the base of my spine, then gliding lower — tracing the hollow of my ass, spreading me deliberately, fingers mapping the heat, gliding over my slick, swollen, stretched cunt.

He grunted softly.

“You’re still dripping,” he murmured.

“I know,” I said. “Push it back in.”

He guided the head of his cock between my lips, slow and deliberate.

I arched my back to meet him, cheeks spreading wider, thighs parting naturally.

The first nudge was already too much.

I moaned as he fed himself back into me — slower this time, from behind, the stretch different now. Deeper. Angled. Primal.

I felt every inch. His cock pushing past the resistance, sliding through the slick he’d already created in me.

My elbows bent. My hands curled into the sheets.

My husband made a sound from behind us — like a choked exhale. I could barely see him, but I knew he was watching. Sitting on the bench. Staring at my ass spread open, my cunt swallowing another man.

“You see this?” I managed to say between gasps. “This is what it looks like when he fucks me from behind.”

Jamal started to move.

Not fast.

Just steady.

The pressure inside me built immediately — his cock reaching angles that made me jolt, made my back arch more, made my mouth fall open without any sound.

He fucked me like he’d waited for this position. Like he knew it was the final piece.

Hands on my hips now.

Thumbs gripping the dimples at my lower back.

His thrusts were long, full, and rhythmic — skin slapping quietly against mine, wet sounds rising louder with every movement.

“Harder,” I whispered. “You can go harder.”

He did.

His hips slapped deeper, rougher, the bed shaking now under us.

I pushed my ass back to meet him, bracing on all fours.

The motion made my breasts swing softly, my face drop to the sheets, my mouth press into the pillow as I cried out — raw, uncontrolled, the sound of a woman needing it to stay inside.

“You feel him now?” I moaned toward my husband. “Can you hear what it does to me?”

He groaned — I heard it. I felt it. He was stroking again, probably harder now, unable to look away.

Jamal gripped my hair then — not yanking, just holding — and leaned over me.

“You gonna cum again?” he asked, voice low, body pressed to my back.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Don’t stop. Keep fucking me just like that…”

He did.

Every thrust now pushed up into my core — not just physical, but emotional. Every slap echoed with I wanted this. I planned this. You’re both mine.

And then I broke again.

My body seized — a full-body orgasm, rolling up from where his cock bottomed out in me, to my spine, to the back of my throat.

I cried out.

Louder this time.

One hand clawed the sheets. The other slapped against the mattress, fingers twitching as my pussy clenched tight around him — wet, rhythmic, squeezing like it didn’t want to let him go.

Jamal groaned, low and rough. “I’m gonna cum,” he admitted, voice cracked with need.

Jamal groaned, low and rough. “I’m gonna cum,” he admitted, voice cracked with need.

His hips pressed harder into me, the subtle change in his thrust — longer, heavier, almost dragging — and it hit me. My cunt clenched around him, slick and hungry, every nerve on fire. I arched into him, shivering, desperate, turned on by the weight, the sound, the way he was losing control.

“Pull out,” I gasped instinctively.

He barely made it.

He pulled free and stroked twice — fast, firm — and came across my ass in thick, hot ropes.

I felt the first streak hit my lower back.

The second landed near my hip.

Another pulsed out across the curve of my ass, warm and sticky, dripping slowly down.

I stayed still.

Let it sit.

Let him finish.

Let it stay.

And then I turned my head to my husband.

He was shaking.

Breathless.

Still holding himself.

Still watching his wife on all fours, ass painted in cum, pussy red and stretched, still dripping onto the bed.

I didn’t move.

The mess was cooling on my lower back — thick, glistening, warm where it still clung. A slow drip slid down the curve of my ass, pooling just above my thigh.

Jamal sat back on the bed, still catching his breath. His hand brushed my waist once — gentle — before he stood.

But I didn’t look at him.

I turned my head toward the man still sitting at the foot of the bed. My husband.

His eyes met mine.

Red. Wet. Wanting.

He hadn’t touched me all night.

He hadn’t touched himself either — not really. His cock was stiff in his hand, still trembling, still waiting.

I lifted a brow. Not mocking. Just inviting.

“You’re not done,” I said again.

He stood.

Slowly.

Walked toward the bed — not with ownership, but with something deeper. Like he’d been allowed. Like this was his moment now. Not to fuck. Not to finish.

To serve.

I stayed on all fours, ass up, thighs still glistening, sticky with cum and sweat and spit and slick.

He knelt behind me.

And I felt the first breath of air as he leaned close — not to enter, but to observe. To see the damage.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

I smiled. “Never better.”

His hands didn’t roam. He reached for the towel instead — the small white one from the side table. I didn’t say a word as he pressed it softly to my skin.

First the lower back. Then the hip.

Then carefully, reverently, down the curve of my ass.

He wiped slow — not in a hurry to erase the mess. Almost like he was memorizing it.

“I watched the whole thing,” he said.

“I know.”

“I’ve never seen you… like that.”

I looked over my shoulder. “You mean open? Or greedy?”

He swallowed. “Both.”

The towel moved between my cheeks, gently.

He cleaned the last drip just above my pussy, careful not to touch too high, but close enough to make me twitch.

