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Chapter 1: A New City, A New Start
Austin, Texas

I stepped out of the Lyft and into the heat — not the dry, lazy kind we had in California, but something heavier. Wetter. It clung to your skin and wrapped itself around your waist like fingers trying to unzip your jeans.

Downtown Austin buzzed in a way I hadn’t expected. Tech kids in Allbirds shuffled past kombucha cafés and glassy co-working offices with names like “Frame” and “Patch.” My new life was somewhere inside one of those buildings.

I adjusted my tote and took a breath. White shirt, tucked into high-rise jeans. Simple gold hoops. A soft nude gloss. First impressions counted, even if my thighs were already sticking together and my nerves were fluttering like crazy.

LiveFrame Technologies.
That was the name on the brushed metal sign above the revolving doors.

First job. First apartment. First time completely alone.

I stepped inside.



The office looked like a Pinterest board — matte concrete floors, hanging Edison bulbs, fake ivy crawling down the corners, and beanbags that were somehow still ironic. A girl with lavender hair and tiny stars tattooed along her collarbone handed me a badge.

“Orientation’s in the Fireside Room. Cold brew’s to the left. And if you’re more of a matcha girl, there’s a tap for that too.”

“Thanks,” I said, even though I didn’t hear half of what she said. My ears were ringing a little. That happened when I was nervous.

There were already people seated — some fresh-faced like me, others clearly jaded, mid-twenties, already bored of the startup grind. I slid into a seat near the back and exhaled slowly. A few deep breaths. I could do this.

That’s when I heard the coffee machine hiss. Then gurgle. Then curse.

“Shit,” someone muttered near the corner.

I looked up.

And that’s when I saw him.



He was tall. Broad shoulders. Warm, dark skin. Buzzcut hair that gleamed under the office lights. His fitted grey tee stretched tight across his back, sleeves pushed up just enough to reveal arms that had seen a gym — and not just for the selfies. He looked like the kind of guy who fixed things. Broke them first, maybe. But definitely fixed them better than they were before.

He was standing in front of the office coffee machine, frowning.

I stood up without really thinking and walked over, pretending like I needed coffee too.

“Is it broken?” I asked, brushing my hair behind my ear.

He turned. His eyes flicked to mine — not in a sleazy up-and-down, but direct. Assured. That kind of look that tells you he knows how attractive he is, and he’s not going to apologize for it.

“It’s temperamental. Like most things in this building.” His voice was deep — almost a growl. “You from California?”

I blinked. “How’d you know?”

He smirked. “The way you said ‘broken’ like the world owed you better coffee. That, and the shoes.”

I looked down. White sneakers. Still spotless.

“You caught me,” I said, smiling. “Vanessa.”

He offered his hand. Big, warm. The kind of grip that made you feel like your fingers were smaller than they actually were.

“Jason. Backend dev. Welcome to LiveFrame, California.”

I laughed — soft, a little breathless.

“Thanks. First day. First job.”

Jason’s eyes lingered just a second too long on my lips.

“I remember that feeling. Butterflies in your stomach, sweating through your shirt, pretending to care about health benefits.”

I bit my lip. “Exactly.”

“You’ll be fine. Just don’t let them rope you into a beer pong game on your first Friday. It never ends well.”

Before I could say anything else, the orientation coordinator called us to attention.

“Alright everyone, find a seat and let’s get started.”

I turned to go, but felt his voice behind me.

“Good luck today, California.”

And I swear to God, the way he said it — low, amused, like a secret — it stayed with me through the whole session. While the company slides droned on and team intros blurred together, my mind kept drifting. To the way his forearms flexed when he shook the coffee machine. To the way he looked at me like I was already halfway undressed.

By the time orientation ended, I wasn’t just sweating from the heat.

There was something else.

A low, thick ache in my belly.
The start of a burn I hadn’t felt in years.
Not from Adam.
Not from anyone.

Only Jason.

And this was just day one.

—

As I walked home under the melting Austin skyline, my phone buzzed.

Adam.

I answered. “Hey.”

“Hey, babe! So? How was the first day?”

I adjusted my tote and smiled. “Good. Orientation, HR slides, a few awkward icebreakers.”

He laughed. “Did you speak up? Or hide in the back?”

“A little of both,” I said. “But I made it.”

“Proud of you,” he said gently. “Dinner pics later?”

“Maybe,” I said. “If I don’t fall asleep first.”

“Fair. Text me if you need anything. Love you.”

“Love you too.”

I ended the call, slipped the phone into my bag, and unlocked the apartment door.

The quiet settled over me like a familiar blanket.

Day one, behind me.

So many more ahead.


Chapter 2: All the Small Things

The second week passed in a blur of passwords, Slack pings, and trying not to look like the dumb new girl during daily stand-ups. I learned quickly that no one really knew what they were doing — they were just louder about it. I kept quiet, took notes, and watched.

Mostly, I watched him.

Jason had a corner desk that was always clean, except for his earbuds, a water bottle with a peeling black sticker, and a worn leather notebook he actually wrote in. He typed fast. Rarely smiled. But when he did, it was sharp and wicked, like he’d thought of something dirty and wasn’t going to share it — unless he really liked you.

On Tuesday, he caught me fighting with the espresso machine again.

“Still broken?” I asked, poking the button like it owed me something.

Jason appeared behind me, close enough for his body heat to press along my back. “You have a toxic relationship with that machine, California.”

I turned. “I’m an optimist.”

“Or a masochist.”

That made me laugh. And then he said it — so casually, like it was no big deal.

“You live near East 6th, right?”

I blinked. “Yeah. Just off Chicon. How’d you know?”

“You mentioned it on Day One. I drive past there every day. Want a ride home?”

I should’ve said no.

I had already told myself: keep distance. Keep things professional. Keep it light.

But I said yes.



We started riding home together most evenings. His Ducati was too loud, so he drove a black Jeep Wrangler during the week. It smelled like eucalyptus and something else — him, maybe. Warm skin and that musky scent that gets into your thoughts.

We never talked about work.

Instead, we talked about food. Music. Our old cities. He made fun of my obsession with Trader Joe’s. I roasted him for still using CDs in his car.

“No, seriously,” I teased one night, digging through the glove box. “Is this a burned mix titled ‘Fuck Mix Vol. 4’?”

Jason raised an eyebrow. “That one’s Vol. 5. The fourth one had too much The Weeknd, made things weird.”

We ate tacos in his car more than once. Leaned against the hood, hot sauce on our fingers. I learned he had three sisters. No pets. One long relationship that ended when he said no to marriage.

“You say no to marriage often?” I asked once, sipping horchata.

“I say yes to honesty. The rest usually falls apart.”

That stuck with me.

Then, after a beat, he added, “I’m done with relationships, though. Now I just go with what my folks say.”

I laughed. “That sounds romantic.”

He grinned, took a bite of his taco. “It’s not. But it’s quiet. No drama. No guessing. No expectations.”

I didn’t answer.

Because part of me understood. And the other part was already imagining what it would feel like to ruin that quiet.



One night, my WiFi went down while I was trying to finish an online module for work. I texted Jason without really thinking.

Me: “My WiFi’s being a bitch. You good with routers?”
Jason: “On my way.”

I had ten seconds of panic, then twenty more to fix my hair, straighten the books on my shelf, hide the leftover ice cream container, and put on a soft tee with no bra.

He showed up in black joggers, a fitted tee, and that same calm heat he always carried.

He walked straight to my router, crouched low, and started fiddling with the cables.

I tried not to stare at the way his back curved, the soft lift of his shirt, the tight line of his waist.

“Your password is ‘Adam1999’?” he asked, glancing over his shoulder.

My stomach clenched.

I crossed my arms. “That’s… not important.”

“Boyfriend?”

“Kinda.” I said it too quickly.

He turned fully then, still kneeling on the floor, arms resting on his knees.

“Right.”

The silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable. Just… loaded. Like both of us knew what this looked like. Him at my place. Me standing there in short shorts and an oversized tee with nothing underneath.

He finished fixing the router. Stood up. Closed the gap.

“He the jealous type?”

I looked up at him. “Why?”

Jason didn’t answer.

He just stepped closer — not touching me, but close enough that I could feel the heat coming off his chest. That same musky scent hit me again: something warm and worn-in, like old sweat and soap and skin. Not cologne. Just him. Clean in the way that stays with your clothes after a hug.

I held my breath.

He was close enough to kiss me.

Not doing it.

But so close I could feel the possibility hanging there between us — thick, electric, waiting. My chin tipped up, unthinking. My lips parted just slightly. My body leaned in without permission.

Jason’s eyes flicked to my mouth.

Then back to my eyes.

And he smiled — that slow, patient smile like he already knew exactly how I tasted.

He leaned in just enough to let his voice graze my skin.

“Call me if it goes down again,” he murmured.

Then he turned and walked out — like it hadn’t taken everything in me not to follow.



I closed the door. Locked it. Leaned back against it and exhaled.

I should’ve been thinking about Adam.

But all I could feel was the damp heat between my thighs and the image of Jason — crouched on my floor, smirking like he could smell the want on my skin.

And that night, when I slid my hand down beneath the sheets, it wasn’t Adam’s name that slipped from my lips.

It was his.

Jason.


Chapter 3: New Year’s Mistake

New Year’s Eve came faster than I expected.

LiveFrame had rented out an entire rooftop bar in East Austin. Strings of Edison bulbs, neon signs, and champagne flutes arranged like they were expecting tech bros to pretend they liked Prosecco. I showed up in a black wrap dress and heels that pinched, half-hoping Jason wouldn’t notice how long I’d taken to do my eyeliner.

He noticed.

“Damn, California,” he said, his eyes grazing over me like a second skin. “You clean up dangerous.”

I smiled, but it felt dangerous too. This whole thing did. I could already feel the heat rising behind my knees — and I hadn’t even touched the tequila yet.



The drinks were free. That was my first mistake.

My second was tequila. Specifically, three shots of it.

By the time the countdown started, I was warm all over, my skin tingling beneath my dress like it didn’t quite belong to me. Jason was standing behind me near the DJ booth, his breath near my ear as the crowd chanted, Ten, nine, eight…

“Who you kissing at midnight?” he asked, voice deep and low.

I turned, dizzy from the shots and his scent — cedarwood and smoke.

“I haven’t decided,” I said, trying to sound casual, like my thighs weren’t pressed tight just from being near him.

“Decide soon,” he said, brushing a knuckle against my bare arm. “Clock’s ticking.”

Three. Two. One.

Cheers erupted. Music blasted.

Someone popped a bottle. I screamed — laughed. And then Jason’s hands were on my waist, pulling me into him. Not for a kiss.

For a dance.



We didn’t kiss that night.

But his hands stayed on my hips. And mine on his chest. And we danced like we were the only two people on the rooftop. Everyone else blurred into movement and sweat and noise.

At some point, someone passed me another drink. I took it. Dumb. Stupid. But my body was buzzing, my head light, and the way Jason held my gaze made me feel like gravity had changed its mind.

We left the party together.

He called an Uber. I don’t remember what we said on the way down. Or if we said anything.

The only thing I remember — truly, vividly — is his hand resting on my thigh during the ride. Fingers gentle, just enough pressure to remind me he was there. That I was choosing this.

And then—

Black.



I woke up to morning light slicing across my room.

My head throbbed.

My mouth was dry.

My body… was naked.

I sat up fast.

Jason was beside me. Also naked. Asleep on his side, one arm bent under the pillow, the other across his chest. His back rose and fell slowly. Calmly. Like he belonged there.

My first instinct was panic.

The second?

A strange, shameful throb between my legs.

I pulled the blanket tighter around me and let my heart race as I tried to piece the night back together. I remembered the club. The music. His hand on my waist. The Uber. The thigh touch. And then—

Nothing.

“Jason,” I said quietly, then louder. “Jason.”

He stirred, rolled onto his back, eyes still bleary with sleep.

“Morning,” he said, voice hoarse and too damn sexy for the situation.

“What the hell happened?”

He sat up slowly, scratching his jaw. “You don’t remember?”

“No.”

He exhaled. “Relax. We didn’t fuck.”

That… threw me.

“You were gone the moment we got inside. Like, gone-gone. You started undressing yourself and pulled me into bed. We made out. Heavy. I touched you a little. But when I realized how far gone you were, I stopped. You passed out.”

My face flushed.

“Touched me how?”

Jason looked at me, serious now. “I sucked your nipples, if that’s what you want to know. Fingered you for a bit. You were moaning my name. But I didn’t go further. You were too far gone. I wouldn’t… not like that.”

I stared at him.

Shame. Guilt. Relief. And something else.

Something that made my thighs clench again under the blanket.

He saw it. I know he did.

He looked away. Gave me space.

“I’ll head out,” he said, already standing, already pulling on his jeans. “Wasn’t trying to trap you, Vanessa. I just didn’t want to leave you alone. You gave me your keys.”

I didn’t say anything. I just watched him dress — watched the way his back muscles moved, the line of his hips, the faint bruises on his neck that matched where I must have pulled him the night before.

As he walked to the door, he turned.

“For what it’s worth, you’re even sexier when you sleep.”

Then he was gone.



The room was quiet.

And I sat there, wrapped in a blanket, unable to decide if I felt violated or protected.

I reached for my phone, still on the nightstand. Two missed calls from Adam. A text that said, Happy New Year, babe. I miss you.

I didn’t reply.

Because I didn’t know what to say.

All I could think about was Jason’s voice, Jason’s fingers, Jason’s mouth.

And the fact that I had moaned his name, even in my sleep.


Chapter 4: Aftermath

I didn’t talk to Jason all week.

Not on Slack. Not in person. Not even a glance across the open office.

I buried myself in bug reports and sprint boards, stayed glued to my headphones, ate lunch alone, and made sure I left exactly at six. I couldn’t even look at the espresso machine anymore — not without remembering the way his fingers felt curled inside me.

I replayed that morning every night.

The warmth of his body beside mine.
The way my nipples still ached where he’d sucked them.
The quiet guilt of not remembering how good it must have felt.

But mostly, I thought about how… safe he’d been.

He could’ve taken everything.

He didn’t.

That was almost worse.



It was Friday when he finally cornered me.

I’d stayed late, finishing up a Jira ticket I didn’t care about just so I could avoid the awkward elevator crowd. The office was nearly empty. I slipped my laptop into my tote, smoothed down my blouse, and headed toward the lift.

He was waiting by the glass wall, arms folded, eyes unreadable.

“Vanessa.”

I froze.

The elevator pinged. I didn’t move.

Jason stepped closer. His voice was low, but not soft.

“You gonna avoid me forever, California?”

“I’m not avoiding you,” I said, too quickly.

“Right. You just stopped speaking to me the moment I didn’t fuck you.”

I felt my throat tighten. “That’s not what—”

He stepped even closer. Close enough to feel the warmth of his chest through the space between us. Close enough to smell that same clean cedar scent I hated myself for craving.

“I didn’t do anything wrong, Vanessa.”

“I know.”

“I respected you.”

“I know.”

“Then why do you look like you’re still deciding if you should hate me or fuck me?”

My breath caught.

He tilted his head, watching me. “You wanna know what I remember about that night?”

I didn’t answer.

“I remember the way you pulled my hand between your legs. I remember your breath on my neck. I remember your mouth saying my name like it belonged to you. I remember your body — open, wet, aching for me — and I remember stopping because I knew you wouldn’t forgive me if I didn’t.”

Silence.

I felt something shift inside me. Like my body wasn’t mine anymore. Like the air had gone thick with sex and shame and something that felt a little like surrender.

Jason leaned in, lips grazing my ear.

“But you still want it. Don’t you?”

Still no words.

I didn’t nod.

I didn’t shake my head.

I just looked at him — wide-eyed, burning, breathing through parted lips.

And that was all he needed.



“Come on.”

His voice was different now. Lower. Certain.

I followed.

We didn’t talk as we rode down the elevator. His shoulder brushed mine once. I felt it everywhere. By the time we got to the garage, my hands were already sweating.

He unlocked the bike — a black Ducati, all matte edges and quiet growl — and tossed me a helmet.

“No excuses this time,” he said, strapping his on.

I stood there, helmet in hand, nerves tangled up with arousal.

“This isn’t a good idea,” I whispered.

He swung one leg over the seat and looked at me, jaw tight.

“I know.”

I climbed on behind him anyway.

My arms wrapped around his waist. My thighs pressed against his. And as the engine roared to life beneath us, I leaned in and pressed my cheek to his back.

This time, I wasn’t drunk.
This time, I wasn’t confused.
This time, I was choosing it.

And it felt like the most honest thing I’d done all year.


Chapter 5: First Time

Jason’s loft was dim, spare, masculine.

No clutter. No art. Just concrete walls, exposed beams, and the faint scent of sandalwood and sex. I stood near the entry, heart thudding, arms still wrapped around myself from the ride.

Jason tossed his keys in a bowl by the door and turned to me.

Neither of us said a word.

He walked forward slowly — not looming, not aggressive — just confident. Like he’d already undressed me with his eyes and was now ready to see the real thing.

I didn’t move.

I just breathed.

He stopped a foot in front of me and reached up, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers grazed my cheek.

“You’re shaking.”

“I know,” I whispered.

He didn’t ask if I wanted this.

He didn’t have to.

He just took my tote gently from my shoulder, set it down, and unbuttoned the top of my blouse. Then the second. Then the third. His fingers were patient. Steady. His eyes never left mine.

When he slipped the fabric off my shoulders, I didn’t stop him.

His hands moved behind me, fingers sure and unhurried. When the clasp of my bra gave with a soft click, I exhaled — not out of fear, but relief. Like I’d been holding something tense and private inside me, and now it was finally allowed to let go.

The straps slid down my arms, catching briefly at my elbows before falling away — quiet, effortless, like the moment had already decided itself.

I stood there, bare-chested, breath shallow, heart thudding hard beneath my ribs.

Jason didn’t rush.

He let his eyes move over me first — not in a greedy way, but slow. Intent. Like he was taking inventory of something sacred.

Then he reached up, both hands warm and steady, and cupped my breasts.

Not playfully. Not aggressively.

Just owned them.

His palms were warm — not rough, but not soft either. Just enough texture to make my skin feel suddenly more sensitive. The contrast against my skin made my back arch almost involuntarily. My nipples hardened under his touch — not because he pinched or teased, but because the weight of his hands, the way he held me, was enough to send heat curling down between my legs.

He stroked his thumbs over the curves, then circled around each nipple, slow and deliberate. I gasped — a soft, sharp sound I wasn’t expecting. My thighs pressed together on instinct. I could already feel how soaked I was.

Jason glanced up at me — not to ask for permission, but to watch what he was doing to me. Like he wanted to memorize every twitch, every breath, every flush in my cheeks.

When he leaned in and kissed the space between my breasts — low, just above my sternum — my whole body clenched.

He didn’t fumble, didn’t hesitate. Just moved like a man who knew what he wanted — and how to take it.

He dropped to his knees in front of me, fingers sliding beneath the waistband of my jeans.

“Tell me to stop,” he murmured, voice rough.

I didn’t.



I stood there — naked for the first time in front of a man — my thighs trembling, my nipples tight, my arms unsure of where to rest.

Jason stood, finally, and began undressing. Slowly. Like he wanted me to see all of it.

First his shirt, revealing that chest I’d only glimpsed through tight tees. Then his belt, his jeans. When he pulled down his briefs, I sucked in a breath.

He was hard. Already.

Thick. Dark. Black and beautiful.

The kind of cock that made you blink once — then look again.

It hung heavy. Proud.

The base thick and rooted, curving slightly toward him like it had purpose. Like it knew exactly what it was made for. Smooth skin stretched tight over girth I hadn’t imagined right. Not even close.

At the tip, a single bead of moisture clung — clear, swollen, perfectly still. Like it had been waiting. Quiet, but certain.

It easily towered over Adam’s — darker, fuller, meaner in the best way. Where Adam was pale and slender and pink — cute, almost — Jason’s cock looked stunning.  Long. Meaty. Bold. Brash.  Like it already knew exactly where it belonged.

I looked away, flustered — heat blooming in my cheeks, in my chest, between my thighs. But Jason didn’t smirk. Didn’t tease. He just stepped in closer, warm and steady, and placed my hand flat against his chest.

“Breathe,” he said.

And I did.

But not calmly. Not slowly.

Because all I could think about was the weight of his cock — how it would feel inside me. The stretch. The press. The way I already ached for it before he’d even touched me there.



We lay down on his low bed. The sheets smelled like him — clean, male, faintly woodsy.

Jason kissed me slowly. Deeply. His tongue moved like it had nowhere else to be. He tasted like the night — warm, steady, heady. His hands roamed over my hips, my ribs, the dip of my lower back.

I moaned into his mouth when he sucked gently on my bottom lip.

And then he moved lower.

His mouth slid along my collarbone, down the valley between my breasts. He kissed each nipple, sucked softly, then with more hunger. When he grazed them with his teeth, my back arched. A noise escaped my throat I’d never heard before.

“Jason…” I whispered, already trembling.

He didn’t stop.

His tongue traced a slow line down my stomach, past my navel. He spread my thighs without a word, as if he already knew how to handle every inch of me. I tried to close them again, panicking, flushed with embarrassment.

“No one’s ever…” I whispered.

He paused. Looked up at me.

“I know.”

“I’m not ready for… that.”

“I’m not fucking you tonight, Vanessa,” he said softly. “Not unless you beg me.”

Then he lowered his head between my legs.



The first touch of his tongue made me gasp.

It wasn’t hurried.
It wasn’t greedy.
It was intentional — warm, wet, and reverent.
Like he’d been thinking about this moment.
Tasting me.

He started slow — planting soft, almost shy kisses along the edges of my folds, each one deliberate. Not aimless. Not performative. Like he was learning me with his mouth, mapping the soft terrain of someone he already wanted to memorize.

Then he licked a long, unbroken line from the base of my slit up to the hood of my clit — and paused there.
Just the tip of his tongue, teasing. Circling. Pressing.

I whimpered.

My hands shot to the sheets, grabbing fistfuls. My hips bucked before I could stop them — instinct, not decision.

Jason moaned. Not theatrically. Not for me.
But from him.
Like my taste had just lit something deep in his gut.

Then he buried his mouth in me.

No hesitation. No mercy.
No need for guidance.
He just devoured — with slow, grinding strokes at first, letting his tongue swirl and press into me like he wanted to know everything, every twitch, every taste, every soft fold and slick pulse.

His tongue moved in rhythms that made no sense and perfect sense at the same time. Fast. Then slow. Then just pressure — hot and firm and steady — exactly where I needed it most. My clit felt swollen, exposed, electric. Like he wasn’t licking a body part — he was pulling something out of my soul.

And then I broke.

I came with a sound I didn’t recognize — loud, gasping, guttural — as if something inside me had been unlatched.
My thighs clamped around his head. My back arched off the bed. My hands flew to his hair.
Still, he didn’t stop.

He licked me through it.
Through the spasms.
Through the shaking.
Through the twitch of my legs and the stuttering breaths that wouldn’t land.

His tongue softened, slowed — not retreating, but savoring. Like he was drinking me. Like my orgasm was something sacred he didn’t want to waste.

By the time I collapsed back onto the mattress — flushed, dazed, completely undone — I could barely feel my legs. I was floating. Melted. My skin buzzed, my breath came in short, stunned gasps.

Jason rose up slowly, lips glistening, eyes dark with something that wasn’t just lust — something deeper. Controlled. Like he was proud of what he’d just done to me.

He leaned over, his mouth just a breath from my cheek.

“Told you,” he murmured, voice low, rough, ruined. “I’m not fucking you tonight.”

He meant it.

He hadn’t come here to fuck me.

He came here to open me. With his mouth. With his patience. With the kind of knowing that goes deeper than cock and skin.

I just lay there — bare, open, unguarded in a way I’d never known.
And he treated me like it mattered.

He kissed my cheek.
Then my collarbone.
Then pulled the blanket over me like I was something precious he didn’t want exposed to the night air.

And then he pulled me into him — chest against my back, his warmth folded around me like a vow — and held me.

No sex.
Just that.

Just him.

And the quiet, unbearable certainty that I wouldn’t forget the feel of his tongue for the rest of my life.



I woke the next morning alone in his bed.

The guilt hit like a wave.

Not because of what we’d done.

But because of how badly I wanted it again.

Because now I knew what my body was capable of.
And I knew Adam — sweet, polite Adam — would never make me feel like this.

Not in a thousand years.


Chapter 6: Broom Closets & Blowjobs

We didn’t talk about that night again.

Not directly. Not in words.

But something had changed. I could feel it every time Jason passed behind me at the office — the way his palm would brush low on my back. The way his eyes stayed on mine a beat too long. The way my breath would hitch whenever I smelled him before I even saw him.

We became experts at pretending.

Pretending we weren’t slowly unraveling each other with every glance. Pretending we weren’t imagining how his mouth had tasted on me. Pretending my thighs didn’t clench under the desk every time I replayed the sound I made when I came for him.

Then, on a Tuesday, he stopped pretending.



I was washing my hands in the office bathroom when he stepped in behind me.

Unapologetic. Calm. Like he belonged there.

He locked the door.

“Jason—”

He pushed me gently against the counter, one hand sliding along my jaw, tilting my chin.

“I think about it every night,” he said, voice low. “The way you tasted. The way you shook.”

I swallowed. My hands were still wet. My heart thundered.

“You said you weren’t going to—”

“I said I wouldn’t fuck you unless you begged.”

He kissed me then. Deep. Demanding. His tongue tasted like heat and trouble and cinnamon gum.

I kissed him back.



After that, we found… places.

Storage closets. The end of the stairwell between floors. The break room after midnight sprints. Empty conference rooms with paper signs taped to the door that said “Design Sync — Do Not Disturb.”

It started small. Just kissing. My hand wrapped around the front of his jeans while his mouth devoured mine. Then one day he unzipped his fly and pulled himself out — thick, dark, already hard.

“You ever suck cock before?” he asked softly.

I flushed. “No.”

He stroked himself once. Twice. “You want to learn?”

I dropped to my knees without answering.



He didn’t rush me.

He showed me where to hold him. How to keep my teeth covered. How to use my tongue at the tip.

“Eyes up,” he’d whisper. “Look at me when you take it.”

And I did.

Every time.

I started getting bolder. My lips slick around his shaft. My tongue flicking under the ridge of his head until he gripped my hair and hissed my name. He never came in my mouth — not yet — but I knew he was close by the way his thighs tightened.

“Good girl,” he’d growl, pulling me off, wiping my mouth with his thumb. “You’re learning.”

And I was.

God help me, I was loving it.



I kept telling myself it wasn’t cheating.

Yes — Adam and I had had sex.
More than once.
But it was always careful. Quick.
We never talked about it afterward.
He’d finish. I’d fake it.
And I’d roll onto my side and tell myself that was enough.
That this was what love looked like.
I was just… exploring. Releasing tension.

But the truth?

The truth was, I’d started waiting for Jason to text. For him to find me after stand-up and murmur, “10th floor copy room. Five minutes.” The thrill of the secrecy made my stomach flip.

I started wearing lipstick that didn’t smudge.

I started trimming myself down there in case he wanted more than just my mouth.

I started wetting my panties at work — sometimes just from a look.

And one night, alone in my bed with my vibrator buzzing softly between my legs, I whispered his name when I came.

Not Adam’s.

Jason.  

Chapter 7: No Going Back

I don’t remember what excuse I gave Adam.

A meeting ran late. A missed call. Some lie I didn’t even rehearse.

What I do remember is the text Jason sent me that afternoon.

“Come over tonight. No more teasing.”

That was all it said.

No emojis. No games. Just a command.

And I obeyed.



His loft was darker than I remembered. A few candles lit. No music. Just silence and the weight of something heavy between us.

Jason opened the door shirtless, barefoot, sweatpants slung low on his hips.

I barely made it past the entryway before he grabbed me by the waist and kissed me hard.

It wasn’t like before. This time he didn’t ask. He didn’t wait.

He kissed like a man who’d waited too long — mouth hungry, fingers urgent, pulling my shirt up, tugging my jeans down.

I gasped when my back hit the wall. His mouth never left mine.

“Tell me to stop,” he murmured, breath hot against my neck.

I didn’t.

Instead, I lifted my arms. Let him strip me.

Let him see everything.



He carried me to the bed.

I was already wet — embarrassingly wet — from the moment his tongue brushed my collarbone.

He took his time.

Mouth on my breasts, sucking until I whimpered.

Fingers between my thighs, slow at first, then faster, curling just right.

I came once before he even got inside me. Loud. Shaking. A little ashamed by how fast it happened.

But Jason didn’t stop.

He wanted more.



When he finally entered me, I cried out — not from pain, but from the myriad of pleasurable sensations.

From the stretch.
From the heat.
From the sudden, undeniable fullness of being taken like that — skin to skin, no barriers, no pretending.
He didn’t ease in.
He claimed.
Thick, deliberate, slow enough to feel every inch — but deep enough to knock the breath out of my lungs.

“Fuck,” he groaned, voice guttural, breaking.
“You feel… fuck.”

His forehead dropped to mine.
His hands locked beneath my hips.
And then he pressed in deeper — hips grinding forward until he was completely inside me.
So deep I swore I could feel him in my chest.

I gasped.
My mouth opened but no words came.
Just that hot, helpless sound a woman makes when she knows —
this is different.
This is real.
This is the moment everything changes.

I wrapped my legs around him — tight, instinctive — like my body already knew it didn’t want to let go.
My heels dug into his back.
My lips found his neck, and I moaned there — quiet, desperate, already drunk on the weight of him inside me.

I tried not to think about Adam.
About what this meant.
About how far gone I already was.

But my body didn’t care.

My pussy clenched around Jason like it already knew who it belonged to.

Like it was holding him there — daring him to move.
He didn’t speak.
Just looked down at me, breath heavy, eyes dark, like he was deciding how to ruin me next.



Then he flipped me onto all fours.
His hands rough on my hips, his breath hot behind me.
And then he drove back in.
Slow at first — deep, grinding strokes that made my elbows buckle and my mouth fall open.
Then faster.
Harder.
His hips slapping against the backs of my thighs, the sharp sting of skin meeting skin echoing through the room.
One hand gripped my waist.
The other?
Came down hard across my ass — a sound, a jolt, a warning.
And then he leaned in. Close enough that I could feel his lips against my ear.
And he began to whisper filth I didn’t know I needed.

“You were made for this.”
“Look at you — moaning like a bitch in heat.”
“You love being filled like this, fucking slut.”
“Your boyfriend ever fuck you like this?”

I whimpered.
Everything inside me clenched — not just from the stretch, but from the shame curling hot in my chest.
I opened my mouth, and truth spilled out.

“No,” I breathed. “No one ever has.”

“Damn right.”

He fucked me harder.
Meaner.
Like he wanted to etch himself into the deepest part of me — so no one else could ever touch me without reminding me of this night.
Of him.

Then suddenly, he pulled out.
Flipped me again — like I weighed nothing.
Lifted my legs onto his shoulders and slammed back into me.
This time deeper.
So deep I cried out, fingers scrabbling at the sheets as my entire body rocked with the rhythm he set.
No control.
No escape.
Just his cock pounding into me with a purpose that felt almost cruel in its precision — hitting that spot over and over until I couldn’t tell where I ended and he began.

And when I came — the second time, maybe the third — I broke.
Not loud.
Not messy.
Just tears.
Spilling silently down my cheeks, uninvited, unstoppable.
Not from pain.
But from the unbearable rightness of it.
From the guilt.
From the fact that I didn’t want him to stop.
From knowing I was already gone.

Jason saw.
Of course he did.
He slowed his thrusts.
Leaning over me.
His hand came up to my face — warm, tender — and with his thumb, he wiped the tear away.

“You okay?”

I nodded.
Because I didn’t know how to say what I was feeling.
Didn’t know how to confess that I’d just crossed a line I couldn’t uncross.
That I’d just let another man break me open — and I loved it.

But I wasn’t okay.
Because in that moment — stretched wide under him, ruined, pulsing, and thick with guilt — I knew.

I’d never go back.



I nodded.
Because I didn’t know how to say what I was feeling.
Didn’t know how to confess that I’d just crossed a line I couldn’t uncross.
That I’d just let another man break me open — and I loved it.
But I wasn’t okay.
Because in that moment — stretched wide under him, ruined, pulsing, and thick with guilt — I knew.
I’d never go back.



And then it happened.

Jason’s rhythm shifted.
His thrusts grew shorter, sharper — his breath ragged in my ear.
He grunted low in his chest, jaw clenched so tight I could see the strain in his neck, feel it in his hands gripping my hips like they were the only thing anchoring him to this world.

“Fuck—” he growled, deep and guttural, like the word had torn itself from his lungs.
“Fuck, I’m gonna… fuuuuckk… Vanessssaaaaahhh—”
His eyes squeezed shut, teeth bared, face twisted in pleasure as he came hard inside me.

His body went taut — every muscle seizing.
His cock swelled inside me.
And then he buried himself one final time, all the way in — deep, full, no space left between us — and came.

I felt him pulse deep inside me — hot and thick — and my pussy clenched around him, like my body was trying to hold him in.

His mouth dropped open against my shoulder, his teeth grazing skin, no grace left in him now.
Just raw release — gasping, grinding, emptying himself into me with a sound that was halfway between a moan and a growl.
One of his hands fisted the sheets. The other clutched my thigh like he needed something to hold as he spilled.

And I felt it —
The heat.
The essence of him inside me.
Filling me.
Claiming me.

He didn’t pull away.
Didn’t move.

Just collapsed slowly onto me, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his cock still throbbing inside me.



I lay there, tears still drying on my face.
Not because I regretted it.
But because I’d never been fucked like that in my life.
Because something had shifted. Deeply. Permanently.
And now, no matter what I told myself…
There was no undoing it.

Jason’s body was still draped over mine, heavy and warm, his breath slowing against my neck.
I reached up gently, brushing the sweat from his brow with the back of my hand.
His lashes fluttered, eyes still closed.
I kissed him — soft, slow — on the side of his head. A kiss that wasn’t hungry. Wasn’t dirty.
Just… tender.




Chapter 8: Condomless Confession



It hit me while lying in his bed, heart still pounding, thighs still sticky.

We hadn’t used protection.

No condom.
No hesitation.
Just skin. His cock. Inside me.

The realization sank through my chest like a cold, slow weight. My stomach clenched.

I turned slightly and looked at him — Jason — sprawled next to me like nothing had happened, arm behind his head, breath steady.

“Wait,” I said, voice suddenly tight. “We didn’t use anything.”

He didn’t even blink. Just looked over and said, “Yeah.”

That was it.

I sat up a little, wrapping the sheet across my chest.

“Seriously? I mean—fuck—I wasn’t thinking, but you didn’t stop me either.”

He shrugged. “It was heat-of-the-moment.”

I stared at him. “I know. But still... I was stupid. I thought you'd at least—”

Jason sat up, not defensive, just calm. “It’s okay. I’ve got it handled.”

I frowned. “What does that mean?”

He got up, walked to the kitchen like it was just another Tuesday morning. I heard a drawer open. Then another.

A minute later, he came back holding a small, foil-wrapped tablet between two fingers.

Plan B.

He dropped it into my palm and handed me a glass of water.

“Take it now. You’re good,” he said. “I’ll get more tomorrow, just in case.”

I stared at the pill.

“You just keep these around?”

He gave a slow, sheepish smile. “Yeah.”

I looked up at him. “So… you do this with other girls too?”

He didn’t flinch.

“Sometimes.”

My fingers tightened around the pill. “That’s comforting.”

He smirked, rubbing the back of his neck. “Relax. It’s not like I’m running a clinic. My ex left that pack here. She's married now.”

I swallowed hard.

That should’ve been the end of it.

But it wasn’t.



Ten minutes later, we were back in bed.

And this time, I didn’t even pretend to resist.

He rolled over me like a storm returning to familiar ground. His cock already hard again — heavy, thick, unwrapped.

I opened for him. Stupidly. Willingly.

He slid in slower this time, watching my face.

“Still scared?” he asked, his voice low.

I shook my head.
I wasn’t scared.

I was starving.

He started moving — slow, deep strokes that made my toes curl. One hand slid around my neck, not choking, just there, his thumb resting in the hollow of my throat like he was reading my pulse. The other gripped my hip, pulling me into every thrust.

I bit my lip, eyes fluttering. “Fuck…”

He kissed the side of my jaw, dragged his teeth lightly across my ear. “Feel that?” he murmured. “No rubber. Just me.”

I moaned louder than I meant to.

When I came, it hit harder than before — my back arched, thighs trembling. I tried to pull away, my muscles seizing, but he held me in place, kept thrusting through it, deeper, rougher now.

Then I felt it — the second release.

Hot. Inside. Again.

He groaned into my neck as he emptied himself.

And I let him.

Again.



We didn’t speak after.

Not really.

He lay back, breathing heavy, staring at the ceiling like he hadn’t just fucked the risk back into me.

I curled into the sheets, sore, stretched, and filled. His cum warm inside me, the pill already somewhere in my gut, ticking like a silent clock.

He kissed my shoulder once.

Not sweet. Not tender.

Just final. Like a punctuation mark.

And I knew — no matter what I told myself before...

There was no line anymore.

Not between right and wrong.
Not between Adam and Jason.
Not between caution and craving.
Only heat.
Only skin.
Only the way I kept saying yes —
Even when everything inside me whispered no.


Chapter 9: Torn

Sunday night, my phone buzzed just past nine.
Adam 💬
“Can I call you for a bit? Just wanna see your face.”

I stared at the message.

My body still ached.
Jason had fucked me twice before I left his loft —
slow and teasing the first time… rough and greedy the second.
I hadn’t showered.
Hadn’t changed the bedsheets.
Hadn’t even gone to pee.

My pussy was still leaking him.
Thick. Raw. Claimed.
The way he used me…
I might as well be pregnant.

Plan B be damned.

I’d swallowed it after the first round —
then let him stay inside me three more times, deep and reckless.
Each time he moaned into my neck like he knew I wouldn’t stop him.
And I didn’t.

Now Adam wanted to see my face.

I waited four minutes before replying.
“Sure. Gimme 10.”



I threw on a hoodie. Brushed out my hair. Wiped my face clean. Not that there was much to wipe away — just that dull, tender flush that lingered after being used the way Jason used me. After letting him come inside me. Twice.

The screen lit up.

Incoming FaceTime: Adam.

I answered.

His face filled the frame — sweet, tired, warm.

“Hey you.”

“Hi,” I said, trying to smile.

“You look beautiful.”

I almost winced.

He always said that — even when I hadn’t slept, even when I was bloated, even when I didn’t feel it. And now, when I was sitting there in a hoodie with dried cum still in my body.

I forced a soft laugh. “Thanks.”

He looked around. “Where are you?”

“My apartment.”

“Looks cozy.”

“Yeah. It’s fine.”

There was a pause.

He tilted his head. “You okay?”

I nodded. “Just tired. Long weekend.”

Another pause. Too quiet.

Then he said it.

“I miss you.”

I bit my lip.

“I wish I could be there right now,” he added. “Hold you. Just… us on the couch, you in my lap, watching something stupid.”

Tears burned behind my eyes.

I blinked fast, looking up, hoping gravity would keep them in place.

“I miss you too,” I lied.

He smiled.

“I think about you all the time,” he said. “When I’m working. When I make coffee in the morning. It’s like… you’re everywhere.”

A tear slipped down.

I wiped it quickly and turned my face like I was fixing my hair.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

“For what?”

I shook my head. “Nothing. I’m just… emotional lately.”

He nodded. “I get it. New city. Stress. Just remember I’m still here, okay? I love you.”

My stomach twisted.

“I know.”

And then the call ended.



I sat in the dark for a while.

Staring at nothing.

The tears came slowly. Not loud. Not dramatic. Just quiet streaks down my cheeks, one after another.

Not because I missed Adam.

But because I didn’t.

Because the boy I thought I’d build a life with… no longer felt like mine.

Because his love — sweet, soft, safe — didn’t stir anything in me anymore.

Because I’d been opened, licked, filled by another man’s heat, and now nothing soft would satisfy me.

But the worst part?

I didn’t know if I could love Jason either.



He never said the right things.
He didn’t hold me gently.
He didn’t ask if I was okay when he bent me over and pounded the orgasm out of me.
My cunt was a vessel, nothing more — made to take his cock and hold his cum.
But he saw me. The secret version. The hungry version. The Unfiltered version.
And some broken, dirty part of me didn’t want to be fixed anymore.


Chapter 10: The Next Mistake

He texted around 8 PM.

“Need to talk. You home?”

I should’ve said no.

I should’ve asked what it was about. Set boundaries. Made rules.

Instead, I wrote:

“Yeah. Door’s open.”

And then I sat there on the couch in a hoodie, no bra, bare legs. Pretending I didn’t know what I was inviting.



Jason didn’t knock. He walked in like he always did — calm, certain, carrying that thick, coiled heat like it lived just under his skin.

“Hey,” I said, standing slowly.

He looked at me. Not my face. Not first.

His eyes swept down my bare thighs, then up again.

“You miss me?” he asked, voice low.

“I thought you said you wanted to talk.”

He stepped closer.

“I did.”

And then his mouth was on mine.



We didn’t make it to the bed right away.

He pressed me against the wall, one hand on my hip, the other wrapped around the back of my neck. The kiss was rougher this time. Less patient. His tongue tasted like sweat and cinnamon.

He pulled my hoodie up.

No bra.

“Fuck,” he muttered, cupping both breasts in his hands, squeezing them hard. “You wear this for me?”

I didn’t answer.

Didn’t have to.

He already knew.



By the time we made it to the bedroom, I was dripping.

Jason bent me over the edge of the mattress and yanked my shorts down in one motion. No teasing. No prep. He spit on his cock, rubbed the head against my soaked entrance, and slid in all the way.

I gasped — loud.

He fucked me deep. No warm-up. Just raw, punishing thrusts that made the frame of my bed creak.

“This what you needed?” he growled, slamming into me. “After talking to your little boyfriend?”

“Jason—”

He gripped my hair, yanked my head back, whispered against my ear.

“Tell me who this pussy belongs to.”

I whimpered.

He slapped my ass. Hard.

“Say it.”

“You,” I choked.

“Who?”

“You. It’s yours.”

“Damn right.”



He kept me bent over like that. Fucked me like he owned me.
No kissing. No tenderness. Just rough hands gripping my hips, using me like a toy.
Then he flipped me onto my back, legs wide open, and drove into me hard — so hard I felt the pressure in my ribs. My whole body rocked with every thrust.
He slapped my ass again. Bit into my shoulder.
“Mine,” he growled.
“Fucking mine.”
He said it again. Then again.
And in between he called me his slut, his dirty little whore, his cumdump.
I should’ve fought it.
But I didn’t.
Because some desperate, hollow part of me wanted to be those things.
Wanted to be used. Wanted to be taken.
Wanted to be his.

I came twice.
Loud. Shaking. Gone.
My cunt clenching around him like it didn’t want to let go.
And he didn’t pull out.
He held my hips down and stayed buried deep as he came —
hot, hard, pulsing inside me like he was claiming territory.

I lay there, still shaking. Legs open. Used.
And I didn’t close them.



Afterward, I sat on the edge of the bed, trying to catch my breath.

Jason was in the bathroom, running water.

I stood up. Walked to the mirror. Looked at myself.

Hair wild. Mascara smudged. Neck covered in red marks. Lips swollen. My thighs still trembling.

And in my eyes?

Something new.

Something darker.

Something I didn’t recognize.



I used to be soft.
Predictable.
Safe.
Now I was a girl who let a man she wasn’t dating come inside her.
Again.
And again.
A girl who moaned when he called her a good slut. A whore.
A girl who hadn’t told her boyfriend anything — because deep down, she wasn’t sure she wanted to stop.
The sex wasn’t just good.
It was addictive.
The kind that left my legs shaking, my pussy fluttering, my body humming like it had been tuned to his rhythm.
The kind that made everything else feel muted.
And staring into that mirror, with his cum still dripping down my thigh…
I didn’t feel sorry.
I felt alive.


Chapter 11: Silence Has a Taste

I didn’t hear from Jason the next day.

No text. No call. Nothing.

And somehow… that made it worse.

Because I kept checking.

I told myself I wasn’t.

But I was.

I kept rereading his last message — “Your cunt fits my cock so well” — and then remembering the way he bent me over and made me forget every word in my vocabulary.

I didn’t shower that morning. I didn’t change my sheets. I wore a loose tee and underwear that still stuck to me, and opened my laptop like I was going to be productive.

I wasn’t.

Because the moment I clicked into Zoom for our Monday team check-in, Adam called.

FaceTime: Incoming.

Fuck.

I hesitated. Then answered.

“Hey,” I said, sitting up straighter, smoothing my hair.

He looked happy to see me.

“Hey, baby. You free for a bit?”

I nodded. “Meeting got pushed.”

His eyes scanned my screen. “You okay?”

“Yeah. Just tired.”

“You sound far away.”

I smiled — the same one I used in interviews and awkward dinner parties.

“I’m here.”



We talked.

About his week. His professor. The gym.

I added little noises — mhmm, wow, really? — and timed them perfectly between sips of cold coffee.

All the while, my mind wandered.

Not to the conversation.

But to Jason’s voice last night.

To the way his cum felt when it started to leak out after I got off his dick and collapsed.

To the way he whispered mine into my skin, over and over like it was a promise and a threat.