I arched back just a little. “Don’t be scared of it.”

He exhaled through his nose.

Then leaned forward and kissed my lower back — where the cum had been.

One soft press of his lips.

And I melted.

Jamal was still hard.

Not just hard — throbbing. Thick and upright, cock gleaming with wetness from everything we’d already done. The veins were swollen, the head slick and dark. He hadn’t softened for a second since pulling out.

He didn’t need to say anything.

He just looked at me. His eyes dropped from my messy thighs to my flushed chest, then back to my face. Then he curled a finger.

“Come here.”

I moved without speaking. Legs still weak, cunt still warm and leaking. I crossed the room — nude, open, wet between the thighs — and stood in front of him.

He was already on our couch.

The same one where my husband had once laid me down and whispered that I was his. Now Jamal just leaned back and tapped the cushion beside him. Then reached out and caught my hips.

“Lie down,” he said. “I want you under me again.”

I did.

I lay back across the cushions, body folding into the shape he needed — knees spreading, hips tilted up, back arched slightly. Jamal climbed over me, his heavy cock brushing my inner thigh as he settled between my legs.

He held himself there — just long enough to make me ache.

I lifted my legs and wrapped them around his waist, heels digging into the ridges of his back. My thighs hugged him tight, holding him close. And as he lowered his chest toward mine, I reached behind him and grabbed both sides of his gorgeous, muscular ass.

God, his ass.

Solid, round, powerful.

My fingers sank into it as he aligned himself with my entrance again.

And then—

Schlk—

He pushed back into me.

Not careful this time.

Not polite.

Just deep.

His cock slid inside in one smooth stroke, wet from before, thick with need, and my pussy opened again around it with a shuddering stretch that knocked the breath from my lungs.

I clung to him — legs tight around his back, hands digging into his ass — pulling him into me.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, head tilting back into the cushion.

He began to move.

Slow at first — not because he was teasing me, but because he fit so deep.

Each thrust pushed my hips deeper into the couch. His body covered mine fully now — arms braced on either side of me, face close enough that I could feel his breath but not his lips. Our chests grazed, our skin sticky and hot.

Behind him… I saw my husband move.

He stepped up behind the couch.

Right above us.

He was looking down.

Full bird’s-eye view of his wife’s pussy being spread, used, and fucked on the very couch where he used to be the only one.

I smiled up at Jamal.

Then I turned my head slightly and spoke loud enough for him to hear:

“You watching this, baby?”

No answer — just his breath.

I reached one hand up, sliding it around Jamal’s thick ass, pulling him in tighter.

“Look at how deep he is,” I murmured. “Watch my pussy stretch.”

Jamal grunted — and started to fuck harder.

The rhythm shifted.

Every stroke now pushed deep into the core of me — his hips slapping wetly against my thighs, my legs trembling as they stayed locked around him. The weight of his body pinned me down, and I loved it.

I reached up again — both hands now cupping his ass, feeling every movement, guiding him deeper.

My grip. His stroke. My husband’s stare.

“You see how my lips pull around him?” I whispered. “You see how my cunt tries to hold him?”

From above, he’d see it all:

	The pink stretch. 
	The slick, soaked folds clinging to Jamal’s cock on every pullout. 
	The shining shaft coated in my mess. 
	The parting and sealing, again and again, around every full thrust. 


Jamal’s body rolled like a machine — slow, strong, grinding into my pelvis with deep ownership.

I couldn’t stop moaning.

My arms were shaking now — I held on to him tighter, legs flexing around his back, my fingers clawing into his ass like I never wanted him to leave my body again.

“You wanted this,” he said low in my ear.

I nodded, breathless. “I still do.”

He shifted — angled deeper — and I broke again.

My eyes rolled. My stomach clenched. My toes curled behind his back as I came for the second time.

This one wasn’t loud.

It was desperate.

My pussy gripped him, spasming, slick and open, milking his cock, holding him buried as deep as I could, greedy and unrelenting. Every thrust made me quiver, my body tightening around him, desperate for the stretch, for the heat. He drove into me relentlessly, hips slamming, dragging me over the edge again and again.

Above me, my husband watched — cock twitching, breath uneven, eyes dark with need and hunger. The sight of him only spurred me on, made my cunt tighten harder around Jamal, pulling him deeper, urging him on.

“You gonna cum again?” I gasped, voice rough and ragged, leaning back toward Jamal.

He growled, low and dangerous, pressing forward into me. “You want it inside this time?”

I bit my lip, heat pooling hotter, thighs quivering. Thought about it, the slick pressure, the fullness. Then I nodded. “Yes. Deep.”

He slammed into me, hard. Once. Twice. Three times. My cunt clenched, milking him, taking every inch, and then — his body seized.

His back arched. His cock plunged deep. And I felt it — pulse after pulse, heat flooding inside me.

He came inside. Fully.

A thick load pumping straight into my womb as I held him with my legs and scratched at his ass to keep him there.

We didn’t move for a long second.

His weight on me. My body still fluttering around his cock.

Only when he finally pulled out did I feel it — the slow, thick drip of his cum leaking from my ruined, stretched cunt.

I stayed just like that — legs open, hole wet and gaping, the couch damp beneath me — while my husband stood above and looked down.

“You saw it all?” I asked without turning.

He made a sound. A broken one.

I smiled.

“Good. Because you’re cleaning me next.”

Jamal pulled out slowly.

As my husband later described, a thick strand of cum clung between us for a second before it broke — wet warmth slipping down my slit, pooling against the cushion, spreading into the crack of my ass. I lay there, thighs still parted, legs twitching, chest rising in soft waves.

My pussy was ruined.

And it felt perfect.

From above, my husband still hadn’t moved.

I turned my head toward him, sweat curling into my hairline.

“He came inside me,” I said softly.

My husband swallowed hard.

His voice cracked.

“I saw.”

Then a pause — raw, real — and quieter:

“Did he really?”

I nodded, breath still shaking.

“Every drop.”

His eyes darkened. His cock twitched.

And then I smiled, slow and sultry.

“I could have his babies now.”

That broke him.

He looked stunned — like the thought had punched the air from his lungs.

Before he could speak, I added quickly:

“Don’t worry. I’ll get the pill tomorrow.”

I reached out — gently cupped his wrist, still warm from holding himself.

“I was just… too horny to say no.”

He exhaled sharply. Like he didn’t know whether to kiss me or fall to his knees.

So I made the choice for him.

I sat up, legs still sticky and open, and leaned forward. One hand cradled his cheek. My lips met his — wet, full, messy. A long, open-mouthed kiss.

“My sweet husband,” I whispered. “Love you, baby.”
“Love you, honey,” he breathed back.

Then I turned — and kissed Jamal.
I didn’t need to say I love you to him.
My mouth said everything.

Still breathless from his orgasm, he met me halfway, his hands resting on my thighs. My mouth found his — deep, grateful, full of surrender. I could taste myself. Taste him. Feel everything lingering between us in that kiss.

Two men.
One wife.
One shared secret, still warm between her legs.

When I pulled away, I lay back again — legs falling open without shame.

“Come closer,” I told my husband, eyes meeting his.
“You saw it from above — now really look properly.”
He blinked.

“What do you mean?”
I tilted my hips, inviting.
“See how much he gave me. Up close.”

Jamal chuckled low behind us — that quiet, cocky sound that always meant he knew exactly what he’d done.
He gave his cock a slow stroke, half-hard and glistening.
“Go on,” he said, voice thick with smug heat. “Admire my work.”

He moved slowly.

Knees hit the carpet. Hands trembled as they touched my thighs. He leaned in — face close, eyes wide — as his breath hit my soaked, stretched pussy.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“It’s still leaking,” I said. “He really filled me up.”

He reached gently — touched the wet crease where my thighs met my folds.

Then lower—his fingers parting me with deliberate care, two digits spreading slick, swollen flesh.

His breath caught, a shaky exhale ghosting over my skin as he stared.

The creamy spill clung to everything—thick and glistening, pooling in the heat between my thighs. It coated my pussy lips, glimmering under the low light, plumped and flushed from the stretch of him. My entrance pulsed, raw and open, glistening red with arousal and friction.

A slow trickle slid downward, trailing a lazy, wet path toward my ass—catching at the tight curve, smearing across it, warm and obscene.

He watched, mesmerized, his jaw slack, chest rising in shallow bursts. The mess. The ruin. The way I opened for him—wet, aching, ruined open by another man.

I lay back, legs parted in the warm haze of aftershock, my body still trembling from everything Jamal had done to me.

I could feel most of Jamal’s mess between my thighs—slick, obscene, and slowly cooling. My pussy was a ruin, and I knew it.

It felt like an overbloomed flower, torn open too far. My lips were flushed and swollen, stretched far wider than they ever had been. He’d used me hard, and it showed—his cum still spilling out of me, clinging to the parted folds, dripping in thick trails. My entrance was loose and twitching, red from the friction, soft and slack where his cock had owned me.

My husband watched from the edge of the bed, eyes fixed between my legs. Not with jealousy—but awe.

I glanced at him, a slow, sheepish smile tugging at my lips… but my eyes found Jamal instead. I smiled at the man who had made my cunt look like this—so open, so loose, so thoroughly used.

And my husband just stared, lips parted, cock hard, admiring the ruin Jamal had left behind.

“Clean me,” I said softly. “You know how.”

He didn’t argue. He looked and reached for a towel. 

“Use your tongue,” I whispered.

He froze.

Then obeyed.

His lips brushed my inner thigh first, almost reverent.

Then he let his tongue glide up my slit — slow, warm, collecting the mix of his wife’s slick and another man’s cum. His tongue licked deeper, cleaning around the entrance, tasting it all.

Jamal watched.

Smirking slightly.

“Damn,” he said. “You really love her, huh?”

My husband didn’t stop licking.

Didn’t look up.

And I smiled again — spread my legs wider, pressed his head gently forward.

“That’s right,” I said. “I told you my husband has great taste.”

He was still licking.

Small strokes now. Slower. As if memorizing the taste.