I crossed my legs. Uncrossed them. Tried to focus.

I couldn’t.



At one point, Adam paused.

“I miss you so much, Ness.”

I flinched at the nickname.

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said softly. “I just… yeah.”

I didn’t know what else to say.

Because my body still smelled like someone else.
Because my thighs still hurt when I shifted.
Because my mouth still remembered what his cock tasted like.

And suddenly I knew something.

Silence has a taste.

It tastes like guilt.

Like the aftertaste of moaning someone else’s name while your boyfriend tells you he loves you.

It tastes like forgetting what you used to want… because your body’s already chosen something darker.



Adam was still talking when my phone buzzed.

Jason

“You sore, California? Or you want more tonight?”

I turned my face slightly, away from the camera.

Typed back one word.

“More.”



Adam told me he was proud of me before we hung up.

I didn’t say it back.

I just smiled.

And then I changed my panties.
Switched my bedsheets.
And packed a bag.

I already knew where I’d sleep tonight.


Chapter 12: The Fake Girl

I didn’t plan on creating a fake identity.

It sounds insane when I say it out loud — catfishing my own boyfriend — but that’s not how it started. It started with Jason. With the way he fucked me like I was already his. With the way my guilt for Adam twisted, then morphed into something darker. Something that felt like power.

It was the night after Jason came in me twice. I was sitting on his kitchen counter in his oversized shirt while he cooked something for us — bare chest, damp hair, casual like he hadn’t just rearranged my soul.

And I was staring at him.
At the smooth lines of his back, the taper of his waist.
At his beautiful black butt — two perfect, tight cheeks flexing with every move he made at the stove.
I wanted to sink my teeth into those gorgeous buns.
I wanted to mark him. To grip those hips while he fucked me again.
I wanted to own a piece of him… the way he’d started owning me.

I asked him the question that had been sitting in my throat all day.

“Jason… what’s actually your fantasy?”

He looked up from the pan, eyes darkening like he knew exactly what button I was pressing.

“You really want to know?”
“Yes.”
He stepped between my legs. Gripped my thighs.
“I want to fuck you in front of your boyfriend.”

I laughed. Nervously. “You’re out of your mind.”

“No,” he said. “I’m just honest.”

Honest.

The thing Adam never was. The thing I wasn’t either.

Jason kissed me — deep, slow, claiming — and when he pulled away, my breath was already shaking.

“You’re telling me you’ve never thought about it?” he murmured against my mouth. “Him watching while I use you?”

I should have said no. Instead, my thighs pressed tighter around him.

He smirked like he heard my answer without me speaking.

“Thought so.”

I didn’t sleep that night. Not because of guilt — but because the idea wouldn’t leave my body. It buzzed under my skin like a secret waiting to hatch. Jason fucking me while Adam watched helplessly? Me moaning for someone else while my boyfriend could only sit there and take it?

It was fucked up. Cruel. Wrong.

It was also the hottest thing I’d ever imagined.



How the fake profile happened

Two nights later, after a glass of wine and a spiral of bad decisions, Jason sent me a text:

Jason:
If you want this fantasy, you need to know whether your boy can handle it.

I didn’t respond.

Jason:
Make a new account. A new girl. Talk to him. See who he is when he’s not performing for you.

My stomach tightened.

Vanessa:
You’re insane. Why would I do that?

Jason:
Because he’s hiding things from you. And you want the truth.
And because you’re turned on.

I stared at those words way too long.

He was right about all three.

So I did it.

That night, I created a new profile on Discord under a name that didn’t exist — Marissa James. Blonde avatar. Soft makeup. Tech girl vibes. Nothing too obvious. Someone Adam would feel “safe” with. Someone he’d never suspect.

I felt dirty. Excited. Sick. Alive.

I added him from the new username.

He accepted in five minutes.

Five.

He never accepted my messages that fast.

My pulse spiked.

Marissa:
Hey, saw you in the Austin Startups channel — didn’t mean to add you if that was weird.

Adam:
No no it’s cool! Are you in the group too?

The speed.
The energy.

He’d never messaged me like that — not his actual girlfriend.

Something in my chest went cold.
Something lower went warm.



Week One: The Hook

I didn’t flirt. Not at first. Just “casual tech chat.” Startups. UI trends. Memes. Safe shit.

But Adam kept the conversation going longer than he ever did with me. It stung, even though I was the one creating the trap.

By the third day he was opening up about his stress, his parents, his loneliness. Things he barely said to me.

By the fifth day, he asked:

Adam:
So… are you seeing anyone?

My throat dried.

Marissa:
Not really. Talking to someone but… idk. What about you?

He hesitated.

Then typed:

Adam:
Single.

Single.

I felt my stomach fall.
I felt Jason’s prediction rise.

My hands shook — with anger or arousal, I couldn’t tell.



Week Two: The Turn

Jason and I fucked that weekend — hard, sweaty, in his shower, on the floor, like we were trying to erase the world outside. Afterward, while lying on his chest, I told him everything.

He didn’t even look surprised.

“He’ll open up,” Jason said. “Men always do when they think no one’s watching.”

“So what do I do now?”
“Push him.”
“How?”
Jason smirked. “Ask him his fantasies.”

My entire body flamed.



The Question

Monday night, I logged into Discord.

Marissa:
This is kind of embarrassing but… what’s your biggest sexual fantasy?

He took a long time typing.
Then:

Adam:
Promise you won’t judge me?
Marissa:
Cross my heart.

Another long pause.

Adam:
I’ve always wanted to watch my girlfriend with another guy.

My breath left my body.

Words blurred on the screen.
My ears rang.

I didn’t know whether to cry, laugh, or slide my hand between my legs.

He continued:

Adam:
I’d never actually do it. But the idea of seeing her moan for someone else… idk. It kind of gets to me.

The room tilted.

Jason had been right.

Adam wasn’t innocent.
He wasn’t oblivious.
He had a kink — one he’d never told me.

And now?

Now I could use it.



The Shift

Jason called me when I sent him the screenshot.

“See?” he said, voice low, satisfied. “He wants this. He just didn’t know how to tell you.”

My voice trembled. “So what do we do now?”

“We give him what he wants,” Jason said. “But on our terms.”

I closed my eyes.

My thighs pressed together.

Something inside me — guilt, desire, power — twisted into something unrecognizable.

Marissa disappeared.
Vanessa remained.

And for the first time…
I felt like I held all the strings.


Chapter 13: The Confession Game

I didn’t sleep the night Adam confessed his fantasy.

Not because I was shocked — but because of how fast the confession undid me. How quickly my body reacted. How easily my guilt flipped into something sharper, something almost… triumphant.

He wanted to watch his girlfriend with another guy.

I already was with another guy.

Jason’s words echoed in my head on repeat:

"Use it. He gave you the door. Now walk him through it."

So I did.

Or at least, I started.



The next afternoon, I FaceTimed Adam.

I made sure the lighting was harsh, slightly unflattering — the kind that made my expression look tighter, angrier. Jason would’ve laughed at how calculated it was.

Adam picked up instantly, smiling the way he always did when he saw my face.

I didn’t smile back.

His smile faltered.

“Hey… Ness? What’s wrong?”

I held up my phone, letting him see the edge of a screenshot. Not the whole thing — just enough to make his heart drop.

“What is this, Adam?”

He squinted. “What—wait, is that from Discord? Why do you… how do you—”

“Don’t ask me stupid questions,” I snapped. “Just answer me. Why are you telling some random girl these things? Why are you calling yourself single?”

His face drained of color so fast, I almost felt bad.

Almost.

“Vanessa… it was just flirting. I wasn’t—it wasn’t real. You know I love you.”

“You told her a fantasy you never told me.”

“I didn’t want you to think I’m… weird.”

“Weird?” I repeated. “You wanted to watch your girlfriend get fucked.”

He winced at the harshness of it. I saw his throat move when he swallowed.

“It was just… a stupid thing. A guy thing. A passing thought.”

“No,” I said, quieter now. “It wasn’t passing. You described it in detail.”

I watched him crumble.
His shoulders dropped.
His eyes softened with panic.

“Baby… please. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said any of it. I shouldn’t have messaged her.”

“She asked if you had a girlfriend. And you said no.”

He shut his eyes like the shame was too heavy to hold.

“I messed up,” he whispered. “I know I did.”

There it was — the moment the entire power dynamic shifted.

I could feel it physically, like a click inside my chest.

I wasn’t cornered anymore.
He was.



I didn’t speak for ten seconds.

Ten very long, suffocating seconds.

Adam leaned closer to the camera. “Ness… please say something.”

“I don’t know what to say,” I whispered. “I can tolerate everything but not cheating. I feel humiliated”

“Don’t say that,” he begged. “Please. That’s the last thing I want.”

I tilted my head, letting my silence stretch just a little more. He was unraveling. I could see it.

“When were you going to tell me?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Never. I didn’t want to freak you out. It’s just a fantasy.”

“Then why hide it from me? Why tell a stranger?”

His voice cracked. “Because it’s easier to confess to someone you don’t love.”

I felt that line in my stomach — sharp, hot, unfairly intimate.

It stunned me into honesty.

“You could’ve told me, Adam,” I said, softer now. “You could’ve trusted me with it.”

His eyes glistened, and for a split second, guilt threatened to return.

But then I remembered how easily he’d lied.
How he’d said he was single.
How he’d told “Marissa” every spicy detail he never told me.

Guilt turned to something else — something hotter.

Control.



I pretended to breathe shakily. Like I was deciding something impossible.

“Adam,” I said quietly, “there’s only one way I can even think about forgiving you.”

He froze.
Hope sparked in his eyes.

“What—whatever it is, Ness, I’ll do it.”

“I need to understand what you fantasized about. The real version. Without lies.”

He hesitated. “I… I don’t know if I can say it to your face.”

“You already said it to someone else.”

Oof. He felt that.

He exhaled slowly. “Okay. Fine. I’ll say it.”

My pulse kicked.

“I want… I always wondered what it would be like to see you with someone else,” he said. “Not emotionally. Just physically. Just… watching you feel good. Watching you lose control.”

My thighs pressed together.

“And you wanted to see that in real life?” I asked.

He swallowed. “No. No, Ness. It was just a kink. A fantasy.”

“But if it happened,” I murmured, “you’d watch.”

His breath hitched.

“I… maybe,” he whispered. “If you wanted it too.”



I leaned in so the camera could catch the edge of my expression — not forgiving, not angry.

Just thoughtful.

Dangerously thoughtful.

“So if I ever… hypothetically… wanted to do something like that,” I said slowly, “you wouldn’t hate me?”

He shook his head instantly. “No. God, no. I’d never hate you.”

“You’d still love me?”
“Yes.”
“You’d still want to be with me?”
“Yes.”
“And you’d watch?”
He gulped. 
“…yes.”

The room went silent.

I let the weight of that answer settle between us.

I could hear Jason’s voice in my head, calm and amused:

“There’s your green light, California.”

I smiled — small, secret, unreadable.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Then we’ll talk about this… soon.”

He exhaled shakily, relief flooding his features.

“Thank you,” he breathed.

But he had no idea what he was thanking me for.

He thought we were repairing trust.

He didn’t realize I was already planning the night Jason would split me open while Adam watched from a screen — helpless, erect, ashamed, and completely mine to break.


Chapter 14: Bait to Hook

I didn’t contact Adam for a few days after that call. I wanted to let the silence do its work. I wanted him nervous, confused, wondering if he’d blown everything. And he did exactly what I knew he would—sent long apologetic texts, voice notes filled with guilt, “please don’t hate me” emojis like he was 21 again and hadn’t just handed me the keys to the darkest room in his mind.

I stayed quiet. But Jason didn’t.

“You’ve got him wrapped,” he said, lying beside me in bed, lazily stroking my thigh while I scrolled through Adam’s texts. “Now it’s time to let him feel the hook.”

“The hook?” I asked, biting my lip.

Jason smiled without looking at me. “Make him think this is all his fault. That if it happens, it’s because he wanted it. Not you.”

Something about the way he said that made me clench.

So I waited one more night. Then called Adam just after midnight, when I knew he’d be home, probably staring at his phone, praying I’d say something.

He picked up in one ring. “Vanessa?”

I didn’t say anything for a few seconds. Just breathed.

“I can’t stop thinking about what you said,” I whispered. “About your fantasy.”

His breath hitched. “Yeah?”

“You really meant it?”

He hesitated. “I don’t know. I guess. I’ve just never told anyone before.”

I curled deeper into Jason’s sheets. “What if I said I was curious?”

There was silence. Then:

“I’d want to talk about it. Make sure it’s not a trap.”

I smiled. “It’s not a trap. It’s… complicated. But maybe. I don’t know. You’re not the only one who gets curious, Adam.”

I let that hang.

“You’re serious?” he asked, voice lower now. “You’re actually thinking about it?”

“I said maybe.”

I could almost hear his dick hardening on the other end of the line.

We talked until two in the morning. I gave just enough detail to keep him hooked. Told him about “a guy at work” who flirts with me. Said I wasn’t sure what I felt. Said I felt guilty even thinking about it—but I couldn’t stop. I didn’t say Jason’s name. But I described him in slow, soft layers. His voice. His hands. His confidence. I could hear Adam’s breathing change. He was hard. He didn’t say it, but I knew.

Then I twisted the knife.

“I don’t want to lie to you. If something ever did happen… if I ever let someone touch me, I think I’d want you to see it.”

He didn’t respond.

I pressed my mouth to the speaker and said it softly, like a confession.

“Would you watch me, Adam?”

Still nothing.

Just his breath.

Then:

“Yes.”

That was the moment.

That was the exact second I felt the power shift completely into my lap.

I hung up soon after. Jason was already hard beside me. He didn’t say a word. Just rolled on top of me and slid in without warning, without a condom, like he already owned me. I moaned before he was even fully inside. Every stroke felt heavier now. More final. More real.

When I came that night, I wasn’t thinking about guilt anymore.

I was thinking about how long Adam would last before breaking.

I was thinking about the laptop camera I’d aim at the bed.

I was thinking about how good it would feel when Jason finally fucked me while Adam watched.

And I wasn’t even pretending to feel bad about it.


Chapter 15: The Setup

I told Adam it would be casual.

Just drinks. Just a coworker. Nothing to worry about.

“I’ll keep the camera on,” I said lightly, like it wasn’t a big deal. “Just so you know I’m safe.”

He hesitated. “Won’t he notice?”

“No,” I lied. “I’ll bury it under some clothes. He won’t see a thing.”

I watched the three dots on my screen while he typed and deleted his reply three times.

Then finally:

“Okay.”

I didn’t reply right away. I wanted that uncertainty to stew. I wanted him to imagine every possible version of the night — the innocent one, the slutty one, the one where his girlfriend forgets he exists while someone else makes her come.

He didn’t know which one was real.

He didn’t know they all were.

Jason arrived at 9:42.

He wore a fitted black tee and jeans that sat low on his hips. His scent hit me the second he walked in — clean, masculine, already mine.

“You good?” he asked, brushing his hand across my hip.

“I’m good,” I said. “Camera’s on.”

That made him smile. That slow, infuriating, dominant smile that always made my legs go soft.

“You nervous?”

“A little.”

He leaned in close. “You should be.”

We sat on the couch for a while, pretending. Talking about work, playing music low, sipping drinks that neither of us cared about. The laptop was propped on the dresser in the corner of the bedroom. Just enough clothes piled in front of it to make it look like an accident. The camera light was off. Only the lens could see us — and Adam, wherever he was, could see everything.

Jason leaned over and kissed me mid-sentence.

It wasn’t soft.

It was a claiming kiss. The kind that warned me it was too late to change my mind. His tongue pushed past my lips, his hands gripped my thighs, and when I tried to pull back, he held me tighter.

“Don’t fight it,” he whispered. “You’re already his fantasy.”

I didn’t respond.

I couldn’t.

He stood, pulled me up, and led me toward the bedroom.

I saw the laptop light blink once as I walked past.

Part of me wanted to turn it off. Close the lid. Shut this down before it got real.

But I didn’t.

I stripped off my hoodie. Took off my bra slowly, like I wasn’t being watched. Like this was just another night with Jason.

He kissed my shoulder. My neck. Then my breast, pulling my nipple into his mouth like he knew exactly how to break me open.

I moaned before I could stop it.

Jason didn’t speak.

He just pushed me gently to the bed, peeled my leggings off, and looked up at me with those steady, unreadable eyes.

Then he pulled his shirt off.

Then his pants.

Then his boxers.

I didn’t need to fake anything.

My body was already soaked.

He didn’t waste time.

One hand cupped my throat while the other pushed my legs apart. His mouth went straight to my pussy — hungry, loud, messy. I arched off the mattress, forgetting the camera, forgetting Adam, forgetting my name.

When Jason licked me the second time, I came.

Hard.

It hit too fast. I grabbed the sheets, bit my lip, and shook through it while he moaned against me.

He was hard by the time he crawled up my body.

“Condom?” he asked, even though he knew the answer.

I shook my head.

He slid in slowly, deliberately, watching my face.

“You want him to see this?” he whispered.

I didn’t answer.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” I breathed.

Jason started to fuck me.

Long, slow strokes. Deep. Unforgiving. My body curled around his like it belonged there.

I knew what Adam was seeing — my legs spread, my eyes rolled back, my mouth open in a soundless gasp as Jason filled me, stretched me, owned me.

“Look at you,” Jason growled in my ear. “You’re showing off for him.”

I moaned louder.

He fucked me harder.

Every thrust made the mattress creak. Every slap of skin echoed like a threat.

I reached back, dug my nails into Jason’s ass, and pulled him deeper.

He flipped me.

Bent me over the bed. Fucked me like an animal.

“You think he’s jerking off?” Jason whispered.
“I don’t care,” I breathed, already shaking.
“I do,” he growled. “I want him to come while watching his girl get ruined.”

I gasped.

Jason grabbed my hair, yanked my head back. His breath seared against my neck.
“Don’t hold back,” he murmured. “Say what you’re feeling. Let him hear it.”

I looked over my shoulder, toward the glowing laptop screen.
My voice trembled — with heat, guilt, power.

“You feel so fucking good inside me… oh god…”
“This is what I needed.”
“You’re filling me so deep…

Jason groaned behind me — that low, possessive sound that meant he was close.
He slammed into me three more times.
Then he came.
Deep. Hard. Buried.
He didn’t pull out.

I collapsed onto the bed, face down, shaking. His cum started dripping down my thigh almost immediately.

He left the room without a word.

I didn’t close the laptop.

I let Adam see everything.

Me. Sprawled. Fucked. Marked.

The light on the laptop stayed on for another ten minutes.

Then it blinked out.

And just like that, it was done.


Chapter 16: Afterburn

I didn’t sleep that night.
Not because I was shaken.
Because I wasn’t.

I lay in bed naked, sticky, stretched open, and absolutely still. Jason had left after round two. Quiet. No goodbye. Just a low slap on my ass and a grin like a man who knew he’d won.

The sheets were a mess. My thighs were damp. The scent of him was everywhere.

I didn’t wash it off.
I just lay there and waited for my phone to light up.

It did at 3:07 a.m.

Adam:
Can we talk? Please.

I ignored it.

Four more messages came in over the next hour.

“I’m sorry.”
“Are you okay?”
“That was a lot.”
“I didn’t know it would feel like that.”

I still said nothing.

By morning, he’d called five times.
I let it ring.

I showered slowly.
Made coffee.
Stood by the window and drank it while I watched the people downstairs live normal lives.

When I finally called him back, he answered in half a ring.

“Vanessa—”

I cut him off. “Did you watch the whole thing?”

He didn’t speak.

“Did you come?” I asked, quieter.

“…yes.”

I nodded like I could feel it through the phone. His shame, his heat, his confusion.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“No,” I said honestly. “But I don’t think you are either.”

Silence.

“I didn’t think it would feel like this,” he admitted. “I thought I’d be turned on. And I was. But also… I don’t know. It hurt. But it also made me come harder than I ever have.”

“That’s not nothing,” I said.

He exhaled shakily. “Do you hate me?”

“No.”

“Do you hate yourself?”

I smiled faintly.
“No.”

Another pause.

Then his voice cracked. “I’m sorry, Vanessa. I swear I thought I could handle it, but—fuck—I can’t get it out of my head. His hands on you. The sounds. You moaning like he owned you.”

He was crying now. I could hear it.
A breath hitch, a long silence.

“You didn’t even use protection,” he whispered. “You let him—inside you. Raw.”

“I was going to,” I replied softly. “But I lost track.”
Another pause.
“But no worries—I peed properly. And I took Plan B.”

He swallowed hard. “Still… I can’t lie. It broke me.”

“I think part of you wanted to break me,” I said. “And part of me wanted to be broken. So maybe we got exactly what we both asked for.”

He didn’t respond right away.

“I still love you,” he said quietly.

I believed him.
And I knew it didn’t matter.

Because whatever we had before—whatever soft, simple, safe version of us existed—was gone now.
Burned out. Replaced.

He didn’t know what I was anymore.

But I did.

I was the girl who let another man come inside her while her boyfriend watched from a screen.
The girl who moaned someone else's name loud enough for the mic to pick it up.
The girl who liked it. Who planned it. Who smiled when it was over.

I wasn’t innocent.
I wasn’t sorry.

And when I hung up, I didn’t cry.

I just opened a new tab.
Typed Jason’s name.
Sent him a photo — topless, taken right after he left.
My skin still marked.
My nipples still tight.
Then I typed:
“Still sore ?? Don’t my tits look bigger? You squeezed them so damn much ??.”


Chapter 17: The Lie

I told Adam it was over.

Over text, of course. I didn’t have the guts to do it in person — not the way I’d ended everything else. I just wrote:

“I haven’t talked to Jason since that night. I deleted his number. I want us.”

He replied with a heart emoji and a wall of reassurance.
How proud he was of me.
How lucky he felt.
How maybe now we could really move forward.

I read it three times.

I said I loved him.

Then I switched to WhatsApp and messaged the man I was supposed to be done with:

“Tonight?”

Jason took twenty minutes to reply. I don’t know if that was punishment or just him being himself.

“9:30. My place. No talking.”

I didn’t even shower.

I just changed panties, put on lip gloss, and told Adam I was tired and heading to bed early.
He sent a kissy face.

I turned off the lights, waited fifteen minutes, then slipped on jeans and left through the back.

It was too easy.

—

Jason didn’t look up when I let myself in. He was in the kitchen drinking water from the bottle, shirtless, calm like this wasn’t the last time I’d ever be in his apartment.

“I’m getting married,” I said quietly.

He turned, leaned on the counter, took one look at me, and said: “No you’re not.”

I swallowed. “He proposed last night.”

Jason looked me over. I hated how slow his eyes were. How steady. How warm my thighs got even when he said nothing.

“Let me guess,” he said finally. “You told him you wanted a clean slate. Said you’d changed. You’d grown. You were sorry.”

I said nothing.

“Did you mean any of it?” he asked.

Still nothing.

He took a step forward, the water bottle still in his hand.

“You came here to say goodbye, is that it?”

I nodded.

He took another step. Then another. Until he was in front of me. Until his hand slid down the curve of my waist like he was checking to see if I still fit.

“I’m not gonna stop you,” he said.

My breath caught.

“I’m not gonna fight for you. Or tell you not to go. Or call you mine.”

His fingers dipped just under my waistband.

“But you and I both know,” he whispered, “he can’t fuck you like I can.”

I closed my eyes.

“I’m marrying him, Jason.”

“I didn’t say you weren’t.”

His hand slid lower. He pressed against the front of my jeans. I gasped.

He leaned in, mouth against my ear.

“But you’re gonna miss this cock. So fucking bad.”

Then he pulled away.

Walked to the couch.

Sat down.

Said nothing.

He knew I’d follow.

I undressed in silence. Folded my jeans. Peeled off my tank top. Left my panties on until he gave me the look. The one that said: Really?

I took them off.

Jason didn’t rush.

He undressed slowly. No show. Just confidence. The kind that made you clench before he even touched you.

We didn’t kiss.

He bent me over the couch.

No condom, as usual. By now, I’d stopped panicking with Plan B and just stayed on the pill.

No warning.

It didn’t matter — my cunt was steaming wet for him.

He slid in like he owned the right. And maybe he did.

It wasn’t the best fuck we’d had. It wasn’t slow. It wasn’t violent. It was… something else.

Like marking territory one last time.

Like leaving his scent on my skin before I walked down the aisle.

He didn’t speak.

Just grunted when he came. Deep. Hard. No drama.

He pulled out and walked to the kitchen.

I sat on the couch, sticky, sore, empty.

“I should go,” I said.

He nodded.

Didn’t say anything else.

I dressed in silence. Walked to the door. Looked back once. He didn’t.

I left.

Told myself that was the end.

But the thing is—

You can lie to a man.

You can lie to your fiancé.

You can even lie to your reflection.

But your cunt doesn’t lie.

And mine was already aching for him again.


Chapter 18: The Goodbye Fuck

A lot happened in the weeks before the wedding.

At work, Adam and I kept things strictly professional — polite smiles, no touching, not even lunch together. No one would’ve guessed how well we’d once clicked sexually.
But after the engagement announcement, Jason vanished.
No more Slack messages.
No glances across the office.
He stopped showing up to standups.
When I finally texted him, he didn’t reply.
I called once. Straight to voicemail.

Eventually, I found out he’d quit.
No notice. No goodbye. Just gone.
He left the office.
And me.

I told myself that was for the best — that it was clean. That I needed to move forward.
But some nights, I’d lie awake replaying the last time we touched.
The way he filled me.
The silence after.
The way he looked at me like he knew I’d come back one last time.

I didn’t.
And he didn’t ask.



But just five days before the wedding, I got a call from an unknown number.

It was Jason.

“Hey… how’ve you been?”

I froze. Then answered:
“Where the fuck were you?”
“You ghosted the shit out of me.”

“I know,” he said quietly. “Let me explain. I’ve been working on something of my own. I’d already put in my papers six months ago… I didn’t tell you.”

I exhaled.

He paused, then asked,
“So… are you getting married?”
“When?”

I told him the date.

He said,
“Meet me at the Hilton on the 27th. I’ll be waiting.”

‘But my wedding is on the 28th,’ I protested

“Exactly,” he said —
and hung up.

It was the night before the wedding.
I should’ve been at the hotel.
Finalizing vows.
Getting my nails redone.
Letting my best friend talk me through the seating chart and the playlist and the delicate panic every bride is supposed to feel.

Instead, I was in Jason’s apartment.
On my knees.

His cock in my mouth.
My engagement ring catching the light every time I stroked him with my hand.
The diamond flashed — guilt and defiance in the same breath.

“You really wore that here?” he asked, amused.

I didn’t answer. My mouth was full.

He let out a low grunt, not from the blowjob — from the fact that I was still his.
Even now.
Especially now.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulled me back just enough to see my face.
My lips were wet, eyes wide. The kind of look I never gave my fiancé.

“You’re about to take some man’s last name,” he said.
“You gonna keep mine on your tongue?”

I should’ve hated him for that.
But my pussy clenched.
Hard.

He smirked.
“That’s what I thought.”

I pushed him down onto the couch.
Climbed on top, straddling him with shaky confidence.
Fucked him slow. Deep.
My engagement ring brushed against his chest every time I leaned forward.
He didn’t touch it.
Didn’t need to.

I watched him the whole time.
The way his jaw tightened when I shifted my hips just right.
The way his breath hitched when I whispered his name — not moaned, whispered — like a secret I was choosing to keep.

I wanted to remember this.
The weight of his thighs pressing into mine.
The smell of his sweat and sex and detergent.
The way his eyes locked onto mine just before I came, like he was memorizing the way I broke.

He didn’t kiss me. Not once.
Not even when I cried a little.
Not when I whispered, “This is goodbye.”

He just gripped my hips.
Pulled me closer.
Fucked harder.

Came inside me without asking.
Without flinching.
Like he’d earned the right to leave something behind.

Afterward, I sat there, still straddling him.
His cock still softening inside me.
Still full.
Still aching.

My hair stuck to my neck.
My makeup smudged.
My thighs slick with a mixture of him and me and everything I wasn’t supposed to want anymore.

He didn’t speak.
Neither did I.

Just breath.
Just skin.
Just the kind of silence that comes after something irreversible.

“You gonna tell him?” he asked eventually.

I shook my head. “No.”

“You gonna think about this tomorrow?”
His voice was low. “When he slips the ring on your finger?”

I didn’t answer.

He slid a hand between my legs.
His fingers moved slow, like he wasn’t done claiming me.
He dipped two fingers inside me — still warm, still soaked, still open —
and pulled them out glistening.

“Promise me something.”

I looked up.
He held his fingers in the air between us.

“When you’re in Bali, and he’s fucking you like he means it—”
He brought his fingers to my lips.
“—remember what this felt like.”

I opened my mouth.
Took his fingers in.
Sucked them clean.

His eyes didn’t blink.
He didn’t smirk.
He just watched.

And I didn’t smile either.
Because there was nothing left to say.

I got dressed in silence.
Slid my panties back on over the mess he’d left inside me.
Found my top. My jeans.
I looked down.
The ring had twisted sideways while I was on top of him.
I didn’t fix it.

He didn’t walk me out.
He didn’t need to.

And that’s how it ended.

No goodbye.
No love.

Just cum, breath, silence.
And the burn between my legs —
the kind that lingers.
The kind no ring could erase.


Chapter 19: The Wedding

I woke up on my wedding day feeling nothing.

No butterflies, no nerves, no excitement. Just a quiet, hollow space in my chest where something should have been. My makeup artist kept saying how “glowy” I looked, how brides always have that radiance.

I wanted to tell her it wasn’t radiance.

It was emptiness.

My mom cried when she saw me in the dress. My bridesmaids gasped. Adam’s sister hugged me so tight I almost felt guilty.

Almost.

But underneath the lace and satin and veil, my skin still remembered last night. The way Jason held my hips. The way his breath hit my shoulder. The way he said nothing afterward, like my body was the only thing that mattered — not my future, not my ring, not my vows.

The church was warm and bright, filled with flowers and people who loved us. When the doors opened and everyone stood, I walked to the altar smiling like a woman sure of her choice.

Inside, I felt dry.

Like someone had wrung out my heart.

Adam looked beautiful. Soft eyes. Nervous hands. He kept swallowing like he was afraid he’d choke on his vows. When I reached him, he whispered, “You look stunning.”

I whispered back, “Thank you.”

He took my hands in his. His palms were warm and trembling. The pastor started speaking — something about unity, commitment, faithfulness — and Adam kept brushing his thumb over my knuckles like it was a prayer.

I wondered if Jason was even awake.

He hadn’t texted.

Hadn’t said good luck.

Hadn’t said goodbye.

I told myself that was good. That I needed him to disappear. That cutting him out cleanly was necessary if I was going to start the life standing in front of me.

But the truth was sharper.

It hurt.

More than I expected.

I wasn’t supposed to want him to care. I wasn’t supposed to feel a sting every time I checked my phone the night before and saw nothing. I wasn’t supposed to be thinking about a man I wasn’t marrying while the one who loved me wiped a tear from his cheek at the altar.

We said our vows.

Adam spoke with this thick, sincere emotion that made the entire room melt. When it was my turn, my voice didn’t shake. It didn’t break.

It was steady.

Too steady.

Like I was reading someone else’s promise.

When Adam slid the ring onto my finger, everyone clapped. My mother sobbed. His best friend whistled. The photographer snapped a million photos of us kissing soft and slow — the kind of kiss meant for albums, not for memory.

Because I barely felt it.

My lips moved.

My arms wrapped around his neck.

But my body stayed quiet.

Not like last night. Not like Jason.

At the reception, we danced. We laughed. People toasted to our future, to our happiness, to our forever. Adam kept squeezing my waist like he couldn’t believe his luck.

I kept sipping champagne to keep the ache in my chest from showing in my eyes.

When the DJ played our first-dance song, Adam pulled me close. His cheek pressed to mine, warm and tender.

“This is the best day of my life,” he whispered.

I closed my eyes.

“Yeah,” I lied softly. “Mine too.”

Everyone clapped when we kissed again.

But in the silent space between Adam’s lips and mine, I felt the truth flare:

Jason wasn’t here.

Jason didn’t reach out.

Jason didn’t look back.

And nothing inside me felt like it was starting.

Everything felt like it was ending.

Even as I smiled for the cameras.
Even as Adam held me like something precious.
Even as I became someone’s wife on paper, on stage, in photographs…

I felt the quiet, unmistakable echo of last night still pulsing in my body.

The echo of a man who didn’t show up.
And the part of me that wished he had.


Chapter 20: Honeymoon

Bali was beautiful, but I didn’t feel it.

The sun was perfect, the pool shimmered like a travel ad, and Adam… Adam was kind. Gentle. Trying so hard. He held my hand walking into the resort. He kissed my forehead in the elevator. He took photos of me in my white sundress with the mountains behind me.

But I was somewhere else. Or maybe I was nowhere at all.

We had sex on the first night. After dinner. He lit candles in the suite and played some soft music on his phone. I smiled, let him undress me, touched his face like a loving wife should.

He slid in slowly. Kissing my neck. Whispering “I love you.” His rhythm was sweet. Careful. Rhythmic like a metronome.

I faked it. With tiny moans. Arching just enough. Squeezing just enough.

He came quickly.

And I stared at the ceiling, his cum dripping out of me like warm lotion. My cunt ached for something else. Not more. Just different.

Jason.

I didn’t say his name. Not even in my head. But my body felt the shape of him. The way his fingers gripped my jaw. The way he never asked if he could enter — just took. The way his cock filled me.

Adam was already asleep beside me, snoring softly, his arm curled around a pillow like a boy.

I slipped into the bathroom, pulled my robe around me, and locked the door.

I sat on the cold marble floor and opened my phone.

No messages from Jason. I hadn’t texted him since the wedding. I told him it was over. That I was choosing peace. Choosing “safe.”

But that night, I didn’t want peace. I wanted him.

I typed:

"Bali’s nice. But not as nice as that thing you used to do with your tongue."

I deleted it.

I thought about Jason.
Nude. His back. His chest. His cock.
Was it dangling low like that fat brown thing always did?
Or standing up, hard as fuck, thinking of me?
Was he jerking off to me?
Did he miss me? Did he miss his California?

Typed again:

"Guess who’s married now? Still wet for you."

Deleted again.

I stared at the screen for a long time. Then finally sent one line:

“Still thinking about it.”

And then another.

“Still thinking about you.”

I turned off the phone before I could see if he read it. Slipped back into bed, laid on my side, and curled around the ache in my belly.

I didn’t sleep.

Not for hours.

Not while my husband breathed gently beside me and I felt like someone else's wife.


Chapter 21: The Return

Austin felt different after Bali.

Not louder. Not brighter. Just… heavier.

Everyone kept congratulating us. At work, at brunch, at the grocery store — people smiled like we were some newlywed postcard. Adam thrived in it. He held my waist, kissed my temple, introduced me as “my wife” like the words tasted sweet.

I smiled back.

Because that’s what wives do.

But inside, something was restless. A tiny tremor under my ribs. A buzzing in my bones I couldn’t shut off. Nights were the worst — lying beside Adam, his arm draped over me, his breath soft against my shoulder, while my body stayed absolutely still.

Quiet outside.
Chaos inside.

A week after we got back, he started working late again. Budget season. Meetings. Deadlines. He texted me around eight: Don’t wait up. Love you.

I typed back: Okay. Love you too.

My fingers hesitated on the last three words. They didn’t feel wrong. Just… borrowed. Like I was repeating a line from a script someone else wrote.

After I showered, I stood dripping in front of the bathroom mirror. Hair wet. Towel loose around my chest. I looked… different. Not older. Not sadder. Just more aware of the space inside me where something used to sit quietly.

Now it moved.

I wiped a circle in the fogged glass. My reflection stared back.

And without thinking — or maybe thinking too much — I reached for my phone.

The number I’d promised to delete was still memorized in my fingers.

I dialed.

My heart thudded so hard my vision blurred. For a second I almost hung up. Almost.

He answered on the second ring.

“Vanessa.”

My throat tightened. “Hey.”

A soft laugh came through the line. Not warm. Not mocking. Just knowing.

“I knew you’d call.”

I closed my eyes.

That was the problem.

He always knew.


Chapter 22: The First Meeting

I told Adam I had dinner plans with a friend from work.
He kissed my cheek and said, “Have fun, babe.”
I said, “I will.”

I didn’t eat that night.

I drove to the address Jason sent — a short-term rental tucked away on the East Side. Said his apartment was getting renovated. Maybe it was. Or maybe this was just easier. No name on the door. Just a keypad, a silence, and my pulse.

He opened it before I knocked.

Same hoodie. Same eyes. That goddamn calm.

“You came,” he said.

“I shouldn't have.”

He stepped aside.

“But you did.”

I walked in. The air smelled like sandalwood and memory. My body remembered him before I even touched him — my nipples hardened under my blouse, thighs tensing. I hated that he still had that effect. Or maybe I loved it. I didn’t know anymore.

We stood in silence.

Then he looked at me. Really looked.

“You’re married now.”

I nodded.

He closed the door. Clicked the lock.

And said, “Take it off.”

My breath hitched. “Jason—”

But my hands obeyed before my mind caught up.
The blouse.
The bra.
The skirt.
Each piece like peeling off a lie.

I was naked before him. Bare. Shivering — not from cold, but from knowing this was about to be everything I had missed.

He walked up slowly. His fingers brushed my chin, then slid down my neck. The way he touched — like he owned every inch of me, like nothing about this was casual.

“I missed this mouth,” he said, thumb grazing my lip.

Then he kissed me.
For the first time.
Hard. Deep. Desperate.

We’d done everything else — fucked, fought, come undone in each other’s mouths —
but never this.
Never lips.
Never softness.

And yet, somehow, it felt filthier than all of it.
Like kissing meant more than bending me over.
And in that kiss, I could feel it —
he’d been missing me just as badly as I’d been missing him.

Our mouths stayed open. Tongues tangled.
Then his slowed, pulled back, hovered —
until a thick strand of spit dripped from his mouth into mine.

I let it sit there for a second. Warm. Heavy. Faintly bitter — like lust and breath.
I rolled it across my tongue, tasted him, tasted us, then looked him dead in the eye…
and spat it right back into his mouth.

He groaned — low and filthy — like he’d just been fed something he didn’t know he craved.
And then he kissed me harder.

I moaned into his mouth, already wet, already aching.
He lifted me like I weighed nothing, laid me on the couch, yanked my legs apart, and dove in like a man starved.

His tongue flicked, circled, sucked —
like he was reading my cunt in braille, and he already knew every chapter.

I came with a scream. First real one since the wedding.

And he wasn’t done.

He stood up, undressed slowly — teasing, watching me.
His cock was thick. Hard. Familiar.

And furious.

He slid in with one brutal thrust.
No pause. No warning. Just full invasion.

“Still tight,” he groaned.

“Still yours,” I whispered. And meant it.

He fucked me like nothing had changed. Like the ring on my finger was just decoration. Like my pussy was a promise I made to him and broke.

Deep strokes. Loud slaps. My legs shaking around him. He held my throat when I got too loud, kissed my jaw, whispered filth in my ear.

I clawed his back. Bit his shoulder. Drenched his cock.

“Fuck,” he growled. “You still fuck like a whore.”

“Because I am,” I moaned. “Your whore.”

“Damn right you are.”

His pace got harder. Rougher. Like he wanted to ruin what was left of me.

“You let him fuck this pussy?” he asked, voice sharp against my neck.

“Y-yeah…” I gasped. “But it didn’t feel like this. Not like this.”

“Say it again.”

“Didn’t feel like this.”

“Say it right.”

“Didn’t feel like you.”

He slammed deeper. My thighs trembled.

“You’re married now,” he whispered, biting my ear.
“But you still come crawling back to this cock.”

“Because it’s mine,” I choked out. “I belong to it. To you.”

“You belong to me.”

“Yes, Jason. Fuck—yes, baby. Your whore. Your married fucking whore.”

“Say it louder.”

“I’m your married whore.”

He groaned and pushed even deeper — brutal, unrelenting.

“Say it while I fill you up.”

“I’m your married whore,” I moaned again, louder this time, my body shaking. “Use me, Jason. Fuck your cum into your whore.”

His hands gripped my hips like he owned them.
“That’s right,” he muttered, voice thick. “Take every drop, slut.”

When he came, he stayed deep. Pulsing. Twitching. Breathing hard.

“Fuck, Vanessa…” he growled, hips jerking once more.

I whimpered beneath him, legs open, spent.
His cum leaking out, running hot down my ass, dripping onto the couch.

We lay there in silence. My breath unsteady.
His hand brushing the hair from my face like he hadn’t just wrecked me.

He looked down at my body. My pussy still twitching.

“You’re not done,” he said.

And he was right.
Neither of us were.


Chapter 23: The Second Round

He didn't even pull out.

Jason stayed inside me, twitching, half-soft, wet with both of us.
His cock, still buried deep, began to throb again — swelling slowly, like it knew I wasn't leaving.
Like it knew my pussy wasn’t done being his.

He kissed my cheek. My neck. My collarbone.

“I’m gonna fuck you again,” he murmured.

“I know.”

I didn’t move.
I spread wider.

He started slow this time.

Lazy strokes. Deep. Possessive.
The kind that don’t ask. The kind that remind you who you used to be.

Every push made me whimper.
His hands pinned mine down, his body heavy, cock thicker now, coated in slick.
His eyes locked on mine — not blinking, not smiling. Just there.

And I couldn't pretend.

Not with his cum dripping from my pussy.

Not with the way I opened for him — like my husband never existed.

“You missed this,” Jason growled.

I bit my lip. Nodded.

“Say it.”

“I missed your cock,” I whispered. “I missed being ruined by you.”

He grinned. That filthy, knowing grin.

Then he flipped me. Face down. Ass up. His favorite.

“Hold the cushion,” he said.

I gripped it. Tight.

The first slap of his hips against my ass made me scream. The second made me gush. He fucked me with abandon — no rhythm, no mercy. Just raw, needy pounding. The kind that bruises you for days.

“Whose pussy?” he asked, breath hot against my neck.

“You know.”

“Say it.”

“Yours, Jason. It’s always been yours.”

He spanked me. Once. Loud.

“You fuck that vanilla husband with this mouth?”

He pulled my head back, shoved two fingers between my lips.

“Answer.”

I sucked them. Moaning.

“He doesn’t fuck me like this,” I gasped. “He doesn’t make me—”

Jason pulled out.

I screamed.

“Get on your knees.”

I obeyed.

His cock glistened, angry and wet. I opened my mouth. He slapped my cheek with it once, twice, then shoved it in — rough, messy, claiming.

I gagged.

He didn’t stop.

“Take it. All of it. You begged for this.”

I did.

I took every inch like I was starving.

Eyes watering. Mascara smudged. Pussy still leaking.

And when he finally pulled out — thick, hard, soaked in spit — he growled:

“Lie back. I’m finishing in your mouth.”

I sprawled on the carpet. Mouth open. Tongue out.

Jason stood over me, jerking furiously. Watching me. Owning me.

“My sexy cocksucker,” he hissed, stroking harder now — his fist slick with spit, veins bulging, abs tight.

I held my mouth wide open for him, tongue out, eyes locked on his — desperate, ready, needing it.

He grunted once — sharp, guttural — and then he came.

Groaning. Twitching.
Thick, hot spurts painted my tongue, my lips, my cheek.
One shot hit my chest, sliding between the soft curves of my tits.
Another splashed onto my jaw, warm and wet and filthy.

I didn’t blink.
Didn’t flinch.
Just held still and took it.

His taste lingered —
thick,
creamy,
warm.

Slightly metallic,
with a trace of sweetness.

Pure Jason.

When he stopped pulsing, I leaned up slightly and swallowed everything on my tongue — slow, deliberate, almost proud.
Then I licked the corner of my mouth.
Gathered what was left on my lips with two fingers, sucked them clean — eyes never leaving his.

“Again?” I asked softly, voice hoarse but hungry.

He looked down at me — the mess, the smirk, the open legs, the ring still on my finger — and his smile curved slow and dangerous.

His cock twitched back to life in his hand.

“Get on your knees,” he said.

And just like that — I was ready to be used all over again.


Chapter 24: Almost

I didn’t mean to text him again.

It had been weeks since our last time.
Since that rental on the East Side —
the one with chipped tiles and a bed too narrow to hold us.
Where I left with no panties and lips still tender.

Since then, I’d been good.
Normal.
Wife-like.

But that afternoon, something gave.
Maybe it was the stillness of the house.
Maybe the scent of my own sweat, still clinging after errands.
Or maybe it was just how wet I already felt when I sat down to pee.

I pulled my shorts down, slid my phone out of the waistband,
and let my body settle.

Warm liquid spilled out of me with a low, steady hiss.
Loud in the quiet.
I exhaled slowly.
My legs parted. Ankles loose.
Back slightly arched, like my body missed being open.

And with one hand still between my thighs,
the other tapped the screen.

Jason.

His last message waited like a dare.
“New place’s ready. West side. More privacy. You’ll like it.”

No emoji. No question.
Just that same calm arrogance.

I didn’t respond.
Not right away.

But with my stream still trickling out in soft pulses,
and my skin still damp from the heat outside,
I typed:
“What kind of privacy?”