I let him. My legs stayed open—one foot braced on the couch cushion, the other hooked loosely over Jamal’s thigh. My hips twitched every time his tongue dragged up my slit—already sore, already aching, too sensitive.

The deeper heat had faded, but every flick of his tongue sparked something sharp, electric. My body tried to pull away, hips jerking reflexively, but he held me open, worshipful, insistent.

I whimpered. My breath hitched.

He flattened his tongue and dragged it slow and heavy from my leaking hole to my swollen clit—and when he circled there, soft and wet and unrelenting, the tension that had been smoldering snapped.

My orgasm hit hard.

A sob tore out of me as my thighs clamped around his head. My cunt spasmed—fluttering, clenching, a messy tremble of sensation I couldn’t hold back. Slick spilled down over his chin, over my ass, soaking into the cushion below.

He moaned into me, tongue still moving, licking me through it, until my legs shook and my hands tangled in his hair to stop him.

“Enough,” I gasped, breathless, wrecked.

When he finally lifted his face, his lips were swollen, his chin slick, his eyes dazed.

He looked up at me like a man dizzy from hunger.

I reached for him, pulling him up slowly until his head rested against my chest. His body stretched across mine, both of us sticky and warm, tangled on a couch that no longer belonged to just us.

I kissed his forehead.

“Good boy,” I whispered, my fingers gently stroking through my husband’s hair as he lay still against my chest, lips damp with the taste of me.

I felt Jamal shift beside us, the couch dipping as his body drew near. He didn’t speak. He just leaned in, his hand cradling my jaw with a quiet confidence.

I met him halfway.

Our lips touched—soft at first, exploratory. Then deeper, fuller. A kiss that wasn’t rushed or greedy, but slow and reverent, threaded with everything unspoken.

I opened to him with a sigh, tasting the heat of his breath, the ghost of dominance still clinging to his mouth. My fingers reached for his shoulder, needing to anchor myself as his tongue brushed mine, patient and sure, like he wanted to taste the whole story of me.

My husband didn’t move—just stayed there, warm and still against me, listening to the quiet sounds of our mouths meeting, parting, meeting again.

When Jamal finally pulled back, his forehead rested briefly against mine.

I exhaled, eyes half-lidded, lips tingling.

No words were needed. We were still tangled—three bodies, one moment, and a silence that said everything.

His mouth was still between my legs, tongue soft now — just slow laps, like he didn’t want to stop.

My body flinched. I was still too sensitive, too raw.

I dragged my fingers through his hair, then gave a light tug. “Hey,” I murmured, my voice a little hoarse. “Come up here.”

He looked up at me, face slick, lips parted, eyes slightly glazed.

I smiled and touched his cheek, guiding him upward. His body shifted over mine, awkward at first — a little shaky — and I felt the thick press of his cock against my thigh. It was still rock hard, hot and heavy, twitching with every breath.

I looked down. “God,” I said softly, amused. “You’re still so hard.  Poor baby.”

My hand slipped between us and curled around him. He sucked in a sharp breath — the kind that sounded like he'd been holding it for a while.

“You waited,” I said, my tone low. “Stayed down there the whole time. Mouth full of everything he left in me. Didn’t even get off.”

His lips parted, but he didn’t say anything. Just a quiet, guilty nod.

I started stroking him — slow, steady. My grip firm but gentle. He was leaking already, the head flushed and wet. His hips moved before he even meant to.

I glanced sideways. Jamal was still sitting nearby, legs spread, forearms on his knees, watching. His cock wasn’t hard anymore, but he didn’t look away. Didn’t even blink.

I turned back to my husband, kissed his neck lightly, and said just loud enough, “You know what I keep thinking about?”

He looked at me, breath shaky.

I smirked — then turned my head and winked at Jamal.

“How many times you jerked off after that first night I told you about Jamal,” I said. “Alone. Under the bedsheets, in the bathroom. Thinking about the way he stretched me. How loud I was. How full I looked.”

His face flushed. He gave a small laugh — embarrassed, but not denying it.

“Yeah?” I whispered. “You wanna show him?”

He blinked. “What?”

I kissed him again, then slowly pulled my hand away, letting his cock fall back against his belly — hard, flushed, aching.

“Stroke it for me,” I said, brushing his cheek. “C’mon. Show Jamal how you do it. When you think about us.”

He hesitated. Looked at me. Then looked at Jamal.

“Don’t be shy,” I added, softer now. “He’s seen you between my legs. This is nothing.”

My husband’s hand moved, almost cautious at first — then more sure. He started stroking. Not fast. Not for show. Just real.

I watched him, sitting up a little, legs still open, my thighs slick and sticky with what Jamal had left behind.

“Good,” I whispered. “That’s it. That’s what you do, isn’t it?”

He nodded, lips slightly parted.

“You picture me,” I murmured. “Bent over. Getting filled. Begging. You see his cock. What it does.”

He let out a sound between a moan and a sigh.

And I watched him stroke himself like that for a moment longer. Just breathing. Skin against skin. His thighs trembling.

But then I reached out again.

“No,” I said gently. “You don’t get to finish like that.”

His hand fell away without protest, and I wrapped mine around him again — tighter now, firmer.

“You came all this way with me,” I said, my voice right at his ear. “You were so patient. You deserve to fall apart in my hand.”

He buried his face in my neck, moaning as I stroked him hard and fast — no teasing now, just heat, pressure, wet friction.

It didn’t take long.

His cock throbbed in my grip as he came — hard, fast, desperate.

Warm streams spilled across my belly, thick and messy, his thighs locking beside mine as he buried his face into my neck with a strangled gasp.

I didn’t stop. I stroked him through it, slow now, coaxing every last drop from him while his body shuddered, small tremors rolling through his spine and into my chest.

His breath was hot against my skin, uneven. Damp hair clung to his forehead, and his entire body felt heavy — boneless in the way only deep release can bring.

I kissed the side of his head, lips brushing his temple. My fingers slid up into his hair again, combing it back gently, lovingly.

“I love you, baby,” I whispered, the words a quiet anchor in the haze.

He nodded into my shoulder, one arm sliding around my waist, the other still weak at his side. I felt his breath catch again — like he wasn’t just spent, but overwhelmed.

I smiled faintly. And then I looked up — past him.

Jamal was still there, seated on the edge of the couch. His legs were spread, elbows resting casually on his knees, but there was nothing casual about the way he watched us.

Calm. Steady. Present.

Our eyes met.

I didn’t say a word. Just held his gaze… and winked.

That one small gesture carried everything — affection, mischief, lust and unfiltered bond.

Jamal stood slowly, no rush in his movement. He walked over, his bare feet quiet on the floor, the warmth of his body arriving before his touch.

I tilted my chin up to meet him.

“Come here,” I murmured.

He leaned down, one large hand cupping my cheek, and his lips found mine.

It wasn’t a greedy kiss. It wasn’t about possession.

It was warm — full, lingering. A quiet claim. A shared breath. The taste of something understood.

I kissed him back, slow and open, still tasting the salt of sweat on his skin, the heat in his mouth. When we parted, I was breathing heavier, but smiling.

Then I turned to the man still half-collapsed against me — my husband.

His eyes fluttered open as I touched his jaw, guiding his face upward with the soft curl of my fingers.

“You too,” I said softly.

I kissed him — deep and unhurried. This time not as a reward, not as comfort, not as approval… but as love. Raw, messy, knowing love.

When I pulled back, I kept my forehead pressed lightly to his for a beat before turning again, my gaze bouncing between the two of them — one still catching his breath, the other steady as ever, and me, in the middle, held by both.

My fingers ran down their arms — lazy, absent-minded, affectionate.

“I love you, my boys,” I said. And there was no hesitation. No theater. No uncertainty.

Just truth.

And they both heard it. Felt it.

The room had quieted, the air thick with more than just sex.

It smelled of sweat and skin, tasted of salt and warmth. But there was something else now — something deeper.

No jealousy.
No shame.

Just three people, wrapped in skin and trust and every complicated, beautiful thing we hadn’t dared name out loud.

We ate together like nothing explosive had just happened. We were dressed. Civilized. Or were we?

The dining table still had candles flickering softly, plates warm with grilled chicken, mashed potatoes, sautéed greens and wine. I’d made it with care — not just for nutrition and taste, but as a kind of grounding. Something normal. Something delicious. 

Because with the kind of sex I’d just had…
my men deserved a feast.

Jamal dug in like he hadn’t eaten in hours.

“Damn, you cook like you fuck,” he said with a wink, tearing into the chicken. “Tight, hot, and seasoned just right.”

I laughed — loose, light, floating.

Across the table, my husband smiled faintly. He looked... tired. Not sad. Not jealous. Just quiet. His shoulders slumped a little, like the day — and the night — had finally caught up with him. His plate was half-finished. His eyes occasionally flicked toward Jamal — then toward me.

I caught Jamal glancing too.

Down at his own lap.

He was still semi-hard. I could see the faint bulge in his joggers. That heavy, slow stretch of cock that hadn’t quite gone down. Not surprising — he’d filled me so deep I could still feel it when I shifted in my chair.

I dabbed my lips with a napkin and looked at him.

“You have to meet your girlfriend, don’t you?”

He smirked, chewing. “Yeah. Just for a drink.”

“Think you have anything left for her?”

His eyes gleamed.

“Not after what I gave you.”

That made my cheeks flush. My pussy pulsed.

Across from us, my husband shifted in his seat. His fork moved, but he didn’t speak. His exhaustion was deep now — bone-deep. Whether it was physical, emotional, or just that slow crash from watching another man fill his wife… I didn’t know.

But I felt him pulling back into himself.

Dinner ended softly.
Good food. Good wine.
Warm cheeks. Warmer thighs.
A table full of empty plates… and one very full wife.

Stomach full and cunt full.
That pretty much defines a happy wife.

I was still glowing — cheeks flushed, hair damp at the roots, pussy still soaked.
Jamal looked slightly drained but annoyingly handsome, like a man who just scored twice and still had swagger in his step.

My husband?
He was the quiet one.
Tired, sure. But there was that faint smile — that content but compromised grin he always got after watching me get ruined. Like a man who’d signed an NDA with his own emotions.