He answered instantly.
“Top floor. No neighbors. Balcony view.  Your ass would look crazy bent over that railing

I smiled. Still peeing. Still open.
Felt my own scent rise from the bowl.

“Why being so charitable??” I replied.

“Because I love your screams. And how loud you get when I’m deep.”

And then came his voice note —
short, low, teasing:

“Just saying... you can leave the door open this time. I love the way you moan, girl. 
And for the record... your piss sounds sexy as fuck.”

My cheeks flushed.
But I didn’t stop.
Didn’t even clench.

I let the last drops fall while I pressed play again —
listening to him call my piss sexy like it was the most normal thing in the world.
Like he already knew I’d listen with my legs still apart.

I was still smiling when I reached for the flush.
Didn’t notice the bathroom door hadn’t fully clicked shut.

Then: footsteps.
And my husband’s voice — closer than expected.

“Who were you talking to?”

My pulse spiked.
“Reel,” I lied quickly, waving my phone. “Some stupid video.”

He nodded and walked off.

I exhaled slow.
Typed fast:
“Almost got caught. Door was open.”

Jason replied with a single line:
“Next time, let it stay open.”


Chapter 25 – The Detour

It should’ve been a quiet evening.

Adam had stepped out for groceries. I was curled up on the couch, half-scrolling, half-watching some over-acted thriller I didn’t care about. The house was dim, the fan low. But inside me, everything was restless. Tense. Wet.

My phone was in my hand, screen glowing against my thigh. My finger hesitated. Then slid — instinctively — to the folder tucked inside Utilities. Labeled Receipts.

Not receipts.

Jason.

I had an entire set —
Photos of us. Of him.
His face. His chest. His ass. His cock — thick, veined, flushed.
Some he sent. Some I’d taken when I thought I’d never forget him.
Hard. Soft. In my hand. In my mouth. Inside me.
Angles I didn’t even remember capturing.

I stared.

And then tapped play on the last voice note.

His voice poured through my speakers — low, amused, soaked in filth:

“Just saying... you can leave the door open this time.
I love the way you moan, girl.
And for the record... your piss sounds sexy as fuck.”

I exhaled — sharp and slow.

My free hand slid down, into my shorts, over the soaked fabric.
I didn’t rush.

I circled. Touched.
Watched his cock again — that one photo where he’s on my hotel pillow, grinning, leaking.
My hips moved on their own.
The voice note played again.
And again.

“...your piss sounds sexy as fuck.”

I came quietly. Quickly.

And then I did the unthinkable.

I called him.

I didn’t mean to. Not really.
Maybe I just wanted to hear it ring.
Just the sound of his name flashing back on my screen.
That would’ve been enough.

But he picked up.

Two rings in.

“Vanessa.”

That voice — low, familiar, smug — crawled down my body like smoke.

I didn’t speak.

“You always call when you’re wet,” he said, amused.
“Let me guess. Adam’s out?”

“I didn’t mean to—”

“Liar.”

My breath caught.

“You’ve been thinking about that night,” he went on.
“The way I bent you over in that shitbox east-side hotel. You begged me not to cum.”

“Stop.”

“You licked it clean after,” he murmured.
“Want to know where I’m calling from now?”

I stayed quiet.

“My new place. South block. Kitchen’s tiny, but the floor’s clean enough to fuck you on.”

I swallowed. My throat was dry. My legs weren’t.

But then I heard it — keys in the door.
The metallic jingle that always arrived too soon.

“Shit,” I whispered, and cut the call.
Threw the phone under the couch cushion like it burned.

Adam walked in, juggling bags, smiling. “They were out of that fancy oat milk.”

I blinked, trying to steady my face. “Almond’s fine.”

He paused, eyes flicking to the couch where a faint light still glowed beneath the cushion.
A missed call? A message?

He didn’t ask.

I didn’t explain.

Instead, I kissed him.
Pulled him toward the couch. Suggested a film — something sexy, something violent.
A film where women moaned and men bled.

He lay down. I curled against him, heart racing.

As the movie played, my hand crept lower.
I kissed his chest. His stomach. Slid into his waistband.

He was already hard.

I sucked him slow, like he’d been good to me.
Like he deserved it.
Like I wasn’t full of someone else’s voice and sweat and memory.

My tongue moved around him with the same patience Jason once taught me —
wet circles, a soft kiss under the head, fingers wrapped just tight enough to make him twitch.
Adam didn’t know the difference.
He sighed like a man being worshipped, his hand stroking my hair gently, unaware I was dragging my lips over his cock with Jason’s voice playing in my mind:

“Just saying... you can leave the door open this time.”

I took him deeper.

“I love the way you moan, girl.”

My jaw ached slightly, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to feel full. Wanted to punish myself.
Not because I owed Adam — but because I still wanted Jason.

Adam gasped. Whispered my name. Pulled me up to kiss him like he meant it.
I let him.
Climbed over him.
Let him slide in easily — my pussy already warm, wet, open.

I straddled him on the couch and fucked him slowly, hips rolling in controlled waves.
Letting him believe it was his.

He touched my face. Moaned something sweet.
But my eyes were closed.

And it wasn’t Adam I saw.

It was the kitchen tile of a new apartment.

The West Side one.
The one Jason said had more privacy.
The one I hadn’t seen — but could already feel.

I imagined it all.

The top floor —

No footsteps above.
Just open sky, late heat, the sound of my moans echoing in peace.
He’d fuck me without worrying who heard.
He’d make me louder.
He always did.

No neighbors —

No judgement.
No caution.
No control.
I could scream. I could cry.
I could beg him not to stop, not to cum, not to take the phone off record.

A balcony view —

Urban lights in the distance.
My tits lit by the sunset as he bent me over the railing, thumb in my ass.
His hand in my hair, fucking me so close to the edge I’d forget which fall scared me more — the one off the ledge, or the one into him again.

The tiny kitchen —

Cramped. Bare.
Nothing fancy — just enough counter space for him to shove things off before lifting me by the thighs.
The first time he kissed me again.
The first time he pulled my shorts down just to see if I was already wet.

The clean floor —

He mentioned it on the call.
Said it like it mattered.
Said it like it was sacred.
Said it like he wanted to own it with my back and my sweat and his cum.

I saw myself on it.
Face down. Arms pinned.
Legs kicked apart while he gripped my hips and told me not to hold back this time.

And then —

The door open.

Not just unlocked.
Not just ajar.
Open.
While I pissed.
While he listened.
While he told me he’d been thinking about that sound all week.
While he stood outside the doorway, half-hard, watching it trickle out of me in slow, weak spurts — the scent of my cunt rising warm from the bowl.

Not because he was perverse.

But because it made me his.

Because I let him.

Because I wanted to.

I came on Adam’s cock without warning.
Tight, silent.
My face buried in his neck.
My breath a whisper.

Jason’s name didn’t slip out —
but it hung in the air between my legs, right where Adam couldn’t hear it.

He kissed me again. Held me until he drifted off, soft and content.

And after he slept, I crept to the bathroom.



I peed quietly.
Wiped slowly.
Stared down at the pink-tinged tissue between my legs —
still leaking from earlier. From memory. From more than one man.

I opened my phone.

The missed call still glowed.

Jason hadn’t messaged back.

.


Chapter 26: The Visit   (The Kitchen)



Adam left with a suitcase and a smile.

I watched him walk to the elevator with that stiff, dutiful air of a man headed to a conference he didn’t want to attend.
Three nights in Dallas.
Corporate dinners. A panel talk. Some client visit.
He’d even left me a neatly folded grocery list on the fridge.

“Just grab the eggs and oat milk if you go out.”

Right. Like I’d be doing that.

I texted him “Love you. Be safe.”
Then locked the door, leaned my back against it, and exhaled like I’d just undid a corset.

I didn’t shower.
I didn’t change.
I didn’t eat.

I just packed one small tote: lip balm, wipes, charger, breath mints.

No underwear.
No bra.
No toothbrush.



The Uber driver didn’t make small talk.
He didn’t have to.
I was soaked before we left the block.

I kept picturing the messages Jason had sent.

“Top floor.”
“No neighbors.”
“Kitchen’s tiny but the floor’s clean enough to fuck you on.”
“Balcony view. Your ass would look crazy bent over that railing.”

By the time we turned onto the West Side street, my thighs were clenched and my pussy was aching.



His building was discreet.
Polished concrete. Frosted glass. Quiet as money.
I told the doorman my name — Jason had left instructions.

The elevator opened directly into his floor.
Seventh. Final. No other units.

The air up there was different. Like it had been undisturbed.

The door was unlocked.



I stepped inside slowly.

And I felt it.

The heat.

Not from the thermostat.
From the way the place had waited for me.



There were no shoes by the door.
No clutter.
No color, really. Just shades of masculine discipline — steel, slate, charcoal, teak.
But the windows — god.

Wall to wall, floor to ceiling — the entire west-facing skyline melted into his living room like a postcard on fire. The sun was just starting to set, and everything outside looked dipped in gold.

I took one step inside.
And froze.

He was watching me.



Jason leaned against the fridge, shirt hanging loose, glass of something in hand, a knowing smile pulling at the corner of his mouth.

“You showed up.”

I nodded.

“Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

He walked toward me, slow, like a man already making a plan in his head.



“Wanna see the view?”

“I already did.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Wanna be part of it?”



We didn’t even kiss at first.
He just reached behind me and pulled the door shut.
Then turned the lock.

Click.

That sound did something to me.

His hands went straight to my hips, sliding under my hoodie.
When he realized I wasn’t wearing panties, his fingers paused, then gripped me harder.

“Goddamn, girl. You came bare?”

“I came ready.”

He chuckled — low, dirty.
Then leaned in and kissed my throat, right under my ear.

“You know where I’m gonna take you first?”

“Kitchen floor,” I whispered.

He bit my earlobe.

“Good girl.”



The kitchen wasn’t big.
Two steps and I was pressed against the counter.
He lifted me onto it like I weighed nothing.
Spread my legs. Looked at me.

Not my face.
My pussy.

“Fuck. I missed this.”

He dipped his head between my thighs.
Didn’t even ask.

Tongue out, lips greedy — he devoured me like I was his prize.
I squirmed. Moaned. Gripped the edge of the counter with both hands.
The air smelled like citrus and wet sex.

He pulled back for a second and said, “Slide down. On your knees.”



The tiles were cold against my skin, but his body was warm.
He pulled my hoodie over my head, tossed it across the floor.

“I want you spread. Face down. Ass up.”

I obeyed without hesitation.
My tits pressed to the tiles.
My hips lifted.

I heard him unzip.



His cock brushed against my folds, teasing.

“You’re fucking dripping.”

“Then do something about it.”

He grabbed my hips and slammed into me.



I gasped so loud it echoed.

One deep, unrelenting stroke — like he was claiming what he already knew was his.

“Jesus,” he groaned. “You needed this.”

He wasn’t wrong.

He fucked me with a rhythm that was both vicious and intimate — long, deep thrusts that made me grunt into the tile and whimper his name.

The sound of skin slapping echoed off the walls.

I heard a faint thud — it was my phone falling out of my bag.

I didn’t care.
Let it ring. Let the world fall.



He pulled out mid-thrust. Slapped my ass.
I yelped.

“Crawl,” he said.

I blinked.

“What?”

“Crawl to the living room. I wanna watch that ass move.”

Still on all fours, I crawled toward the couch — slow, teasing.
His eyes devoured me.

He knelt behind me again, kissed my lower back, and slid in.

This time slower.
Crueler.
More emotional.



“I could fuck you in every room,” he whispered. “I might.”

“You better.”



I came hard. Clenching around him. Whining.
He didn’t stop.

I came again.

When he finally came, he held himself deep inside — pulsing, breathing heavy, one hand tangled in my hair.

Then he whispered:
“You came to get ruined, didn’t you?”

I nodded, cheek to the tile.

“Not done.”



He pulled out, cum dripping down my inner thigh like syrup.
I was shaking, sweaty, undone.

He handed me a glass of water.

I drank it naked, standing in the middle of his kitchen, thighs sticky, hair a mess, the city glowing behind me.



And then, with a smirk, he said:

“I haven’t even shown you the bedroom yet.”


Chapter 27: The Bedroom

Jason didn’t say a word when he took my hand and led me down the hall.

My legs were still trembling.
His cum was drying between my thighs.
And my pulse still hadn’t come down from the kitchen floor.

He opened the last door.



The bedroom was dim and warm.
A king bed with charcoal sheets.
A low black headboard.
A candle burning on the nightstand — thick scent, musky, almost smoky.
Soft shadows, soft light.
A room built for sex, not sleep.

Jason stepped aside so I could walk in first.
I did.
Barefoot. Bare everything.

He picked up the remote, clicked, and slow, beat-heavy lo-fi filled the room.

“You hungry?” he asked, voice low.



Ten minutes later, the bed was a spread of open Thai takeout containers and both of us were still completely naked.

I sat cross-legged, picking at sticky rice with my fingers.
Jason lay on one elbow, watching me, chewing slow, heat in his eyes.

He dipped his finger in sauce and held it to my lips.

I sucked it clean.

His cock twitched.

“You do that on purpose,” he murmured.

I shrugged, licking a bit of sauce from my lip.
“Maybe.”

He smirked.

Then reached over to the dresser and picked up the chocolate syrup.



He sat back against the headboard.
One leg bent, the other stretched out — cock already rising again with that heavy, lazy arrogance I’d come to crave.
The chocolate syrup bottle was in his hand.

He didn’t speak.
Just looked at me while he unscrewed the cap, like he already knew I was going to crawl to him.

Then, slowly, he poured a thick, glossy stream from the base of his cock to the tip.
The syrup was dark and shiny, coating him like a dessert built just for sin.
It clung to the veins.
Pooled at the ridge.
A single drop ran down toward his balls.

He glanced down at it, then back at me.

“Dessert,” he said.
“Come get it.”



I crawled up the bed on all fours.
Hair falling in my face.
Mouth already watering.

He caught my hair gently in one hand, pulling it back into a makeshift ponytail.
With the other, he held his cock steady, thick and gleaming with syrup.

“Clean it.”

I didn’t blink.
Didn’t speak.
Just lowered my mouth and dragged my tongue slowly along the underside — from the sticky base to the smooth, rounded head.

The taste hit immediately.

Sweet. Warm. Dark.

The chocolate was rich — like fudge just beginning to melt — but behind it was him.
His skin. His heat.
And underneath it all… the faint, salty taste of his precum — already blending in.

It was intoxicating.



His breath caught in his chest.

“Fuck…”

I licked again, slower, tracing the same line, this time pressing harder — cleaning every groove.

Then I wrapped my lips around the head and slid him into my mouth.

His grip on my hair tightened slightly, guiding me.

I sucked slowly.
The syrup coated my tongue, and every motion pulled more of it down my throat.
It was messy, decadent, filthy.

And then I tasted him.

The syrup mixed with the first bitter pulse of cum — hot, earthy, unmistakable.

My eyes fluttered as I kept sucking.
My tongue pressed up under the shaft as he began to throb harder.

He let out a low grunt and thrust once, deeper.

“Swallow it.”



I did.

His cum came thick and hot, cutting through the sweetness of the chocolate.
The combination was unlike anything I'd ever tasted — molten fudge and salt, heat and man, sharp and sweet all at once.

I swallowed each burst as it hit the back of my throat.
My lips stayed tight around him, milking every drop, while my tongue curled under the shaft, catching the final dribbles as he softened in my mouth.

Jason exhaled — hard — chest rising, then falling.
His fingers slipped from my hair as I finally pulled back, licking the corner of my mouth clean.

He stared at me, eyes heavy.

“Come here,” he said.

I climbed up slowly and straddled his lap, my mouth still warm, my core throbbing.

His hand slid up my side, fingers grazing my breast.

He didn’t have to say it, but I could feel it —
I’d just given him dessert.
Now he was going to relish me.



Jason was still catching his breath when I climbed into his lap.

His cock twitched again against my thigh, still sticky with syrup and spit.

He let his hands roam — slow, lazy strokes down my sides, like he was savoring the shape of me.
Then he reached for the syrup bottle again.

“You know what I’ve wanted since the first time I saw you in that tight tank top?”
His voice was a low gravel.

“What?” I whispered.

He smiled.

“To taste your tits.”



He tipped the bottle forward.

A slow, teasing drizzle of chocolate syrup poured across the top of my right breast — then the left.
The syrup was warm from his hand, and it ran down my skin in thick, slow trails, sliding over my nipples, pooling underneath, coating me like dessert served on flesh.

I gasped.

The sensation — the wet, the weight, the filthy anticipation — made my whole body clench.

Jason didn’t say a word.

He just lowered his head and opened his mouth.

He licked the bottom curve of my breast first, where the syrup had gathered.
Then up, tracing with his tongue, slow and firm.
His breath was hot. His lips wet.
He made a sound in his throat — like he was hungry — and closed his mouth around my nipple, sucking it deep, pulling it into his mouth until I gasped again.

His hands held both sides of my waist as he ate me, sloppily, hungrily, letting the syrup smear his lips and chin.

He switched sides, grabbed my other tit, and latched on again — this time harder.

I arched.
My hands found his hair, gripping, tugging, needing something to hold onto.

He sucked.
Licked.
Bit.
Then sucked again.

My thighs started trembling.

I could feel the pressure building — not from being touched down there…
but from my chest. My nipples. My breasts.

“Jason—” I choked. “I’m—fuck—I’m gonna…”

He didn’t stop.

He pressed his tongue flat against my chocolate-slick nipple and moaned into it, the vibrations going straight to my core.

“Cum,” he said. “Just from this.”

And I did.

It hit me like a wave — sharp, involuntary, wet.

My back arched.
My thighs clenched tight around his hips.
I gasped out loud, shaking, hips grinding against his abs, even though he hadn’t touched me down there at all.

Just my tits.

Just his mouth.

Just chocolate and heat and absolute focus.

He held me through it, kissing between my breasts now, tongue flicking at the syrup that had pooled in the hollow.

“Jesus,” I whispered.

He looked up, his mouth wet, his lips sticky with chocolate and me.

“You taste better than the syrup.”



After, we lay under a thin throw blanket, the food still open between us.
He grabbed the remote, opened Netflix, let something play in the background.

I curled into his chest, still warm, still catching my breath.
His fingers traced my arm lazily.

I curled into his chest, still warm, still catching my breath.
His fingers traced my arm lazily.

I shifted.
And suddenly — the pressure in my stomach released.

A loud, unapologetic fart escaped me.

PRRRRT.

I froze.
Then covered my face with both hands.

“Oh my god.”

Jason didn’t flinch.
Didn’t tease.
Just laughed softly, like I’d bumped his knee.

“Just when I give your tits all the attention, your ass calls out.”

He kept tracing lazy circles on my arm like nothing happened.

I made a face into his chest and mumbled, “I’m comfortable with you.”

He grinned. “More than with your husband?”

I looked up, smirking.
“Is that even a question?”

Then he leaned in, kissed my neck, and whispered:

“That sounded sexy.”

I blushed. He grabbed a skewer from the food tray, dipped it in sauce, and offered it to my lips.

“Eat. We’ve got all night.”


Chapter 28: When Hubby Calls

The room was warm and sweet, still smelling faintly of syrup drying on my skin.

I was straddling Jason again — legs spread, hips heavy, his cock thick against my folds but not inside yet. He watched me with that same relaxed hunger, the kind that made my heartbeat kick in my throat.

Then my phone lit up.

Adam ?? — Incoming Video Call

Jason’s smile sharpened.

“Pick up.”

“I can’t,” I whispered.

He slid the head of his cock inside me — just the tip.

My breath snapped in half.

I switched to audio.

Adam’s voice filled the room.

“Hey, baby. Miss me already? You sound… breathy.”

Jason eased another inch inside.

I dug my nails into his chest.

“Just got warm,” I whispered. “Thinking about you.”

“Mmmm,” Adam said. “That’s nice. What were you doing?”

I exhaled — slow, shaky.

“I started touching myself, baby.”

Jason stilled.
Let the words drip.
Then pushed deeper — slow, quiet, thick.

I gasped.

“Are you… moaning?” Adam asked, surprised.

I rolled my hips once, letting Jason’s cock drag deeper inside me like a secret.

“Aahh… feels so good,” I whispered. “I’m rubbing myself slow.”

Jason gave one deliberate thrust upward.

I had to bite my lip to keep it quiet.

Adam groaned softly.

“Fuck… I can hear you. That’s so hot, babe.”

Jason reached up, slid a hand behind my spine, and lifted me higher — then dropped me slowly back down his length.

Every inch of me tightened.

He wasn’t thrusting fast.
Just deep.
Deep enough to make the base of my throat heat.

The speakerphone picked up everything —
my breath
my tiny moans
Adam’s soft stroking sounds
the faint wet slide of my body taking Jason in again and again.

“You liking it?” Adam murmured.

“Yes,” I breathed. “It’s… perfect.”

Jason tugged me down and whispered against my collarbone:

“Put him on speaker.”

I tapped the button.

Adam’s voice suddenly filled the room — loud, intimate, close enough to taste.

“Mmm, baby… you really touching yourself for me?”

Jason thrust deep.
I moaned hard.

“Yes… yes, baby… it feels… so good…”

I leaned forward, hair falling around my face, pretending the sound came from my fingers — not the cock splitting me open.

Jason slid his hands up my waist, gripped tight, and began a slow rhythm.

Not loud.
Not rough.

Just deep, controlled thrusts that hit a place I couldn’t hide from.

“Aahhh—God…”

“You okay?” Adam asked.

“Mmhmm… d-don’t stop talking…”

Jason’s breath was heating against my neck.
Too loud.
Too close.

I covered his mouth with my palm.

His breath hit my hand, warm, sharp, restrained.

He didn’t stop thrusting.

My moans came faster, softer, trembling out of me.

Adam reacted instantly — I heard the shift in his breath.

Low, rough, clumsy strokes on his end now.
Wet-sounding.
Urgent.
And completely unaware that my moans weren’t from my fingers at all —
but from the cock slowly destroying me under a held breath.

“Ohh—fuck—that’s it, baby…” Adam groaned. “Keep going. Keep moaning like that…”

Jason's thrusts stayed steady.
Thick.
Unhurried.
But each one seemed to go deeper now — like he was pressing into something untouched.

I couldn’t hold it anymore.

I closed my eyes, mouth open, breath jerking with every thick push inside me.
My palm stayed pressed over Jason’s mouth, but I could feel his breathing pick up.
Sharp. Controlled. Hot.

My own voice broke — not fake anymore.
Not for show.
Just involuntary.

“Ahh—ahhh yes—baby—mmm—fuck…”

Adam’s voice trembled.

“God—Vanessa—your voice… fuck I’m so close—don’t stop—don’t stop…”

Jason gripped my hips harder now — his thumbs digging into the soft skin where my thighs curved into my body.
He adjusted — slightly — and hit that perfect angle.

The next stroke made my back arch.
The one after that made my cunt clench so tight around him, I almost screamed.

But I didn’t.

I whimpered. Moaned. Pressed my lips to his shoulder and let it pour out soft.

“Fffuck—yes—yes…”

Adam was panting.

I could hear the rhythm of his stroking.
Sloppy now. Fast.
The way it always got when he was seconds from letting go.

“I’m gonna—fuck—Vanessa—ohhh god—”

And then it came — that funny, helpless grunt he always made right before it hit him.
Half-moan, half-stuttered breath.

“Uhh—ahh—fuck—fuuuuck—”

His orgasm hit like a wave through the speaker — loud, unfiltered.
I could hear every pump.
Every sharp exhale.
Every twitch of his lonely climax echoing in the quiet hotel room.

And that’s what did it.

The sound of my husband cumming…
alone…
thinking I was playing with myself…

While Jason’s cock was stretching me open in long, deep thrusts beneath my hand.

My body gave up.

I came.

Hard.

Harder than I had all week.

My pussy clenched down like a fist — rippling, convulsing — Jason’s cock still locked inside me.

I moaned again, louder now, uncontainable.

Not performative.
Not careful.
It ripped out of me, hot and helpless.

“Aaah—ahhh fuck yes—yes—baby—oh god—”

My entire body convulsed.

I shook — legs trembling violently, muscles locking, then buckling.
My pussy clamped down in a hard, rhythmic grip around Jason’s cock, like it never wanted to let him go.
A flood of slick burst out of me, uncontrolled —
slick, milky, shameless —
spilling around his shaft and dripping down to the base with each pulse of my orgasm.

My stomach clenched in waves.
My breasts shuddered with every breath, nipples slick and sticky against the sweat on his chest.
I was falling apart —
melting, breaking, dissolving —
and Jason held me steady, like I was the only thing that mattered.

He didn’t stop.
Didn’t even fucking slow down.

His thrusts stayed slow, deep, ruthless — like he was wringing the orgasm out of me by force, dragging it through every inch of my soaked cunt whether I could handle it or not.
His cock, drenched now, slid in and out with that obscene, sloppy sound — wet, thick, shameless.
Each stroke felt like a blunt knife pushing through warm honey — all pressure, no mercy, just that sticky, stretched-out glide that made my toes curl.

Then I felt it —
the twitch.

Once.
Twice.

Then his whole body tensed under me.
Still.
Tight.
Explosively still.

I didn’t move.
Didn’t breathe.

Because I knew.
My husband was still on the call.
The speaker was still on.
The line hadn’t dropped.
And Jason knew it too.

I could feel him trying to hold it in — every muscle clenched, every breath swallowed — but I could see it in his face.
The raw twitch in his brow.
The way his nostrils flared.
The look in his eyes, wide and glazed, screaming restraint.

His jaw locked.
His hands dug into my hips.
His chest jerked up into me, hard.
And then it happened —

I felt his noise.
Not heard.
Not out loud.

But vibrating into my palm, still clamped over his mouth.
A muffled, choked sound trying to escape —
somewhere between a growl and a groan —
tight and primal and crumbling.

And then —
just barely audible from Jason’s mouth, from behind my hand —
a stifled, broken breath:

"Nhhhh…"

That tiny sound gave him away.
His control cracked.
His cock twitched violently.
His eyes rolled halfway back.

And then I felt it.
The first hot spurt.

Hot.
Heavy.
Sudden.

Deep inside me.
So deep it made me gasp — my body jerking as the heat hit the very back of my cunt like a slap.

Then another.
Thicker. Angrier. Deeper.
My pussy fluttered, trying to hold it all.
His teeth showed — bared, clenched — as he grabbed my arse with both hands, hard, fingers sinking into flesh like he needed something to hold onto.

And another.
I could feel it coating me now — the warmth spreading, seeping into every fold.

And yet another.
This one made my breath hitch — like it was fired straight from his gut.
His nostrils flared beneath me, face twisted, eyes wild — like he was choking back a roar,  like his cock had taken over and the rest of him was just hanging on.

And then one more — brutal, final, unforgiving… and just as involuntary.
A last sloppy pump that throbbed out thick and relentless — the kind that doesn’t just fill you…
it floods you.

I felt every shot like a pulse from inside a firehose —
milky, hot, dripping with ownership.

Each one hit the back of me like a shot from a loaded syringe — full, warm, flooding.
I could feel it coating me —
thick, creamy ropes spilling out in slow, volcanic pulses.

His cock throbbed again — deep and slow — a final twitch that pulsed thick inside me, full and heavy.
It almost felt like his cock was nodding inside me — one last slow, weighted thump, as if agreeing with what he’d just done.
My pussy fluttered, stretched and soaked, like it was trying to hold all of it in.

By the time he stilled, I was swollen. Drenched.
My cunt felt heavy — stuffed so full, I knew the second he pulled out it would spill down my thighs.

But he didn’t pull out.
He just stayed there.
Buried. Deep. Leaking.

I could feel it — the weight of him still inside me, the slow, lazy twitch of his cock…
soaked and softening, but not done.
The pressure of his cum inside me was unbearable now.
Thick. Warm. Right at the edge.
One shift and it would spill.

I turned my head slightly, neck damp with sweat, lungs still trying to find rhythm.
The phone was still on.

I reached for it slowly, hands trembling, not ready to speak —
but then I heard it.

Adam’s breathing.
Low. Controlled.
That slight rasp in his exhale when he was coming down.
He hadn’t hung up.
He’d stayed.
Listening.

Jason’s cock gave one last twitch inside me — thick and dull, like it was acknowledging the moment.
I didn’t even flinch.
I was too wet.
Too full.
Too gone.

I let my palm slide off Jason’s mouth.

It was slick — from his breath, from the way he’d held it in.

He exhaled finally.
A long, quiet groan from deep in his chest.
Not loud.
Just raw.
Like he’d come hard and was still processing the aftershocks.

His eyes opened, glassy and dazed.
They met mine.

And in that one look —
I could see everything.

Pride. Relief. Possession.
And a dirty satisfaction that hadn’t faded yet.
He didn’t need to say a word.

My cunt fluttered again — like it was still reacting to him, to the weight, the heat, the mess.
Trying to hold it all in.

Jason reached up and brushed the hair from my face, slow and tender.
His thumb grazed my lip.

And then Adam spoke.
Soft. Gentle.

“You sounded… incredible, baby.”
“I love you.”

My lips parted.
I could still feel Jason twitching inside me.
Still leaking.
Still buried.

He slid his fingers up my spine.
Pulled me closer into his chest — not out of affection, but to feel my full weight on his cock.
I was still impaled on him. Still opened. Still taken.

I swallowed.
And smiled faintly.
One hand lifted to Jason’s hair —
soft, tender strokes as I spoke to my husband.
A slow, lazy caress…
while still filled with another man.

Then I whispered into the phone:

“God… I came so hard, love…”

A pause.
Then Adam let out a quiet laugh.

“Yeah.
I could tell.
You kind of… disappeared for a minute.”

I looked down at Jason.
He was smirking now, smug, satisfied.
One hand still wrapped around my ass.
Fingers gripping like he owned it.

I gave him a slow wink.
He mouthed, “Good girl.”

“Okay, baby,” I murmured to Adam.
“Sleep now. You’ve got that early meeting, remember?”

“Yeah,” he said with a sigh. “9 a.m. I’ll set an alarm.”
“Wish I could hold you right now.”

Jason’s fingers curled deeper into me.
He shifted, just slightly —
just enough to make my cunt squeeze again.

“Me too,” I said softly.
“Love you.”

“Love you more.”

I ended the call.

The line went dead.

The room was silent again.
Except for the sound of us —
still connected.
Still wet.
Still full of everything we couldn’t say out loud.

Jason looked up at me.
Grinned.

“Fucking lying slut,” he said.

I smiled.
Still on top of him.
Still dripping.
Still wicked.

“Everyone’s happy, what say?” I smiled.

I lay on top of him, breath slowing.
Still full.
Still raw.
My fingers gently brushed over Jason’s jawline, down his cheek — slow, lazy strokes.

He smirked.

“Go take a bath. You stink of chocolate and cum.”

I grinned, still caressing him.

“Join me.”

Just then, my phone lit up.

Adam ?? Video Call

Jason laughed softly behind me.

“Take it.”

I shook my head, still panting.

“I can’t.”

He kissed the back of my neck.

“You can.”
“Just don’t show your face.”

I stared at the screen.
Then let it ring out.

Once it ended, I shifted slowly — letting his cock slide out of me, wet, swollen, glistening.
Still hard.
Cum pooled thick along the head — most of it right at the tip, some trailing down the shaft.

I lowered myself between his legs.
Took him in my mouth.

I sucked slowly — licking and lapping the load gathered at the crown, circling my tongue over the head where it was thickest.
Then worked down, cleaning the shaft where our mixed mess had spread — soft strokes, slow pulls, warm and wet.
I cradled his balls in one hand — gentle, slow, loving touches — while I picked up my phone with the other.

Still licking, I typed:

“Sorry baby. On the toilet. Taking a shit ?? maybe later.”

Jason leaned back against the headboard, arms behind his head, watching me with that slow, fucked-out smirk.

The phone buzzed a moment later.

Adam 💬

“TMI babe ?? But okay. Later then. Love you.”

I pulled off Jason’s cock slowly, letting it slide out of my mouth with a soft wet sound — my lips glistening, tongue catching the final drop at the tip before it could trail.

Still tasting him, I typed back:

“Love you too. Sleep well. Goodnight ??”

Then I let the phone fall face-down beside us.

Jason was still looking at me.
Still smiling lazily.
His cock lay half-hard, gleaming with spit and leftover cum.
My mouth was warm, my thighs sticky, and my body felt utterly used — in the most beautiful way.

He stretched his arms, slow and loose, the muscles of his chest flexing under the dim light.

“Come,” he said, voice low.
“Let’s go to the bath.”

I looked at him for a second — calm, naked, satisfied — and nodded.

No more words.

I rose slowly, legs aching, hips heavy.
Jason followed me off the bed.
We walked to the bathroom together — skin damp, bodies still smelling of syrup, sweat, and sex.

The phone didn’t buzz again.


Chapter 29: The Ride

The morning was soft — grey light hanging low over the West Side.
His Ducati was already rumbling in the basement lot when I stepped out in a black cropped hoodie and cutoff denim shorts, my hair tied up, no makeup, just lip balm and sunglasses.
No bra.

Jason looked up from the bike.
He didn’t smile.
Just gave me that look — the one that said “You know what you are to me.”

He held out the helmet.
I took it.
Climbed on behind him.
No words.

The ride was quiet — not in sound, but in mood.
The Ducati growled beneath us, cutting through morning traffic like it belonged on its own grid.
My arms wrapped tight around his waist.
His back was warm.
He smelled like laundry and skin and the night before.

We passed the edge of the park — trees blurred, light flickering through them.
A jogger glanced our way.
Jason revved once, like punctuation.

I leaned into him harder.



We parked near a side street — one of those corners that doesn’t exist on postcards.
Two folding chairs.
A metal cart steaming with eggs and onions.
No menus.

He ordered without asking me.
It wasn’t controlling.
It was knowing.

Sandwiches came wrapped in foil — greasy, hot, overstuffed.

We sat on the curb, helmets between our legs, sun warming the back of my neck.

I bit into mine — and sauce immediately dripped down my chin.

Jason reached over.
Wiped it clean with his thumb.
Then licked his thumb.
Just like that.

Nothing performative.
Nothing sexy.

Like we’d been doing this for years.

He didn’t say anything.
Just glanced at my thighs as I shifted, bare skin on concrete.
His hand dropped to my knee.
Stayed there.

I pretended not to notice how natural it felt.
How owned.

Adam never touched me like that in public.
Never rested a hand on me like I belonged to him.

Jason did it without thinking.
Like it was muscle memory.
Like he knew I’d let him touch more if he wanted.
Right there.

We were standing in the elevator — just the two of us.
His helmet in one hand, the other slipping casually under the curve of my ass like it belonged there.
He didn’t say anything.
Just leaned back against the wall and let his fingers explore while I stared at the rising numbers.
My thighs parted instinctively, slightly.
I felt his middle finger press firm through the denim.
A lazy tease.
No hurry. No ask. Just claiming.
I bit my lower lip and said nothing.
He smirked, still on his phone, still talking about “ETA” and “dropping it near the gate.”
But his hand didn’t stop.

The key turned and the apartment opened like it breathed us in.

Jason walked in first, dropped his helmet onto the couch, and headed toward the kitchen without a word.
I lingered by the door for a beat, warm from the sun, lips still tingling from the zesty street sandwich.
Then I kicked off my shoes and stepped inside.

The balcony door was cracked open — the sheer curtain lifting and falling like it knew what we were building toward.
A low, lo-fi beat pulsed from the speaker — slow, wordless, sexy.

Jason drank water from a tall glass bottle.
Long swallows.
His throat moving in a rhythm meant to be watched.

“You want a shower?” he asked, not looking.

I nodded.

“Go ahead.”

I passed him, feeling his eyes on me even if he didn’t turn.
My shorts hugged beneath my ass; my thighs were sticky from sweat and sun.

The shower was cool and clean.
I rinsed my body but not my hair — kept it messy, kept it his.

One of his towels smelled like him.
No lavender.
No florals.
Just soap, skin, and man.

I slipped into his black t-shirt — soft, oversized, nothing underneath.
When I came out, Jason was on the couch, legs spread, talking low into his phone.

“…yeah, I moved last week…
no, the address changed…
mhm… send it there…”

He glanced up when he saw me.

His eyes swept my body once — slow, claiming — then he crooked two fingers at me without breaking eye contact.

Come here.

I didn’t walk.
I drifted.

I slid beside him on the couch — one knee brushing his thigh.
His free hand immediately slipped under the hem of his shirt on my body and into the warmth between my legs.

Two fingers.
Slow.
Lazy.

Not playing — owning.

He kept talking on the phone.

I swallowed back a sound as he found me already warm, already soft.

“…yeah, tomorrow works…
no, the contractor can…
hold on.”

He pressed his thumb to my clit, barely circling, and my hips tilted toward him like it was instinct.

I bit my lip.
Rested my forehead against his shoulder.
Let him stroke me while he made plans about his new life — one I was already inside.

He didn’t rush.
Didn’t look at what he was doing.
Just fingered me like it was part of the call.

“…send me the estimate…
yeah, that’s fine…
I’ll call you later.”

He hung up.

His fingers stayed exactly where they were.

“Still hot?” he murmured against my ear.

My breath caught. “You know I am.”

He kissed my neck — soft, claiming.
Then pulled his fingers out of me slowly, deliberately, like he wanted me to feel every millimeter.

“Let’s cool off,” he said.

He stood, stretching — shirt lifting enough to show the V-cut above his waist.
He grabbed his keys.

“I’ll be back. Need groceries.”

I nodded, breath still unsteady.
“Okay.”

The door clicked behind him.

Silence.

I curled into the couch, still wearing his shirt, still open between my thighs.
The curtain brushed my legs as I dialed Adam.

Adam 📞

He picked up on the third ring.

“Hey,” I whispered.

“Hey, babe,” he said warmly.
His voice felt like a life I knew but wasn’t in.

“You okay?”
“You didn’t text after lunch.”

“I’m good,” I said softly.
“Just resting.”

He talked about work.
Meetings.
His hotel.

I murmured the right things.
Gave the right sighs.
Said I missed him — and for a moment, I almost meant it.

Then he said he might sleep early.

“You sound tired,” I whispered.

“So do you,” he said.

A beat.

“I wish I was touching you right now.”

My body tightened reflexively — not from his words, but from the memory of Jason’s fingers still warm inside me.

“I… wish that too,” I replied.

We hung up gently.
Softly.

I curled deeper into the couch, one arm under my cheek, and drifted off.

When I opened my eyes, the sun had turned gold.
Long shadows slid across the floor.

The door clicked.

Jason walked in — paper bags in one hand, a cold drink in the other.

He saw me curled up and gave that small, knowing smirk.

“Still sleepy?”

I stretched, slow and feline.
“No. Just waiting.”

“For what?” he asked.

I lifted the hem of his shirt between my thighs and glanced at the balcony.

“That.”

The evening breeze pushed the curtain higher.

Cool.
Gold.
Inviting.


Chapter 30: The Balcony

The sun was dropping — that honey–gold hour when the whole West Side turns soft and sinful.

Jason set the grocery bags on the counter and walked straight to the balcony without saying a word.
He slid the door open wider, letting the cool breeze slip inside.

He didn’t look back.
Didn’t have to.
I followed him like gravity.

The sky glowed orange-blue, the buildings turning into silhouettes. The railing was cool metal under my palms when I touched it. Jason stepped behind me — close enough that his breath warmed the back of my neck.

His hand slid under his black t-shirt still clinging to my body.

He didn’t even check.
He already knew I was bare underneath.

His fingers slid down my stomach… lower…
and then two of them dipped between my thighs.

A wet sound met his touch.

I sucked in a sharp breath.

Jason exhaled a single laugh — low, possessive, like the confirmation pleased him.

“You’re still leaking,” he murmured against my ear.
His thumb stroked up, slow… finding my clit… circling like he’d been waiting all day to touch that exact point.

My legs trembled.

I braced harder on the railing.

The breeze lifted the hem of his shirt on me, exposing more of my hips, my ass, my thighs — like the apartment itself wanted him to have all of me.

He pushed my legs apart with his knee.
My body obeyed instantly.

His other hand gripped my hip — hard enough to hold, soft enough to make me melt.

“Bend,” he said.

I folded over the metal railing, back arching, my breath skipping as the city pulsed beneath us. Cars. A siren. A dog barking. All of it felt far away.

Jason didn’t waste a second.

His thumb slid lower… lower…
pressed between my cheeks…
and nudged my asshole — slow, claiming, patient.

A helpless moan ripped from my throat.

He smirked. I felt it against my shoulder.

“That’s it,” he breathed.
“You always open for me.”

His thumb pushed in just enough to make my knees buckle.

Then he slid his cock against me — thick, already hard, already angry.

The head nudged my entrance and I whimpered. Loudly.

“Jason…”

He didn’t answer.
He just guided himself in — one long, slow, aching stroke that pushed me forward against the railing.

My mouth fell open.

The sound that tore out of me wasn’t a moan.

It was a cry.

Raw. Loud. Reflexive.

Far too loud for the open balcony.

Jason’s hand flew to my mouth — not to silence me, but to feel how hard I was trying not to scream again.

“You love this view?” he whispered, thrusting deeper.
“Your voice echoing over the whole damn block?”

I shook my head.
Lied.

“Yes,” I gasped into his palm.

He laughed — dark, satisfied — then pulled almost all the way out before slamming back into me.

I screamed.

Not cute.
Not hidden.
A real scream — the kind pulled from the bottom of a woman who hasn’t been allowed to feel like this in years.

My hands squeezed the railing.
My hips shook.
My thighs parted even wider, offering more.

The city didn’t mute it.
The wind didn’t swallow it.

It carried.

Lights flickered on in the building across from us.

Jason saw it.

And fucked me harder.

His thumb pressed deeper into my ass, his other hand anchoring my hips as he drove into me again and again — each thrust louder, wetter, hotter.

I couldn’t stay quiet.

I didn’t even try.

“Jason—! Jason—oh God—”

He leaned into my ear.
Bit it.
Growled:

“That’s right. Let them hear.”

My knees nearly gave out.

“Jason— I can’t— I’m—”

“Come,” he ordered.

His thumb circled, pressed, held.
His cock slammed, filled, stretched.

And I broke.

My orgasm ripped through me — violent, shaking, loud.

I screamed into the sunset.

My whole body tensed, back arched, toes curling against the floor as my cunt clenched around him uncontrollably, pulling him deeper in spasming waves.

Jason groaned hard behind me — the sound of a man who wasn’t done.

“Fuck… Vanessa… keep going… scream for me again—”

I did.

I screamed like a woman who wasn’t afraid of being heard.
Like someone finally fucked open.
Like someone already ruined.

A second light flicked on.

Jason smiled against my shoulder.

“Good girl,” he whispered.
“We’re not even close to done.”

His tongue found the spot no man had ever touched — not like that. He spread me with both hands, face buried deep in my ass, licking me slow and filthy. No warning. No hesitation. Just heat, spit, and sin.

I moaned — not softly.

My hands gripped the railing like it was all that tethered me to earth.

“You ever had this?” he asked, voice thick against me, tongue trailing down, up, circling.

“N-never…”

He growled low, gripped my hips harder. “You do now.”

He devoured me — everywhere. Ass, pussy, thighs. Messy and animal. I could barely breathe. My legs trembled, my thighs slick. He didn’t stop. Didn’t pause. Just ate until I was leaking again, until I pushed back into his mouth with greedy, aching need.

And then he stood.

Slick lips. Dark eyes. Hard cock.

He gripped himself and slid in again — thick, already pulsing — straight into my soaking cunt from behind, the angle perfect with how I was bent over the iron railing.

My scream wasn’t polite.

It echoed out into the night air, across the West Side street below. My toes curled against the concrete floor. I could barely hold myself up.

Jason just kept going — each thrust deeper than the last, one hand on my lower back, the other thumbing my ass again, pressing firm.

“You’re gonna scream again,” he whispered.

I did.

I didn’t care who heard.

Behind my fluttering lashes, I caught a flicker of movement — a window across the alley. A curtain shifting. A silhouette. Watching?

Jason saw it too.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked me harder — deliberately — like the watcher gave him permission to ruin me right there. I bit my lip, then gave up on holding back.

He leaned forward, lips to my neck. “Let them see what real fucking looks like.”

And then he came.

Hot, thick, deep inside me.

His fingers gripped the railing beside mine. His cock still twitching. Still inside me.

I was dripping.

And I didn’t move.

Not for a long, long time.

His tongue found the spot no man had ever touched — not like that.

Not with reverence. Not with hunger.

Not with the kind of filthy focus Jason had when he knelt behind me and spread my ass open like something he’d earned. His thumbs dug into the tops of my thighs, and his breath hit me in wet bursts before his mouth did — hot, open-mouthed kisses placed between the cheeks of my ass. Just above the hole. Then just below. Then right on it.

I gasped.

“Jason—”

But he didn’t answer. Just exhaled slow, like he was getting high off my scent. Then he licked, slowly, up the full length of my crack, pausing deliberately at the tightest point — flattening his tongue and pushing in with a slow, teasing grind that made my knees shake.

I grabbed the balcony railing like it was the only thing keeping me from collapsing.

He growled softly.

“You ever had this?” His voice vibrated against my skin — dark, low, confident.

“N-never…” I whispered, already breathless.

“Good,” he said. “You won’t forget it.”

Then he ate.