Jamal leaned back in his chair, rubbing the back of his neck. “I should really come over more often.”

I raised a brow. “Yeah? Because I make good food?”

He grinned. “That’s one more reason,” he said, giving me a slow wink.

I chirped, “I make a pretty good apple pie too.”

My husband finally spoke, dry and smiling:
“These days, I’m mostly eating creampie.”

I laughed — loud, loose, a little breathless. So did Jamal.

I leaned in, rested my chin on my hand, and said sweetly,
“Well… that one was Jamal’s. Coated with my secret sauce.”

That broke all three of us.
Laughter. Real, dirty, intimate.
My husband just shook his head — the kind of laugh where you know you’ve lost your wife… but gained her love, her trust, and the kind of horniness that never plays fair.

Jamal stood up, slow and tall, and gave me a look I could bottle.
He kissed my cheek, light but lingering.

Then he turned to my husband and held out a fist.

They bumped.
No ego. No awkwardness.
Just the silent bro code of men who’ve both been inside the same woman — one literally, one emotionally.

And then he was gone.

Door shut. Room quiet.
Only scent left was mine.

My husband looked at me.

“You fed him well,” he said.

I stood, stretched, winced slightly — still loose, still leaking — and whispered,

“I always do. You know me.”



I found my husband in the bedroom, already undressed, half under the blanket. The room was dim. Just the bedside lamp casting a soft amber glow across his chest.

He looked up as I entered. No words. Just eyes that searched mine — quiet, unreadable, but open.

I didn’t speak either. I just slipped off my top, peeled off my bottoms, and slid in beside him — my body still carrying the ache and heat of what Jamal had done to me.

He didn’t turn away this time. He opened his arms.

I moved into them slowly, my bare chest brushing his, my thigh sliding between his legs as I rested my head on his shoulder. His skin was cool. Mine, still warm. We fit like that — slightly out of sync, but close enough to pretend we weren’t.

“You okay?” I murmured against his neck.

He kissed my forehead. “I think so.”

I let my hand rest on his chest — rising and falling — and he placed his over mine. We lay like that in silence, his fingertips tracing lazy lines across my wrist.

I knew he could smell me. The way my legs still stuck slightly when I moved. The faint, musky scent of sex — of him and Jamal and me, still tangled together on my skin.

He dipped his chin and looked at me. “You’re still leaking?”

“A little,” I whispered, kissing his collarbone. “Want a taste?”

His breath caught — just a flutter — and then he nodded, eyes darkening.

I shifted onto my back, opened my legs just enough, and he moved down between them without a word. No jealousy. No shame. Just reverence. Like he was tending to something sacred. Something wrecked and holy and his.

When he kissed me there — slow, soft — I exhaled everything.

A mess.
A gift.
A marriage.

The days that followed felt different. Sharper. Hotter. More mine.
I woke earlier. Walked taller. Moved through each day with something molten simmering under my skin.

At the gym, I wasn’t just working out anymore. I was being shaped.
Jamal took control. Adjusted my form. Pushed my pace. Corrected everything — how I squatted, how I breathed, even how I walked.

“Shoulders back. Ass out. You’re not hiding that body anymore,” he said one evening, guiding me through slow, deep hip thrusts.

And God, the results.

Waist tapered. Ass lifted. Thighs stronger, tighter.
And the bounce — it was back. Men noticed.
So did my husband.

But it wasn’t just fitness. It was the way I moved now.
More swing. More curve. More scent.

Part of it was my discipline — built in me by my trainer.
My desire to become the best version of myself.
Pushing through sweat.
Getting my form right.
Dialing into each rep with the kind of charged focus that left my body trembling by the end of every session.

Part of it was protein, sure — better meals, cleaner habits.
But some of it?
Some of it came hot from Jamal’s balls.

Thick. Warm. Rich with testosterone.
Not powdered. Not processed. Just fresh and real.
Delivered to my mouth.
Or my stomach.
Or soaked deep inside me, right where it changed how I carried myself.

And honestly?
I was more energized after swallowing him than any whey shake on the market.

Jamal had always loved my ass.
He adjusted my deadlifts just to watch it rise.
Made me hold my glute bridges longer — not for form, but for his view.

But now?
Now it was lifted, sculpted, impossible to ignore.
He could cancel his girlfriend’s calls for this butt.

And honestly?
He often did.

Like that one night.

I’d arrived at 8.
My high-waisted gray leggings clung like skin — damp between my cheeks, stretched tight over sore thighs.
The sweat had already darkened the fabric — deeper down the crack, lower where it hugged behind my knees.
My ass looked obscene.
Round, high, womanly and heavy from squats.

It didn’t just bounce. It jiggled.
Slow. Intentional.
And in front — the fabric pressed tight between my lips, giving just enough of a camel toe to make anyone stare twice.
Even on the leg press, my buttocks spread wide and soft against the seat — a full, shameless display.
I was feeding my trainer a full view.
And giving the rest of the gym something to jerk off to later.

The gym had cleared out by 9. Most nights it did.
But Jamal stayed behind — said he was locking up, wiping benches, resetting weights.
But we both knew he stayed because I was still there.
Sweaty. Hungry. Open.