There’s no other word for it. He ate me like a man starving — tongue deep and swirling, then light and flicking, then slow and circular, like he wanted to memorize the way my body responded. And I responded. God, I responded.

My thighs wobbled, my ass clenched, and I felt my pussy get wetter from the pressure, the friction, the vile intimacy of his tongue working my asshole like it was the main course.

He didn’t care about manners or pacing.

He licked up and down. Bit softly. Spit between my cheeks and smeared it in with his chin. Then he flattened his tongue and dragged it long and slow all the way from the bottom of my pussy up to the top of my ass — again and again — until I could hear the squelch of my own wetness each time he inhaled.

I whimpered.

Not from pain.

From overload.

From being used and cherished and dirtied all at once.

I pressed back into his face without thinking. I wanted more. Needed it. His stubble burned against my thighs. His fingers dug into my hips. And his tongue kept dancing, deeper now, with tight, wet swirls that made my stomach clench and my nipples harden in the night air.

He grinned against me, knowing exactly what he was doing.

I was leaking. All down my legs. My thighs trembled and my cunt pulsed with each flick of his tongue.

Jason didn’t stop.

Didn’t even slow down.

Just ate me until I moaned his name again, until my arms gave out and I sagged forward over the railing, shaking, breathless, completely undone — and aching for his cock.

He stood up behind me — mouth shiny, chin wet, breathing like he’d run a marathon with his tongue buried inside me.

His hands gripped my hips, tighter this time.

“You ready to get fucked properly now?” he growled.

I was beyond words.

I just nodded, hair falling in strands over my face as I braced both arms on the railing, my body trembling, soaked, wide open, and gasping for what came next.

Jason didn’t ask again.

He grabbed the base of his cock — hard, slick, still thick from earlier — and rubbed it up along my pussy lips, letting it catch on my clit just once, just enough to make me twitch.

Then he nudged the head between my folds.

I sucked in a breath.

And he pushed in.

One slow, stretching, possessive thrust.

“Ahhh—fuck!” I cried out.

My voice echoed into the night.

My walls clenched around him like they’d missed him, like they were starving — desperate to be filled again. He kept pushing, inch by inch, until I was completely split open and full, his cock heavy and hot inside me.

I moaned louder this time — raw, unfiltered, my throat catching around the vowels like I didn’t care who heard me.

And I didn’t.

“God, yes—Jason…!”

He held still for just a second.

“Feel that?” he whispered, bending low to speak against the back of my neck. “That’s how deep I am. That’s how wide you’re open for me.”

I nodded fast, whimpering, needing him to move, needing friction, thrust, anything.

He gave it to me.

Hard.

The first stroke nearly lifted me off my feet.

The second thrust knocked a full, shameless moan from my mouth —
“Aaahhh—fuck, fuck, fuck—yes!”

My whole body jolted forward.
My palms gripped the metal railing till they hurt, the sharp cold of it biting into my skin.
My knees buckled, legs already weak from how he’d eaten me.
But Jason didn’t stop.

His hips slammed forward again, hard and deep, cock dragging along my inner walls with a wet, relentless rhythm.
My breasts were bare, swinging freely with every motion — soft, flushed, nipples tight and sensitive from the wind and the slap of movement.
Each thrust made them bounce, sway, slap softly against my chest, the chill in the air only amplifying the burn between my legs.

One of his hands stayed locked on my hip, fingers digging into the softness like he was holding on for dear life.
The other fisted into my hair, yanking my head back just enough to expose my throat to the night sky.

He fucked me deep, fast, dirty —
the sound of his balls slapping against my soaked folds, obscene and loud.
The wet squelch of each thrust made my face burn and my pussy clench harder, like I was gripping him tighter the filthier it got.

“Fucking take it,” he growled, breath hot against my ear, body fully pressed to mine.

“I am—fuck—I am—I’m fucking taking it—!” I cried, louder, raw, wrecked.

The railing groaned beneath my weight.
My tits bounced with every brutal stroke.
The slap of skin on skin, the lewd suck of my cunt gripping his cock, the sound of my moans growing higher, more desperate — it was all so loud, so wet, so animal it felt like the whole world could hear.

And I didn’t care.

Because the only thing I could feel was Jason — thick, hard, stretching me wide, his cock buried so deep I could feel him in my belly.
Every inch of me was shaking.

he slammed into me harder.

The metal railing creaked beneath my weight.

I arched my back, screamed into the night, and somewhere between the sound of my moans, the slap of our bodies, and the slick, wet glide of his cock filling me raw, I saw it—

A light flicked on in the apartment across the courtyard.

A curtain moved.

A silhouette appeared.

Still. Watching.

Male, maybe. Or maybe a couple. I couldn’t tell — the window was backlit. But the shape stood there, unmoving, right behind the glass, staring out at me.

I didn’t stop.

I moaned even louder, letting the sound carry out into the air, my bare breasts swinging, my thighs shaking, my body open and on full display.

Jason noticed the light too.

His thrusts didn’t slow.

They got harder.

His cock hit deep, lower, right where it made my legs twitch involuntarily — and then he leaned in, pressing his chest to my back, one hand still tangled in my hair, the other sliding up to grab my breast, fingers rough, pinching my nipple hard like he knew we were being watched.

“Give them something to remember,” he rasped in my ear.

I moaned back, broken, wild. “Let them see—fuck—let them see everything.”

“Yeah?” he grunted, pounding harder now. “You want them to see how I fuck you?”

“Yes—Jason—yes—I want them to see how good I take it—how good your cock feels inside me—”

He groaned then — long and low, grinding his cock even deeper, holding me tight like he was trying to merge our bodies.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum—”

“Yes,” I cried out, throwing my head back against his shoulder, eyes open wide, locked on the silhouette in the window.

I wanted them to see me fall apart.

I wanted them to watch me get filled —
to see the raw, shaking mess I became when Jason’s cock owned me.

And then it happened.

Jason’s hips began to stutter, the rhythm breaking into jagged, desperate thrusts.
His cock thickened, swelling and twitching deep inside me, the veins rubbing hard against my walls.
My breath caught.

And then —
with a strangled gasp and a brutal final thrust that slammed my hips into the metal railing, he came.

Deep.
Hot.
Raw.

I felt it all.

Each violent spurt shot into me — thick, heavy ropes of cum that hit my cervix and splashed against my walls, already soaked from how wrecked I was.

I moaned —
long, loud, shameless —
my voice bouncing off the buildings around us, echoing across the empty courtyard like a warning or a cry for more.

My belly clenched. My thighs quivered.

And I felt it.

His cum dripping out of me almost instantly, warm and slick, running down the insides of my legs, leaving me leaking and open and utterly fucked.

And the silhouette?

Still there.

Still watching.

Motionless.

Not even pretending to look away now.

Jason didn’t pull out.

He stayed buried inside me, panting against my back, his chest rising and falling against my spine like he’d just conquered something sacred.

His hand slid up — not gentle, not soft — and gripped my breast again, fingers curling around the flesh possessively.
The other hand stayed locked on my hip, holding me in place, making sure I didn’t move an inch.

Like he wanted the watcher to see me just like this —
used, bent over, filled, pinned.

“Let them wonder what you feel like now,” he whispered, his voice hoarse, almost tender.
“Let them wish it was their cock leaking inside you.”

I shuddered.

My body still clenching around him, like it didn’t want to let him go.
Like it could feel how much of him was inside me.

I smiled — broken, sweaty, ruined — and looked straight into the lit window across the courtyard.

The silhouette hadn’t moved.

I moaned again — slower this time, dirtier, a sound meant to carry.

Then whispered, just loud enough for the night to hear:

“Hope you got your fill”

Jason chuckled behind me, his cock still twitching inside me.
He pressed his lips to the back of my neck, slow and possessive.

“I bet they’re stroking it already,” he murmured. “Jealous as fuck.”

And I stood there — dripping, legs trembling, pussy full —
and let myself be watched.

Let them see the cum run down my thighs.

Let them hear how my breath still shook.

Let them feel how deeply I’d been taken.


Chapter 31: A Day Early

The glow from the opposite apartment was still on when we finally came inside.
I didn’t even ask Jason if he’d noticed the silhouette.
Of course he had.

My thighs were still sticky.
His cum had dried into a soft crust between my cheeks.
We hadn’t showered.
We hadn’t cared.

He tossed me a hoodie — one of his old, oversized ones — and I wore it with nothing underneath.
He ordered food, played some lo-fi shit on the speaker, rolled a blunt.
It was almost quiet between us. Comfortable.
Like fucking me raw over the railing was just... normal now.

And then my phone pinged.

Adam ??:
“Flight changed. Landing tomorrow morning, not night. Miss you.”

My stomach dropped.
I sat up straight on Jason’s couch, the oversized hoodie slipping off one shoulder.

“Shit,” I whispered.

Jason looked over, brow raised. “What?”

I showed him the message.

He didn’t flinch. Just exhaled slow, leaned back, and said,
“Relax. I’ll drop you off in the morning.”

I blinked. “You sure?”

He nodded, like it was the easiest thing in the world.
“I’ll set an alarm. You’ll be home before his toothbrush touches the sink.”

I wanted to believe him.
I wanted to stay calm.
But my heart was racing.
My thighs still ached.
And I was still leaking his cum.



The next morning, true to his word, Jason drove me back.

No goodbye kiss.
No lingering words.
Just a quiet, knowing look and a hand on my thigh the entire ride.

I walked into the apartment on stiff legs, hair tied back, hoodie swapped for a simple tee and joggers.
I wiped quickly, freshened up, brushed my teeth twice.

When Adam walked in a couple hours later, suitcase in hand, he looked exhausted.

“Hey,” he said, smiling faintly. “God, I need a shower.”

I hugged him.
I smelled airplane and aftershave and that familiar Adam softness.
It felt distant.
Not wrong. Just… dulled.

We sat on the couch.
He told me about Dallas.
The boardroom delays. The hotel food.
How one guy snored in the next room and he barely slept.

I nodded. Smiled in the right places.
Said things like “God, that sucks” and “You must be so tired.”

But I kept checking my phone.
Subtly.
Quietly.

Nothing from Jason.

No text.
No emoji.
Not even a “Made it back?”

By evening, I was irritable.
Raw in the throat and restless in the skin.

“You okay?” Adam asked as we stood brushing teeth together.

“I’m just tired,” I said quickly. “Cramped all night. Barely slept.”

“Yeah, I know the feeling,” he murmured, wiping his mouth with a towel.

We lay in bed.
Separate sides.
His leg brushed mine once.
I didn’t move.

I stared at the ceiling.
The fan hummed.
My phone stayed dark.

And inside me —
where Jason had been less than twenty-four hours ago —
there was now just emptiness.

Chapter 32: In My Head

The next day passed in a blur.
Laundry. Groceries. A mild headache that wouldn’t leave.
Adam worked from home, setting up his laptop on the dining table.
I moved around him like a shadow — soft smiles, casual touches, but distant.

I didn’t check my phone.

I just looked at it every chance I got.

Nothing from Jason.

By dinner, Adam seemed more relaxed.
He poured wine.
Told me about his old boss flirting with the new intern — a harmless story that made me laugh for the first time all day.

Later, when we brushed teeth together, he leaned in behind me — lips pressing to my shoulder.
I didn’t flinch.

When we climbed into bed, he kissed me slowly.

When he touched me, I let him.



He got on top of me first — careful, loving, familiar.
Our limbs tangled under the sheets, his lips trailing along my neck.
He whispered something about missing me.

I moaned softly, letting my legs open.

He entered me slowly — like always —
and I tilted my hips up to meet him, guiding him deeper.

But after a few strokes, something inside me shifted.

I pressed my palms to his chest.

“Lie back,” I said.

Adam blinked. “Yeah?”

I nodded.

He rolled onto his back, and I straddled him.
My body still knew how to ride.

But tonight, I did more than just ride him.
I took him.

Hands on his chest.
Hair loose.
Eyes closed.
I moved like I was starving.

Slow grinds.
Fast slams.
Full weight.

Adam grunted beneath me, surprised by my rhythm.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Vanessa…”

But I wasn’t there.

I wasn’t with Adam.

I was back on a balcony, with my tits bouncing, my cunt dripping, Jason’s cock splitting me wide.

I closed my eyes tighter.
I rolled my hips harder.
I let my moan break open in my throat — breathy and raw.

Adam came first.
A quiet, stunned sound.
His fingers gripped my waist, and I felt him pulse inside me.

I collapsed onto his chest, panting, skin flushed, lips damp.

But it wasn’t enough.



After he drifted off, I slipped out of bed.
The house was quiet.
Toilet light humming faintly.

I shut the door and sat on the closed lid, knees drawn up, hoodie pulled over my thighs.

I opened my phone.

The hidden album where Jason lived. 


His cock.
His chest.
His fingers between my legs — the photo I took while he ate me on the couch.
The video he sent weeks ago, jerking off in that red-lit bathroom, saying my name low under his breath.

I bit my lip.
Slid my hand between my thighs.

My pussy was still sensitive from earlier — but not in the right way.

I wanted Jason’s mess, not Adam’s.

I spread my legs wider and stared at the screen.

No new messages.

So I pressed play on the old one —
the voicenote where he says,

“Just saying… you can leave the door open this time. I love the way you moan, girl.”

His voice was low. Casual.
But dripping with cocky confidence — like he knew exactly what I’d do when I heard it again.

As his voice filled my earbuds,
my fingers moved faster — sliding over my still-sensitive clit, circling slow at first, then faster with every dirty syllable.

I tapped into the hidden album ‘Receipts’
 

Jason’s cock.

From every angle.

Some shots he’d sent — thick, veiny, his hand gripping the base, precum glistening.
Others I’d taken quietly — him asleep beside me, soft against his thigh, or caught mid-fuck, buried in my cunt.

My breath hitched.

I kept scrolling —
the photo of his cock, thick and flushed, glistening like it had just pulled out of me.
A mirror selfie I’d clicked after — lips swollen, cheeks flushed, hair wild.

And in my mind, the sound of his voice came back.
“Take it all, baby… that’s it.”
I rubbed harder.
I could still feel the kitchen counter against my hips — shirt half-off, ass jiggling with every thrust, my moans echoing:
“Jason—don’t stop, don’t stop, fuck, fuck—”

Memory was enough.
Too much, even.

I nearly came right then.

But I didn’t stop.

I played the old video he’d sent me months ago —
the one in that red-lit bathroom, his fist wrapped around his cock, his breath heavy, eyes glazed as he whispered my name like he was already imagining me bent over for him.

The moment it started, my body reacted.

I shoved two fingers inside myself, biting my lip hard, trying to stay quiet.

Dripping now.

My thighs shaking.
My breath shallow.

Every image, every moan, every thrust we cherished — it was ours.
And now it was mine, alone in a dark bathroom, while my husband slept just down the hall.

My pussy clenched around my fingers.
Jason’s face filled the screen.
My moan slipped free.

“Fuck, Jason…”

And I kept going.

I didn’t need the mobile anymore.

I pulled the earbuds out.
Let the screen dim.
And just sat there — thighs spread, hoodie bunched around my hips, pussy glistening under my fingers.

I closed my eyes.

And there he was.

Jason.

Behind me.
Inside me.
Breathing hard against my ear.
Calling me his good little whore.

My fingers moved in tight, aching circles — slow at first, then faster, messier, slipping through the wetness he’d left behind days ago, still echoing in my body like a bruise that throbbed when touched right.

My free hand slid up — under the hoodie, over my breast, squeezing until I gasped softly.

I leaned back slightly on the lid, legs falling wider open.
My palm slapped softly between my thighs, soaking it.

I imagined his hand there instead — rough, warm, unforgiving.
The way he’d pull me open with his thumbs.
The way he’d spit on my clit.
The way he’d watch me beg just to be filled.

And just as my body tightened, trembling, seconds away—
I pictured his cock.

Big, thick, heavy in his fist.
That proud, arrogant curve.
The vein that pulsed just before he came.
And then—

The way it would hit my tongue.

I could almost taste it.
Warm. Salty. Deep.

I parted my lips, breath catching, head tilted slightly forward —
like I was about to lick him clean.

My eyes clenched tighter.

My hips jerked.

And then it hit.

That silent, body-breaking climax.

Not loud. Not fast.
Just a slow, tightening quake that rolled through my stomach, my thighs, my chest.
My toes curled.
My fingers stayed still — pressed against my clit — as the waves kept crashing, smaller and smaller, until all I could do was breathe.

Eyes closed.
Pussy pulsing.
Mouth still parted —
like I was catching his cum on my tongue.

I sat there for a while.

Panting.
Sticky.
Spent.

My fingers rested limp in my lap, still glistening.
My thighs were a mess — flushed, twitching, damp with everything I’d imagined and everything I still wanted.

The room was silent, except for the faint electric buzz of the bulb above and the hum of the fan in the hallway.

I leaned forward slowly, elbows on knees, breath catching in little aftershocks.
The floor was cold. My skin was hot.

I pulled the hoodie down over my thighs, wiped my fingers on a piece of toilet paper, and finally reached for my phone.

Still nothing.

No message.
No “Thinking of you.”
No “Did you cum?”

Just silence.

I stared at the dark screen like it had betrayed me.
Like he had.

After everything he’d said. After how he’d held me down and filled me so deep I still ached days later —
How could he not text? Not even once?

My chest tightened.

I locked the phone.
Flushed the toilet, even though nothing needed flushing.

And then I stood — shaky legs, raw thighs, silent feet.

I slipped back into the bedroom.

Adam was snoring softly, mouth parted, one arm flung out over my side of the bed like he’d been waiting for me.

I slid under the sheet.
Turned my back to him.
Stared at the faint light slipping through the window blinds.

My pussy was still warm.
My mind still racing.

But I didn’t check my phone again.

I just closed my eyes
and pretended sleep would come.


Chapter 33: Family Dinner, Dirty Thoughts

Adam didn’t ask twice.
He just said it that morning like it was a weather update.

“We should visit the folks.”

I looked up from my coffee. “When?”

“Tonight.”

I hesitated just a second too long.
He raised an eyebrow.
I smiled. “Sure.”



By evening, I was back in the suburbs, sitting at his parents’ long, polished dining table under that humming antique chandelier that always made me feel like a guest, not family.

The scent of roasted sage and melted butter clung to the air.
His mom had gone all out — roast chicken, mac and cheese, creamed corn, her famous buttered rolls, and a peach cobbler cooling on the kitchen counter.

Adam’s dad poured red wine like it was Sunday.
His brother arrived late, still smelling like weed and spearmint gum.
And his sister, Madison, was already watching me like she had her own game of Clue going in her head — and I was the suspicious piece.

I wore a plain navy-blue dress. Long sleeves. Fitted waist.
Nothing flashy.

But I hadn’t worn a bra.
Just a soft black thong. Already starting to cling.

We passed plates.
Said polite things.
Adam’s mom asked if we were thinking about kids soon.
I smiled and chewed.



Then my phone buzzed beneath the table.

Jason ??:

Where are you, baby?

My stomach clenched.

I angled the phone subtly between my thighs, thumbing a reply under the napkin:

At a family dinner. With the hubby.

Another buzz.

Jason ??:
What are you wearing under that sweet little dress?

My fork stalled mid-air.
I shifted in my seat.
I was already a little wet — but now I actually squirmed.

I kept my face blank. Fingers under the table, I typed back quickly:
Me ??: Black thong.

His reply was instant.
Jason ??:
Wish I could fuck you in front of them.
Just bend you over the table, baby.
Adam’s seen it already.
Maybe the rest of the family should too.
They deserve to see the lady of the house getting properly fucked.

I almost choked.
Coughed — sharp, sudden — and reached for my water like it was a lifeline.

Adam’s dad looked over, gentle and clueless.
“You alright, dear?”

I nodded, forcing a tight smile.
“Went down the wrong way.”

But inside, I was coming undone.
My thighs squeezed shut.
My core pulsed.
His words weren’t even sweet — they were blunt, filthy.
And they worked like fire.

I typed back with trembling fingers:
Me ??: You’re insane. I’m surrounded by his family.

Jason ??:
Doesn’t matter. I can still smell your unwashed cunt from here.

I exhaled — soft, shaky.
The words hit somewhere deep.
Crude. Dirty. Direct.
God, I felt it in my spine.

My thumbs hovered.
Everyone around me was still eating. Talking. Laughing.
I was the only one fighting heat between my thighs.

Then—
I replied with a funny emoji.
😅

Like it was a joke.
Like I wasn’t dripping.
Like I hadn’t just clenched around nothing.

A moment passed.

Jason ??:
That little smile won’t save you.
You’ll be soaked by dessert.

And just like that, my breath caught again.

Jason ??:
How’s his mom?

Me ??:
Strict. Pearls. Good skin. Looks like she runs the house.

Jason ??:
And the sister?

Me ??:
Younger. Slim. Keeps staring at me. Nosy bitch.

Jason ??:
Who’s hotter?

Me ??:
Mom’s got fuck-me hips.
Sister’s ass looks built for backshots.

Jason ??:
I’d fuck the mom first.
Then the sister.
Then make you lick them both clean.

My pussy just clenched.

Jason ??:
Told you. You’re soaking through that thong by now.

I clenched the phone tighter.
Crossed my legs.

If this phone slipped — if anyone here saw these texts —
I’d be thrown out of the house.

I needed to delete all this shit.
Right now.

But I didn’t.
I just stared at the screen.
And waited for him to say more.

Jason ??:
Fuck.
Wonder how Adam’s dad would react if I took the old lady too.
Made him sit there while I used his wife.
Bet she’s dying for a good bonking from a big black cock like mine.

I looked at her.

Upright. Polished.
But those hips looked like they used to fuck back — hard — and missed it every damn day.
Her lips… too neat now.
They’d stretched before — probably around something soft, white, and boring.
But you just knew they’d love to stretch wide around something bigger.
Thicker. Darker. Stronger.
The kind that makes a woman drool and forget her manners.

One woman could always feel another woman’s void.
And I felt hers.

That quiet, aching hunger behind the pearls and politeness.
The kind of need no one talks about — but another woman can smell from across the table.

She hadn’t been fucked properly in a decade.
Not grabbed. Not ravished. Not used.

Jason would replenish her cunt.
Make her moan like a girl again.
And she’d thank him with shaking legs and a wet mouth.

Adam’s dad was still rambling about fiscal trade agreements.
Fucking idiot.

The poor woman just nodded along — calm, composed, empty.

Maybe she needed this more than I did.
And that clueless man beside her?
Didn’t even realize his wife was ready to get bent over this very table and filled like a whore.

Jason ??:
She’d beg to lick your pussy after I break her in.
Two of you. Kneeling. Sharing my cock like good little sluts.

I almost dropped the phone.
And my thighs were wet.

Across the table, Madison glanced up.
Her look was sharp — not curious, but knowing.
Like a cat hearing movement behind the wall.

I texted quickly, thumbs stiff:
His sister’s looking this way. Bitch is suspecting.
Let’s talk later.

Then — ping.
Another message.

I hesitated.
Then tapped it open.

Jason had sent a dick pic.
Thick. Veiny. Still wet.

My breath caught.
It looked angry — like it needed my lips around it.

I crossed my legs again.
Harder this time.

Then the message below it:

Jason ??:
Show it to Adam’s sister —
maybe that’ll calm the nosey bitch down.

I blinked.
Swallowed hard.
My phone slid quietly into my lap.
And still… I kept dripping.

Me ??:
Ask something else.

The wine coated my tongue, but the heat blooming in my thong was thicker than anything I could sip away.

I shifted in my chair.
The cushion squeaked.

Jason ??:
When did you fart last?

My lip twitched.
I bit the inside of my cheek.

Me ??:
A while ago.

Jason ??:
How did it sound, babe?

Me ??:
In the car.
Loud, but kinda muffled.

I stared at the screen.
Then at the family around me — eating, talking, clueless.

I couldn’t believe it.
I was texting my lover about farting…
cuckolding…
and all this filthy, horny nonsense —
right in the middle of a family dinner.

A little giggle escaped before I could stop it.

Madison’s eyes pinned me.

“You’re smiling,” she said, too light to be casual. “What’s the joke?”

I looked up, face warm. “Just a meme from a friend.”

She didn’t blink.
Didn’t believe it either.

Me ??:

She’s watching Jason, the sis..

Jason ??:

Ask that slimy bitch if she wants a taste of my black, burnt sausage.
Bet her jealous mouth would water watching you get stuffed.

I smiled again — lips pressed tight, hiding the flicker of filth behind my teeth.

Madison caught it.
Sharpened.

“Come on,” she said, head tilted. “You’ve been grinning all through dinner. Share the joke.”

I ignored her.
Picked up my fork again.
Stabbed a green bean like it had done something wrong.

Jason ??:

I wish I could lick your butthole now. 

Taste how filthy you are, even at a fucking family dinner.
I bet the aroma is more enticing than dinner.
God, I wish I could tell your husband’s family this.

My hand shook slightly as I picked up my napkin.
My pussy clenched.
Throbbing now — so slick I could feel the fabric shifting against it with every breath.

Another buzz.

Excuse yourself.
Go to the washroom. I want you dripping when I see you next.

I took one more breath.
One more sip of wine.
One more useless bite of food.

And then I stood.

“Excuse me,” I said softly. “Just need to use the restroom.”

Adam nodded, chewing.

But Madison watched me the entire way down the hallway —
Eyes on my back like she could see the heat running down my thighs.

I turned the corner.
Phone already unlocked.

Jason had sent another message.
And I was already wet.


Chapter 34:  The Welcum Break

The bathroom door clicked shut behind me.

A soft, hollow sound — too loud in my ears.
I locked it. Pressed my back against the cool wood.
Exhaled shakily.

My phone buzzed again.

Jason ??:

Close the lid and sit on it. Show me your thighs first.

My knees weakened.

I lifted the dress, letting the fabric gather at my waist, and sat down slowly on the closed toilet lid. The cool porcelain met the heat between my legs — enough contrast to make me suck in a breath.

Me ??:

I can’t talk. They’ll hear.

Jason ??:

Then don’t talk. Send.

I swallowed and angled the camera down.

One picture.
My thong — black, thin, already wet through.
The crease of my thigh.
The faint shine where my skin was damp.

I sent it.

A second later my screen lit up.

Jason had sent one too.

His cock — thick, heavy, dark, veined, already half-hard just from texting.
Low lighting.
His hand wrapped around the base.
A visual punch straight to my core.

Heat shot through my stomach.

Jason ??:

Pull your thong aside. Let me see what you’re hiding from your husband’s family.

My fingers trembled as I obeyed.
Just a little.
Just enough.

I sent a picture — my slit glossy and needy, my other hand gripping the edge of the toilet seat to steady myself.

My phone vibrated immediately.

Jason ??:

Fuck… look at you.
Touch it. Two fingers. Slow.

I pressed two fingers to my opening — the slick warmth greeting me instantly.
My breath hitched.
Quiet.
Controlled.
Barely.

Me ??:

I can’t moan. They’re right outside.

Jason ??:

Then come silently.

Another image from him.
Now fully hard.
Black, thick, glistening at the tip with precum.

My thighs tightened.

I slipped my fingers inside myself.
Slow.
Wet.
My body practically pulling them in.

My head fell back against the wall.

My thumb circled my clit.
My hips twitched up.
Small, choked breaths escaped despite myself — a soft “mm—” that I immediately bit down on.

Jason ??:

Send me your face. Right now.

I turned the camera on myself — flushed, lips parted, dress bunched at my waist, one hand between my legs.
I took the shot and sent it.

Two seconds later he responded.
A photo.
His fist pumping slowly along his cock now — the head leaking, thick, angry, swollen.

My pussy clenched hard.

Jason ??:

Baby… I’m close.
Show me your cunt again. Wet. Spread.

I obeyed.

Took one more photo — fingers inside, pulled open, the shine impossible to hide, my breath fogging the screen.

I sent it.

His reply came instantly:

A short clip — just two seconds — his hand stroking fast, his breath rough, then a sudden shudder.

And then —

Photo:
His cum spilling across the picture of my cunt on his phone screen.
White, messy streaks covering the very image I’d just sent him.

My entire body jolted.

I muffled my moan behind my wrist as I came — hard, sharp, silent as I could — fingers curled tight inside me, thighs trembling, pussy soaking my own hand.

The orgasm rushed through me so intensely my vision blurred for a moment.

I forced myself to breathe.
To swallow.
To become a wife at a family dinner again.

Jason sent one last message as I cleaned my fingers on a tissue:

Jason ??:

Good girl.
Now go back to the table like nothing happened.

I steadied myself in the mirror.
Fixed my hair.
Pressed my lips together until the color returned.

Then I opened the door.

The hallway lights were too bright.
Voices floated from the table.
Cutlery clinking.
Madison’s laugh.

I walked back slowly.

Adam smiled when he saw me.
His father passed the bread basket.
His mother asked if I was okay.

Only Madison watched my walk — eyes narrowing slightly, like she saw something different about the way my thighs pressed together.

I slipped back into my seat like nothing had happened.

Adam’s mom smiled.
Adam passed me the mashed potatoes.
His father poured more wine into my half-empty glass.

I nodded, breathed, forced my hands to stay steady.

My pussy was still throbbing.
Still slick.
Still open from what Jason had just pulled out of me in the bathroom.

The chair cushion felt too warm, too soft, like it knew exactly what I had done.

I picked up my fork.

Madison watched me immediately.

Her eyes dragged from my face
down my neck
to my chest
to the way I adjusted my dress when I sat.

She didn’t blink.

I cleared my throat. “Everything okay?”

She shrugged, “You just look… flushed.”

I laughed softly. “It’s warm in here.”

It wasn’t.

My phone buzzed in my lap.

Jason ??:

How’s the table, baby? Still dripping on their chair?

My grip tightened on the fork.

I scooped a small bite of potatoes, pretending to listen as Adam and his brother debated which team was trash this year.

Another buzz.

Jason ??:

I want you again tonight. You think you’ll sneak out?

My thighs pressed together instinctively.
Madison glanced at my lap.

I grabbed a napkin, pretending to adjust it, hiding the movement.

I typed quick under the table:

Jason… stop. I’m at dinner.

Another vibration.

Jason ??:

Fine. Then I have a normal question.
Does Adam’s company hire tech guys?

I blinked. My eyebrows lifted a tiny bit.

Another message:

I’m serious. I am looking for a job. That new pad has sucked my finances.

The normalcy of it hit me harder than the filth.
A real question.
A future-oriented question.

I exhaled and typed:

Yeah. I’ll ask Adam.
Let me check when we’re home.

I hit send.

Across the table, Adam asked me something — I caught only the end.

“—right, babe?”

I nodded automatically. “Yes. Yeah, totally.”

His dad laughed. “She didn’t even hear you!”

I smiled politely. “Long day.”

My phone buzzed again.

Jason ??:

Good girl.
And now… tell me something.

I swallowed.

What now?

Jason ??:

Have you worn your thong well?. You know your cunt drips easily.

The fork almost slipped from my hand.

Metal clinked against the plate.
Madison’s head snapped toward me.

“You okay?” she asked, too quickly.

“Yeah—yeah, just—slippery fork.”
My voice almost broke.

Adam’s mother smiled. “Eat, sweetheart. You barely touched anything.”

I forced another bite into my mouth.

Jason buzzed again.

Jason ??:

Don’t worry. I won’t ask if you came. I already know.
Just tell me this — is your pussy still warm?

I swallowed. Hard.
The answer was obvious.

Then — another buzz.

Jason ??:
Trust me.
Check the chair.

A flush shot through me so violently I had to reach for my water.

My hand actually shook.

I typed back, short, breathless:

Jason… seriously… stop.
I need to focus on these guys for five minutes, please.
I’ll call you later.

He saw it.

He didn’t reply.

I finally exhaled.

Adam’s father started a story about repairing a neighbor’s boat.
I nodded at all the right beats.
Smiled when they laughed.
Took small sips of wine.

But my body was still pulsing.
Still soft, open, tender from what I’d done.
Still carrying him inside me, even without him there.

Madison kept staring.

Not talking.

Just watching me like she knew something had shifted — something she couldn’t name, but felt.

A secret heat that didn’t belong at her family table.

Chapter 35: The Resume

The drive home was quiet.

Adam kept both hands on the wheel, eyes on the road, jaw tight in a way I knew too well.
I could feel questions sitting under his tongue like stones.

We got inside.
He dropped the keys in the bowl by the door.
I slipped off my heels and walked toward the bedroom when he finally said it:

“You were busy on your phone tonight…?”

Not angry.
Just edged.

I turned. “Work.”

He raised a brow. “On a Sunday?”

I shrugged lightly, trying to look tired instead of guilty.
“You know how the Austin team still messages me. Time zones. Updates.”

He didn’t fully buy it, but he let it go.

For a few seconds.

Then I exhaled and said it — part truth, part excuse, part something else I didn’t want to examine.

“Actually… I wanted to ask you something.”

Adam crossed his arms, waiting.

“I was wondering if your company needs an extra tech hand.”

His face shifted.
A flicker of alertness.
Suspicion.

“Who?” he asked.

I swallowed once. “Jason.”

The temperature in the room changed.

Adam’s voice came lower. “The same guy you fucked?”

A sharp sting went through my chest, but I kept my expression steady.

“You don’t have to bring that up,” I said softly. “You know it’s the past.”

He stared at me.
Searching.
Wounded and territorial all at once.

I softened my tone:

“Look… Jason hesitated even when I mentioned it. If you’re uncomfortable, I’ll tell him no. It’s not like we have anything between us. I just thought… jobs are hard to come by these days. And I figured—you could help someone out. That’s all.”

Adam looked away, breathing slow.

A few long seconds.
Then:

“…Alright.”

My shoulders loosened.

Adam cleared his throat. “There actually is an opening. But what does he know? What’s his stack? Has he worked in security or APIs?”

I nodded, relieved.
“He worked in my Austin company. Strong backend guy. Solid with scalability.”

Adam sighed. “Fine. Let him send a resume.”

I typed quickly.

Me ?? Jason:

Adam says send in your resume.

Jason replied almost instantly:

Jason ??:

Sure. Give me five minutes.

A beat later another message came through.

Something else.
Not professional.

But I ignored it.

Five more minutes passed.

Jason ??:

Here. Check attachment.

I saved it quietly and walked out to the living room.

“Here’s his resume,” I said, handing Adam my phone.

He read through it slowly.
Nodded twice.
Pressed his lips, thinking.

By early evening, Adam walked into the bedroom holding his laptop.

“Actually,” he said, “with this kind of experience… we can definitely use him. I’ve already sent his resume to my boss. Mathers will take a look in the morning.”

A deep relief — and something like pride — spread through me.

“Good,” I whispered.

And it was.

For everyone.



Later that night, after Adam fell asleep, breathing soft and steady beside me, I slipped into the hallway with my phone glowing in my hand.

I typed:

Me ?? Jason:

You’re in luck. Adam’s office has an opening. They’re seriously considering your resume.

Then, because I couldn’t help myself, I scrolled up.

To the message I ignored earlier in the day.

Jason ??:

I want to see you. Even if it’s just for a minute.

A soft, guilty smile tugged at my mouth.

Before I could overthink it, Jason replied to my new message:

Jason ??:

Well… tell Adam thanks for the help.
And yeah… let’s meet.

My heart fluttered. I felt a twitch in my cunt.

Small.
Dangerous.
Alive.

I typed back:

Okay


Chapter 36: Aftertaste

I saw him before he saw me.

Jason was standing by the passenger side of his car, leaning against the door, the late-afternoon light catching that dark green hoodie he always wore after work. His sleeves pushed up, forearms tense, phone in hand.
Casual. Handsome.
Too familiar.

I walked toward him slowly.

I wore a soft beige sweater, fitted, tucked into high-waisted jeans that hugged my hips—simple, warm, something I hoped made me look composed instead of the mess I felt inside.

He looked up.

And that tiny half-smirk appeared — the one that had ruined me before I even knew it was happening.

I didn’t say hello.

I just stepped close and wrapped my arms around his waist — a firm, impulsive hug that pressed my cheek to his chest. He smelled like cedar deodorant and engine grease from his bike.
Real.
Solid.

Jason froze for half a second, then exhaled and hugged me back, palm sliding down my spine in one slow stroke.

“Congrats, baby,” I whispered against his hoodie.

He pulled back slightly, brow raised. “For what?”

I smiled up at him. “Your interview.”
His jaw tightened.
“It’s already set. Adam spoke to Mathers. They want you. The interview is just… a formality.”

Jason blinked — a rare crack in his composure.
“Seriously?”

I nodded.

He huffed a quiet laugh through his nose, shaking his head once. “Damn. Alright.”

I touched his chest again. “Be happy. You deserve something good.”

He swallowed — and in that one second, the edge in his face softened into something almost grateful.
Almost.

He unlocked the car without looking at me.

“Come on,” he said, climbing in.
I slipped into the passenger seat and shut the door.

Inside, the world went quiet.

The vents hummed.
The smell of leather and his cologne wrapped around me.
My body knew the space too well.

When I looked at him again, Jason was already watching.

Dark eyes.
Still.
Waiting.

I leaned in, kissed him softly on the mouth — warm, slow, lingering.

“Congrats,” I said again.

His breath thickened. “Vanessa…”

But I didn’t let him finish.

I slid closer.
My hand moved to his thigh.
Then lower.

Jason’s beautiful cock was still hard when I sat back in the car.
I didn’t ask why.
I knew the reason.

That heat-seeking missile always needed me —
always zeroed in on my throat,
my ass,
my cunt,
my dripping center like it had a built-in GPS.

I just looked at him.
Then leaned over.
Unbuckled his jeans.
Took him in my hand.

He was thick, flushed dark, still slick from me. I didn’t speak. I just lowered my mouth and kissed the tip — slow, reverent — like it was the last time.

Maybe it was.

He groaned softly. “Shit…”

I let my lips part.

I took him in deeper.
Hollowed my cheeks.
Let my head move in slow, adoring rhythm.
No rush.
No tease.
Just the kind of blowjob you give a man who belongs in your mouth.

My lips sealed around him like they were made for this.
My throat opened without effort.
My tongue curled just right — like it always did.

I moaned around him, low and quiet.
Not because I had to.
Because I loved how he tasted.
Because I knew what he liked.
Because this was mine, even if nothing else was.

Jason’s hand found the back of my head.
Gentle.
Possessive.
His hips twitched once.
Then again —
And then he gasped as he came in my mouth.

Hot.
Thick.
Familiar.

I swallowed it all.
Every last drop.
Then wiped the corner of my lips with the back of my hand — still wordless.
Still steady.

He tucked himself back in.
Eyes heavy.
Breath catching.
No rush. No thank you.

Just silence.

And then, without looking at me, he said it:

“I’m getting married.”

My body didn’t move.

Not at first.

I blinked once. “What?”

He looked over. Calm. “I’m going to see her family next week. It’s… complicated.”

My mouth went dry.

“She’s Black?” I asked, voice flat.

Jason looked at me sideways. “Is that a question?”

I didn’t answer.

He sighed. “My folks are old-school. They’ve been pushing this for a while. It’s time.”

I stared at the dashboard.

The red light blinked.

“You waited until your cum was in my throat to tell me?” I whispered.

Jason didn’t flinch.

“I told you before,” he said. “We were never going to be anything real.”

I nodded slowly. Swallowed hard again — not his cum this time, just the ache.

“So,” I said, “we’re not seeing each other anymore?”

Jason looked out the window. “I didn’t say that.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me before?”

“Because I was horny,” he said. “And so were you.”

Silence.

Cold. Sharp. Final.

I leaned in. Kissed him one last time — soft, deep, bitter.

Then I opened the door and stepped out.

“Fuck you,” I said, not angry. Just hollow.

He didn’t respond.

I walked back to my car. My throat still tasted like him.



When I got home, Adam was in the kitchen, washing up.

I walked over and kissed him.

Deep.

He smiled against my lips. “What was that for?”

“Because I love you,” I lied.

We kissed again.

I could feel a trace of Jason still lingering on my tongue — and part of me wanted Adam to taste it. Part of me wanted to sob.

When he held me that night, I wept into his chest.

He thought I was overwhelmed.

Maybe I was.

Maybe I was grieving the version of myself that still believed in lines that don’t blur.



That night, after Adam fell asleep, I took my phone into the bathroom.

There was a message from Jason.

You still taste like me.

I stared at it.

Typed.

Deleted.

Typed again.

Then finally sent:

I miss you.

He didn’t respond right away.

But I knew he would.

I stared at the screen until the clock hit 2:03 AM.

Then I turned off the light.

And let the cliff I was standing on swallow me whole.
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I’m Allison Monroe.

I come from a town where the men mow their lawns in pressed khakis and polished loafers, waving politely with one hand while balancing a beer in the other. The women sit on wraparound porches like ornaments—lipstick never smudged, hair never frizzed—iced tea sweating in tall glasses held with French-tipped fingers.

We bake for neighbors we secretly hate.
We pray loud in public and sin quietly in private.
We call it community, but it's performance.
A pageant.

Dinner parties end at nine sharp—dessert fork down, napkins folded, thank yous murmured—because everyone knows the script. You go home, wash your face, and fuck your spouse in the dark beneath a ceiling fan that squeaks like it’s trying to protest. Missionary, of course. Nightgown pushed up, not off. No moaning. No mess. Just enough motion to say you did your duty, followed by a whispered “amen” in the form of a kiss on the forehead.

We smile with practiced teeth.
We bless each other’s hearts.
We trade casseroles and compliments and never—ever—talk about what really happens when the garage door rolls down and the porch light clicks off.

And I wasn’t just part of it.
I was its mascot.

The shiniest apple on the tree—Bible-Belt perfect.
Hair always blown out, not a strand out of place.
Pearls at the grocery store. Pearls at school pickup. Pearls at church, even when I wasn’t sure if I was still listening.

I hosted baby showers like a pro, remembered birthdays without reminders, sent handwritten thank-you notes even when I hated the gift.

My legs stayed pressed together like I was still wearing the promise ring I’d “accidentally” lost somewhere between youth group lock-ins and the hotel suite on my wedding night. But even then, I kept the posture. The performance. The lie.

Perfect wife.
Perfect mother.
Perfect little porcelain doll.

And porcelain cracks.

Like that Sunday after a sermon on submission, standing by the punch bowl at the church potluck, when I overheard Margaret and Sue whispering.

Margaret’s smile didn’t reach her eyes.
“It’s our duty, you know—keeping the home fires burning. Even when it feels like work.”

Sue fanned herself with a folded bulletin.
“Amen to that. Bill’s been hinting about ‘spicing things up,’ but I told him, ‘Honey, the Good Book doesn’t mention handcuffs.’”

They laughed—tight, brittle sounds that trembled just under the surface.
I laughed too, because that’s what we do.
But something inside me twisted.

Was that all it was?
Lights off, twice a month, pretending it was passion?

Then there was that summer afternoon.

I was slicing tomatoes for salad, hot sun pouring through the kitchen window, when I glanced outside and saw him—a Black contractor fixing the neighbor’s roof after a storm. Tall, broad, wearing a tank top damp with sweat. Skin dark and gleaming. Muscles flexing with effortless power as he lifted shingles like they weighed nothing.

I should’ve looked away.
But I didn’t.
I couldn’t.

My thighs pressed together without thinking.
My breath hitched.
A spark lit in my belly—sharp, hot, wrong.

I told myself it was the August humidity, but I had to step away from the window, heart pounding like I’d been caught stealing.

That night, I closed my eyes in bed beside Nate...
And for the first time in years, came hard.



I smiled pretty.
Kept my voice sweet.
And never—not once—said the word cock out loud.

Not to Nate.
Not to God.
Not even in my own head.

Because good girls didn’t say things like that.
Good girls didn’t think things like that.

We wore lace panties we never let anyone see
and prayed to be satisfied with missionary and a mortgage.

Until I found my husband’s old Tumblr account.

It was late.
The kind of quiet that only happens when every child is finally asleep and the house itself exhales.
The baby monitor hummed with static like it was holding its breath.
I was in the kitchen, still wearing my apron, one strap slipping off my shoulder, searching for a crockpot recipe I’d made a dozen times but wanted to double-check—just to be sure. Just to be perfect.

I grabbed Nate’s laptop, opened the screen, and there it was.

Not YouTube. Not the usual weather tab or fantasy football league.

A browser window, still glowing, still logged in.
His Tumblr.

At first, I thought it was spam. A pop-up. Some accident he’d be embarrassed about later.
But then I saw the folders—neatly named, organized like a private library of things he’d never say out loud.

BBC Breeding.
Cuckold Cleanup.
Snowbunny Gone Black.
White Wives Ruined.

I blinked.
My mouth went dry.
My hand hovered over the trackpad, breath caught between panic and something else.

I should’ve slammed it shut.
Should’ve gasped, or wept, or whispered a prayer.

Instead…
I clicked.



The screen filled with video after video.
Women like me.
Pretty, clean. Blonde, mostly. Not porn stars—wives.
The kind of women who taught Sunday school and arranged flowers for the altar.
Women who wore cardigans and monogrammed tote bags and pearl earrings to parent-teacher conferences.

And they were being wrecked.

On their backs, legs spread wide, wedding rings flashing under motel lamps.
Moaning through smeared lipstick, mascara running in black rivulets as they got split open by men with skin the color of sin and cocks thick enough to look unreal.
There were no scripts. No fake moans. No forced smiles.
Just raw, ugly, beautiful surrender.

Some of them cried.
Most of them begged.
Every single one of them came.

Hard.

And in the background—always in the background—were their husbands.
Clutching themselves, watching.
Eyes wide and glassy, somewhere between reverence and ruin.

I kept watching.
I don’t know how long.
One video turned into three. Then five. Then a dozen.
My thighs pressed together. My pulse pounded behind my knees and between my legs.
There was a wet spot growing in my cotton pajama pants, and I didn’t even try to stop it.

At some point, I had to bite my wrist—actually bite myself—to keep from crying out loud.

Not because it was horrifying.
Not because it was wrong.
But because it was the first time in years I had felt alive.



I didn’t sleep that night.

I slid back into bed beside Nate like nothing had happened.
His back was turned to me. Breathing even.
Oblivious.

I stared at the ceiling.
My body still humming.
My brain racing through every video, every image, every noise.

And something cracked open inside me.

Not a break. Not a wound.

A door.

Something wet and hungry and feral.
Something I had spent my entire marriage pretending wasn’t there.

It didn’t hurt.
It didn’t scare me.

It thrilled me.



Two days passed before I said a word.

Not with tears.
Not with accusations.
I didn’t throw the laptop or quote scripture.

I just waited until dinner, while the kids were laughing over dessert, and our plates were scraped clean.

Then, in the softest voice I’ve ever used, I looked at Nate across the table and said:

“I saw your laptop.”

His face went white.
Then red.
Then something else—
Something I’d never seen before.
Something electric.
Like a wire had snapped loose in him and started sparking.

We didn’t fight.
There was no yelling. No guilt. No slammed doors or sharp words.

We talked.
Like two adults who’d finally run out of polite lies.
All the small talk, the chore charts, the gentle deflections—we dropped them like masks.
And what was left…
was honest.

He didn’t deny it.
Didn’t stammer out excuses or say he’d delete everything.

Instead, he said:
“I didn’t know how to tell you.”

And I said:
“You didn’t have to.”
Because part of me had always known.
And another part had been waiting.



That night, the house was quiet.
The kids were asleep down the hall.
The dishwasher hummed in the kitchen, and the porch light was still on.

We didn’t turn on the bedroom lamp.
Just the faint glow from the hallway filtering in through the cracked door.

He slid into me slow.
Unhurried.
Like he was savoring something rare.

And then, in the dark, his mouth at my ear, he whispered—

“You’d look so fucking good stretched around a big Black cock, Allison.”
“My pretty little housewife…”
“…turned into a desperate slut while I watch.”

I came so hard I saw stars.

White-hot.
All-consuming.
The kind of orgasm that steals your voice and folds your body in half.
The kind that doesn’t feel like release—it feels like ignition.

I didn’t feel shame.
I didn’t pray it away.

I savored it.



After that, the floodgates broke—
but only in the dark.
Only in whispers.
Only pretend.

It started with murmurs during missionary.

“God, you’d look so good with your mouth full.”
“Bet you’d choke on him. Bet you’d love it.”

Nate’s voice, deeper than I’d ever heard it, coated in heat and hesitation.
At first, I could barely breathe when he said it.
Just the word “him” made my heart skip and my thighs clench.

But I played along.
Whisper-soft.
Testing the edges of something dangerous.

I’d moan back:
“Would he be bigger than you?”
“Would it stretch me open?”
“Would you watch?”

And his cock would twitch inside me, hard as steel.



The next week, it escalated.

He pulled my wrists above my head, holding them down against the mattress, his breath hot at my ear.

“I want you on your knees,” he growled.
“Lipstick smeared, mascara running, begging for cock while I sit in the fucking corner and watch you get used.”

And something in me cracked open—wider.

I didn’t just nod.
I told him exactly what I’d do.

“I’d take it all. Make him cum down my throat and still ask for more.”
“You’d see everything. The mess. The way I’d gag for it.”
“Then I’d ride you with his cum still inside me.”

Nate came almost instantly—shuddering, gasping, eyes wide like he’d just touched something holy.



One night, we were in bed, skin damp with sweat, still catching our breath.

He rolled onto his side and said quietly:

“That guy. The contractor. The one who fixed the neighbor’s roof last year…”

My stomach flipped.

I didn’t think he’d noticed the way I stared through the kitchen window that day—watching the muscles in the man’s back shift as he carried shingles like they were nothing.
The way I’d flushed and pressed my thighs together and told myself it was just the heat.

But Nate had noticed.
Of course he had.

“You watched him, didn’t you?” he said.

I nodded slowly.
No shame. No excuse.

His voice dropped:

“Do you think his cock was as big as you imagined?”

I blinked.

“Guess,” he said.
“How thick was it, baby? Compared to mine.”

I swallowed. My pulse pounded.

“Bigger,” I whispered.
“Thicker than your wrist. Heavy. Like it would hurt going in.”

Nate groaned and started stroking himself, slow and tight.

“Tell me what you’d do to him.”

My breath caught.

“I’d drop to my knees the second he unzipped.”
“I’d take him in both hands, but I wouldn’t be able to close my fingers around it.”
“I’d suck him until my mascara ran—until spit and precum soaked my chest.”

Nate’s jaw clenched. His hips rocked.

“Would you let him fuck your throat?”

“Yes.”

“Would you gag for him?”

“I’d beg him to make me.”

“You’d let him use you?”

“Completely and you would clean his mess from me.”



From there, it spiraled.

He blindfolded me the next night.
Tied my hands with one of his old neckties.
Slipped a toy inside me—thicker, longer than he was—and made me describe it like it was that contractor.

“He doesn’t ask. Just pushes in.”
“He grabs my hips like he owns them.”
“He makes me scream.”

Nate stood at the edge of the bed, stroking himself, voice shaking.

“Say what you are.”

The words caught in my throat—years of good-girl shame wrapping around my tongue.

But I forced it out:

“I’m your slut.”

And again, louder:
“I’m your Black cock-hungry slut.”

Nate groaned so loud it echoed.
He edged himself for over an hour that night.
Never came.
Just listened.
Watched.

His hand tight on his cock, the other gripping the bedframe as I whispered every filthy detail I’d never dared say—not even in my head.



The fantasies bled into our vanilla life.

Dinner, dishes, school schedules. Then—
I’d be bent over the kitchen counter, one of the kids’ backpacks pushed aside, Nate behind me saying:

“You want him to bend you over this table?”
“You want him to fuck you right where we bow our heads to pray before dinner?”
“You’d let that Black contractor take you in this bedroom?”

I moaned—breathless, shameless—
“Yes.”
“You don’t make the bed creak. He will.”

And I would watch Nate—
his hand wrapped tight around his cock, eyes locked on me while I whispered things I never even dared think before.

And the worst part—
the most honest, unfiltered truth?

Was that I meant it.
Every filthy word.
Every broken moan.

I didn’t just want the fantasy.

I craved the reality.

I started dressing for it.
Shorter skirts. No panties.
Lipstick that smeared.

We bought a bigger dildo. Black. Veined. Heavy.

He’d hold it at my entrance and whisper:

“Imagine it’s him. That contractor. Sliding in.”
“Splitting you open while I just sit and watch you fall apart.”

I came shaking.
I came screaming.
Then I came again.



But pretending only feeds the hunger for so long.

I told myself I wasn’t one of those wives.
The reckless ones. The shameless ones.

I taught Sunday school.
I organized neighborhood potlucks.
I had a reputation stitched together with casseroles and forced smiles.

I told myself that—
right up until the night I realized I didn’t want to pretend anymore.

Not about the fantasy.
Not about the cock.
Not about him.

Until last year.

When I stopped imagining.

And started wanting.

We’d rented a villa for two weeks in Naples, Florida.
Just the two of us—our first real escape in years.
No PTA emails pinging at 6 a.m., no carpools, no casseroles for grieving neighbors, no pretending to care whose kid made varsity or how many points little Dylan scored at his last game.

Just salt air.
White sand.
And the kind of silence that makes married people nervous.

The villa sat at the end of a crushed-shell drive, tucked behind swaying palms and a wrought-iron gate we locked every night like it made us safer. The Gulf glittered beyond the pool—sharp and bright, like shattered glass catching light from all the wrong angles.

Private beach.
Gated.
Perfect.

A place to relax, Nate said.
To reset.
To find each other again.



Three days in, we met him.

His name was Rodney.

We were walking the shoreline at low tide, toes sinking into cool ridges of wet sand.
I wore an oversized linen shirt, mostly undone, billowing in the breeze, and a black bikini I’d bought on a whim months ago—too small, too bold—and never dared wear anywhere anyone from our neighborhood might see me.

He came from the opposite direction, alone.
Unhurried.
Like the ocean made room for him.

Shirtless.
Black trunks riding low on narrow hips.
Skin dark as mahogany and slick with sweat and salt, like he’d been poured from the sun itself.

He moved like gravity bent for him—each step grounded, deliberate, powerful.
Shoulders wide enough to block the horizon.
Abs cut deep enough to cast shadows.
His gaze slid over us with cool detachment, unreadable, uninterested.

He didn’t smile when he nodded.
Didn’t slow down.
Just kept walking, water licking at his calves, leaving heavy, perfect footprints that filled slowly with the tide.

But I felt it.
First in my chest—tight and startled.
Then lower.
Low enough to make my thighs shift under the hem of that linen shirt.

Nate felt it too.

I heard it in the way his breath caught, just slightly.
In the way his hand tensed around mine.

And in the too-casual tone he used when he muttered,
“Big dude.”

That night, I teased him about it.

We were in bed. I was warm from too much wine and sun. The windows open, waves washing the silence in soft and slow.

“You were watching him.”
I said it against his neck, my fingers tracing idle circles on his chest.

Nate exhaled a short laugh.
“I mean… weren’t you?”

He rolled to face me, one hand sliding low. I felt the press of him, already half-hard.

“You think he’s bigger than me?”
It was a joke. Almost.

I didn’t answer right away.
I just kissed him. Deep. Slow.
The taste of salt still on my lips.
Let him wonder if I was imagining that stranger when I slid on top and rode him until the bed creaked loud enough to drown out the ocean.



The next morning, Nate was already outside when I stepped onto the patio.
The screen door clicked shut behind me with a soft finality.

Coffee in one hand.
Sunglasses.
A towel slung over my shoulder.
And a swipe of lip balm that tasted faintly of coconut and something sourer I wouldn’t name.

Guilt, maybe.
Or anticipation, pretending to be guilt.

The sun had barely cleared the palms, but the air was already thick—humidity clinging to everything like a second skin. My linen cover-up stuck at the back of my knees. Even my thighs felt damp before I sat down.

Nate didn’t say good morning.
Didn’t turn.

He was sitting at the edge of the chaise, elbows on knees, gaze fixed across the water.

Watching.

I followed his eyes.

Rodney was in the pool.

Not lounging.
Not talking.
Swimming.

Slow, deliberate laps—clean strokes that cut through the water like he belonged to it. Long, efficient movements. His shoulders rolled and flexed with every pull, muscles rippling in a rhythm that was almost hypnotic. Water slid off his skin in sheets, sunlight catching on every angle—back, biceps, the sharp taper of his waist.

He moved like he didn’t care who was watching.
Like he knew someone would be.

His head surfaced at the turn, hair slicked back, eyes closed, the curve of his jawline gleaming under the morning light like dark polished stone.
Mahogany, wet and gleaming.
Every line of him smooth and strong and utterly unbothered.

I glanced at Nate.

His jaw was tight.
His legs slightly spread.
One hand limp on his thigh, the other curled around his coffee mug like it was keeping him tethered to something.

I saw him swallow.
Just once.
A small shift in his throat.

He didn’t blink.

I let the silence stretch.

Then I moved—slow, deliberate.
Walked to the lounger next to him and set my mug down with a soft clink.
I made a show of adjusting my bikini strap—lifting it off my shoulder where the fabric clung from the heat, pulling it taut, letting it snap softly back into place.

I felt his eyes drag across my skin.
Not possessive.
Not even particularly focused.

Just wired.
Like his whole body had been tuned to something he didn’t know how to name.

I leaned back on the cushion and crossed my legs at the ankles, watching Rodney slice down the far length of the pool again, droplets arcing off his forearms as he turned.

Nate exhaled slowly through his nose.
Not a sigh.
Not relief.

More like pressure leaking out from something too full.

Still, he didn’t speak.
Didn’t joke.
Didn’t look away.

And I didn’t interrupt.

Because I knew.
Right then, in that heavy, humid silence—
He wasn’t just watching him.

He was watching me watching him.
Watching us teeter on something neither of us had language for yet.

So I stretched.

Arched my back just slightly, the way I knew made my chest rise, and let the towel fall from my lap to the cushion beside me in a soft flutter.

The air smelled like salt and chlorine and something thick just under the surface.

I picked up my coffee. Took a slow sip.
Coconut and heat on my tongue.
My lips parted just enough for the steam to escape.

Rodney flipped underwater again.
A long, clean glide.
Then rose.

And when he turned his head this time, just before disappearing beneath the waterline, his eyes met mine.

Only for a second.

But it was enough to know:
He saw everything.



Later that day, he found us again.

We were walking back from a market in town, arms full of wine and ripe fruit and excuses. Rodney was by the front of the complex, toweling off beside a weather-worn Jeep.

Nate waved.
I tried not to look too long.

Rodney smiled this time—barely.
His gaze flicked over me once, slow and clinical, and then landed on Nate.

“You two renting the big villa on the end?”

Nate nodded. “Yeah—nice place. Quiet.”

Rodney shrugged, the towel draped around his neck doing nothing to hide how soaked his trunks still were.

“Not a bad spot. I’m just here for the week.” He glanced toward the driveway. “You ever need help with anything, I’m around.”

His tone was neutral. But his eyes…
They weren’t.

It wasn’t a come-on.
It was a challenge.

I felt my skin go hot beneath my sundress, even though a breeze lifted the hem and cooled the tops of my thighs.

We said goodbye.
Nothing dramatic.

But that night, after the kids at the beach had cleared out, Nate grilled shrimp shirtless and poured wine like he was stalling.

Then, casually—too casually—he said:

“I told Rodney he should stop by for a drink if he’s around.”



The words hung there, almost lost in the hiss of the grill.

I turned to look at him slowly.

“Did you.”

He didn’t meet my eyes.
He just shrugged. “Why not? He seems cool.”

I smiled.
Sweet. Measured.

But inside, something twisted tight.
The same twist I felt that first day, watching Rodney walk away down the shoreline, like temptation carved in motion.

I bit into a slice of mango and let the juice drip down my chin.

“You gonna ask him if he’s bigger than you again?” I said it light. A tease. But my thighs pressed together beneath the table.

Nate’s laugh was strained.
His cock was already hard under his swim trunks.
I didn’t have to look. I could feel it.

That night, in bed, I made him close his eyes.

And I whispered in his ear:

“He’d make this bed creak.”
“You’d watch, wouldn’t you?”

I didn’t wait for the answer.
Because I already knew.

The next afternoon, I found my husband on the upstairs balcony.

I hadn’t meant to spy on him—just stepped out to hang one of our beach towels over the railing, the kind with fading stripes and a sunscreen stain that never came out. But then I saw him. Half-hidden behind the open slats of the plantation shutters. Still. Focused.

He hadn’t heard me come up.

Nate stood pressed to the edge, body angled just so, like he was trying not to be seen. His jaw was clenched. Shoulders rigid. One hand braced on the wooden frame.

The other?

Pressed flat against the front of his linen pants, cock straining visibly behind the thin fabric, already hard—achingly so.

My gaze followed the line of his sight.
And I saw why.

Rodney.

Three houses down.
Under the outdoor shower by the dune grass, the one half-shaded by palms and barely private.

He stood beneath the spray, head tilted back, water pouring over him in steady streams.
It ran down the ridges of his chest, over carved abs, catching in the sharp dip of his V before disappearing into the waistband of his black trunks.
He lifted his hands to slick back his hair, muscles flexing, droplets flinging off his skin in arcs of light.

His body didn’t look real.
It looked carved.
He rinsed like he had nowhere else to be.
Like being watched was a guarantee, not a risk.

And my husband—
my sweet, quiet, God-fearing husband—stood there, staring.
Transfixed.

I walked up behind him in bare feet.
He didn’t hear me.

I pressed against his back, my front molded to his spine, and brought my mouth to the shell of his ear.

Whispered—

“You’re hard.”

He shivered.

Didn’t speak.
Didn’t move.
Didn’t deny it.

His breathing changed—shallower, tighter.
I felt it echo in my own chest.

I slipped a hand around his waist and cupped him through his pants, slow and deliberate.
The fabric was damp with sweat. Or maybe it was just him.

He groaned—low, guttural, like it was being dragged out of him against his will.
And still, he said nothing.



That night, the heat pressed in through the open windows like a second body.

The ceiling fan spun lazily above us, doing nothing but stir the thick, salty air.
Our sheets were damp—either from sweat, or sex, or the things we didn’t say.

We lay tangled together in the dim blue dark.
Nate behind me, one hand resting on my hip.
His breath slow. Waiting.

I felt wide awake.

The question had been building all day, scratching at the back of my teeth.

And finally—
I said it.

Voice low. Careful.
But not hesitant.

“If he asked… would you let me?”

Everything went still.
Even the fan seemed quieter.

Nate’s fingers froze.
Then, slowly, slowly, they slid down between my legs.

Two fingers, pressing gently. Testing.
Checking if I meant it.

I was soaked.

Dripping.

My thighs clenched involuntarily at the touch, but I didn’t pull away.

He groaned into my neck, teeth grazing the damp skin there.
His hips jerked forward, cock nudging against my backside like he couldn’t control it anymore.

But he didn’t answer.

He didn’t have to.



The next morning, I came down the stairs barefoot, still flushed from restless dreams I couldn’t tell apart from memory.

And I saw it.

The front gate.
Swinging open slightly in the breeze.
Unlatched.

Not by accident.

It creaked softly.
Inviting.



Mid-afternoon, Rodney appeared.

No knock. No text. No polite hesitation.

Just his silhouette in the doorway—filling the frame, like he belonged there.

Same black trunks.
A white tank top now clinging to his chest with sweat, soaked through at the sternum, revealing every carved line beneath.
In one hand, a small metal toolbox. More suggestion than purpose. Something to justify what we all knew was coming.

“Saw your fan squeaking yesterday,” he said, voice low and unhurried.
The words rolled out like heat rising off the pavement.
“Figured I’d take a look.”

My husband glanced at me.
A flick of movement—hesitation, permission, fear.

I didn’t look at him.
I looked at Rodney.

“Come in,” I said.

He stepped inside like he already knew the layout.
No hesitation. No question.
He moved through the open living space like it was his. Like we were his.

The screen door clicked shut behind him.
The room instantly felt smaller.

He didn’t go for the fan. Didn’t even open the toolbox.

He set it down gently near the base of the couch.
Then straightened, looked at me, and said—

“Got any water?”

His voice scraped low, rough as stone under the surface.

“Yeah,” I said softly. “Of course.”

I crossed to the kitchen, grabbed a glass—crystal, thin-lipped, leftover from the night we’d tried to feel fancy—and filled it with ice and filtered water. My hands were steady, but my thighs rubbed together once beneath my cover-up as the fridge door swung shut.

When I turned back, he was watching me.

Not politely. Not passively.

His gaze didn’t move.
Didn’t flinch.
Like he could already feel the heat rolling off me from across the room.

He drank half the glass in one slow pull.

Condensation trailed down his fingers, then dripped to the floor in steady, deliberate drops.
When he handed it back, his fingers brushed mine. Hot. Calloused. Unapologetic.

He sat on the rattan bench by the sliding doors, legs spread just enough to feel like a decision.
His phone rested heavy on one thigh.
The sunlight cut across his chest at a diagonal, catching on the sweat-slick lines of his abs, his arms, his throat.

The room smelled like salt and heat and faint coconut from my skin.

Conversation dried up fast.

Nate stood at the island, shifting his weight from foot to foot, pretending to look anywhere but directly at Rodney. His throat worked around a swallow. One hand curled around the edge of the counter.

Nobody said a word.
But the air changed.

Thicker.
Slower.
Like standing inside a thunderstorm that hadn’t broken yet—but was about to.

My pulse drummed hard in my neck.
Every breath stuck behind my teeth.

Then I stood.
Walked over to Nate.

He looked at me—eyes wide, pupils blown so wide they swallowed the color.

I cupped his jaw.
Leaned in and kissed his cheek.
Soft. Almost sweet.
The kind of kiss I used to give him in church parking lots and grocery store aisles.

Then I whispered:

“Go get us wine, baby.”

His breath hitched.
He glanced at Rodney—just once—and then back to me.

“Allison—”

“Please,” I said, gently.
And I saw it: the flicker of surrender.
The moment he gave in.

He nodded.
Turned.
And walked out of the living room toward the kitchen.

The swinging door closed behind him with a soft click.

And in the space it left, everything changed.

Rodney didn’t move.
Didn’t stand.

But something in his posture shifted—shoulders relaxing, thighs spreading a fraction wider.
Like a lion finally acknowledging that the deer had stopped running.

He let the silence stretch.

It didn’t feel awkward.
It felt filthy.
The kind of silence that presses its mouth to your skin and lingers.

I stayed standing.

My nipples were tight beneath the thin cover-up.
The cotton stuck to the sweat at my lower back.
My thighs were slick and clenched, heat pooling thick and low between them.

Rodney’s eyes dragged down my body and back up again—slow, deliberate.

Then his voice came, low and rough and absolutely final:

“You sure about this, Allison?”

The sound of my name in his mouth sent a bolt through my spine.

I couldn’t speak.
I just nodded once.
It was all I could manage.

He watched me.
Set the glass down slowly on the end table.
Condensation streaked the wood.

Then he leaned back against the rattan, legs wide, hand resting on his thigh.

And with the faintest crook of one thick finger, he said—
“Did someone not tell you that you’re exceptionally hot?”

His voice was all gravel and sin, curling around the air like smoke, curling around me.

Rodney looked at me like I was the only thing in the room worth knowing.
Not glancing. Not even looking—taking in. Like I was something rare and expensive. Something forbidden that he intended to unwrap slowly, regardless of the rules or who was watching.

His gaze didn’t rush. It wandered—slow and possessive—trailing down the line of my throat with a heat that felt physical, pausing at the soft swell of my breasts where my pulse thudded visibly beneath my skin.

Then lower.

Past my stomach, where I felt the muscles flutter under his attention, until he reached the damp triangle of fabric stretched tight between my thighs.

His stare lingered there. So did my breath.

I felt every inch he measured, every slow second of it branding me with awareness.

My skin prickled, flushed, alive.

And without meaning to—without choosing to—my hips tipped forward, subtle but certain. Like my body had stopped waiting for permission and decided to offer itself up instead. An invitation written in movement. A yes without a sound.

“You really gonna let him watch this?” he asked, voice low and even. Not teasing. Not uncertain. Just confident. Like he knew—knew exactly what this moment was becoming. Knew what it meant to say nothing and keep looking.

“I don’t know,” I whispered, but it wasn’t the truth. Not really.

“I’ve never done this.”

He smiled. Not wide—just the barest twitch of his mouth, wicked and sure.
“You’ve thought about it,” he said. Not a question. A statement. A mirror held up to my body.

“That’s why your thighs keep trembling.”

My breath caught—sharp and fast, like something snapped.

Rodney rose from the bench in one slow, sinuous motion, his body unfolding with the grace of something dangerous. All six-and-a-half feet of him loomed, not menacing but inevitable.

The space between us vanished.

He didn’t touch me. Not yet.

But he stood so close that the heat of him radiated across every inch of my skin, licking at my neck, my chest, my belly—
Close enough that I could feel the thick, unmistakable weight behind his shorts press forward. Searching. Testing the air between us. Heavy, hard, and very, very ready.

My nipples pulled tight, aching with every breath like they knew they were being watched.
My knees flirted with collapse, trembling under the weight of attention, anticipation—heat.

Rodney leaned in, his mouth brushing the shell of my ear, a touch so light it made my whole body shiver.

“Let me see what you’ve been hiding from yourself, Allison,” he murmured.

The sound of my name on his lips sent a bolt straight to my core.

I didn’t nod. Didn’t speak.
I just reached for the hem of my sundress with hands I barely recognized as my own—steady, certain—and pulled.

The fabric lifted over my hips, my ribs, the tips of my breasts, grazing me on its way up, then off.
It slipped from my fingers and whispered to the floor like it had been waiting to fall.

There I was.

Naked.

Except for a pair of pale-blue bikini bottoms—soaked dark at the center, useless as a secret.

My chest heaved. My nipples stood stiff and unrepentant, straining into the thick, humid air.
I didn’t cover them.
I didn’t flinch or cross my arms or duck my head.

I stood still.
I let him see me.
All of me.

Rodney didn’t move. Not right away.

He just looked.

And the look wasn’t kind or indulgent—it was clinical, dangerous. Like he was taking inventory of everything I’d ever repressed.

Like he was calculating how far a good little church wife might fall once someone stopped pretending she didn’t want to be caught.

Then—slowly, deliberately—he reached forward.
Hooked two thick fingers into the waistband of my ruined panties.

And paused.

“You sure?”

His voice was quieter now. Not hesitant, but careful. Like he knew this moment meant something.

My throat was dry as dust.
But between my legs, I throbbed with certainty.

“Yes.”

He tugged.

The elastic stretched, then gave.
The fabric clung to me like it didn’t want to go—dragging wetly across swollen folds, sliding down my thighs with a sigh, catching briefly on the curve of my ass before falling away.

I stepped out, shaking, soaked, bare.

The air kissed my skin in places I’d never exposed before.
And it felt like a baptism.
But not the kind they preached about.

Behind us, a soft sound—
clink.

The wine bottle met the marble counter.
The man behind it said nothing.
But the silence pressed in around us, thick and complicit.

My husband was back.

I heard the shift in the air before I saw him—the way silence changed shape when someone stepped into it.
Rodney didn’t even flinch. Didn’t glance over.

He closed the last inch between us like it had always belonged to him.
His hands found my hips, warm and commanding, sliding down to cup my ass with both palms.
Then he pulled me flush against him.

I gasped.
I felt him.

Thick. Hard. Insistent.
Grinding against my belly in a slow, deliberate drag that made my thighs clench and my head fall back.

A sound escaped me—high, breathless, involuntary.

Rodney’s mouth dipped to my ear again, voice a warm vibration that settled right between my legs.
“Bet he’s already leaking in his shorts,” he murmured.
“Bet he’s listening to every shaky little breath you take.”

I nodded—fast, desperate. I couldn’t even pretend anymore.

Rodney stepped back suddenly, the absence of his body like a slap of cold water.
He dropped onto the wide linen sofa, spreading his thighs like he expected worship. Like he knew he’d get it.
And he would.

He looked up at me—eyes half-lidded, grin slow and mean with promise.
“Now show him what you really brought on this vacation, baby.”

That was it.
The moment.

The moment every boundary you’d ever drawn dissolves under heat and hunger.
The moment you stop being what you're supposed to be—and become something else entirely.

I turned.

My husband stood in the doorway to the kitchen—
Frozen.
Bottle hanging limp in one hand, eyes wide and unblinking, lips parted, chest rising in shallow, ragged pulls.

He looked stunned.
He looked wrecked.
He looked hungry.

And I let him look.

Let him see me—his perfect, well-mannered wife.
Naked. Flushed. Wet enough that it trickled, slow and obscene, down the inside of my thigh.

I didn’t speak.
Didn’t ask.
I just lowered myself to my knees in front of Rodney, inch by inch, letting the cool kiss of tile chase goosebumps up my spine.
My back to my husband.
My eyes locked on Rodney’s lap.
My mouth already parting, already wet.

And I didn’t look back.

Because I knew he’d watch.
I wanted him to.

And from here on out, I wasn’t hiding a goddamn thing.  

Rodney leaned back, all slow, predatory grace, the picture of indulgent dominance.
His thighs stayed spread like he owned the room, like he owned me, every inch of him carved in confidence. Eyes half-lidded but sharp, calculating—like a lion deciding where to sink his teeth first.

I could still feel Nate behind me, hovering in the doorway like a ghost who hadn’t yet decided if he was meant to be here.
The wine bottle was clutched in both hands now, like a lifeline. His breath came in stutters—shallow, desperate.

I didn’t turn around.
Didn’t check on him.
Didn’t break the spell.

Because I knew the second I did, something fragile and sacred would shatter—and I wasn’t ready to let go of the power humming between my skin and the floor.

Rodney shifted. Just a little.
Lifted his hips with a kind of easy arrogance and slipped both thumbs beneath the waistband of his black swim trunks.

And then—slowly—he peeled them down.

What emerged wasn’t violent.
It didn’t spring free like some overused cliché.

It unfurled.

Heavy. Thick. Dark with blood.
A cock that swung as it settled, weighted with promise, with authority, with something close to threat.
It hung low, veined and glistening, obscene in its sheer scale even half-hard—like it hadn’t even tried yet, and it was already taking up more space than should’ve been possible.

The shaft was thicker than my wrist.
Veins etched into it like ridges carved by time and use.
The head was massive—broad and blunt, the foreskin retracted just enough to reveal a glossy, flushed crown slick with precum.

It wasn’t beautiful.

It was devastating.

It looked like ruin, wrought in flesh.

And I couldn’t decide whether to moan or cry or pray.

My mouth went dry—then flooded, heat pooling so sharply between my legs I nearly whimpered.

I didn’t look at Nate.
I didn’t need to.
Because in that moment, I wasn’t his.
Not really.
Not anymore.

Rodney didn’t say a word.
He didn’t need to.
That cock spoke for him.

And I was ready to answer.

I reached for him with both hands, palms unsteady with anticipation.
My fingers didn’t meet—couldn’t—his girth outmatched my grip, thick and unyielding.

The heat of him was shocking, like holding a living brand.
I stroked him once, slow and reverent, like touching something sacred, something dangerous.
He pulsed instantly—responding to my touch like it had been starved for it.

Thickening.
Lengthening.
Rising like a beast fully waking, stretching itself into the space between us with obscene pride.

Behind me, Nate finally exhaled—a jagged, broken sound, fragile in its surrender.
A crack in the silence that only made everything feel louder, heavier, more.

Rodney’s eyes stayed locked on mine.
Steady. Unblinking.

“Open,” he said.

Just that.
Soft.
Certain.
A command that didn’t allow for anything but obedience.

I parted my lips.

He didn’t shove or press or guide.
He just stepped in close and laid the weight of his cock—that thick, dripping head—right against my mouth.

Let me feel it first.
The heft. The heat. The intent.

It was so heavy, so present, that I moaned just from the contact.
The taste hadn’t even come yet.
But the promise of it—salt and sweat and power—had my mouth watering, my core clenching.

And then I took him.

My jaw stretched wide, lips parting around the crown, burning at the edges as I eased forward.
The taste hit me like a shot to the system—clean skin, a trace of salt, and something raw and distinctly male that made my knees press harder to the tile.

I moaned again, helpless, needy.
My tongue found the thick ridge underneath and lingered, swirling, tracing the shape like I needed to memorize it.

Spit came fast, hot and slick, sliding down my chin as I worked him with both hands.
One at the base, the other twisting above it, trying to keep up with the stretch in my mouth.

There was no taking all of it.
Not even close.

But I took what I could, sinking deeper in shallow thrusts, working him with fists and lips and tongue, greedy and overwhelmed.

Rodney let out a low groan above me.
And I knew—knew—I was exactly where he wanted me.

Exactly where I wanted to be.

And there was so much more to come.

He still didn’t thrust.
He didn’t have to.

He just stood there—watching me work, watching me worship—his expression unreadable, eyes half-lidded and dark with possession.

Then one big hand came down, slow and steady, settling on the back of my head.

Not forcing.
Not guiding.

Just resting there.
Heavy. Warm.
A quiet reminder.

A claim.

My body knew what it meant before my mind could catch up.
I gagged hard around him, throat clenching instinctively.
Pulled back with a gasp, gasping like I’d surfaced from drowning, a slick, obscene string of spit still connecting my lips to his cock.

It hung between us—silver, trembling, lewd.
And I dove again.

Deeper this time.
Messier.

My jaw ached.
My mascara ran.

My throat spasmed violently around his size, tears streaking down my cheeks.
Spit spilled freely—over my lips, down my chin, coating his balls, pooling on my breasts, dripping warm and wet to the tile below.

And I didn’t stop.
I couldn’t.

Every inch I managed to take only made me crave more.

The room filled with the slick, desperate noise of my mouth, the wet slap of effort.
My slurps were filthy.
Raw.
Unashamed.

And underneath it all, the faint click of Nate’s wedding ring tapping against the wine bottle in his trembling hands.
The sound of a man unraveling by inches.

Rodney finally spoke, his voice low and frayed at the edges.
“Enough.”

He pulled back slow, deliberate.
My lips clung to the crown for a beat before it slipped free with a wet, depraved pop.

A rain of spit followed—down my chin, across my throat, between the curve of my breasts.
I was gasping, soaked, wrecked.

Eyes blurred, jaw trembling, chest rising in sharp, ragged bursts.
My cunt throbbed, empty and aching, clenched around nothing.

I looked up at him, ruined and wide open.

And I still wanted more.

Rodney looked past me—finally—his attention shifting for the first time to the man still frozen in the doorway.

“Put the wine down, man.”

Just five words. Calm. Solid. Unmistakable in tone.

There was a beat of silence. Tense. Loaded.
Then came the soft clunk of glass meeting marble.

The sound of surrender.

Rodney’s gaze slid back to mine, all heat and control.
“Get on the couch. Legs open.”

I scrambled up like I’d been lit from underneath, nerves and need firing all at once.
The leather was cool against the fire of my skin as I sank into it, spine curving, thighs spreading wide on instinct.
No hesitation. No shame.

I was soaked—the kind of wet that didn’t need touching to stay slick.
Swollen, throbbing, glistening under the overhead lights.
The cushion beneath me darkened as my arousal leaked freely onto it.

I didn’t care.
Let it stain. Let it mark. Let it last.

Rodney didn’t move right away.
He just stood there for a moment—stroking himself.
Once.
Twice.
Slow and deliberate, his hand gliding over that massive, spit-shined length like he had all the time in the world.

Letting me see.
Letting Nate see.

Letting him witness exactly what was about to tear his wife open.

Then he stepped forward.

The head of his cock was flushed and slick, precum and my spit gleaming along the thick crown.
He dragged it up the inside of my thigh—leaving a shiny, sticky trail in its wake.

I gasped.
My hips lifted off the couch, chasing the pressure, the promise.

He didn’t ask.
Didn’t warn.
Didn’t pretend I needed another invitation.

He just notched himself at my entrance, the broad, swollen head pressing slow and steady.
A pause—just long enough for me to feel it.

To feel the sheer impossibility of what was about to happen.
To feel myself stretch—resisting, aching, begging.
To feel exactly how full, how ruined I was about to be.

Truth be told, that cock—rigid now, gleaming like lacquered obsidian—rose from between Rodney’s legs like a weapon forged with a singular purpose: to split sweet, obedient girls wide open and leave them trembling in the wreckage of who they used to be.

Thick. Commanding. Unforgiving.
A gorgeous black baton, soaked in spit and precum, aimed squarely at the softest part of me.

Behind him, Nate took a single step forward. Hesitant.
The wine bottle still gripped like an offering—something sacrificial, something sacred.
His knuckles were white around the neck of it, like he didn’t know if he should hold on or let go.

Rodney didn’t look at him.
Didn’t acknowledge the movement.

He reached down instead.
Grabbed my ankle in one large, unshakable hand and dragged me across the couch—
Effortless.
Final.

The leather squeaked beneath me as my body slid, and then I was there—hips right at the edge, ass suspended in the air, thighs wide, dripping and bare.
Everything exposed.
Everything ready.
Everything his.

Rodney loomed over me, the heat of him radiating against my skin.
His voice came low, flat, cutting like a knife.

“Watch and learn, little guy.”

Nate froze mid-step.
Frozen in the doorway of the life he thought he understood.

I turned my head, just enough to see him—
Lips parted.
Eyes glassy.
Chest stuttering with shallow, shaking breaths.

My husband looked like a man who had finally seen the monster behind the curtain of his own desire—
And realized it had claws.

But Rodney didn’t wait.

He didn’t ask.
Didn’t soothe.
Didn’t check.

Because this wasn’t about permissions.
This was about truth.
And truth doesn’t knock before it walks in.

He mounted me.

Not gently.
Not carefully.

Just a shift of his hips—
And the blunt, scorching head of his cock pressed hard against my soaked, swollen entrance.

And then—
He pushed.

Slow. Relentless. Unforgiving.

The stretch stole my breath.
Fucking. Breath.

Rodney pushed in like gravity itself had chosen a new direction—into me.

The stretch hit fast and deep, so sharp it stole the breath right out of my lungs.
Not a moan. Not a gasp. Just gone.

My back arched off the cushions, body seized in electric shock as he forced the first few inches past the trembling resistance of my cunt.

God, the burn.
The fullness.
It wasn’t pain. It was shock—
That something could be this big.
This deep.
This real.

My nails tore at the couch, trying to find something solid, something outside myself to cling to as a raw, broken whine shattered from my throat.

Behind us, Nate’s voice finally cracked the charged air.

Small.
Weak.
Lost.

“Condom?” he rasped, barely a question. “We… we always—”

Rodney didn’t break rhythm.

Didn’t pause.
Didn’t even acknowledge the man who still thought this moment was his to shape.

Another thick inch sank inside me, deeper than I knew I could take, until I could feel him in my gut, pulsing and huge and undeniable.

“I’ll pull out,” he said.
Flat. Disinterested.

Not comfort.
Not compromise.

Just a dismissal.
Like the idea of someone else’s rules held no weight here.
Not anymore.

Nate’s mouth opened.
Then closed.
The bottle in his hand slipped just a little, sweat-slick and forgotten.

And he said nothing else.

Because he knew.
Knew.

This wasn’t about protection.
This wasn’t about logic or trust or marriage or control.

This was about surrender.
His. Mine. Ours.

And I had already given everything.
Body. Breath. Yes.

Nate’s mouth worked soundlessly—open, close, open again—like he might speak, might object, might beg.
But nothing came.
The bottle slipped further in his grip, slick with sweat, forgotten.

Because the truth was no longer something he could deny.
This wasn’t about safety.
This wasn’t about rules.
This was about surrender.

Mine.
His.
And the man who now owned the moment between us.

Rodney’s hands locked onto my hips like steel traps, fingers digging into the flesh hard enough to bruise.
Hard enough that I'd wear the imprint of his grip like a signature—proof that I’d been claimed, not gently.

One brutal roll of his hips—
And he buried himself.

To the root.

My scream ripped free before I could even breathe it.
Not a moan.
Not a whimper.

An ugly, raw, animal sound.

Because nothing could prepare me for the feeling of being that full—
That stretched.
That claimed.

My cunt clamped, spasming around his girth like it couldn’t decide whether to take him or fight him off.
But it didn’t matter.

He was already inside.
All of him.
Pressed so deep I swore I could feel the weight of him pressing against the bottom of my throat.

He gave me one heartbeat—
One.

Then pulled back. Almost all the way.
And slammed back in.

The sound was obscene.
The force rattled through me, hard enough to shake the couch, to make it skid across the tile with a loud, scraping drag.

My tits bounced violently, nipples flushed and tight, streaked with spit.
My vision whited out, a burst of static behind my eyes as pleasure and pressure collapsed into a singular, shattering wave.

I couldn’t think.
Couldn’t speak.
Could barely breathe.

Because I’d never been fucked like that.
Never been taken like that.

He slammed into me.

Hard.

The sound of skin meeting skin echoed through the room—loud, wet, merciless.

Again.

My body jolted with the impact, spine arching, fingers scrambling for purchase on the leather beneath me.
My thighs shook, stretched wide and useless, pinned in place by the iron grip of his hands.

And again.

His cock punched into me like a battering ram—
Deep, punishing thrusts that didn’t ask. Didn’t negotiate.
He was claiming space inside me that had never been taken.
Every inch he drove in felt like being broken open and rebuilt around him.

The couch groaned beneath us, inching further with each brutal stroke, the leather slipping against sweat-slick skin.
My mouth hung open, sounds pouring out—breathless gasps, shattered moans, incoherent fragments of words.

But he didn’t slow.
Didn’t falter.

He just fucked.

Harder.
Deeper.
Again.

The world narrowed to the relentless slap of his hips, the obscene squelch of my soaked cunt dragging along his thick length, the sting of every impact against my clit.

I couldn’t tell where I ended and he began.
Only that I was being taken.

And I wanted more.
God help me, I wanted more.

Each thrust deliberate, punishing, perfect. He fucked me like he was proving a point to every man who’d ever had me before and found the exact depth that made my eyes roll back—and stayed there. Grinding. Owning.

I couldn’t form words. Just broken sobs and wet, filthy sounds every time he bottomed out.

Behind us, Nate’s breathing turned ragged, almost pained.

I didn’t look. I couldn’t. All that existed was the thick cock wrecking me open and the man wielding it like a verdict.

Rodney leaned down, chest to my breasts, mouth at my ear.

“Tell him,” he growled, punctuating each word with a punishing thrust. “Tell him whose pussy this is now.”

I tried. God, I tried. My voice cracked, shattered.

“Y-yours,” I sobbed. “It’s yours, it’s yours—”

“Louder.”

“It’s yours!” I screamed, the words ripping out of me as my whole body seized, orgasm barreling down like a freight train I couldn’t outrun.

Rodney didn’t slow. Didn’t speed up. Just kept that same devastating rhythm, watching me fall apart beneath him like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And somewhere behind me, I heard the soft clink of glass hitting the floor as Nate finally let the bottle go.

I was drenched—sweat, spit, my own slick—everything running together in a hot, shameless mess. Every time Rodney pulled out, my pussy clung to him, reluctant, greedy, making the filthiest wet sound when he drove back in.

The room reeked of sex and salt and the faint coconut of sunscreen still clinging to my skin.

I couldn’t control the noises coming out of me anymore. High, broken, desperate.
My toes curled so hard they cramped.
My fingers scrabbled at the leather like I could claw my way back to sanity—and found nothing to hold onto.

Behind us, nothing.
No clink of glass.
No nervous shuffle.
Just the soft rasp of Nate’s breathing, shallow and stunned.

I twisted my head just enough to see him.

He’d slid down the wall an inch, knees bent, back pressed flat like the plaster was the only thing keeping him upright. His shorts were open.
His cock, small and flushed, jutted out untouched, leaking steadily onto his thigh.
One hand hovered uselessly in the air, the other white-knuckled on the arm of the chair he still hadn’t dared sit in.

He looked drunk.
Ruined.
Worshipful.

He wasn’t watching his wife get fucked anymore.
He was watching a woman get claimed.

Rodney didn’t spare him a glance.

He gripped my left leg and hooked it higher, bending me open until my knee nearly brushed his shoulder.
The stretch burned down my thigh, forcing my hips wider than they’d ever gone—obscene, exposed, perfect.

The new angle changed everything.

His cock hit dead on—slamming into that deep, devastating spot inside me that made my eyes roll back and my vision flare white-hot like lightning behind my eyelids.

One brutal thrust—
And my whole body snapped.

I shattered.

No sound came, just the shape of a scream torn out in silence.
My spine arched so hard off the couch I heard it crack, my ribs lifting into him as I convulsed around that impossibly thick cock buried inside me.

My pussy clamped down, fluttering in tight, violent pulses, like it was trying to milk him, trying to pull him deeper, keep him.

And he didn’t stop.
Didn’t let up.

Rodney leaned down over me, chest slick and hot against my tits, his breath rough and ragged at my ear.

“You squeeze like a virgin every time,” he rasped, voice broken with lust.
Sweat dripped from him, painting my skin, sliding between my breasts.
His cock throbbed inside me, hard and twitching like it knew it had ownership now.

Then—low and cruel and right in my ear:
“He ever make you come like this, Allison?”

I couldn’t answer.
My brain wasn’t working.

I couldn’t speak.
Couldn’t breathe.

I just sobbed, a mess of nods and head-shakes and trembling moans.

Because the truth was brutal.
And simple.
And final.

No.
Not even close.

Rodney gave no space to recover.
No pause to gather myself.

Another orgasm slammed into me—rolling up from the base of my spine like an earthquake.

And then another.
And another.

They didn’t stop.
Didn’t separate.

Each wave folded into the next—an endless surge of devastation that left me limp, trembling, wrecked beneath him.

I didn’t know where one climax ended and the next began.

I just knew I was coming.
Still coming.

And he was still fucking me through it—
Hard.
Deep.
Unrelenting.

Breaking me open.
Claiming every piece.
And I let him.

My voice gave out—
nothing left but raw, breathless gasps and helpless little sobs that stuttered from my throat without shape or control.

My thighs trembled uncontrollably, muscles locking and releasing in wild spasms.
I couldn't stop it.
Couldn't stop any of it.

Tears mixed with sweat, streaking black rivers of mascara down my face. I was a ruin—mascara-stained, spit-soaked, trembling and wide open.

I was dripping off the edge of the couch, the mess of my pleasure pooling on the tile beneath us.
A puddle of everything I used to be—neat, clean, contained—spilled and broken on the floor.

But Rodney—
His rhythm never faltered.

Each stroke was deep, grinding, deliberate—
A punishing press of cock to the furthest part of me, ending with the heavy slap of his hips flush against mine.

Balls snug and tight against the curve of my ass.
So deep it felt like he was marking me from the inside—
Branding me.