He didn’t even undress me fully.
He pulled me into the back shower stall.

No rush.
No talking.
Just steam.
Just the hiss of water.

And then — the weight of him pressing me to the cold tile.
A slow, perfect fuck.

My leggings were still on — bunched around my thighs, waistband stretched just under my ass.
My sports bra damp. Clinging.
He didn’t bother peeling it off. Just reached under the hem, slid his hand inside, and folded my breast in his palm — heavy, sweaty, aching.
His fingers tightened as he slid into me from behind.

His cock moved like it had been waiting all day.
Like it belonged there.
Long strokes.
Deep rhythm.

Like he wasn’t in a hurry — because he knew I’d take every inch.

One hand gripped my ass, steadying me with each thrust — like he knew exactly what he was holding.
And I did.

My moans were low. Throaty.
His hands firm on my hips. His breath hot at the back of my neck.
The whole gym was empty.
Only the echo of skin on skin,
And the soft, filthy sound of me being used just right.

And then… like nothing.
Jamal pulled out slow, his cock thick and still hard, twitching in his hand.
He grunted as he came — thick ropes of cum splattering across my right ass cheek.
Dollops of it, warm and sticky, painted across the curve of my ass.
It dripped down my thigh, pooling against the fabric of my leggings.
Each drop lingered on my skin, leaving a trail that felt almost alive.

He wiped his cock with a gym towel, taking a breath like nothing happened.
His phone buzzed.
His girlfriend.
He answered without hesitation. Voice smooth, steady.
“Yeah babe… just locking up.”

Meanwhile, I stepped back, thighs slick, pussy still loose, my breast tingling where he’d gripped it under my top.
I walked across the quiet gym, hips sore, pulse steady.
The cum still warm on my skin, sliding down my legs in thick, dripping trails.

I found my phone near the front desk, texting my husband:
“Order something? I’m on my way.”

I wiped myself clean with a paper towel, swiping it between my ass cheeks and along my thighs, making sure every trace of him was gone.
I pulled my leggings back up, the waistband digging into my skin as I straightened myself.

With one last glance in the mirror, I walked out, hoodie back on, phone tucked in my bag.
Still dripping. Still glowing.

You’d never guess what just happened.
From the outside, I looked like any woman leaving after a solid late-night workout.
Tired. Composed. Slightly flushed.
Nothing out of place. Nothing suspicious.
No one heard it. No one saw it.
No one would ever guess what we were really up to.

In fact, if you asked around, most would say I was there, but irrelevant.
Not the kind of woman who’d mix in with the 20-somethings, snapping Insta selfies after every set.
Not the type to stir anything up, but the kind who turned heads — without even trying.
Still reserved.

Married. Disciplined. Quiet. Boring.

Always focused. Always stretching. Never flirting.

Someone with a decent set of tits and a big, shapely ass — a good visual distraction for the boys, but that’s about it.

The big girl with a family who acted too focused to be approached — even though deep down, the guys probably knew I could give their balls a run for their sperm.

Bottom line, I presented myself as a boring lady, not the kind people would be interested in pursuing. Least of all my trainer.

But behind locked doors and beneath sweat-soaked leggings,
we’d built something filthier than gossip could ever touch.

Those people? The gym rats and workout bunnies?
They never saw the way his fingers curled around my waist during hip thrusts.
They never smelled the slick heat between my thighs after leg day.

Never tasted what their able trainer released inside me — thick, warm, unfiltered.
They’d never guess how obsessed Jamal is with my glutes — or what’s tucked between them.




And even less… how obsessed I am with his ass.
That thick, muscular build.
That deep, black, wrinkled hole — the one I’ve tongued with abandon, savoring the taste of him after taking his cum, my face buried in him while he groaned like he was the one being ruined.
Because sometimes, he is.

The way I devour him, the way I feel him shiver when my lips press against that tight, inviting star-shaped hole.
I fuck his ass with my tongue like it’s the last thing I’ll ever taste — slow, deliberate, pushing deeper, making him lose control.
His grip tightens on my hair, pulling me in like he wants more, needs more.
And god, I give it to him.

Once, I heard a 24-year-old Letitia gushing to her friend near the water cooler about how Jamal has a sexy ass.
I almost laughed.
I wish I could tell her…
How that ass isn’t just something you admire from afar.
It’s not just for the gym.
It’s something to truly appreciate up close.
Something to worship.

I wanted to tell her — to run up, pull his slacks down, and really look at it.
Feel how tight, how full and muscular, how inviting it is. So manly. 
How it feels when it’s pressed against my mouth.
The way it clenches when I dive in.

How it contrasts and complements my own big, fleshy ass — thick, mature, and womanly.
The way it sits differently — the firmness of his compared to the softness of mine.
Both beautiful in their own right, yet so perfectly different.

I wanted to tell Letitia — she should’ve seen her trainer’s butt in the gym bathroom after hours.
How his ebony ass looks in running water. 
But even more so, how it feels when I go down and worship it.
The way the muscles tighten beneath my hands, the heat of it as I press my face into him.
That ass isn’t just a sight.
It’s an experience.