I lost count.
Of orgasms. Of thrusts. Of minutes. Of everything.

I lost language.

There were no more words left in me.
No sentences.
No questions.

Only sounds.
And need.

I lost every polite, polished piece of the woman who’d stepped off the plane three days ago—
Manicured, quiet, in control.
That version of me didn’t exist anymore.

All that remained was this:
A trembling, sweat-drenched mess on her back, body convulsing, begging in broken whimpers for more.
Harder.
Please.
Don’t stop.

And somewhere in the haze—
Distant, blurred—
I heard Nate.

Just once.

A single, fractured crackle of his voice from the corner of the room.
Half moan.
Half sob.

And then—

That sound.

A low, broken gasp.

Pathetic. Raw. Helpless.

Nate came.

His cock jerked weakly, spurting across his stomach in messy, uneven small spurts—nothing dignified, nothing controlled.

Just the involuntary collapse of a man who’d thought he’d orchestrated the fantasy, only to realize too late he was never holding the reins.

He stood there like a ghost—wrung out, glassy-eyed, spent—watching his wife be claimed by someone who hadn’t asked for permission, only taken.

Rodney’s head turned, slow and deliberate.
He looked past me, gaze settling just over my shoulder, eyes gleaming with something sharp and cruel and victorious.

“Already gone?” he muttered, a smirk twisting his mouth.

Then, without pause:
“Clean that up later.”

Directed at my husband like an afterthought.
Not a suggestion. A command.
Rough. Breathless. Completely unimpressed.

And then—

His eyes came back to me.

All of him came back to me.

Every ounce of focus. Every drop of heat.
Like nothing else in the world existed.

Like I was the only thing worth devouring.

And I was.

Because in that moment, I wasn’t a wife.
I wasn’t a woman being watched.

I was his.

One thick hand slid between our slick, colliding bodies—effortless, practiced, like he’d done it a thousand times with a thousand women but somehow still knew exactly what made me fall apart.

His thumb found my clit instantly—no searching, no hesitation—just terrifying, intimate accuracy.

Like he’d read my body the way someone reads a map to treasure.
Like he knew.

And then he pressed.

Not gentle.
Not teasing.

Firm.
Unrelenting.
Perfect.

A single, merciless point of pressure that detonated every nerve in my body.

I screamed.
Loud. Shaking. Shattered.

But it wasn’t pain.
It wasn’t even pleasure—not anymore.

It was obliteration.

The total loss of everything—coherence, gravity, control.

The world dissolved.

And then—

Everything went white.

Rodney never slowed.
Never softened.
Never gave me a moment to breathe, let alone come down.

He fucked me like time didn’t matter—
like the clock had died the second he’d sunk inside me.

Like the only thing left in the world was the wet, desperate grip of my cunt, and the thick, punishing cock tearing it apart over and over again.

I stopped being Allison somewhere around the fifth orgasm.

I wasn’t the woman who wore tasteful heels to Sunday service.
I wasn’t the volunteer who baked sugar-free muffins for the church youth group.
I wasn’t the picture-perfect wife with the polite laugh and the pearl earrings.

She was gone.

Burned out of me.

What remained was raw and primal.

I was heat.
I was ache.
I was just a slick, pulsing hole—shaking and broken, made to be used, ruined, filled.

Rodney reached behind my head, his hand clamping around the back of my neck—
Not choking. Just owning.

He yanked me upright with one arm, spine forced into a trembling arch that made his cock grind even deeper.
The shift sent stars across my vision.

My tits bounced violently with every thrust, slick with sweat, droplets flying from my skin with each brutal snap of his hips.

He leaned down, breath hot against my ear, teeth catching the lobe just enough to sting.

“You wanted this,” Rodney growled.
“Not him. You.”

I tried to answer—
tried to speak, to deny, to confess, to breathe—

But all that came out was a strangled sob as he slammed into me again, bottoming out with cruel precision.

Then—
He spun me.

Effortless.

Like I weighed nothing.

Bent me over the arm of the couch in one smooth, brutal motion.
My knees hit the cushions, my face inches from the shredded leather I’d clawed to ribbons.

One hand fisted in my hair, yanking my head back, the other gripped my hip like a vise—
And then he drove back inside from behind.

Hard.
Deeper.

The angle was obscene.
The stretch unbearable.
The sound—animal.

His hips cracked against my ass, loud and punishing, echoing off the high ceiling in sharp, rhythmic gunshots.

I cried out, body jolting with every impact, vision blurring from sheer intensity.

Rodney leaned over me again, chest slick against my back, breath hot and ragged as it ghosted over my neck.

“He begged for this for years,” he rasped.
“Begged to watch you get ruined.”

He slammed deeper, rougher, dragging a scream from my throat.

“But it was never about him, was it?”
His voice was a snarl now, cracking with the strain of holding back.
“Look at you.”

Another thrust. Hard enough to lift me off the couch.

“Greedy little housewife…”

Another. Deeper.

“…taking every inch like you were born for it.”

I couldn’t speak.
Could only push back, frantic, chasing the next thrust, the next stretch, the next white-hot drag that lit every nerve on fire.

My pussy fluttered, spasmed, gushed around him.
Another orgasm tore through me so hard my vision tunneled.
My legs buckled.

Rodney didn’t let me fall.

He hauled me upright like a ragdoll—effortless, commanding—my spine arched tight to his chest.
One arm banded beneath my breasts, holding me open and flush against him.
The other slid down, firm and final, to my hips—pinning me in place, exactly where he wanted me.

He didn’t pull out.
He didn’t have to.

He stayed buried to the hilt, grinding into me with slow, brutal circles that kept me shaking on his cock—kept me impaled, trembling, helpless.
Every roll of his hips rubbed up against every exposed nerve inside me, making me moan without sound, eyes fluttering.

Then—behind us—
A soft thud.

I didn’t have to look.
I knew.

Nate was on his knees now.
Folded.
Collapsed.

Forehead pressed to the cold tile like a man in worship—or in defeat.
His shoulders trembled with every shallow, broken breath.

His cock, spent and soft, lay against his thigh, a thin trail of cooling cum smeared across his stomach like evidence of the moment he realized his place.

He looked like a man who’d been praying.
And the answer had come—
Hard.
Unforgiving.
And straight to the chest.

Rodney leaned in, lips brushing the edge of my ear again, voice low, dangerous—meant for me alone.

“This isn’t for him anymore.”

Then louder—rising into the room, meant to cut through the air like a blade:

“Tell him, Allison.”
His voice was a growl, rough with exertion and control.
“Tell him who you belong to right now.”

My voice was shredded—just fragments of sound left—
But I forced the words out, cracked and shaking, body clenching around him like it knew the answer.

“You…”
A sob broke the sentence.
“I belong to you…”

Rodney didn’t speak at first.
He thrust.

One savage, punishing drive that lifted my feet off the tile.
My toes left the ground.
My lungs forgot how to work.

“Good girl.”

And then—

He started all over again.
Like I hadn’t already been broken.
Like he had more to carve from me.
Like the first time was just the beginning.

My legs barely held me.
My mouth hung open, wrecked sounds pouring out—nothing coherent, just need and surrender.
My body no longer moved with him—it yielded to him.

And I begged.

I didn’t even realize I was doing it at first—
The words just spilled from me, desperate, slurred, choked on sobs and moans.

“Please… please, don’t stop… don’t stop, don’t stop…”

Rodney groaned, a deep, guttural sound torn from his chest—like the sound of something unraveling.

That was the moment he cracked.

His rhythm shifted—sharp and brutal—
The smooth control he’d held so confidently began to fracture, giving way to something darker.
Something animal.

He started slamming into me.
Harder. Faster.
Each thrust savage, reckless—no longer precise, just punishing.

Like he was trying to bury himself someplace so deep no one else could ever reach it.

Like he wanted to hollow me out and stay there.

Each time his hips crashed into mine, it felt like he was carving a permanent space inside me—
One that would never, ever close again.

And I took it.
Every brutal inch.
Because I was his now.
And there was nothing left to protect.

My body was done fighting.

No more flinching.
No more resistance.

I lay there boneless, broken open in the most beautiful way—
Legs splayed wide, trembling, my pussy raw and pulsing with overstimulation.
Aftershocks rippled through me in relentless waves, no longer separate orgasms, just one continuous, electric hum I couldn't crawl out of.

My skin buzzed. My nerves sang. My mind floated.

And then—
I felt it.

Rodney's breath hitched—just a fraction, but I knew.
His control, that ruthless composure he’d wielded like a weapon, faltered.

His abs clenched under my palms, every muscle drawn tight as a bowstring.
His thrusts turned ragged, stuttering.

And his fingers—God—his fingers dug into my waist, hard enough to bruise, hard enough to brand.
He held me there like I was his anchor.
Like I was the only thing keeping him from being ripped apart by the force of his own release.

He was right there.
At the edge.
About to come—
And about to claim.

But he remembered his word.

At the very edge—trembling, grinding, right there—he yanked out.

The sudden withdrawal was a wet, obscene rush that left my cunt clenching around the emptiness, fluttering in protest.
Slick, shining strings stretched between us—his cock and my swollen, spit-and-cum-drenched lips—quivering before they snapped, painting my thighs and the couch in ruin.

Rodney rose over me like something divine and dangerous—
A god in the act of unmaking his creation.

One hand wrapped around that monstrous, vein-thick shaft, jerking fast, rough, desperate.
Each stroke sent his hips jerking, his chest heaving.
Low, guttural groans tore from his throat—raw, primal sounds like he was being dragged apart from the inside.

I twisted my head to watch.
Eyes wide, breath ragged, chest rising in shallow, broken bursts.

And I watched him come.

It started with a shudder—just a flicker, a twitch.
Then a pulse that traveled the whole brutal length of him, tightening everything before he exploded.

The first rope shot out thick and hot—
A white-hot lash that landed hard across my tits, burning where it touched, marking me in heat and salt and possession.

The second followed fast, splattering my neck, chin—
A slow, sticky trail dripping down into the curve between my breasts.
Warm. Wet. Claimed.

And still he stroked, eyes locked to the mess he was painting me with—
His ruin.
His reward.
His proof.

His appreciation of how much I turned him on.

He kept pumping, hand tight, movements erratic now—hips twitching forward with each raw surge of release.

Cum erupted in heavy, violent spurts—
Across my belly, thick and hot, pooling in the dip of my navel, sliding into the curve of my waist.

Another spurt lashed across the inside of my thigh, so close to my aching, swollen pussy that I shivered, breath catching on the edge of another helpless aftershock.

Rodney groaned through all of it.
Long, deep, broken sounds like the orgasm was being torn from somewhere deep inside him.
His chest rose in sharp bursts, muscles slick with sweat, flexing with every pulse.

The final one dribbled out weakly—thick and slow—down onto my mound, gliding through the mess of my slick, disappearing into the heat between my legs.

And then it was done.

He stood there, towering and still, just breathing—
Cock softening now, but still heavy, hanging low, glistening with our combined ruin.
One last drop clung stubbornly to the tip, swaying as he exhaled.

I didn’t move.
I couldn’t.

I just lay there—painted in him.

Marked.
Claimed.

My skin was tacky with sweat and sex.
The scent of salt, skin, and sin thick in the air like incense after worship.

And for the first time—
There was no shame.

No guilt.
No mask to fix, no lines to walk.

Only heat.
Only satisfaction.
Only this deep, humming stillness inside me—like a wire that had finally burned clean through.

For the first time…
I didn’t feel owned.

I felt free.

I lay there—chest heaving, skin flushed, glazed in Rodney’s cum.
It clung to my belly, streaked across my breasts, pooled in my navel, cooling in messy trails on my thighs.
My legs trembled, wide open and spent, and my pussy still fluttered around nothing, clenching in the echo of everything he’d left inside me.

The air was thick with it.
The scent.
Sex and sweat and salt—Rodney’s musk tangled with mine, and underneath it all, a trace of sunscreen, warm coconut and sun-soaked skin that no longer felt innocent.

Nate made a sound.

Small.
Broken.
Almost inhuman.

I turned my head toward him, slow, dazed, limbs too heavy to move but needing to see.

He was still on his knees.
Palms open on his thighs like he’d forgotten what to do with them.
Face blotchy and streaked with tears he hadn’t even tried to wipe away.

His cock lay soft now, spent and sticky against his leg, a faint string of cum still drying across his stomach like a scar.
He hadn’t touched himself again.

He hadn’t needed to.

Watching me get ruined had drained him.
Completely.

He stared at me like I wasn’t me anymore.
Like he was seeing someone new wearing my skin.
Someone wild.
Someone unrepentant.

Someone he wanted more than the woman he’d brought here.

And that truth—
That quiet, terrible realization—
Was carving him hollow.
Slowly. Deeply.

His mouth opened.
Then closed.

No words came.
Just a single, shaky exhale—
A sound full of awe and ache and surrender.

Rodney exhaled—one long, steady breath that seemed to empty everything he hadn’t spilled inside me.
His shoulders softened, muscles loosening as the storm behind his eyes finally calmed.

Then he leaned down.

His lips brushed the curve where my neck met my shoulder—
A slow, deliberate press against skin slick with sweat, spit, and the mess he’d made of me.

It wasn’t tenderness.

It was a brand.

A mark that said mine, even if just for the moment.

Then he straightened.

Tucked that heavy, satisfied cock back into his shorts without ceremony, the glisten of our ruin still drying on his thighs like a trophy.
He grabbed his tank from the floor—casual, unbothered.
Like he hadn’t just dismantled a marriage and remade it in his own image.

He walked toward the sliding glass door—barefoot, unhurried.
The afternoon sun carved gold across the ridges of his back, catching on the sweat at the base of his spine.

At the threshold, he paused.
Glanced down.

Nate was still on the tile.
Still crumpled like a man who’d finally seen God—and realized He didn’t answer to prayer.

Rodney reached out and laid one broad, firm hand on his shoulder.
A pat.
Not cruel. Not warm.
Just… final.

“Your wife’s a hell of a fuck,” he said, voice low and even.
“Take care of her.”

Then he opened the door.
Stepped into the light.
And pulled it shut behind him with a soft click that sounded like the end of a chapter.

The silence left in his wake was deafening.
Louder than every scream I’d made.
More intimate than every thrust.

I stayed exactly where he left me—
Splayed across the couch, thighs still open, pussy aching and wet, cum drying on my belly, my tits, my throat.

My heart thundered in my chest.
But it wasn’t panic.
It wasn’t shame.

It was need.

And for the first time in my perfectly curated, church-smile, Bible-Belt life—
I didn’t feel guilt.

Not a drop.

Just hunger.

Hunger for the next time.
And the quiet, delicious knowledge…
That there would be one.



The room was quiet now.
Too quiet.

Rodney’s footsteps had faded.
The door’s soft click still echoed in my bones.

I lay there, unmoving.
Legs splayed open.
Cum drying sticky on my belly, my tits, inside the raw swell of my cunt.
The leather under me was damp, streaked with sweat and slick.

Everything throbbed.
Not just between my legs—but everywhere.
My skin.
My chest.
My identity.

The haze was thick—post-sex stillness so dense it felt holy.
Or haunted.
Like I’d just survived something ancient.

And I had.

Because the Allison who stepped off the plane wasn’t the Allison lying here now.
That woman had boundaries.
She smiled a certain way. She worried about being liked.
She wore bras with lace she didn’t expect anyone to see.

This Allison was flushed, fucked open, and completely undone.

And then—
Movement.

Soft.
Careful.
Almost reverent.

Nate.

He approached like someone entering a room they weren’t sure they were allowed to be in anymore.
Slow steps. Hands trembling.
His eyes searched mine before they dared move lower.

He didn’t say anything.
Not yet.

He sank to his knees between my legs.
The same knees that had given out under him earlier when he’d watched me come apart for someone else.

For a long moment, he just looked.

At my soaked thighs.
At the cum drying across my stomach.
At the twitch of my still-spasming pussy.

Then he leaned in.

A tentative lick across the curve of my hip.
One slow sweep of his tongue over a smear of Rodney’s release, collecting it like communion.
He swallowed.

And again.
A longer lick.
Softer. More sure.

Then lower—
Dragging his mouth through the slick, the sweat, the mess, until he was cleaning me the way he’d been told to.

But it changed.

What began as obedience turned into something else.
Something needier.
Hungrier.

His mouth grew desperate.
Worshipful.
His tongue dipped between my folds, trembling as he tasted where another man had split me open.
His hands gripped my thighs like he was afraid I’d vanish.

“Baby,” I breathed.
My voice was raw.
Too wrecked for softness, too worn for distance.

He pulled back just enough to look up.
His eyes were wet.
His mouth shiny.
His voice cracked when he spoke.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” he said.
“I couldn’t stop watching. I didn’t want to.”

I reached for him.
Pulled him up, over me, into me.

He kissed me like he hated himself for loving what he saw.
Like he wanted to climb into my skin and undo the damage—but knew he couldn’t.

Our bodies pressed together—
His cock, hard again now, rubbing against my thigh, achingly real.
My arms wrapped around his back, nails digging in, needing him to feel it.

I guided him in.
No games. No ceremony.
Just need.

He slipped inside—slow, reverent.
The difference was instant.

Rodney had taken.
Nate...
Nate was giving.

But I still led.
I wrapped my legs around his waist.
Set the rhythm.
Held his face.
Told him when to move.
When to stay.

And he let me.
Grateful. Aching.

His forehead pressed to mine, sweat mixing, breath shared.
He groaned like it hurt to feel this much.

“It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” he whispered.
“I hated how much I loved it.”

I kissed him.
Hard.
Slow.
Bit his bottom lip until he moaned.

“That was real,” I said.
“And so is this.”

He started to move—gentle at first, his strokes full of apology and awe, like he was trying to remind me who I was.
But I didn’t need that.

I didn’t want to go back.

I wanted him to see me—this version.

Messy.
Commanding.
Wrecked and reborn.

So I rolled us over.
Climbed on top.
Sank down onto him with a gasp.

His hands found my hips, like they always had.
But now, they trembled.

I rode him slow—
Deep.
Present.

Until he cried.
Until I did too.

Until what we had left wasn't what we started with.
But something honest.
Something raw.
Something ours.

And in the blur between climax and collapse, we didn’t pretend to understand it all.
We just held on.

To the heat.
To the ache.
To the truth.

And whatever came next.

The villa felt different in the days that followed.
The air moved slower.
The light seemed thicker, heavier.
The walls seemed to hum—like they remembered.
Every surface felt charged with the memory of something violated, something sacred.

Even the breeze coming off the ocean carried weight now.
Like it was whispering back pieces of what had happened inside these walls, scattering them across the tile, the glass, the sheets.

Nate was quiet, but not distant.
He didn’t sulk.
Didn’t withdraw.
He was present—almost too much so.

He moved differently.
Careful. Watchful.
He hovered without hovering, always just close enough to touch, like proximity was a tether he couldn’t afford to let slack.

He didn’t bring it up—what had happened.
He didn’t need to.

I could feel it in the way he looked at me.
In the way his hands landed on my body with a new kind of reverence, like I was something breakable.
Like I was holy.

Not in that sweet, marriage-safe way.
But like he’d witnessed a kind of transformation—and didn’t know whether to bow or run.

And I—
I floated.

I moved through the hours like I’d been rewired.
Lighter and heavier all at once.
As though someone had reached inside me and flipped a switch I didn’t know existed.

I still felt Rodney’s hands on my skin.
Not in memory, but in imprint.
Like some part of me still pulsed where he’d touched, where he’d taken.

My body carried echoes—of his cock stretching me wide, of his voice growling low against my ear, of my own moans growing sharper, darker, truer.

But it wasn’t just about him.

It was about the yes.

The choice.

About saying yes to something I’d spent years pretending I didn’t want.
To something messy and taboo and consuming.

To something that didn’t fit inside the box I’d built around myself—
The wife box.
The good girl box.
The nice, predictable sex-in-the-dark box.

I’d stepped out of all of it.
And into the fire.

And the truth was—

I didn’t want to step back.

I wasn’t sure I could.

Because once you let yourself unravel like that, once you stop hiding the parts of yourself that ache for more—
You can’t unfeel it.
You can’t unknow it.

And no matter how many dresses you button back up…
No matter how politely you smile at your husband over morning coffee…
Some part of you stays there—

Laid bare.
Breathless.
Bent over a couch with cum drying on your thighs.

And somehow, more yourself than you’ve ever been.

It was the second morning after.

I was out by the pool, stretched across a lounge chair in a damp white cover-up, the ends barely knotted at my waist.
The sun hadn’t quite peaked yet, and the water on my skin cooled in the breeze. Beneath the loose cotton, I wore nothing. My nipples pressed against the fabric, tight from both chill and the lingering echo of being touched.

Nate was inside, on FaceTime with his sister. I could hear him through the open slider—something about a birthday gift and a missed brunch. His voice was light. Polished.
As if nothing had cracked open two days ago.
As if I hadn’t sobbed his name while another man ruined me on our vacation couch.

I closed my eyes. Tilted my head back to the sun. Tried to focus on the warmth. The sound of waves breaking just beyond the stone wall.

And then—
That voice.

Low. Casual.
Unmistakably male.
Unmistakably him.

“Still hasn’t fixed that fan, huh?”

My eyes snapped open.

Rodney stood by the side gate, the same one we’d propped open our first day with a beach towel and forgotten. He leaned against the wood frame like he’d been there a while. Like he’d been watching.

Toolbox in one hand.
Sunglasses shoved back on his head.
And a gaze that landed on me like a hand to the throat—heavy, slow, inescapable.

He didn’t smile.
Just watched me.

Like we’d spoken yesterday.
Like he hadn’t split me in half with his cock.
Like he hadn’t told my husband to clean up the mess.

But everything had changed.
And it was sitting between my legs, thick and hot, before I even moved.

“You’re really here to fix it?” I asked.

My voice didn’t sound like mine. It came out thinner, tighter—like my lungs didn’t trust the air between us.

Rodney shrugged.
Took a step inside the gate.

“I said I would.”

And then he passed me.
Not quickly. Not slowly.
Just… moved through the space like he belonged to it.

He didn’t touch me.
Didn’t say my name.
Didn’t glance at my chest, even though my nipples were clearly visible through the thin white fabric.

But as he stepped by, his hand brushed my hip.
Just a touch.

A whisper.
A ghost.
His fingertips grazing the hem of my cover-up—so light, so effortless, it could’ve been a mistake.

Except it wasn’t.

I felt it all the way through me.
Like lightning down my spine.
Like heat blooming behind my knees.

I went very still.

I could still hear Nate’s voice inside. Laughing. Talking about his niece’s piano recital.

I stayed in the lounge chair, motionless, trying to breathe through the storm that had just roared back to life under my skin.

I told myself I wouldn’t follow.
That I would just stay there in the sun, legs pressed tight together, pretending my body hadn’t already started to ache.

I waited a full minute.
Maybe two.

Listening to the sound of a tool chest being unlatched inside.
To metal scraping metal.
To the soft tick of a stepstool being opened.

Then I stood.

One hand went to the tie at my waist, cinching it tighter. Pointless. The fabric clung damp to my curves anyway.
I crossed the patio in slow, even steps.

And I told myself—
Right up until I crossed the threshold and slipped inside the house—

That I was only going to watch.

The fan was still broken.
Of course it was.

Its blades hung limp above the island, occasionally twitching as if embarrassed to still be drawing attention.

Rodney stood beneath it on a low metal stool, one hand braced against the ceiling, the other wielding a screwdriver.
His tank was bunched around his ribs, exposing the slope of his back, the taut pull of muscle along his flanks.
A small line of sweat traced a path down the dip of his spine.

He didn’t look at me when he spoke.

“You come in here to talk,” he said, voice even, “or are you just gonna keep standing there with your mouth open?”

I flushed.
Caught.

But I didn’t retreat.

I stepped forward.
Quiet.
Careful.

Not because I was unsure.
Because I wasn’t sure I’d stop if I got too close.

Rodney finished tightening something with a practiced flick of his wrist, then hopped down from the stool with that same heavy, grounded grace—like a boxer stepping into the ring.

He turned to face me.

“You still married?”

The question shouldn’t have hit like that.
But it did.

“Yes,” I said.

He tilted his head.

“Still his?”

My breath caught—sharp in my throat.
Not because I didn’t know the answer.
Because I did.

My body screamed no.
Not when it was him looking at me like that.

But my mouth…
It stayed shut.

Rodney’s gaze swept down my body, slow but not lingering. Not yet.
Then he set the screwdriver on the counter—quietly. Deliberately.

“You came in here alone,” he said, stepping forward.
Not fast.
Not slow.

Just inevitable.

“You sure that was an accident?”

And then—

He kissed me.

Hard.

No prelude. No testing the waters.
Just mouth, and heat, and intent crashing into me like a match against dry wood.

His hands found my hips, big and certain, fingers flexing like they remembered where they’d been and wanted to return.
The thin knot at my waist slipped loose without effort, the cover-up falling open with a sigh.

I melted.

Right there in the kitchen.
Right there with my husband’s voice still faintly audible upstairs—talking about brunch, nieces, plane tickets.

Rodney didn’t seem to hear it.
Or he did and just didn’t care.

He shoved the cover-up from my shoulders, letting it fall to my elbows, baring my breasts to the chill of the air and the fire of his breath.

Then he dropped.

To his knees.

Like worship.
Like hunger.
Like he’d come back only for this.

His hands gripped the backs of my thighs, dragging me to the counter.
My ass hit the edge.
My hands braced on the granite behind me as he dived in.

His mouth was heat and precision and utter lack of mercy.
He didn’t tease. Didn’t linger at the edges.

He devoured.

Tongue dragging through slick folds still tender from days before.
Lips wrapping around my clit and sucking—pulling—like he was coaxing something buried back to life.

I gasped.
Head tipped back.
One hand tangled in his hair, the other clutching the edge of the counter like it could keep me tethered to this world.

It wasn’t soft.
It wasn’t sweet.
It was raw and unrelenting and perfect.

Every sound I made could’ve echoed upstairs.
Every whimper, every gasp, every desperate moan.

And that only made it hotter.
Like we were fucking on a wire, a single word or footstep away from discovery.

When I came—

I shattered.

My thighs clenched around his head, toes curling against the tile.
I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood.
My body shook, trembling with a release so sharp it bordered on pain.

And still—he didn’t stop.
Not until the last spasm passed.
Not until I sagged against the counter, drenched in sweat and something that had nothing to do with the heat.

Then he stood.

Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.
Like he’d just finished tasting the sauce for dinner.

“Fan’s fixed,” he said, voice low and amused.
“Might break again tomorrow, though.”

And just like that—

He picked up his toolbox.
Walked to the back door.

Didn’t look over his shoulder.
Didn’t kiss me again.
Didn’t say my name.

He just walked out.

Like he hadn’t just gotten on his knees in my kitchen and rewritten the rules of who I was allowed to be.

That night, Nate didn’t ask why I was flushed when I came back from “a call with my mom.”
Didn’t mention the faint tremble in my hands, or the way I smelled like sweat and salt and something undeniably male.

He just looked at me.
Long.
Still.

Like he was studying something he couldn’t quite touch anymore.

Then he said, simply, “He’s not done with you.”

I didn’t answer.

And he didn’t expect me to.

Because we both already knew.



The next morning, I found the note on the bathroom counter.

Written in Nate’s hand—neat, controlled, with just a tremble in the slant of the letters.

He’s back on the property this afternoon. I’ll be out. You should be free to… do what you need to.

My stomach flipped.
Not from guilt.
From need.

It was permission.
But it was also a request.

Nate wanted me to go.
To do it.
To let myself be taken again.

Not because he didn’t love me—
But because he did.

Because he’d seen me come alive under another man.
Because something in him needed to see it again, even if only in the knowing.

That broke me a little.
And thrilled me more than I could admit.



I didn’t go right away.

I walked the beach first, barefoot in the warm sand, letting the salt breeze cling to my skin.
The tide came up high, brushing my ankles as I stared at the horizon, wondering if the version of me that came off the plane had already been left out there—lost at sea.

I tried to breathe through it.
Tried to slow my pulse.
Tried to pretend I didn’t already know exactly how this day would end.

But my body betrayed me.
My thighs pressed tight with every step.
My nipples ached under the thin sundress I hadn’t even bothered to wear a bra with.
My heartbeat thudded in places it never used to.

I was wet before I even made it off the sand.



By the time I reached Rodney’s villa—just three doors down from ours—I wasn’t walking.

I was hunting.

Each step held intent.
My skin tingled.
My mouth was dry, but my cunt was soaked.

I stood outside his door for three long seconds.
Three slow heartbeats.

Then I knocked.

Once.
Firm.

There was a pause.
Then footsteps.

The door opened.

And there he was.

Rodney stood shirtless, a towel slung low around his hips.
Water still clung to his chest, trailing down between the ridges of his abs.
His skin glowed gold in the afternoon sun.

He didn’t smile.
Didn’t speak.

His eyes swept down my body, slow and precise.
Sundress. Sandals. No bra.
Bare legs.

His gaze stopped at the hem of the dress, then came back up—slower this time.

“Back already?” he asked, smirking.

I didn’t answer.

I stepped inside.
Closed the door behind me.


And then I kissed him.

Fast.
Hard.
Needy.

Not the way I kissed Nate. Not with caution or tenderness. This was a kiss with bite, with consequence—a kiss that tasted like everything I’d held back for two days.

Rodney didn’t hesitate.

He grabbed me by the waist, spun me, and pushed me back against the kitchen counter hard enough that the marble dug into my spine.
We kissed like animals—mouths colliding, teeth grazing, tongues wet and wild.

My sundress bunched between us, rucked high above my hips as he gripped my thighs and lifted me halfway onto the edge of the counter.
I didn’t care where we were.
I didn’t care if the neighbors could hear.

I wanted him.

We didn’t make it to the bedroom.

We didn’t need a bed.

The kitchen counter.
The hallway wall.
Then the sliding glass door—cool and smooth against my back, already fogging with the heat of my body pressed against it.

Rodney turned me with a grunt, hand in the center of my back, forcing me to arch, to present.

He shoved my sundress up to my waist in one rough motion.
My panties were soaked—utterly, shamelessly wet.

He groaned when he felt it.
Didn’t even hesitate.

He yanked them to the side with one hand while the other came up over my shoulder and clamped over my mouth.

And then—he slammed into me.

My eyes flew wide.
My palms smacked the glass.

The shock of fullness stole the air from my lungs.

His cock was already slick with my arousal, and he used it—fucking me hard, deep, without pause.
The glass shuddered with every thrust.

Outside, the world moved as if none of this was happening—beachgoers laughing, a seagull calling in the distance, the faint thump of music from somewhere up the shore.

We were only feet from being seen.

Anyone walking by—on the beach path, from a nearby villa—could look up and see.

Me.
Bent.
Fucked.
Spread open with my face pressed to the glass and his hand over my mouth.

“You wanted this,” Rodney growled against the shell of my ear.
“You wanted this.”

I moaned under his hand, hips pushing back, chasing every brutal stroke.
He pounded into me, pace ruthless, his cock grinding over every swollen, aching place inside me.

“Let them hear,” he whispered.
“Let them hear how good I fuck you.”

I almost did.

The scream built in my throat—raw and feral—but his hand stayed firm.
Not cruel.
Just owning.
Holding me there, keeping me from unraveling too loudly.

But the glass rattled with my breath.
My legs shook violently with the effort of staying upright.

I had never, ever, been fucked like this.

And I didn’t care who saw.
Who heard.
Who knew.

Because this wasn’t about shame.

It was about permission.

Mine.
Given freely.
Claimed brutally.

And still, the scream curled inside me like flame, desperate for release.
And I almost let it out.

Later, I sat alone on the balcony, legs curled beneath me, wrapped in one of Nate’s button-downs I’d slipped on without thinking.
The music drifting out from the kitchen speaker was soft, harmless—some acoustic playlist meant to soothe.

Nate stood a few feet away at the grill, flipping shrimp with quiet focus, a dish towel tossed over his shoulder, his movements methodical and practiced.
Just a husband making dinner on vacation.
Just a man doing something ordinary.

And the contrast between that and what I’d done only hours earlier struck me like a sudden drop in temperature.

The sun was sinking low, gold fading into lavender, the light stretching long shadows across the patio tiles.
The breeze carried the scent of salt, citrus, and faintly—still—sex.

I let the quiet settle in.
And I crashed.

Not in a dramatic way.
Not with tears or shaking hands.

Just that slow, inevitable slip—
The come-down after the high, when sensation fades and thought rushes back in like a tide you can't hold back.

The orgasm haze was gone.
The lust.
The electricity.

What was left behind wasn’t guilt.
Not exactly.

It was something more complex.

Empowerment, yes.
But laced with something sharp at the edges—
Like power with a price tag I hadn’t yet read.

I traced the rim of my wineglass with one finger, watching the reflection shimmer and distort.

Was I cheating?
Even with Nate’s permission?

Even with him offering it to me—encouraging it, orchestrating it, even?

What did it mean that I liked being seen like that?
That I wanted to be watched?
That knowing he was listening, maybe even touching himself to it, made me wetter than anything we’d ever done in our bedroom at home?

And what did it mean that I could feel Rodney’s teeth—his claim—still burning into the soft skin of my thigh… and I didn’t regret it?

I looked down.

The bruise was already forming, faint and purple at the edges, right where his mouth had sunk into me in a possessive final bite.
I pressed it with my fingertip—felt the tender ache spark to life.

I didn’t recoil.
I didn’t cover it.

I felt powerful.

My body was a map of what I’d done.
Of what I’d taken.

But still—
Underneath that power, soft and small, a question stirred.

How far can you go before it’s not your life anymore?

Before you stop being the woman you were—and become someone who can’t go back?

Because this wasn’t just a kink.
It wasn’t a one-time indulgence.
This… thing that had been unlocked—

It didn’t feel like a door I could close.
It felt like a road I’d already stepped onto barefoot.

And I didn’t know where it ended.

Or who I’d be at the end of it.

Behind me, the patio door slid open.
Nate stepped out with two plates, smile soft, voice easy.

“You want the lemon aioli or just plain?”

Just a normal question.
Just a normal night.

And I answered like nothing had changed.

Even though, deep in my chest, I knew—
Everything had.

That night, after dinner, the air was thick with things unsaid.
The sky was a soft navy wash, stars blinking into place like shy confessions.

We were out on the balcony again, the grill cold now, plates cleared, the scent of lemon and garlic lingering like ghosts.
The only sound was the low hum of cicadas and the occasional clink of ice melting in our glasses.

Nate handed me a glass of wine.
His fingers brushed mine, warm and unsteady.
He didn’t look at me right away.

“Was it good?” he asked, voice low.

Not bitter.
Not jealous.
Just… bare.

A man asking a question he already knew the answer to—because he’d seen it in the way I came home, flushed and glowing, still damp between my thighs.

I didn’t lie.

I nodded.
Once.
Slow.

He swallowed hard. I watched his throat move around it.
Then he said, almost too softly:

“I don’t know what it says about me… that I want you like this even more now. That I get off on it. But I do.”

I moved before I could think better of it.
Set my wine glass down.
Climbed into his lap on the lounge chair, straddling him with slow, deliberate care.

His hands came to my thighs instinctively—tentative, reverent.
His eyes searched mine.

“You get off on sharing me?” I asked.

It wasn’t accusatory.
It was curious.

But it landed heavy.

Nate shook his head, the motion small.

“No,” he said. “Not sharing.
I get off on watching you become something else.”

His hands slid up, resting on my hips now.
Secure. Unshaking.

“Something wild.
Something free.”

My breath caught.
Because that was it.

That was the heart of it.

It wasn’t just about the sex.
It was about permission.

To not be the curated version of myself.
To unlace the corset I’d built around my desires for years and finally breathe.

I stared down at him—my husband.
The man who had invited this.
Who’d set the match to the fire and wasn’t afraid of the burn.

His face was open.
Wrecked in the most beautiful way.
Hungry and full of wonder.

“I don’t think I can go back,” I whispered.

My voice shook.
From fear.
From truth.
From the thrill of saying it out loud.

Nate nodded.
Didn’t hesitate.

His voice was almost a vow.

“Then don’t.”

And in that moment, everything between us changed again.
Not broken.
Not lost.

Transformed.


On our last day at the villa, the sun hung low and swollen, bleeding gold across the Gulf like it was trying to burn the whole memory into us before we left.

Our suitcases stood zipped in the foyer. The cleaning service had already come and gone; the counters gleamed, the sheets were folded military-tight, the fridge hummed empty. Everything was ready for checkout at noon.

Everything except us.

I was on the upstairs balcony in nothing but a thin white sundress, hair still damp from the shower, pretending to watch the waves while my pulse thundered in my throat. Nate was downstairs somewhere, moving things around that didn’t need moving, the way he did when he was nervous.

We hadn’t spoken much since yesterday. We hadn’t needed to. The air between us crackled with the same unspoken sentence: one more time.

Rodney never texted. Never asked. He simply appeared when he wanted to be inside me, and my body had learned that lesson fast.

Three slow knocks on the side gate. Heavy. Certain.

My stomach flipped, heat flooding south so fast my knees nearly buckled.

I didn’t look toward the living room where Nate was. I didn’t have to. I felt the shift in the house the second he heard it too, felt his eyes on my back as I walked barefoot across the warm tile, down the stairs, through the kitchen, and out the sliding door.

Rodney stood just inside the gate in a black tank and those same black trunks, skin still sun-hot from the beach, eyes already stripping me.

He didn’t smile, didn’t speak. Just reached for my hand, fingers closing around my wrist like a cuff, and pulled me back inside.

I heard Nate’s soft inhale behind us as Rodney led me past him, up the open staircase, every step deliberate. My bare feet on the wood sounded too loud. My heartbeat louder.

We didn’t go to the bedroom.

He took me straight to the second-floor balcony that cantilevered over the beach path, the one with the wide teak railing and nothing but a thin screen of palms between us and the world.

The breeze lifted my dress, teasing my thighs. I could already smell the salt, the sunscreen, the faint musk of him.

Rodney stepped in close, chest to my back, one big hand sliding up under the hem of my sundress, calloused fingers tracing the edge of my lace panties before he hooked them and dragged them to the side like they were an inconvenience.

No foreplay. No gentle nudge. Just the blunt, familiar press of that thick crown against my soaked entrance—and then he was pushing in, one long, merciless glide that forced a silent scream from my lungs.

I grabbed the railing to keep from collapsing forward. The metal was sun-scorched and bit into my palms.

He bottomed out with a low grunt, hips flush to my ass, cock seated so deep I felt it in my spine.

Then he started to fuck me.
Hard.
Fast.
Like the plane tickets in our luggage had an expiration date on what we were doing and he intended to use every remaining second.

Each thrust slammed me forward, my tits bouncing under the thin cotton, nipples scraping the fabric raw. My sundress was still on, bunched around my waist like a surrender flag. The breeze kissed every exposed inch of me, cooling the sweat on my skin while he heated me from the inside out.

I bit down on my own knuckles to stay quiet, but the sounds still leaked out—muffled whimpers, choked gasps every time he drove back in.

Below us, the beach path was busy with early-evening walkers. Flip-flops slapping on the pavers. A woman’s laugh. A man calling to his kids. Someone’s dog barking.

Rodney leaned over me, chest to my back, one hand splayed across my lower belly, the other gripping the railing beside mine. His mouth found my ear.

“You like being my dirty little secret?” he rasped, voice rough from restraint.

I couldn’t answer with words.
My pussy answered for me—clamping down hard around him, fluttering wildly as the orgasm tore through me without warning.

I came standing up, bent over a balcony railing in broad daylight, biting my hand so hard I tasted blood, thighs shaking so violently I would have fallen if he hadn’t pinned me in place.

He kept fucking me through it, drawing it out, grinding deep until the last spasm left me limp and dripping down my own legs.

Only then did he pull out, spin me around, and press my back to the warm wood. He lifted one of my knees to his hip and slid back inside in a single thrust that punched the air from my lungs.

Face to face now, eyes locked, sweat dripping from his jaw onto my chest.

Below, a couple paused directly beneath us.

“Did you hear something?” the woman asked, shielding her eyes to look up.

Rodney didn’t stop.

He met my gaze, a wicked gleam in his eyes as he smirked—slow and filthy—and drove into me with enough force to make the wood groan. My head fell back with a cry I barely swallowed in time. My release surged again—sharper, more desperate this time—my body convulsing against his, mouth open in a silent scream buried in the curve of his neck, hot tears slipping from the corners of my eyes.

And then—still panting, still pinned between him and the creaking terrace—my gaze flicked past Rodney’s shoulder.

The sliding glass door. Just cracked.

And in the slice of shadow and faint golden light, Nate stood frozen.

Motionless. Shirtless. Silent.

His chest was bare, damp with sweat, still heaving from whatever he’d just done. One hand hung useless by his side; the other curled into a fist so tight his knuckles had gone white.

But it was the sound that pierced straight through me.

Not a gasp. Not a word.

Just one, broken breath. A single, trembling exhale that shattered in the quiet like glass dropped from height.

A sound full of ruin.

It said everything:
That he’d seen it all.
That he couldn’t look away.
That he wasn’t turned on—he was wrecked.

Spent.

Drained from his own release, moments too late to stop what followed. His eyes weren’t hungry now—they were haunted. Staring straight through me, past the sex and sweat and shameless moans, into something that had already begun to rot inside him.

He was hollow. Unmoving.

And I knew—
He wouldn’t forget.
Not this.
Not ever.

Later that night the villa was dark, except for the faint glow of the moon through the half-open blinds. The air-conditioning hummed, but it couldn’t touch the heat still radiating off my skin.

I walked into the bedroom wearing only Nate’s old college T-shirt—soft, worn, hanging just low enough to cover the tops of my thighs. Nothing underneath. My pussy was swollen, tender, still slick from the day, from Rodney, from the way he’d used me on that balcony like the whole world was invited to watch.

Nate was already in bed, propped against the headboard, pretending to scroll on his phone. The second I stepped into the room, the screen went dark. His eyes locked on me—wide, hungry, terrified.

I didn’t speak.
I just crawled onto the mattress, knees sinking into the duvet, and moved over him until I straddled one of his thighs. The cotton of his boxer briefs was warm against my bare lips. I lowered myself slowly, deliberately, letting him feel how wet I still was. How ready. How ruined.

His breath stuttered.

I caught his wrist before he could reach for my waist, pinned it gently to the pillow beside his head. Then I leaned in, hair falling around us like a curtain, and rolled my hips once—slow, filthy—dragging my slick folds along the hard muscle of his thigh.

“Do you think,” I whispered, lips brushing the shell of his ear, “he’d let you touch me like this right now?”

Nate made a broken sound, half groan, half sob. His free hand flew to the waistband of his boxers, shoving them down just far enough to free his cock. It sprang up—flushed and leaking—nothing like the weapon that had destroyed me earlier, but aching all the same.

I didn’t stop him.
I wanted to watch.

I rocked again, harder, smearing myself over his skin, letting him feel exactly how soaked another man had left me. My clit dragged against the coarse hair on his leg, and I shivered, breath catching.

“Look at you,” I murmured, voice low and cruel and loving all at once. “Hard again already. You spent all day watching him take what used to be yours… and you still want more.”

His fist closed around himself, stroking fast, desperate, eyes locked on the place where my pussy painted his thigh shiny.

“You like me like this, don’t you?” I rolled my hips in a slow circle, grinding down until he whimpered. “You like knowing I’ll let another man wreck me, stretch me, come all over me… and then crawl back into your bed still dripping with him.”

Nate’s back arched off the mattress. His strokes turned frantic, slick with precum, the wet sound of his hand loud in the quiet room.

“Tell me,” I breathed, nipping his earlobe, feeling his whole body tremble beneath me. “Tell me you love it.”

“I love it,” he choked out, voice cracking. “God, Allison, I love it, I love you like this—”

He came hard, hips bucking, thick ropes spilling over his fist and belly, some hitting the hem of my T-shirt. His face twisted in something that looked like agony and worship at the same time.

I kept moving, slow, lazy circles, riding out the aftershocks on his thigh until he was gasping, oversensitive, trying to curl away from the pressure but unable to make himself stop watching me.

Only when he went limp—chest heaving, eyes glassy with tears and wonder—did I lean down and kiss him, soft, almost tender, tasting salt and surrender.

“Good boy,” I whispered against his mouth.

Then I rolled off, pulled the sheet up to my waist, and let him curl into me, head on my breast, still trembling.

Tomorrow we’d go home.
Tomorrow I’d put the pearls back on and smile at the grocery store and teach Sunday school.

But tonight, in the dark, with his cum cooling on his stomach and Rodney’s still sticky between my legs, I was exactly who I wanted to be.
And Nate knew it.

The plane hummed at thirty-six thousand feet, a low, steady drone that felt like the inside of my own skull. I stared out the oval window, clouds sliding past like wet cotton, the sun bleeding orange into the horizon somewhere behind us.

Florida was already gone. The villa, the salt air, the balcony railing still warm under my palms — all of it shrinking into a memory that felt too big to fit inside my body.

Nate dozed beside me in the middle seat, head tipped against the headrest, fingers loosely curled over mine on the armrest. His wedding band glinted every time the cabin lights flickered. He looked peaceful in a way he hadn’t in years; like someone who’d seen the edge of the cliff, jumped, and discovered he could fly.

I should have felt wrecked.
I should have felt guilty, ashamed, terrified of what I’d become in seven short days.

Instead, I felt electric.

My skin still carried faint salt from the Gulf, faint sweat Rodney had left behind, faint bruises blooming under the hem of my sundress where his fingers had dug in. My pussy ached in the sweetest way, swollen and tender — a reminder every time I shifted in the narrow seat.

I wasn’t sorry.
I was starving.

The realization slid in slow and slippery, curling low in my belly:

I hadn’t just tried something new.
I had woken up.

Nate stirred, eyelashes fluttering. He blinked at me in the dim cabin light, saw whatever was written on my face, and his breath caught.

“Hey,” he whispered, voice rough from sleep and everything else.

I turned toward him, slow, like I had all the time in the world.
His fingers tightened over mine.
He swallowed once, twice, then leaned in so the flight attendant rolling her cart three rows up wouldn’t hear.

“Do you…”
His voice cracked.
“Do you want to do this again… when we’re home?”

The question hung between us, fragile and huge.

I didn’t answer with words.
I just smiled — small, secret, wicked — and let my knees fall open under the thin airline blanket draped across our laps.

Nate’s eyes dropped instantly.
I slid my hand beneath the fabric, under the soft cotton of my sundress, and parted myself with two fingers. I was soaked. Had been since takeoff. Maybe since the balcony. Maybe since the first time Rodney looked at me like I was already his.

I traced one slow circle around my clit, hips rolling the tiniest bit, breath catching in my throat.
Nate watched, transfixed, pupils blown wide in the half-dark.
His free hand disappeared under the blanket too, finding himself, stroking slow and careful like he was afraid the whole plane would hear.

I leaned my head against the seatback, eyes locked on his, and let him see every flicker that crossed my face as I touched the place another man had ruined for anyone else.

His lips parted.
A soft, helpless sound leaked out.
I mouthed a single word, no sound at all:

Watch.

And I came quietly, thighs trembling, biting the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning out loud, wave after wave while the plane carried us home to our perfect little street with the flags and the filtered smiles.

When it passed, I brought my fingers up, glistening, and pressed them gently to Nate’s bottom lip.
He licked them clean without hesitation, eyes fluttering shut like he was tasting communion wine.
I leaned in, kissed the corner of his mouth, and whispered against his skin:

“Find me someone.”

Then I tucked the blanket higher, closed my eyes, and let the engines sing me to sleep.

There was no going back to the woman who’d boarded the flight south.
Only forward.
Only deeper.
Only whatever came next.
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Some trips end when you go home.
This one follows you back.

Chapter 1: Into the Mist

The rain had settled in like an old friend who refused to leave, a steady, whispering drizzle that had followed us since we left the distant trailhead hours earlier. It wasn’t violent, but it was relentless, soaking through every layer and turning the forest floor into a lush, slippery carpet of emerald moss, fallen needles, and rich black soil. I stood beneath the protective canopy of an ancient cedar tree, its trunk so enormous that I could have pressed my entire back against it and still had room on either side. Droplets slid from the feathery branches above and traced cool paths down the back of my neck.

The air here felt alive in a way Manhattan could never match. It carried the deep, loamy scent of wet earth and decaying wood, mixed with the sharp resin of evergreens and the faint salty breath of the Pacific Ocean somewhere beyond the ridges. The constant low roar of the nearby river provided a deep bass note beneath everything, like the heartbeat of the wilderness itself. Fog drifted between the massive trunks in slow, ghostly veils, softening the world into layers of deep green, silver, and shadow. Towering hemlocks and Sitka spruces disappeared upward into the mist, their tops lost somewhere far above us. It was primal, overwhelming, and utterly unlike anything in our polished city life.

We had come here to remember what it felt like to be small.

Back in New York, our days blurred together in a haze of early morning subway rides, fluorescent-lit offices, and late-night takeout while staring at glowing screens. Keith and I both worked in finance—he as a derivatives analyst, me managing private lending portfolios—and the pressure had slowly worn us down. One rainy evening in our cramped apartment, after another soul-crushing week, Keith had set his wine glass down and looked at me with tired but hopeful eyes. “We need to disappear, Brenda. Really disappear. Somewhere the city can’t reach us.” His colleague had sworn by this hidden gem deep in the Olympic Peninsula: a remote backcountry site miles from any maintained trail, nestled beside a wild river that eventually fed into the Pacific. No cell service. No other campers. Just untouched wilderness.

Now that we were actually standing in it, the reality felt heavier than I had imagined. Beautiful, yes. But also isolating in a way that made my pulse quicken with both thrill and a quiet vulnerability.

“Keith, how’s it going over there?” I called, my voice sounding strangely intimate against the hushed forest sounds.

My husband straightened up from where he was wrestling with a tangle of aluminum poles and bright orange fabric. Rain streaked down his glasses, and his brand-new hiking pants were already splattered with mud up to the knees. He looked equal parts determined and comically out of his element, cheeks flushed from effort. “These things are possessed, I swear,” he muttered, but a grin broke through. “Give me two more minutes. I’ve almost cracked the code.”

I watched him with affection as he clicked another section into place. The tent finally rose, wobbling slightly like a bright beacon in the green gloom. Keith stepped back, hands on his hips, chest puffed out in victory. “There. Structurally sound. Practically a five-star hotel in the middle of nowhere.”

I walked over, my boots sinking into the soft ground with every step, and gave one of the guy lines a testing tug. The whole shelter swayed a little too freely. “It’s cute how confident you sound,” I said, laughing softly as I slid my arms around him from behind. His body felt warm and solid through the damp layers. I pressed my cheek against his back, inhaling the scent of rain mixed with his skin. “Come on, city boy. Let’s get inside before this drizzle turns into a proper downpour.”

We crawled through the narrow entrance on hands and knees. The moment the rain fly zipped shut behind us, the outside world softened. The constant patter of rain became a gentle, rhythmic drumming overhead, intimate and enclosing. Inside, the air smelled clean and new—fresh nylon mixed with the faint musk of our exertion from the long hike. I peeled off my soaked rain jacket, then the clinging thermal layer underneath. Cool air kissed my bare skin, raising goosebumps across my arms and the soft fullness of my chest. Keith’s gaze followed every movement, his eyes growing darker with unmistakable hunger.

Without speaking, I pushed him gently onto his back atop the sleeping pads. He let out a surprised breath that turned into a low chuckle as I straddled his hips, my thick thighs settling warmly on either side of him. My dark hair fell forward like a curtain, brushing his face. “You’ve been staring at my ass the entire hike,” I murmured, leaning down until our lips were inches apart. “I could feel your eyes on me every time I bent over.”

“Can you blame me?” His hands slid up my sides, thumbs grazing the sensitive skin just beneath my breasts. “You look incredible out here, Brenda. Flushed cheeks, rain in your hair, that confident little sway in your walk. It’s doing things to me.”

I kissed him slowly at first, savoring the taste of rain and salt on his lips. Our mouths moved together with growing urgency. His hands explored me with familiar reverence, cupping and squeezing, thumbs circling until my nipples tightened into aching peaks. I rocked against the growing hardness beneath his hiking pants, feeling him swell and strain against the fabric. When I finally freed him, he was hot and rigid in my palm. I stroked him with long, deliberate movements, enjoying the way his breath hitched and his hips twitched upward.

“God, I want you,” he whispered, voice rough with need.

I rose up just enough to guide him inside me, sinking down slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. A deep, satisfied sigh escaped my lips. The stretch was good—comforting, loving, familiar. I began to move, rolling my hips in a lazy, sensual rhythm that made the tent fabric rustle softly around us. Keith gripped my waist, eyes locked on my face as I rode him. Outside, the rain intensified, drumming harder against the nylon while the river roared steadily in the background. The massive trees creaked high above, ancient and indifferent.

I leaned forward, letting my full breasts brush against his chest with every movement. “You feel so good inside me, baby,” I breathed against his ear, my voice turning low and husky. “Nice and deep. But I need more tonight. Fuck me harder. I want to feel you really take me.”

Keith groaned and thrust up into me with renewed force, his hands sliding down to grip the soft, generous curves of my ass. The wet, rhythmic sound of our bodies meeting filled the small space. I closed my eyes and let my mind wander where it always did in these heated moments. I imagined much stronger hands digging into my flesh. Rougher. More possessive. Darker skin sliding against my pale curves. A thick, heavy cock stretching me so wide I would ache for days afterward. The fantasy sent a fresh flood of wetness around Keith, and I moaned louder, grinding down with filthy, deliberate circles.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” he panted, clearly mistaking my sudden intensity for him alone. “What’s gotten into you out here?”

I bit my lip and rode him faster, letting the dirty thoughts spill out in a sultry whisper. “It’s this place, Keith. Being so far from everything. No one around for miles. It makes me feel like something bigger could step out of these trees and just… claim me.” I clenched around him tightly. “Something really thick. Something that would stretch me open and make me scream. I keep thinking about it—how it would feel to be completely filled, ruined a little, taken hard.”

Keith’s rhythm faltered, his breath catching sharply. I could feel him throbbing inside me, fighting desperately not to finish too soon. “Jesus, Brenda,” he groaned, voice thick with shock and raw arousal. “You’re serious right now? You’re thinking about that while I’m inside you?”

“Mmm-hmm.” I nipped at his earlobe and rolled my hips in slow, filthy waves. “I can’t help it. Out here in the middle of nowhere, I keep imagining a powerful man who wouldn’t be gentle. He’d pin me down, give me every thick inch, and fuck me until I couldn’t walk straight.” My words grew dirtier, pulled from years of secret cravings I had buried behind my conservative upbringing. “I want to feel stretched wide open, baby. Dripping. Shaking. Used.”

He groaned, the sound raw and broken. I leaned in closer, my breath hot against his ear. “Something thick… something that would stretch me open and make me scream.”

That was all it took. Keith’s hands clamped down on my hips, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. He thrust up into me with sudden, desperate force, chasing the filthy fantasy I’d painted for him. Three, four brutal strokes and he buried himself to the hilt, coming with a deep, shuddering groan that vibrated through both our bodies. I felt every pulse, every hot spurt filling me as he twitched and jerked beneath me.

I held him close through every aftershock, arms wrapped tight around his shoulders, kissing the sweat-damp skin of his neck and stroking my fingers through his hair. My own body still hummed with unfinished heat, aching and slick, but I soothed him anyway, whispering soft praises against his ear while the rain drummed steadily on the roof above us—almost approving of the messy, desperate way we’d come undone.

The storm outside matched the one still simmering inside me. I rocked gently against him, not enough to overstimulate but enough to keep that delicious fullness pressed deep, letting the last of his release leak warm between us. Keith’s breathing slowly evened out, his grip loosening into something tender. Yet I knew, even as I kissed him softly, that the night was far from over.

After a long, quiet moment, Keith pulled me down beside him and wrapped his arms around my softer frame. Our skin stuck together pleasantly in the warm, confined space. His fingers traced lazy patterns along my hip. “You’re going to kill me talking like that,” he murmured, half laughing, half breathless. “You really feeling those thoughts out here?”

I nestled closer, pressing a kiss to his shoulder. “A little. More than a little, actually.” My voice dropped to a softer, sultrier tone. “This forest makes everything feel possible. Like the rules don’t apply. Would it scare you if I wanted to explore that fantasy for real someday? Letting another man—a much bigger, stronger man—have me while you watch?”

Keith swallowed hard. His hand tightened on my hip, and I felt his spent cock twitch against my thigh. “Both,” he admitted, voice thick with conflicting emotions. “It scares the hell out of me. But yeah… it turns me on more than I know how to handle.”

I smiled against his skin, feeling the electric spark of possibility hanging heavy in the damp air between us. Outside, the river kept roaring, the ancient evergreens stood guard, and the mist kept swirling through the trees. We were completely, utterly alone.

And for the first time since we arrived, that isolation didn’t feel empty. It felt charged. Full of risk. Full of dark, delicious promise.

The wilderness was listening. And something deep inside me wondered what it might send our way.



Chapter 2: How It All Began

I lay curled against Keith’s warm chest, the steady drum of rain on the tent roof creating a private cocoon around us. His fingers traced slow, absentminded circles along the curve of my hip, and his breathing had grown deep and even. But sleep refused to come for me. The filthy, shameless words I had whispered to him earlier still echoed in my mind. Something thick… something that would stretch me open and make me scream. I had never spoken like that before. Never been this forward, this brazen about the dark hunger that had been growing inside me for the past two years.

I had always been the shy, good girl. Raised in a quiet, conservative home in Connecticut, where conversations about sex were nonexistent and desire was something you politely ignored. Church on Sundays, modest sweaters and knee-length skirts, excellent grades, and the clear expectation that I would meet a nice boy, get married, and live a respectable life. My body had developed early — full breasts, wide hips, a soft, feminine shape that drew quiet stares — but I learned to hide it under loose clothes and crossed arms. I was twenty-two before I even kissed someone.

That someone was Keith.

He was my first everything. My first real boyfriend, my first kiss on a rainy autumn night outside the library, my first lover in a tiny off-campus apartment, and the only man I had ever married. I fell in love with his gentle heart, his quick wit, and the way he looked at me like I was the most fascinating person in any room. He was brilliant with numbers, kind to everyone, and endlessly supportive through my long finance career. He remembered anniversaries, brought me coffee exactly how I liked it after brutal deadlines, and held me through every anxiety attack without judgment. In every way that mattered outside the bedroom, he was perfect.

In bed, though… I had spent years convincing myself it was enough.

Keith was gentle and attentive. He always made sure I finished. He kissed me everywhere, took his time, and told me constantly how beautiful I was. His penis was small — modest in length and quite thin. For years I told myself size didn’t matter. That love and emotional connection were what counted. I truly believed it. Until one night two years ago when everything quietly cracked open.

I was having drinks with my friend Lauren after work. We were on our second round of strong margaritas when she leaned in, eyes sparkling, and told me about her weekend in Miami. “Brenda, I swear to God, I have never been fucked like that in my entire life,” she whispered, her voice thick with remembered pleasure. She described the man she met at a club in vivid detail: how thick and long he was, how he had to ease into her slowly because she was so tight around him, how he had stretched and filled her so completely that she came so hard she actually cried. “I felt ruined in the best possible way. I walked funny the next day and I didn’t even care.”

I laughed and teased her at the table, cheeks burning hot, but her words lodged deep inside me. That same night, when Keith slid inside me in our dark bedroom, I caught myself comparing without meaning to. He felt… smaller. Pleasant, yes. Loving, absolutely. But suddenly the word “adequate” felt like a quiet, aching disappointment. Shame crashed over me. This was the man I loved more than anything. How could I think such things?

I carried that guilt for weeks until I finally confessed one night after another sweet but unsatisfying session. We were lying in the dark, his arm around me, when I whispered, “Keith… do you ever wish you were bigger?”

He went completely still. I felt his heartbeat quicken against my cheek. Then, to my shock, I felt him growing hard again against my thigh. His voice came out low and unsteady. “Tell me what you’re thinking, baby. Don’t hold back.”

That conversation changed everything.

We began watching porn together late at night with the lights low and curtains drawn. At first we chose soft, romantic scenes, but my eyes kept drifting to the videos featuring well-endowed Black men. The contrast of their powerful, dark bodies against pale women, the way those heavy, thick cocks stretched pussies so wide and deep — it made me unbearably wet. I would lie beside my husband, thighs pressed tightly together, breathing shallow, secretly imagining what it would feel like to be opened up like that. Keith noticed every time. His smaller cock would twitch and harden instantly whenever I stared too long.

One night, as I slowly stroked him with my hand, I finally admitted it out loud. “I keep imagining what it would feel like… to take something really thick. To feel so full I can’t even think straight.”

“Jesus, Brenda,” Keith groaned, his voice thick with a mixture of shock, jealousy, and raw arousal. “You actually want that?”

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly, my conservative upbringing screaming at me while my pussy throbbed. “I’m scared. But the thought makes me so wet it’s embarrassing.”

From there, the roleplays started. Keith would pretend to be his old college friend — a tall, athletic Black guy I had only met once. He would describe in filthy detail how this friend would pin me down, how his heavy cock would split me open, how I would moan and beg for more while my husband watched helplessly from the corner. Those nights Keith would get rock-hard almost instantly and finish embarrassingly fast, while I lay shaking with intense need.

A month later we bought the toy — a thick, realistic black dildo that felt almost intimidating in my hands. The first time I used it in front of him, my fingers were trembling. I lay back on our bed, legs spread wide, while Keith sat in the chair across from me, slowly stroking his smaller erection. I rubbed the fat head against my slick folds, then slowly pushed it inside. The stretch was intense. I gasped loudly, back arching. “Oh my God, Keith… it’s so fucking big,” I moaned as I worked it deeper. The fullness made my toes curl and my eyes roll back. I came hard, crying out shamelessly as my body clenched and fluttered around the thick silicone. Keith exploded in his hand watching me, then climbed on top and fucked me with desperate hunger.

We kept exploring, pushing the boundary a little further each time.

Then came the night at the Marriott bar three months ago.

We had agreed to pretend we were strangers. Keith sat at the far end of the dimly lit bar, nursing a whiskey, while I sat alone in a tight black dress that hugged my full breasts and wide hips. My heart was pounding with nerves and excitement. Then he walked in.

He was tall, probably 6’3”, Black, powerfully built with smooth dark skin and an effortless, masculine confidence that made heads turn. When he approached me with a warm smile and deep voice, a shiver ran straight down my spine. We talked easily. He bought me a drink. His eyes moved openly over my body with clear appreciation. Across the room, Keith watched us intently, his expression a storm of jealousy and arousal.

When the man asked me to dance, I glanced at my husband. Keith gave the smallest nod.

On the dance floor, the stranger pulled me close. His large hands settled on my waist, then slid lower to rest possessively on my ass. I could feel the thick, heavy outline of his cock pressing against my thigh through his pants. Even while soft, it felt massive — warm, heavy, and unmistakably large. My breath caught. Heat flooded between my legs.

“You’re driving me crazy in this dress,” he murmured against my ear, his voice low and rough. “Your husband is a lucky man… but I’d fuck you so much better than he ever could. I’d stretch that pretty pussy until you’re shaking.”

The dirty words sent a pulse of pure lust through me. We danced slower, bodies grinding subtly. His cock thickened and hardened against me, growing longer and thicker by the second. Then he tilted my chin up and kissed me. Deep. Hungry. His tongue claimed my mouth while one big hand squeezed my ass. I kissed him back, lost in the heat and raw masculine power of him. For those dizzying seconds I felt completely desired, completely taken. My pussy was soaked.

Reality crashed back in. I pulled away, breathing hard, cheeks burning. “I can’t,” I whispered. “I’m sorry.”

He smiled, understanding but clearly disappointed. “Tell your man he’s lucky. And if you ever change your mind… you know where to find someone who can give you what you need.”

I walked back to Keith on shaky legs. My husband looked flushed and almost feverish. We barely made it into the elevator before we were all over each other. Back in our room, he fucked me harder than he had in months. I came twice thinking about that thick cock pressed against my thigh, whispering every dirty detail to him until he exploded inside me with a desperate, possessive groan.

Afterward, tangled in the sheets and breathing hard, Keith held me tight. “I was so jealous I wanted to drag you away from him,” he admitted quietly. “But I was also harder than I’ve ever been in my life. I kept imagining him bending you over right there on the dance floor.”

I kissed his chest, my emotions a chaotic storm of love, guilt, shame, and lingering arousal. “I love you, Keith. Only you. But… part of me really wonders what it would feel like to go all the way. Just once. With the right man.”

He stayed silent for a long moment. Then he whispered, “I’m scared. But I think… I want to see it too.”

That confession had opened a door we could never fully close.

Now, months later, lying in this rain-soaked tent deep in the Olympic wilderness, I traced my fingers slowly down my husband’s chest and felt that same storm swirling inside me stronger than ever. The fantasy had grown roots. It had become vivid and constant. And something about this wild, isolated place made it feel dangerously close to becoming real.

Keith kissed the top of my head. “You’re thinking about it again, aren’t you?”

I smiled softly against his skin. “Maybe. Is that bad?”

“No,” he said, his voice husky in the darkness. “It’s terrifying. But it’s also really fucking hot.”

Outside, the river roared on and the ancient forest stood silent witness. I closed my eyes, heart beating faster, wondering what the mist might be hiding.

The thought frightened me. But it excited me even more.


Chapter 3: The Ranger

The next morning the forest woke slowly under a thick blanket of silver mist. I crawled out of the tent first, my muscles pleasantly sore from the hike and the night before. The air was cold and damp, carrying that rich, living scent of wet earth, pine resin, and the faint brine of the distant Pacific. Droplets clung to every fern and moss-covered branch, falling in soft, irregular rhythms. The river roared steadily in the background, a constant reminder of how deep in the wilderness we truly were.

My body carried a pleasant ache from our lovemaking the night before, and between my thighs I still felt a faint, sticky reminder of how intensely my fantasies had affected me. The air inside the tent was warm and intimate, but outside it was crisp and damp, carrying the deep, earthy perfume of wet moss, pine resin, and the constant roar of the river somewhere beyond the trees.

I pulled on fresh hiking clothes, brushed my teeth with bottled water, and stepped a short distance into the ferns to relieve myself. The act felt strangely primal — squatting behind a massive cedar, the cool mist kissing my bare skin. No toilets, no privacy walls. Just me and the wilderness. When I finished, I walked down to the river’s edge, found a calm pool, and washed my hands and face in the icy water. It was shockingly cold, but invigorating. I felt more awake, more alive than I had in months back in Manhattan.

By the time I returned, Keith was awake and starting the small stove. We made instant coffee and ate granola bars mixed with dried fruit while sitting on a fallen log. The mist swirled around us, softening the massive trunks of the evergreens into ghostly pillars. Everything felt bigger here. Wilder. More alive. My conservative mind still wrestled with the filthy things I had whispered to Keith last night, but my body remembered them with a low, warm pulse between my thighs.

We talked quietly about the trail we wanted to explore, but the memory of last night’s dirty whispers still hovered between us. Keith kept stealing glances at me, a mix of affection and nervous heat in his eyes.

After breakfast, we set off on a narrow, muddy path that followed the river. The hike was harder than we expected. Every root was slick with moss, and the constant drizzle made the ground treacherous. My thighs burned as we climbed small ridges, and my lungs worked harder in the thick, oxygen-rich air. Yet it was beautiful in a way that almost hurt. Towering Sitka spruces and hemlocks rose hundreds of feet into the fog. Ferns brushed against my legs like soft green fingers. The river roared beside us, sometimes calm and glassy, sometimes crashing over rocks in white water.

We turned back around midday, tired but exhilarated. As we approached our campsite, something immediately felt different. A large, professional dark-green tent now stood about thirty yards away, closer to the riverbank. It was perfectly pitched — reinforced with heavy stakes, a tarp stretched overhead, and gear neatly organized beneath it. This was not a beginner’s setup.

A tall man was crouched beside it, sorting through a large backpack.

He rose to his full height as we drew closer, and my stomach did a slow, fluttering roll.

He was imposing. Easily six-foot-four, broad-shouldered and powerfully built, with smooth, rich dark skin that seemed to absorb the muted forest light. A neatly trimmed beard framed his strong jaw, and his National Park Service uniform shirt was rolled up over thick, veined forearms corded with muscle. His ranger hat sat low on his bald head. Even from a distance, the way he moved spoke of quiet authority — the calm confidence of a man who truly belonged in this wild place.

“Afternoon,” he called out, his deep, resonant voice cutting cleanly through the mist. “Didn’t expect to run into anyone this far from the trails.”

Keith raised a hand, trying to sound relaxed. “Yeah, we’re pretty new at this whole thing. First real camping trip ever, actually.”

This beast of a man walked toward us with long, unhurried strides. Up close, he was even more striking. His presence seemed to push the surrounding mist back. His dark eyes moved from Keith to me and settled for a heartbeat longer than polite. A slow, subtle smile touched his lips, revealing strong white teeth.

“Malcolm,” he introduced himself, extending one large, powerful hand. He shook Keith’s first, then mine. When our palms met, his grip was warm, firm, and surprisingly gentle. His thumb brushed lightly across the back of my hand in what felt like a deliberate caress. A spark of heat traveled straight up my arm.

“I’m Keith, and this is my wife Brenda,” my husband said. I caught the slight tightness in his voice — that familiar undercurrent of unease mixed with something darker.

Malcolm’s gaze returned to me. “Brenda,” he repeated, letting my name linger on his tongue like he was savoring it. “You two don’t look like the usual crowd that makes it this deep into the backcountry. Most people out here are either grizzled veterans or completely lost and regretting their life choices.”

I laughed softly, feeling warmth bloom in my cheeks despite the cool air. “Guilty on the second one. We’re from Manhattan — finance people who decided we needed to remember what real trees look like. We might be slightly out of our depth.”

Malcolm’s low, rich chuckle vibrated through the damp air and settled low in my belly. “City folks with some courage. I respect that more than you know.” His eyes drifted over me for a moment — tracing the way my damp hiking pants hugged my wide hips and the soft swell of my breasts beneath my fleece jacket — before returning respectfully to my face. The look was not crude, but it was unmistakably appreciative. A fresh pulse of warmth bloomed between my thighs.

Keith shifted beside me. I could feel the storm of emotions coming off him in waves.

“We were about to try starting another fire,” Keith said. “Any advice from someone who actually knows what he’s doing?”

Malcolm smiled again. “I can do better than advice.” He walked over to our sad little fire pit, crouched down with effortless grace, and in under two minutes had a strong, crackling blaze going. His big hands moved with calm competence, arranging kindling and thicker logs like it was second nature. The flames pushed back the mist and filled the clearing with the comforting scent of woodsmoke.

I couldn’t resist. “Show-off,” I teased, my voice lighter than I expected.

Malcolm looked up at me from his crouched position, eyes sparkling with amusement. “Just doing my job, ma’am. Can’t have a beautiful woman catching a chill out here on my watch.” The word “beautiful” landed warmly. My conservative instincts wanted to deflect it, but my body responded with a traitorous flush that spread across my chest.

Keith cleared his throat. “That’s… incredibly helpful. Thank you.”

Malcolm stood up, towering over both of us. He was so tall I had to tilt my head back slightly. His shoulders looked broad enough to carry me without effort, and the way his uniform stretched across his powerful chest made it difficult not to stare. He was everything my private fantasies had been built around for the past two years — tall, strong, Black, and completely commanding in this raw, primal environment. The kind of man who could pin a woman against one of these ancient cedars and take what he wanted.

The thought sent a rush of guilty heat straight through me. You’re married, Brenda. Stop.

“You folks need anything else while I’m here?” Malcolm asked, brushing dirt from his hands. His eyes kept finding mine. “I’ve got extra rope and stakes if your tent needs better securing before tonight’s rain moves in. There’s also a nice, secluded swimming hole about half a mile upstream if you want a proper wash.”

“That would be amazing,” I answered, perhaps a little too quickly. “The tent part especially. Keith did his best yesterday, but last night’s wind showed us how much we still have to learn.”

Malcolm grinned. “No shame in that at all. Most people underestimate how strong the gusts get through these big trees.” He glanced at Keith. “I’ll show you the proper way if you want. Takes five minutes.”

While Malcolm worked on reinforcing our tent, I found myself watching him far too closely. The flex of powerful muscles in his back and arms as he pulled the lines tight. The easy strength in every motion. The quiet, masculine confidence that radiated from him like heat. He moved like the forest itself obeyed him.

At one point he caught me staring. He didn’t look away. Instead, he held my gaze for several long, charged seconds across the campsite. The air between us felt thick and electric. My heart beat faster. My conservative side screamed at me to look down, to remember who I was. But the other part of me — the part that had secretly ridden a thick black dildo while my husband watched — wanted to keep staring.

“Brenda, mind handing me that extra stake over there?” he asked, his deep voice noticeably lower.

I brought it to him. When our fingers brushed during the exchange, the contact lingered. His skin was warm against the cool mist. A little jolt of electricity shot up my arm and settled deep in my core.

“Thanks,” he said quietly, eyes locked on mine. “You’re handling yourself real well out here for a first-timer. Most city girls would be complaining about the mud and the rain by now.”

“I’m actually loving it more than I thought I would,” I replied, my voice softer than intended. “It feels… different. Freeing.”

Malcolm’s dark eyes dropped briefly to my mouth, then lower for half a second. “Careful with that word out here, Brenda. ‘Freeing’ can get dangerous real quick in these woods. Things tend to get a little wild once people start letting go.”

Keith was only a few feet away, pretending to organize our packs, but I knew he was listening to every single word. His breathing had changed. I could feel the storm inside him — jealousy, anxiety, and that dark, shameful arousal I had come to recognize so well.

Malcolm finished securing the tent and stood, wiping his hands on his pants. “That should hold through anything tonight throws at us.” He looked directly at me again, his expression warm but unmistakably interested. “You two let me know if you need anything at all. I’m right over there.”

As he walked back toward his own camp, I couldn’t stop watching the confident roll of his broad shoulders and the powerful, easy way he moved through the trees. Keith stepped closer and took my hand. His palm was warm but slightly damp with tension.

“He seems… really knowledgeable,” Keith said carefully, his voice tight.

I squeezed his hand, my heart still racing. “Yeah. Very knowledgeable.”

Inside, the battle raged harder than ever. Guilt. Shame at how quickly and strongly my body had responded to this stranger. And a deep, throbbing excitement that made my panties damp and my nipples tighten against the soft fabric of my fleece.

The forest suddenly felt smaller. More intimate. More dangerously alive.

Malcolm had only been here for half an hour, and already the entire atmosphere of our quiet campsite had changed.

This trip was no longer just about escaping the city.

Something else had found us.


Chapter 4: Embers

The next day and a half blurred into a slow, intoxicating rhythm of rain, mist, and rising tension that I felt in every breath.

Malcolm didn’t ask to become part of our camp — he simply fit. The morning after he arrived, he showed up at our site carrying a metal thermos of real coffee he had brewed on his camp stove. The smell alone was heavenly compared to our sad instant packets. While Keith and I fumbled with our breakfast, Malcolm quietly went to work strengthening our tent anchors again, then dug a proper drainage trench around the perimeter so rainwater wouldn’t pool underneath us during the next heavy shower.

“You’re a quick study,” Malcolm told Keith, but his eyes kept drifting over to me as I bent to tie my boots. “Some things just need the right hands on them.”

The double meaning wasn’t lost on me. I felt the warmth of his gaze like a physical touch.

Later that morning he offered to guide us to a hidden waterfall he said most hikers never found. We accepted immediately. The trail was narrow, muddy, and overgrown in places. Malcolm walked ahead with the calm confidence of someone who had walked these paths hundreds of times. Whenever the ground grew treacherous, he reached back without hesitation — his large, strong hand wrapping around my elbow or resting briefly at the small of my back to steady me. Each time his palm pressed through my damp jacket, I felt the heat of his skin and the subtle power in his grip. The casual dominance made something deep inside me clench with unwelcome arousal.

“You’ve got excellent balance for someone who spends her days behind a desk,” he said at one point, voice low as he helped me over a slick fallen log. His body brushed against mine for a lingering second. “Most women with your kind of curves would be slipping all over this trail.”

I laughed, cheeks burning despite the cool mist. “Are you calling me curvy, Ranger Malcolm?”

He gave me a slow, unapologetic smile. “I’m calling you built exactly right for these woods. Strong legs. Nice wide hips. Real woman’s body. Makes watching you move a genuine pleasure.”

Keith was only a few steps behind us. I could hear his breathing change. That familiar shallow pattern I knew so well from our private nights.

When we reached the waterfall, the sight took my breath away. White water crashed down thirty feet into a deep turquoise pool surrounded by moss-covered boulders and ancient trees. Malcolm stood beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from his big frame. He told us stories about the forest — about thousand-year-old cedars that had stood since before Columbus, about black bears that sometimes wandered through campsites at night, about how the constant mist could make people lose their sense of time and self if they stayed out here long enough.

His deep, resonant voice mixed with the roar of the falls and wrapped around me like smoke. I found myself leaning slightly toward him as he spoke.

That afternoon back at camp, Malcolm continued helping without making it feel like charity. He showed Keith the proper way to hang our food bags high between trees to keep animals away, then rebuilt our fire pit with larger rocks he carried over from the riverbank. Later, he picked up a small axe and split several thick logs with powerful, efficient swings. The muscles in his arms and shoulders flexed under his rolled-up uniform shirt, and I couldn’t stop watching. Each solid thwack of the axe sent a little thrill through me.

While he worked, Malcolm caught me staring again. This time he didn’t look away. He simply held my gaze, sweat glistening on his dark skin, and gave me a small, knowing smirk.

“You keep looking at me like that, Brenda,” he said casually, wiping his forehead with the back of his arm, “and I’m going to start thinking you like what you see.”

I swallowed hard. “Maybe I do.”

Keith was pretending to organize our packs a short distance away, but I knew he heard every word.

As evening approached, the rain eased into a soft, steady drizzle. Malcolm offered to cook dinner for all of us. “I caught a couple nice trout this morning,” he said. “No point letting them go to waste.”

We accepted. He worked with the same effortless competence he showed with everything else. He cleaned the fish by the river, then brought them back and seasoned them simply with salt, pepper, and some wild herbs he had gathered earlier. He wrapped them in foil with slices of lemon he had packed and placed them carefully on a grate over the fire. The smell that soon filled the campsite — fresh fish, woodsmoke, and herbs — was incredible. While the fish cooked, he heated a pot of rice and beans he had prepared on his own stove.

We ate together around the improved fire pit. The trout was perfectly flaky and flavorful. For the first time since arriving, the meal actually felt like real food instead of camping rations. Malcolm sat across from us, long legs stretched toward the flames, looking completely at home. The firelight danced across his dark skin and made his eyes gleam.

After dinner, Keith — feeling generous and perhaps a little buzzed from the growing tension — brought out our expensive bottle of scotch. We passed it around in metal camp mugs, the smoky liquid warming us from the inside while the fire crackled and sent orange sparks drifting up into the dark canopy of trees.

The alcohol hit fast in the cold, damp air.

Conversation flowed easily at first — more forest stories, jokes about city life, Malcolm’s tales of rescuing lost hikers. But somewhere around the second generous pour, things turned more personal.

“So how long have you two been married?” Malcolm asked, eyes moving lazily between us.

“Seven years,” Keith answered.

Malcolm nodded. “And you still look at each other the way you do. That’s rare out here. Most couples start bickering by day three.”

I felt the scotch making me bold. “We try to keep things… interesting.”

Malcolm raised an eyebrow, a slow smile forming. “Interesting how?”

Keith and I exchanged a quick, slightly drunk glance. The alcohol had loosened our tongues dangerously.

I laughed softly, warmth spreading through my chest. “Let’s just say we’re not exactly vanilla. We explore things. Fantasies.”

Keith’s face flushed, but he didn’t stop me. “She has this wild side most people would never guess. And I… I like seeing her explore it.”

Malcolm leaned forward, elbows resting on his knees, completely relaxed and unfazed. His deep voice stayed calm. “So when I’ve been complimenting your wife these past two days… you weren’t just being polite. You liked hearing it.”

Keith swallowed hard but nodded. “Yeah. I did.”

The fire crackled loudly in the sudden heavy silence.

Malcolm’s dark eyes locked onto mine. “You’re a stunning woman, Brenda. The kind that makes a man forget his manners out here. And the way you’ve been looking at me…” He let the words hang, then continued, “I’ve noticed. I like it. A lot.”

Heat flooded my face and pooled much lower. I took another sip of scotch, but it only made the throbbing between my legs stronger.

“I’m not usually this forward,” I admitted, my voice husky. “But something about this place… it brings things out.”

Malcolm nodded slowly, completely confident. “This forest has a way of stripping people down to what they really want. No city rules. No pretending.” He looked directly at Keith. “And you, my friend… you get off on seeing your wife want things she shouldn’t, don’t you?”

Keith’s hand tightened around his mug. His voice came out rough but honest. “Yeah. I do.”

Malcolm leaned back, a quiet, masculine smile on his face. There was no shock, no judgment — only calm acceptance and clear interest. “Good. I respect honesty out here. No games.” His eyes returned to me, darker and hotter now. “Because I’ve been thinking about what it would feel like to get my hands on you since the moment I saw you, Brenda. And I’m not the kind of man who hides what he wants.”

The words settled over us like a heavy blanket.

My heart hammered wildly. My panties were soaked. Keith’s breathing was audible beside me.

Malcolm took a slow, deliberate sip of scotch, then smiled — calm, knowing, and utterly unashamed.

“Relax,” he said, voice low and smooth like velvet. “We’re just talking. For now.”

But the way his eyes moved over my body in the firelight made one thing very clear:

“For now” wouldn’t last much longer.

The ancient trees loomed around us. The fire crackled. And the tension between the three of us had grown so thick it felt like the forest itself was holding its breath, waiting to see what we would do next.

Chapter 5: Morning After

I barely slept.

Long after the fire had faded to glowing red embers and we had zipped ourselves into our small tent, Malcolm’s words kept circling through my mind like smoke that refused to dissipate. I’ve been thinking about what it would feel like to get my hands on you since the moment I saw you… His deep, calm voice had imprinted itself on me. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw the firelight dancing across his dark skin, the quiet confidence in his eyes, and the way he had looked at me — not like a polite stranger, but like a man who already knew exactly what he wanted.

I woke tangled in the sleeping bag, my skin feverish and damp with sweat despite the cool night air. Between my thighs I was slick and aching, my body betraying me even in sleep. Keith lay beside me, his breathing uneven and shallow. I could tell he hadn’t slept much either. His body was tense, and every so often he shifted restlessly. The fantasy we had played with for so long no longer felt like a safe, private game. It now had a face, a name, and a powerful six-foot-four body that moved through this ancient forest like it belonged to him.

I slipped out of the tent before the sky had fully lightened. The Olympic Peninsula was still wrapped in thick, silver mist that turned the towering evergreens into silent, ghostly giants. Droplets clung to every fern and moss-covered branch, falling in soft, irregular rhythms that sounded like whispered secrets. The air was alive with the rich scent of wet earth, cedar resin, and the faint salty breath of the distant Pacific. I walked a short distance into the trees, squatted behind a massive fallen log to relieve myself, then made my way down to the river’s edge.

The water was shockingly cold as I washed my face and hands. It did almost nothing to cool the heat still simmering low in my belly.

When I returned to camp, Malcolm was already awake and moving with that quiet, masculine efficiency I was beginning to crave. He had built a strong, crackling fire that pushed back the mist and filled the clearing with the comforting smell of woodsmoke. He stood by his camp stove, brewing coffee. The rich, dark aroma drifted toward me like a sensual invitation.

“Morning, Brenda,” he said, his deep voice low and warm in the quiet forest. His dark eyes moved over me slowly and deliberately — tracing my messy ponytail, the way my thermal top clung to the full, heavy curves of my breasts in the damp morning air, and the soft sway of my hips as I approached. “You look like sleep didn’t come easy.”

I accepted the steaming metal mug he offered. Our fingers brushed, and this time neither of us pulled away quickly. The warmth of his skin lingered against mine.

“Not really,” I admitted, my voice still husky from the night. “Kept replaying everything you said by the fire.”

Malcolm’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “Good. So did I. Couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Keith emerged from the tent a few minutes later, rubbing sleep from his eyes. He looked between us immediately, clearly sensing the thickened, electric air. His gaze flicked to Malcolm’s hand still near mine, then to my flushed face. I saw the familiar flicker in his expression — that potent mix of jealousy, unease, and dark arousal that always appeared when the fantasy edged closer to reality.

“Morning,” Keith said, his voice slightly rough. He tried to sound casual, but I knew him too well.

Malcolm greeted him with the same easy confidence, offering him coffee as well. The three of us sat around the fire for breakfast — oatmeal that Malcolm had elevated with dried fruit, nuts, and a drizzle of honey from his supplies. While we ate, the conversation shifted from light teasing into something more personal.

“So what made a city girl like you want to come all the way out here?” Malcolm asked me directly, his eyes steady on mine. “Most people from Manhattan don’t last two nights in a place like this.”

I took a sip of coffee, feeling surprisingly comfortable opening up to him. “Our lives back home are nonstop. Finance jobs, long hours, constant noise and pressure. Keith and I both needed to remember what real quiet felt like. What it feels like to be… small.” I glanced at my husband. “We’ve been married seven years, but we’ve never done anything this wild before.”

Malcolm nodded thoughtfully. “Seven years and you’re still willing to step into the unknown together. That says a lot.” He looked at Keith with respect, then back at me. “I get it. I left the city too, years ago. Was a cop in Seattle for almost a decade. Saw too much ugliness. One day I just packed my truck and drove west. Applied to become a ranger the same week. Never looked back.”

The way he said it — calm, decisive, without bragging — impressed me more than I expected. There was real strength in his choice. A man who had walked away from a comfortable life to live on his own terms in one of the wildest places left in America.

“That’s brave,” I said softly. “Most people talk about wanting that kind of change but never actually do it.”

Malcolm shrugged modestly, but his eyes held mine. “Sometimes you just know when something isn’t right for you anymore. Out here, the forest doesn’t care about your title or your bank account. It only cares if you can survive and respect it. I like that honesty.”

The conversation flowed easily after that. He asked about my work in private lending, and I found myself telling him more than I usually would — about the stress, the long hours, the way Manhattan could make you feel both powerful and completely invisible at the same time. He listened attentively, nodding, asking thoughtful questions. In return, he shared stories about his life as a ranger — nights spent tracking poachers, days rescuing injured hikers, winters when the snow got so deep he had to snowshoe between remote cabins. Every story revealed a man who was competent, self-reliant, and deeply connected to the land.

I was impressed. More than impressed. The contrast between Keith’s gentle, intellectual world and Malcolm’s rugged, capable existence was striking. And dangerously attractive.

Later that morning, Malcolm suggested a short hike to a nearby ridge for better views before the afternoon mist rolled back in. We agreed. The trail was steep and muddy in places, the ground slick with moss and fallen needles. Malcolm walked just ahead of me, setting a steady, confident pace. Every time the path demanded balance, he offered his hand — or more. At one particularly slippery section, he wrapped one powerful arm around my waist and lifted me effortlessly over a thick fallen log, my body pressed briefly against his solid, muscular frame.

“Easy,” he murmured close to my ear as he set me down slowly. His big hand stayed on my hip a moment longer, fingers pressing lightly into the soft curve there. “Don’t want you hurting those pretty legs.”

The casual display of strength sent another rush of wetness through me. Keith watched from a few steps behind, breathing audibly, his face flushed with that familiar storm of emotions.

When we reached the ridge, the mist had thinned just enough to reveal a breathtaking panorama. Ancient forest stretched endlessly below us in every direction — a vast sea of deep emerald disappearing into rolling hills and, far in the distance, the gray shimmer of the Pacific Ocean. Malcolm stood right beside me, shoulder to shoulder, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his large body.

Keith had stepped a few yards away, pretending to take photos with his phone.

In that private moment, Malcolm leaned down slightly, his deep voice quiet but unmistakably direct against my ear.

“You know,” he said, eyes locked on mine with intense focus, ““if I were your husband, I wouldn’t be standing over there taking pictures right now. I wouldn’t be wasting any time talking either.”

He paused, letting the words sink in before continuing, low and rough:

“I’d already have you backed up against that big cedar behind us… hands gripping these wide hips, mouth on your neck, showing you exactly how a real man handles a woman like you.”

My breath caught sharply. Heat flooded between my legs so suddenly and strongly that I had to press my thighs together. My conservative upbringing screamed at me to step away, but my body betrayed me completely. My nipples tightened painfully against my shirt. My pulse thundered in my ears.

“Malcolm…” I whispered, voice shaky.

He smiled — slow, confident, and unapologetic. “Just wanted you to know where my head’s really at, Brenda. No games out here.” Then, as if he hadn’t just set my entire body on fire, he turned casually and pointed out a distant landmark to Keith, his voice completely normal again.

The rest of the morning passed in a hazy, cinematic blur of heightened awareness. Every glance from Malcolm felt loaded with promise. Every time he helped me on the descent, his touch lingered. Every time he spoke, his deep voice carried that low, authoritative tone that made something primal inside me respond. Keith walked mostly in silence, watching everything. I caught him adjusting himself discreetly more than once. His jealousy was clear in the tight set of his jaw, but so was his arousal.

By the time we returned to camp, the sexual tension between the three of us felt thick enough to taste. I was soaked. My mind kept replaying both Malcolm’s filthy promise on the ridge and the impressive stories he had shared about his life.

After a light lunch, Malcolm stretched his long legs by the fire and looked at both of us.

“There’s another nice overlook about two miles upriver,” he said casually. “Shorter trail than yesterday, but the views are worth it. You two feel like another hike this afternoon?”

Keith glanced at me. I saw the storm in his eyes — raw jealousy, nervousness, protectiveness, and that dark, undeniable excitement.

My heart pounded hard against my ribs.

I swallowed. “Yeah… I’d like that.”

Malcolm’s dark eyes met mine with quiet, masculine satisfaction.

“Perfect,” he replied, a small, knowing smile playing at the corner of his mouth. “We’ll head out once the mist burns off a little more. Should be a good one.”

As he walked back toward his tent to get ready, I caught Keith’s hand tightly in mine. My pulse was racing. The fantasy we had toyed with for so long suddenly felt dangerously close to slipping out of our control.