I wish I could tell her that I’ve realized her fantasy up close —
I know how it tastes.
How it smells.
How it drives him wild when I lick his ass.
How his ass is way hotter naked than anyone could imagine.
Every inch of it makes me want to stay there forever, savoring him.

And the sounds he makes when I rim him…
They’re nothing like his usual deep, low groans or his steady, studious voice when he’s correcting your form.
These sounds are softer. More pleasurable.
Like he’s losing himself to the sensation.
More breathless.
More desperate.
The kind of sound that makes me want to take my time,
linger there, and hear him unravel completely.

And yes, he keeps secrets more closely than he keeps his ass covered.



We don’t play games anymore.
No nudes. No need for sexts. Or phone calls.  
Because once a man’s buried deep in you, made you moan through clenched teeth while your husband’s asleep at home, there’s nothing left to prove.

We play smart. We move like we know.
We don’t cross paths unless we have to.
We don’t patronize. We synchronize.
We dive in when no one’s looking.

Some nights, he only spots my squats — fingers brushing the curve of my back, lingering just long enough to make my breath hitch.
Other nights, he takes the heat out of me.

He knows when to take me in — and when to take the keys out.
The gym closes at 9.
By 9:15, the lights are off, the doors are locked, and I’m bent over something solid — dripping, open, his. 

He doesn’t fuck me like a trainer.
Or like a man fucking someone else’s wife.
He fucks me like a reward.



My husband?
He doesn’t ask.
He knows me well enough to know what I am up to.

He smells it when I come home flushed.
He tastes it when he kisses me — that faint salt, that heat.
He sees the way my thighs shine in the hallway light. The way I shower longer.
The way my underwear hits the laundry basket already stuck to itself.

Sometimes I tell him.
Every detail. Every grip. Every thrust.

Other nights, I don’t.

I just crawl into bed, wet and open.
And let him wonder.

Sometimes he gets the leftovers — warm, sweet, dripping.

Other times, I swallowed it all.
And let him taste it on my breath.



We don’t plan it.
There’s no schedule.
No permission slips.

Sometimes, it’s just a look.
A brush of his knuckles at my waist mid-thrust.
A whisper in the supply room: “Bend.”

And I do.

Because the truth is…
Once you’ve been taken like that —
Pressed into gym mats.
Bent over dumbbells.
Fucked deep and slow with the door locked and the air thick with sweat —

You don’t need to chase.
You just need to open.

My husband’s wants to watch us again. And I have fantasized it more than enough. And Jamal has also asked. He wants to do more things that just treating himself to my apple pie.

But we haven’t rushed it.
Not yet.

Because this isn’t something we repeat like routine.
We like to savor it.
Like dessert.

Rich.
Filthy.
Earned.

Something too intense to indulge in every night —
and too good to cheapen by turning it into a habit.

So maybe soon.
Maybe the night of our anniversary.

We haven’t made travel plans this year.
Maybe we stay in.

Just me, my husband,
and our loving guest —
the man who turned our vows into something wetter, wilder, and worth repeating.



I look better.
Tighter.
Hungrier.

My husband sees it.
So does the world.

And sure — part of it is discipline. Form. Focus.
But the rest?

That’s Jamal.
Raw.
Unfiltered.
Poured into me again and again… until my glow has a taste.

I don’t flaunt it.
Don’t explain.

But every night, I give my husband what’s left:

The stretch.
The scent.
The softness.

The woman only one man gets to fill —
and another gets to feel.

I don’t need to scream it.

I wear it.
I flow.
I glow.

And everyone sees it.

Because every woman has a dark side.
And mine?
My beautiful, black lover owns it —
and knows exactly how to feed it.

_________________________________________________________________________________

If Hotwife BBC Confession – Taken by Her Gym Trainer made you ache like Claire…
If it left you flushed, tempted, or wondering what you'd do if your husband said yes—don’t keep it to yourself.

Drop a review.
Just one line can help another curious reader slip into Claire’s shoes…

★★★★★ Your words keep the stories wet, wild, and coming hard.

Craving more?

She was a virgin… until a dominant Black man claimed what her boyfriend was still waiting for.

?? https://a.co/d/fCLPbD1

Also read - Cheating Wife Confessions – Complete 3-Book Collection
?? amzn.to/3FHaqlR

Explore me deeper

You’ve read their stories — now hear mine.
Want the wet truth in my voice?
It’s not fiction. It’s friction.
I don’t just write. I ride — other men — while my husband listens. Watches. Waits.

LoyalFans — My most raw, personal audios: loyalfans.com/deepinsidehub
Fansly — Exclusive content + DM access: fansly.com/deepinsidehub
Gumroad — Full bundles, extras, and stories: deepinsidehub.gumroad.com
Apple Premium — Raw audio episodes: apple.co/4hWsw18

Explore More
Podcast – Deep Inside
Apple: apple.co/4hWsw18
Spotify: bit.ly/4bgpG4I
YouTube: @DeepInsidePodcast

Music: @TabooTunes
Hub → HotwifeCuckoldBull.com
Twitter/X: @deepinsidehub
Email → deepinsidehub@gmail.com



Stop Pretending. Start Exploring. Go Deep Inside. 
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