And the most terrifying — and thrilling — part was how much I wanted it to.


Chapter 6: The Storm Inside

The afternoon hike started innocently enough, but the tension between the three of us had grown so thick it felt like another layer of clothing pressing against my skin.

Malcolm led the way along the narrower riverside trail. The path was tighter than yesterday’s, hemmed in by dense ferns and low-hanging cedar branches still dripping from the morning mist. The ground was slick with mud and wet moss, forcing us to watch every step. Malcolm moved with that same effortless confidence, his broad shoulders rolling slightly as he navigated the terrain. Every few seconds he glanced back at me, his dark eyes lingering a little longer than necessary. There was a quiet hunger in them now that hadn’t been there on previous hikes.

Keith walked a few paces behind us, quieter than usual. I could feel his gaze on my back — watchful, conflicted, and quietly burning. He hadn’t said much since we left camp. The weight of everything that had been said the night before and this morning hung heavy in the air between us.

At one point the trail narrowed sharply beside the rushing river. Malcolm slowed and offered his hand. When I took it, he didn’t let go. His grip was warm and strong, his thumb brushing slowly over my knuckles in a way that felt far too intimate for simple trail assistance.

“You good?” he asked, voice low enough that it felt meant only for me.

“Yeah,” I breathed, trying to keep my voice steady. “Just… slippery.”

He gave me a small, knowing smile that made my stomach flutter. “I noticed.”

We continued walking. The sound of the river grew louder, rushing over rocks just a few feet away. When Keith fell a few steps behind on a tricky root section, Malcolm took advantage of the momentary privacy. He leaned in close, his breath warm against my ear.

“Been thinking about how soft your skin looked this morning,” he murmured, voice rough. “Wondering what it’d feel like under my hands… how you’d sound if I touched you the way I really want to.”

My breath caught sharply. Heat flooded through me so fast I felt dizzy. I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. But my body answered for me — a fresh, unmistakable rush of wetness between my legs that made my hiking pants feel suddenly too tight.

Malcolm didn’t push further. He simply straightened up again, but the small, satisfied curve of his mouth told me he knew exactly what effect he was having.

The trail continued like that for the next twenty minutes — stolen glances, lingering touches when Keith wasn’t looking, whispered words that grew bolder each time. Malcolm’s hand would brush my hip as he helped me over a log. His fingers would graze the small of my back. Once, when the path forced us to walk single file, he let me go ahead and I felt his eyes on my ass the entire time.

I was painfully aware of Keith behind us. Every time I looked back, his face was flushed, his jaw tight. He was hard — I could see the outline in his pants. The mixture of jealousy and arousal on his face only made my own excitement worse.

Then it happened.

We were crossing a particularly slick patch where the trail dipped toward the riverbank. The ground had eroded slightly, leaving exposed roots and thick, treacherous mud. I tried to step carefully, but my right boot caught on a hidden root covered in wet moss. My ankle rolled violently with a sickening twist.

“Fuck—!” I cried out as sharp pain exploded up my leg. My arms flailed as I lost balance.

Malcolm moved like lightning. He caught me around the waist with one powerful arm and pulled me tight against his chest before I could fall. “I got you,” he said immediately, voice steady and commanding. “Don’t put any weight on it.”

Keith rushed forward, face pale with worry. “Brenda! Shit, are you okay?”

I winced, breathing through clenched teeth. “It hurts… I twisted it bad.”

Malcolm didn’t waste time. He crouched, gently removed my boot, and examined the ankle with careful, practiced fingers. It was already swelling. “It’s a sprain,” he said. “A pretty bad one. We need to get you back to camp and wrap it properly before it gets worse.”

Before I could even protest, Malcolm stood and scooped me up into his arms in a smooth princess carry. One arm went under my knees, the other behind my back. I felt completely weightless against his solid frame. My full breasts pressed firmly against his chest with every step he took.

“I can try to hobble back,” I said weakly, cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Malcolm shook his head, his deep voice leaving no room for argument. “No. I’ve carried grown men twice your size out of worse spots. Just relax against me, Brenda.”

Keith walked beside us in silence, his eyes flicking repeatedly to Malcolm’s arms holding me so easily. The hike back to camp felt much longer than it should have. Every step Malcolm took made my body shift against his. I could feel the steady thump of his heart, the heat of his skin, the hard muscle of his chest and shoulders. Despite the throbbing pain in my ankle, I was shamefully aware of how wet I had become.

By the time we reached camp, the sky had turned an ugly steel gray. Thick, heavy clouds had rolled in fast, swallowing the weak afternoon light. Thunder rumbled low and ominous in the distance, like a warning the forest itself was giving us. The wind had picked up too, rustling the massive cedar branches high above and sending cold gusts through the campsite.

Malcolm carried me straight toward his larger, well-pitched ranger tent without hesitation. Even after the long walk back while holding me, his breathing remained steady and strong. I felt small and strangely safe in his arms, my body pressed against the solid wall of his chest. My swollen ankle throbbed with every step he took, but another, deeper heat was building low in my belly.

He ducked slightly as he carried me through the entrance. “Keith, grab the first-aid kit from the side pocket of my big pack,” he said, his voice calm and authoritative, taking full control of the situation without a second thought.

Keith hesitated for a moment at the tent entrance, looking lost and overwhelmed, then nodded and moved to find the kit. Malcolm gently lowered me onto his elevated cot. The padded surface felt surprisingly comfortable compared to what we had in our own tent. I leaned back, wincing as I tried to keep my injured foot elevated.

The inside of Malcolm’s tent was noticeably more spacious and organized — a proper raised cot, a small lantern already glowing softly, neatly arranged gear along one side, and a sturdy floor mat. It felt like a real shelter, not the flimsy orange dome we were using.

Keith found the kit and handed it over silently. He hovered near the open tent flap, shifting his weight from foot to foot, clearly unsure what to do with himself.

Outside, the wind was growing stronger. The first heavy drops of rain began hammering against the taut fabric of the tent with sharp, urgent sounds.

Malcolm knelt beside the cot and got to work with quiet efficiency. He removed my remaining boot and sock with careful hands, then gently probed the swollen ankle. His fingers were warm and surprisingly gentle for such large, powerful hands. He cleaned the area with antiseptic wipes, the cool sting making me hiss softly through my teeth.

“You’re doing good,” he murmured, voice low and reassuring. “Just breathe through it.”

As he began wrapping the compression bandage, his touch started to change. What began as purely medical slowly became something more. His fingers lingered on my bare calf after securing the wrap. They traced slowly upward, just a little higher than necessary, warm and deliberate. His dark eyes lifted to meet mine. The air inside the tent suddenly felt thick, heavy, and charged with something dangerous.

I could barely breathe.

Keith shifted uncomfortably near the entrance, his eyes darting between Malcolm’s hand on my leg and my face. The tension was suffocating.

“I should go check on our tent before this gets worse,” Keith said, his voice tight.

I hesitated, heart hammering in my chest. Part of me wanted him to stay. Another part — the part that was throbbing with forbidden need — didn’t.

“Well… maybe wait a minute?” I said, trying to sound casual even though my voice came out slightly breathless. “It’s starting to rain pretty hard already.”

Malcolm reached behind him without breaking eye contact with me. He grabbed his spare rain hood from a hook and tossed it toward Keith in one smooth motion.

“Here,” he said calmly. “Take this. It’ll keep the worst of it off your head. Just be quick.”

Keith caught the hood. He looked at me one last time — a storm of emotions flashing across his face: worry, jealousy, hesitation, and something darker and more aroused. For a second I thought he might refuse to leave. Then he gave a small, stiff nod.

“Yeah… I’ll be right back,” he said quietly.

He stepped out into the growing downpour. The tent flap fell shut behind him with a soft, final sound.

For a few heavy seconds, the only noise was the intensifying roar of rain on the tent roof and the low rumble of thunder rolling closer.

Malcolm’s hand was still resting high on my thigh.

Then he looked at me. Really looked at me.

The first-aid was done. My ankle was neatly wrapped. There was no longer any medical reason for his hands to still be on me, yet his palm remained high on my thigh, warm and heavy. His dark eyes held mine with an intensity that made my breath catch. The storm outside was growing louder by the second, but inside the tent everything felt suddenly quiet — just the heavy beat of my heart and the low rumble of thunder.

“You’ve been driving me crazy for two days, Brenda,” he said quietly, his voice low and rough. His thumb moved in a slow, deliberate circle on my inner thigh. “Every time you looked at me. Every time you smiled. Every time you let me touch you on the trail.” He paused, eyes never leaving mine. “Tell me to stop right now and I will. I swear.”

I didn’t tell him to stop.

The words wouldn’t come. My conservative mind was screaming at me — You’re married. Keith is right outside. This is wrong. — but my body had already made its choice. My nipples were painfully hard. My pussy was soaked. The aching need I had carried for years had finally overwhelmed everything else.

Instead of speaking, I reached up with both hands, slid my fingers behind his neck, and pulled his head down to me.

The kiss was deep and urgent from the very first second. Malcolm groaned into my mouth as our lips met. There was no hesitation in him. He kissed me like he had been waiting to do it since the moment he saw me — hungry, confident, and completely in control. His tongue slipped past my lips, claiming me. I moaned softly against him, my fingers tightening in the back of his shirt.

His large hand moved under my fleece and thermal layers, sliding up my stomach until he cupped one of my heavy breasts. He squeezed it possessively, his rough palm feeling incredible against my soft skin. Then, with one smooth motion, he tugged both layers down, freeing my breasts completely.

They spilled out into the cool air of the tent, full and soft, nipples stiff with arousal. Malcolm pulled back just enough to look at them, and the sound he made was almost pained.

“God damn, Brenda…” he muttered, voice thick with lust. “These are fucking perfect.”

He lowered his head and took one stiff nipple into his hot mouth, sucking hard. The sensation shot straight between my legs. I gasped sharply, arching my back, pushing more of my breast into his mouth. His hand kneaded the other one roughly, rolling and pinching the nipple between his thick fingers.

“Oh fuck… Malcolm…” I whimpered, my voice trembling.

I was completely lost now.

The last fragile thread of my self-control had snapped the moment Malcolm’s hot, wet mouth closed around my nipple. Everything I had kept buried for years — the secret fantasies, the late-night sessions with the thick black dildo while Keith watched, the guilty ache I had carried since Lauren told me her story — came rushing forward like a flood. My conservative upbringing, my wedding ring, my love for Keith… none of it could compete with the raw, overwhelming hunger flooding through my body.

My hand moved down between us with pure, desperate urgency. I fumbled with his belt, fingers trembling with need. The buckle finally opened. I yanked his pants apart and reached inside. The instant my fingers wrapped around his thick, heavy black cock, a shaky, needy moan escaped my throat.

It was enormous.

So much thicker than Keith’s that my small hand could barely close around its warm, throbbing girth. It felt impossibly heavy, burning hot, and powerfully alive in my palm. I pulled it fully free from his pants and stared down at it in open-mouthed awe. The shaft was long, thick, and heavily veined, the dark skin smooth and stretched tight over the rigid core. At the end sat a fat, plum-colored head, swollen and glossy, already leaking a thick, pearly bead of precum from the slit. The entire cock pulsed strongly against my fingers, heavy and demanding. The stark contrast between my pale hand and his powerful, dark erection made my pussy clench with raw, aching need.

I stroked him slowly from base to tip, mesmerized by how rigid and scorching hot he felt, how every thick vein throbbed against my palm. Malcolm groaned deeply against my breast, the low sound vibrating through my body. He sucked harder on my nipple, his teeth gently grazing the sensitive peak, sending sharp sparks of pleasure straight to my core.

The rain outside had become a violent roaring deluge, hammering the tent fabric so hard it sounded like the storm was trying to tear the entire thing apart. Thunder cracked loudly overhead, rattling the poles and shaking the ground beneath us.

I was panting now, almost dizzy with lust. My conservative mind had gone completely silent. I leaned down further, lips parted, desperate to taste him, to stretch my mouth around that thick, beautiful cock and feel its heavy weight on my tongue—

The tent flap suddenly burst open with a savage gust of wind and driving rain.

Keith stumbled inside, completely drenched, chest heaving. “Our tent completely collapsed! The whole thing flooded and—”

He froze mid-sentence.

For one long, devastating, heart-stopping second, the entire world seemed to stop turning.

I reacted on pure panicked instinct. Instead of covering my naked breasts, my hand flew down in a desperate attempt to hide what I was holding. I tried frantically to shove Malcolm’s massive cock back into his open pants — but it refused to cooperate. It was far too hard, too thick, too rigid with need. The heavy shaft resisted me stubbornly, throbbing powerfully in my small hand. No matter how I pushed or angled it, the fat, plum-colored head kept sticking straight up defiantly, glistening and angry, just inches from my parted lips. It pulsed hotly against my fingers, refusing to bend or yield, almost as if it was daring Keith to look.

Keith stood frozen in the entrance, water streaming down his face and dripping from his soaked clothes onto the tent floor. His eyes went impossibly wide as he took in the explicit, devastating scene before him.

There I was — completely topless on Malcolm’s cot, my large, soft pale breasts fully exposed and heaving with every ragged breath. One nipple was still shiny and swollen, glistening wet from Malcolm’s mouth. My right hand was still desperately clutching Malcolm’s thick black cock — failing miserably to hide it — the heavy, veined shaft jutting obscenely upward from my fist, the fat, swollen head just inches from my open lips.

Malcolm remained perfectly calm, almost composed. One of his large hands was still possessively cupping my bare breast, thumb slowly brushing over my stiff nipple. His mouth hovered near my other breast, lips slightly parted and wet.

For one long, excruciating moment, nobody moved.

Keith stared, his mouth slightly open, rain dripping from his hair and running down his cheeks. His eyes flicked rapidly between my exposed breasts, my hand wrapped tightly around Malcolm’s much bigger cock, and my flushed, guilty face. The expression on his face was heartbreakingly complex — shock, hurt, disbelief, jealousy… and unmistakable, shameful arousal. His own pants showed a clear bulge, despite the cold rain soaking him.

The storm roared violently outside. Rain hammered the tent like machine-gun fire. Thunder rolled heavily overhead, shaking the ground beneath us.

No one spoke.

The only sounds were the raging storm… and three racing hearts pounding in the heavy, electric silence.


Chapter 7:  Discovering Heat in the Rain

For one long, excruciating moment, nobody moved.

The storm raged violently outside, rain hammering the tent fabric with such force it sounded like it wanted to rip the entire shelter apart. Thunder cracked overhead, low and menacing, vibrating through the ground and up into the cot beneath me. Inside the tent, the air felt thick enough to choke on — heavy, humid, and crackling with raw, unbearable tension.

Keith stood frozen just inside the entrance, water streaming down his face and dripping from his soaked clothes onto the tent floor in steady rivulets. His eyes were wide, almost disbelieving, locked onto the devastating scene in front of him. They flicked rapidly between my fully exposed breasts, my small hand still desperately clutching Malcolm’s thick, dark cock, and my flushed, guilty face. His expression was heartbreakingly complex: shock, hurt, and disbelief were all there, along with a flash of raw jealousy that made his jaw tighten visibly. But underneath it all burned something darker and more shameful — unmistakable arousal. Even through his wet pants, the clear outline of his erection was impossible to miss.

I wanted to die. I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me whole. Shame burned through my chest like fire. This was my husband — the man I loved, the man I had married — standing there soaked and stunned while I sat topless on another man’s cot with my hand wrapped around a stranger’s cock.

But my body refused to cooperate.

My hand was still wrapped tightly around Malcolm’s throbbing shaft — hot, heavy, and pulsing strongly against my palm. I tried once more to push it back into his open pants, my fingers pushing weakly at the rigid length. It refused to yield. The thick cock stayed stubbornly upright, defying me, the fat, plum-colored head glistening wetly just inches from my parted lips. No matter how I angled or pressed it, it throbbed hotly in my grip, refusing to be hidden.

Malcolm, by contrast, remained almost unnervingly calm. He didn’t pull away. He didn’t flinch or look guilty. One of his large hands stayed possessively on my bare breast, thumb slowly brushing over my stiff nipple in lazy circles. His mouth hovered near the other, lips still wet and shiny from sucking on me. He simply looked at Keith with quiet, steady confidence — not aggressive, not ashamed. Just… completely in control of the moment.

The silence stretched unbearably long.

I finally found my voice, barely above a whisper. “Keith… I…” The words died in my throat. What could I possibly say? My hand was literally wrapped around another man’s cock while my breasts were out on full display for him.

Keith swallowed hard. His eyes dropped again to my hand, to the way my fingers were still curled tightly around Malcolm’s thick shaft. His breathing was ragged and audible even over the roar of the rain. The bulge in his wet pants twitched visibly.

Malcolm finally spoke, his deep voice low and steady, cutting through the tension like warm velvet.

“You okay, man?” he asked Keith, surprisingly gentle but still completely composed. As he spoke, his hand gave my breast a slow, deliberate squeeze, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, as if to emphasize that he wasn’t letting go. “Your tent really gone?”

Keith nodded jerkily, struggling to form words. His eyes kept darting back to my exposed chest and my hand still wrapped around Malcolm’s cock. “Yeah… completely flooded. Poles snapped. Everything’s soaked.”

Another loud crack of thunder shook the tent.

Malcolm nodded once. “Then you’re staying here tonight. No point going back out in that.” He glanced down at me, his dark eyes burning with heat. “That alright with you, Brenda?”

My heart was pounding so hard I felt dizzy. I looked at Keith again, desperately searching his face for anger, for disgust, for any sign that I should stop this right now.

Instead, I saw the same storm I had seen so many times during our private fantasies — jealousy, pain, confusion… and overwhelming arousal. His eyes were glassy. His hands were clenched tightly at his sides.

I swallowed hard, my voice barely audible over the roar of the rain.

“…Yes,” I whispered.

Malcolm’s lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile. He turned his head slightly and pressed a hot, open-mouthed kiss to the side of my breast, then sucked my nipple back into his mouth with a deep, hungry groan. His hand kneaded the other breast more firmly now, no longer pretending to be gentle.

I gasped sharply, my head falling back against the cot. My hand started moving again on his cock almost involuntarily — slow, stroking motions I couldn’t stop.

Keith took one shaky step further inside the tent and let the flap fall closed behind him. Water dripped steadily from his clothes as he stood there, watching his wife topless on another man’s cot, actively stroking a much bigger black cock while her breasts were being worshipped.

The storm outside grew even fiercer.

Malcolm groaned against my breast, then lifted his head just enough to look at me, his voice low, rough, and commanding.

“Brenda… put it in your mouth.”

My pulse thundered in my ears. I hesitated for half a second, eyes flicking to Keith one last time.

Then I leaned down.

My lips brushed the hot, swollen head of Malcolm’s cock. It was smooth, heavy, and burning against my mouth. I parted my lips wider and took him in.

A deep, guttural groan escaped Malcolm as my warm mouth enveloped the thick head. He was so big I had to open wide, my lips stretching around his girth. The salty-sweet taste of his precum coated my tongue. I moaned around him, the vibration making his cock twitch strongly in my mouth.

“Fuck… that’s it,” Malcolm breathed, his fingers sliding gently into my hair. “Good girl. Nice and slow.”

I began to suck him.

At first, it was hesitant. Tentative. My lips stretched wide around the thick, swollen head, and I had to open my jaw further than I ever had before. The sheer girth of him made my mouth feel full almost immediately. The heat radiating from his cock was intense, almost burning against my tongue. I could taste the salty-sweet precum leaking steadily from the tip as I swirled my tongue around the fat, plum-colored head.

Guilt slammed into me like a wave. What am I doing? Keith is standing right there watching this. My husband. The man I love. My eyes flicked up to him for a split second, and the look on his face — that mix of pain and desperate arousal — made my stomach twist. But the lust was stronger. It drowned out the shame, pushing me forward.

I bobbed my head in shallow motions, taking only the head at first, sucking gently, getting used to the size. Wet, obscene sounds already began to fill the tent — soft, slick slurping noises that mixed with the violent roar of the storm outside. My large breasts swayed heavily with every small movement of my head, nipples still stiff and sensitive from Malcolm’s mouth.

Malcolm groaned deeply, the sound low and satisfied. “That’s it… just like that, baby.”

I took him a little deeper, my lips sliding further down the thick shaft. The veined surface felt so different from anything I had experienced before — heavy, rigid, and pulsing against my tongue. Saliva was already starting to drip from the corners of my mouth as I worked him.

Keith made a small, broken sound in his throat — something between a whimper and a gasp. He took another shaky step closer to the cot, unable to stay away. His eyes were glued to my stretched lips wrapped tightly around Malcolm’s cock, watching every inch disappear into my mouth.

Malcolm glanced at him, his voice low and rough with pleasure. “She feels incredible, man. Warm… wet… hungry little mouth. Look at how she’s sucking me. Your wife is a natural at this.”

The dirty words sent another flood of wetness between my legs. Shame burned hot in my chest, but it only made me suck harder. I took him deeper, my hand stroking the thick base I couldn’t fit past my lips. Saliva coated his shaft, dripping down in shiny strands onto my fingers and his heavy balls as I worked him with growing hunger.

I was moaning around his cock now, the vibrations traveling through his thick length. My head moved faster, wet slurping sounds becoming louder and more obscene. My breasts bounced with every bob of my head, nipples brushing against the cool air. I could feel my own arousal dripping down my thighs inside my hiking pants.

Guilt kept flashing through me in sharp, painful bursts. This is wrong. This is so fucking wrong. I’m married. Keith is watching me suck another man’s cock like a whore. But every time the guilt rose, Malcolm would groan or gently thrust into my mouth, and the lust would push it back down again. I wanted this. I had wanted it for so long.

Keith’s hand finally moved. He pressed his palm firmly against the front of his wet pants, rubbing himself through the fabric in slow, desperate strokes. His breathing was ragged, almost panting. His eyes never left my mouth.

Malcolm looked down at me, his fingers gently stroking my hair. “That’s my good girl,” he murmured, voice thick. “Take more of it. Show your husband how much you love sucking a real cock.”

I whimpered around him and took him even deeper, my eyes watering slightly from the stretch. Saliva was now dripping freely down my chin onto my bare breasts. I was a mess — topless, drooling, sucking Malcolm with shameless, hungry enthusiasm while my husband stood there touching himself.

The storm howled outside, rain pounding relentlessly against the tent. Thunder rolled continuously.

And inside Malcolm’s tent, I kept sucking his thick cock — slow, wet, sloppy, and increasingly eager — while Keith watched every second of it, his hand moving faster over his own erection, completely lost in the sight of his wife pleasuring another man.

I kept sucking him like I couldn’t get enough.

My head moved in steady, hungry bobs, taking as much of his thick cock as I could without rushing. The wet, slippery sounds of my mouth working him filled the small tent — messy slurps, soft gags, and the occasional quiet pop when I pulled back to breathe. Outside, the rain was still falling steadily against the canvas, a constant heavy patter, though the thunder had moved farther away into low, distant rumbles. The storm was easing off, but the air inside the tent felt hotter and thicker than ever.

Malcolm leaned back on his elbows, watching me with heavy eyes. “Damn, Brenda… you’re really working that dick. Look at those pretty lips stretched so wide around me. Feels so fucking good, baby.”

I moaned around his thick shaft in response and took him deeper, letting the swollen head nudge against the back of my throat before sliding my lips back up slowly, sucking hard the whole way. Saliva poured freely from the corners of my mouth, running down my chin in warm, shiny trails and dripping onto my bare tits. I glanced sideways at Keith again.

He was standing just a couple feet away, completely fixated. His hand kept rubbing and pressing hard against the front of his pants. The bulge there was fully tented now — his cock pushing the wet fabric out into a clear, straining shape. The dark wet spot right at the tip kept growing bigger by the second, slowly spreading downward as he rubbed himself. You could see the outline of his hard dick twitching and jumping every time I took Malcolm deeper. The fabric was starting to cling transparently to him.

I pulled off for a second, breathing fast, strings of spit still connecting my swollen lips to Malcolm’s glistening cock. Then I dropped lower. His balls were big and heavy, hanging low in a smooth, dark sac, slightly wrinkled and full. I sucked one into my mouth, rolling it gently with my tongue while I stroked his slick, veined shaft with both hands. Malcolm let out a deep, satisfied groan.

“Shit, yeah… suck those balls too. Fuck, your husband ever get you this nasty for him? Look at you, drooling all over me while he watches.”

I shook my head slightly, still sucking on his ball, then moved to the other one, licking and kissing it before running my tongue slowly all the way up his thick length and swallowing him down again. I was getting sloppier, more eager now. My cheeks hollowed out as I bobbed faster, my heavy tits swaying and bouncing with every movement, nipples stiff in the cool air.

Malcolm’s hand slid gently into my hair, not forcing, just holding. “Good girl… keep sucking just like that.” He started rocking his hips slowly, fucking my mouth in smooth, deep strokes. I relaxed my jaw and let him, eyes watering a little as he pushed further in. The wet sounds grew louder — obscene and filthy — mixing with the steady rain outside.

After a minute he stopped thrusting and lay back fully on the cot, breathing hard. “Your turn again, baby. Show me how bad you want this load.”

I took over completely. I sucked him hard and fast — head bobbing steadily, tongue swirling around the fat head on every upstroke, one hand stroking the thick base I couldn’t fit in my mouth. My other hand gently played with his balls. The sloppy, wet noises filled the tent again. I kept sneaking looks at Keith between strokes. His hand was moving faster now, desperately rubbing and squeezing that fully tented, soaked spot on his pants. The dark wet patch had spread wide across the front, the fabric clinging tightly to the shape of his cock. His face was flushed red, mouth open, eyes glassy with shame and lust.

Malcolm’s breathing grew rougher and louder. His thighs started tensing under me. “Fuck… I’m getting real close, Brenda. You gonna take every drop?”

I looked up at him, then over at Keith again. My husband’s hand was frantic now, pressing and rubbing hard against his leaking bulge. I knew I could pull off. I knew I should. But Malcolm’s cock was throbbing hard against my tongue, swelling even thicker, pulsing with urgent need. The heat and weight of him felt too good. I kept him deep in my mouth and sucked harder.

Malcolm groaned loud and deep, his hand tightening slightly in my hair. “Ah shit — here it comes, baby…”

His cock pulsed strongly. The first thick, hot spurt shot straight across my tongue, followed by heavy rope after heavy rope of cum. There was so much — warm, salty, slightly bitter — flooding my mouth fast. I swallowed as quickly as I could, but more kept coming, filling me until some leaked out the corners of my lips and dribbled down my chin onto my tits. I moaned around him the whole time, swallowing again and again while he grunted and shuddered through every powerful pulse.

“Fuuuck… good fucking girl,” he growled, voice rough and broken. “Take every drop… that’s it… swallow it all…”

When the last throbs finally slowed, I kept sucking gently, milking every last bit from him. Malcolm stroked my hair, breathing hard. “Such a beautiful cocksucker… You drained me dry, Brenda. Best mouth I’ve had in a long time.”

I slowly pulled off, a thick string of cum and spit still linking my swollen lips to his softening cock. I wiped my chin with the back of my hand, but it didn’t help much — I was a messy, glistening wreck. Turning my head, I looked straight at Keith. He was trembling, eyes half-closed in humiliated pleasure. The entire front of his pants was dark and soaked through, a big sticky mess spreading across his crotch where he had clearly cum hard just from watching me. The fabric clung wetly to him.

Outside, the rain kept falling steadily, softer now as the storm slowly moved on, leaving the tent heavy with the scent of sex and heavy breathing.

After I pulled off Malcolm’s cock, the tent fell quiet except for our breathing and the steady rain outside. I sat back on my heels, still topless, cum and spit drying on my chin and breasts. Keith looked completely wrecked — flushed, trembling, the front of his pants a dark, sticky mess. Malcolm lay relaxed on the cot, completely naked, his thick cock resting heavy against his thigh, still glistening from my mouth.

Keith shifted uncomfortably, pressing a hand to his crotch. “Shit… I really need to piss,” he muttered, voice hoarse. “All that rain… and everything else. Can’t hold it anymore.”

Malcolm chuckled low. “Yeah, me too. Storm’s died down. Let’s step just outside the tent flap.”

I didn’t say anything at first, but that bold, reckless feeling was still burning inside me. When both men moved toward the entrance, I followed. I didn’t bother grabbing my top. I just wiped my face and chest quickly with the towel and stepped out behind them into the cool drizzle.

The rain had softened into a gentle, steady fall. Water dripped from the trees around us. Keith went first, unzipping a few steps from the tent. His cock came out small and soft, still a little sticky from his earlier orgasm — short, thin, and almost shy-looking.

Malcolm stood beside him, already fully naked. His cock hung heavy and thick between his strong thighs, even soft it looked impressive — dark, veined, and full, resting low with a slight swing as he shifted his weight. It was easily twice the size of Keith’s even in this relaxed state.

I stood there boldly, arms at my sides, watching both of them without shame. My eyes kept flicking back and forth, comparing the clear difference. Keith’s cock barely poked past his fingers as he aimed. Malcolm’s hung thick and weighty, the head still plump, the whole length swaying gently.

Malcolm glanced over at me and grinned. “You’re cute standing there like that… watching us piss like a little shy mouse.”

I smiled, a small, excited smile. The cool drizzle felt good on my bare skin, making my nipples tighten again. I didn’t look away. I watched the streams start — Keith’s lighter and quicker, Malcolm’s heavier and stronger, lasting longer. The sound mixed with the rain pattering on the leaves and ground.

When they were both finishing, I spoke softly, my voice still a little hoarse. “It’s funny… even when Keith is hard, he’s about the same size as he is right now. But you…” I looked at Malcolm’s thick, hanging cock, “you’re still so much bigger soft than he ever gets hard.”

Keith made a small, embarrassed sound but didn’t say anything. His face burned as he tucked himself away. Malcolm just laughed low and deep, shaking the last drops off his heavy cock.

“Careful, baby,” Malcolm said, eyes gleaming as he looked at me. “Keep talking like that and I might not stay soft for long.”

I bit my lip, feeling fresh heat bloom between my legs despite the cool rain. The three of us stood there for a moment in the drizzle — me topless, Malcolm completely naked, Keith fully dressed but soaked in more ways than one. The air felt charged with everything that had already happened… and everything still waiting to happen.


Chapter 8: Wild Fire

The three of us stood there in the gentle rain for another long moment. Cool droplets kept falling softly on my bare breasts and shoulders, running down in slow, tickling trails that made me shiver. My nipples were tight and sensitive from the chill, but the warmth building low in my belly was much stronger. I kept stealing glances at Malcolm’s thick, heavy cock hanging between his strong thighs. Even soft, it looked so much more powerful than Keith’s.

Malcolm wiped the rain from his broad chest with the back of his hand and gave me that calm, confident smile. “We should get back inside before you catch a chill, baby. Come on.”

Keith didn’t say anything. He just nodded quickly and turned toward the tent, walking a little stiffly in his wet clothes. I followed both of them. Once we stepped inside and zipped the flap shut, the air felt warm and stuffy again, wrapping around us like a blanket. The scent of rain mixed with the heavier smells of sweat, sex, and arousal still lingering from earlier.

Malcolm stood tall and completely naked in the middle of the small tent. Water droplets still glistened on his dark skin. His cock, which had been soft outside, was already starting to react. It thickened slowly, lifting away from his thigh, growing heavier and longer as it filled out again. Keith sat down quietly on the small folding stool in the corner, still fully dressed in his stained pants. He looked nervous and overwhelmed, but he couldn’t stop watching.

Malcolm stepped closer to me. His voice was low and steady. “Have you watched men piss before, Brenda?”

I let out a soft, nervous laugh. “Only Keith… but watching two guys together? That was the first time.”

Malcolm’s eyes sparkled with amusement and heat. He reached out and gently cupped one of my rain-damp breasts, his thumb brushing slowly back and forth over my stiff nipple. “A lot of things are happening for the first time for you tonight, huh?”

I smiled, biting my lip, and nodded. “Yes…”

Malcolm smiled back, clearly pleased. “Good. I like that. I like being part of your firsts.”

He guided me over to the cot and had me sit on the edge. His cock was now mostly hard again, hanging thick and heavy just inches from my face. The veins along the shaft were becoming more visible.

“Touch it,” he said softly.

I reached out with both hands, wrapping my fingers around his warm, heavy shaft. He felt so much bigger than Keith — hotter, thicker, pulsing gently in my grip. I stroked him slowly from base to tip, feeling him grow fully hard under my touch. Malcolm let out a deep, satisfied groan.

“That’s it, baby. Feel how hard you make me.”

After a couple of minutes of slow, careful stroking, he stepped back slightly and nodded toward my lower half. “Take those pants off, baby. Let me see all of you.”

My hands trembled as I stood up. I hooked my thumbs into my hiking pants and soaked panties and pushed them down together. The cool air brushed over my completely naked body. Between my legs was my natural, soft patch of dark pubic hair. I felt a sudden wave of self-consciousness. I wasn’t perfectly groomed or bare like I sometimes imagined in my fantasies. I moved one hand down quickly to cover myself.

“Sorry… I didn’t shave or anything,” I mumbled, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. “I wasn’t expecting any of this to happen tonight…”

Malcolm’s reaction was instant and powerful. His thick cock twitched hard and stood up straight — rock-hard in seconds, like a thick cobra ready to push into my warm forest. The fat head swelled darker, shiny with a fresh bead of precum leaking from the tip as he stared openly at me with pure hunger.

“Fuck, Brenda…” he breathed, voice low and rough. “Don’t you dare cover yourself. That soft little patch looks so fucking good on you. Natural. Real. Sexy as hell.” He stroked his thick cock slowly with one big hand, showing me just how much it turned him on. “Makes me even harder. You have nothing to be shy about, baby. I love it exactly like this. Leave it just the way it is.”

His genuine, hungry words slowly melted my self-consciousness away. I lowered my hand and let him look. Malcolm’s cock throbbed visibly in his fist, standing proud and eager.

Keith watched everything from the corner, breathing faster, one hand pressing and rubbing against the wet front of his pants again.

Malcolm moved between my spread thighs. “Lie back, baby. Spread your legs for me.”

I lay down on the cot, my heart hammering in my chest. The thin sleeping pad felt cool against my back as I opened my legs wider for him, knees bent and falling apart. I felt completely exposed, vulnerable, and so turned on it almost hurt. Malcolm stood between my thighs, tall and powerful, his dark muscular body filling my view. His thick cock looked even bigger from this angle — heavy, veined, and rock-hard.

He wrapped one hand around the base and rubbed the swollen, plum-colored head up and down my slick folds. Slow, teasing strokes. Every pass coated him in my wetness, the fat head nudging my clit and sliding through my lips again and again. The contrast of his dark skin against me was striking. He looked so big, so masculine, so different from anything I’d ever had.

“Look at you…” he murmured, voice low and rough. “So wet and ready for me. Your pussy is practically dripping down my cock already.”

I whimpered softly, hips twitching each time he brushed over my sensitive clit. My hands fisted the edge of the cot, trying to steady myself. Keith sat silently in the corner, eyes wide, one hand pressed against the front of his stained pants as he watched every second.

Malcolm kept teasing me for a few more moments, letting the thick head kiss my entrance before sliding up again. Then he lined himself up properly, pressing the wide head right against my opening. He looked down into my eyes.

“Relax for me, baby,” he said gently.

He started pushing in — slow, steady, and very thick. I gasped loudly as the fat head stretched me open. The stretch was intense, almost bordering on too much, a deep burning pressure that made my toes curl. Inch after thick inch sank deeper inside me, forcing my walls to open around him in a way Keith had never come close to. I could feel every ridge, every vein as he filled me.

My mouth fell open in a silent moan. My back arched slightly off the cot, breasts pushing upward. One of my hands flew to Malcolm’s forearm, gripping him tightly as he kept pressing forward.

“Easy… breathe, baby,” Malcolm said softly, his voice rough with pleasure. He paused halfway in, letting me adjust, then pushed deeper. “Just relax and let me fill you up nice and slow. That’s it… good girl. You’re taking me so well. Fuck, you feel incredible — so tight and hot around me.”

I moaned louder as he sank the last few inches, bottoming out completely, his heavy balls resting against me. I felt so full it was dizzying, like he was touching places inside me I didn’t even know existed. My pussy fluttered and clenched around his thick length, trying to adjust to the size.

Outside, the rain continued its soft, steady rhythm on the tent roof, a constant gentle patter that somehow made everything inside the tent feel even more intimate and intense as Malcolm held himself deep inside me, stretching me wide around his thick cock.

He stayed buried deep for a moment, letting me adjust to his size. I could feel him throbbing inside me — so thick and warm. My body kept fluttering around him as I tried to relax. I let out a long, shaky breath and shifted my hips a little underneath him.

Malcolm stayed completely still, looking down at me with calm, heavy eyes. “You okay?” he asked quietly.

I nodded, biting my lip. “Yeah… just really full. Give me a second.”

He waited patiently, leaning down to kiss my forehead gently. After a few slow breaths, I finally relaxed around him and nodded again. “Okay… you can move now.”

Malcolm braced his strong hands on either side of my head and leaned down, kissing my neck as he started to move. His lips were warm and slow against my skin. His hips rolled in a steady, unhurried rhythm — pulling back until just the thick head remained inside me, then sliding all the way back in deep and smooth. The cot creaked softly under us with every push.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, ankles locked just above his butt, pulling him closer. My arms slid around his back, holding onto him as our bodies moved together. Every deep stroke drew a soft, shaky moan from me against his shoulder.

“Tell Keith how it feels,” he whispered against my ear.

I turned my head slightly toward my husband. “He’s so deep, Keith… I feel him all the way inside me. It’s really intense.”

Keith made a quiet, embarrassed sound and stroked himself a little faster.

Malcolm kept that same slow, deep rhythm for a long time. He would pull back almost all the way, then sink back in fully, grinding gently against me at the end of every thrust. I could feel the weight of his body pressing me into the cot. Our skin grew warmer, slightly slick with sweat.

“Does this feel good?” he asked softly, his mouth close to my ear.

“Yeah,” I breathed. “It feels really good when you go slow like this.”

He continued steadily, controlled. The quiet, wet sounds of him moving inside me mixed with the gentle rain falling on the tent. My breasts stayed pressed against his chest, moving slightly with each thrust. I ran my hands up and down his back, feeling his muscles working under my palms.

After a while, Malcolm started moving a little faster, his thrusts becoming firmer and deeper. The cot creaked more noticeably now. I let out soft moans each time he pushed all the way in, my legs tightening around him.

“Like that?” he murmured.

“Mmm… yes. Keep going deeper,” I whispered.

He did exactly that — long, smooth strokes that filled me completely every time. I could feel the head of his cock pressing against the deepest spot inside me again and again. My breathing grew quicker, turning into little gasps and moans.

I turned my head sideways and caught Keith watching us. His eyes were wide and glassy, lips parted. One hand was wrapped tightly around his cock, stroking steadily, while the other rested on his thigh. He looked completely lost — embarrassed, aroused, and unable to look away. Our eyes met for a brief second before I turned back to Malcolm.

Malcolm noticed. He slid a large hand up my body, gently catching my chin and turning my face back to him. His dark eyes held mine as he continued thrusting, steady and deep.

“You’re so wet,” he said quietly between soft kisses. “I can feel it every time I push in.”

I nodded, my voice soft and broken. “I know… I can’t help it.”

Malcolm kept fucking me in the same man-on-top position, building the pleasure slowly. My legs stayed locked around his waist, heels pressing into his butt, urging him deeper with every thrust. The rain continued its steady rhythm outside while he moved inside me — patient, strong, and focused.

His breathing grew heavier. I could feel his heartbeat against my chest. My own moans became more frequent as the pleasure kept rising.

Keith was stroking himself faster now, clearly getting close again.

Malcolm reached one hand between us and gently rubbed my clit with his thumb in slow circles, never breaking his deep rhythm. “You getting close?” he asked softly.

I nodded, eyes half-closed. “Yeah… I think so. Don’t stop.”

He kept the same steady, strong pace while his thumb continued its perfect circles. The feeling built higher and higher until it finally broke over me. My orgasm came in long, rolling waves. I held onto his back tighter, gasping and trembling as my pussy clenched around him again and again. Soft, shaky moans slipped out of me as the pleasure washed through my body.

Keith let out a quiet, desperate sound and came for the second time, his cum spilling over his hand and onto the floor.

Malcolm slowed down but didn’t pull out. He kept moving inside me — slow and deep — letting me feel every inch while I caught my breath and trembled underneath him. He kissed my forehead, then my lips again, still buried completely inside me.

“You feel so good,” he whispered. “We’re not stopping yet.”

He stayed right there in the same position and gradually started building his rhythm again — slow at first, then deeper and firmer — while the rain kept falling steadily outside.

Malcolm’s grip on my chin never loosened. His dark eyes stayed locked on mine, burning with raw need, silently demanding I keep watching only him as he began to fuck me harder. The steady rhythm shattered. Suddenly he was driving into me with full, unrelenting stamina — powerful, deep strokes that made the cot creak violently beneath us. Every thrust slammed home with the weight of his entire body, his thick cock stretching me wide open, bottoming out against my cervix in a way that made stars explode behind my eyes. The wet, filthy slap of his heavy balls against my ass echoed through the tent, louder than the rain.

I cried out, a broken, desperate moan that didn’t even sound like me. My legs locked tighter around his waist, heels digging hard into his firm ass as I pulled him deeper, needing every brutal inch. My nails raked down his back, leaving red trails across his dark skin. Malcolm growled low in his chest — a deep, animal sound — and fucked me even harder, hips snapping forward with tireless power.

Sweat glistened on his broad shoulders and chest, dripping onto my bouncing breasts as he pounded into me. His muscles flexed and rippled with every thrust, abs tightening, biceps bulging as he braced himself above me. He was unstoppable — full stamina, no mercy, no slowing down. Each stroke dragged perfectly along every sensitive spot inside me until I was shaking, sobbing with pleasure, my pussy clenching helplessly around his massive cock.

“Yes… fuck… Malcolm…” I gasped, the words tumbling out between moans.

Keith’s frantic stroking sounds had long since stopped. He had already cum earlier, and now he was just tugging weakly at his little penis while watching us, but I didn’t look. I couldn’t. Malcolm’s intense gaze held me captive, his face inches from mine, breath hot and ragged against my lips.

He fucked me like he owned me — long, powerful strokes that shook my entire body, then faster, almost punishing, the thick head of his cock kissing my deepest point over and over. My orgasm crashed into me without warning, ripping through my body so hard my vision blurred. I screamed, back arching violently off the cot, pussy spasming and gushing around him as wave after wave of blinding pleasure tore through me.

Malcolm didn’t stop. He kept fucking me straight through it, riding out every clench and flutter of my pussy with that same ferocious stamina, growling my name under his breath like a prayer and a curse.

I watched him the entire time — watched the way his jaw clenched tight, the vein in his neck standing out, the way his dark eyes glazed over with raw lust as he chased his own release. His thrusts became shorter, deeper, almost frantic now, but still so powerful the cot scraped against the tent floor.

Then I felt it — his cock swelling even thicker inside me, pulsing hard.

Malcolm’s eyes widened, locked fiercely on mine. His mouth fell open in a silent groan, teeth bared. Every muscle in his body went rigid — shoulders, arms, abs locking up as he buried himself to the hilt and held there, grinding deep.

I watched him cum. His face twisted in pure ecstasy, brows furrowed, lips parted as a deep, guttural groan tore from his throat. His hips jerked hard against me once, twice, three times — powerful, involuntary spasms as he flooded me. I felt every thick, hot pulse of his cock, rope after heavy rope of cum pumping straight into my womb, so much and so deep it made my belly feel full and warm. His entire body shuddered above me, powerful muscles trembling with the force of his orgasm, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my chest.

He kept his eyes on me the whole time, never breaking that intense stare even as he came harder than I’d ever seen a man cum. His cock throbbed violently inside me for what felt like forever, draining every last drop while my pussy milked him greedily.

Finally, with one last deep, shaky thrust, Malcolm collapsed forward, catching himself on his elbows so he didn’t crush me. His chest heaved against my breasts, heart hammering wildly. His cock still twitched inside me, giving me the last weak spurts of his massive load.

I was wrecked — trembling, soaked, overflowing with his cum — and I had watched every single second of him losing control.


Chapter 9: Quiet Comparisons

The rain hadn’t stopped. It continued its steady, gentle rhythm on the tent roof, softer now but constant, like a lullaby that refused to end.

We were all exhausted.

Malcolm finally rolled off me with a deep, satisfied groan, his thick cock sliding out of me with a wet sound that made me shiver. A heavy trickle of his cum followed, leaking slowly down my thighs onto the cot. I lay there boneless, chest heaving, legs still trembling. My body felt thoroughly used — sore in the best possible way, stretched and full and warm inside.

Keith looked wrecked too. He had cum twice just from watching, and now he sat slumped on the small stool, eyes half-closed, breathing slow and heavy.

Malcolm looked between us, calm and still in control even after everything. “We’re all sleeping in here tonight,” he said simply. “No arguing. It’s still pouring and your tent is ruined.”

He made space without being asked. The big ranger tent was much more spacious than ours. He shifted some gear to one side, laid out an extra sleeping pad on the floor, and tossed a blanket over it. Keith crawled onto the pad without a word, still in his damp clothes. He looked small curled up there, almost childlike next to Malcolm’s powerful frame.

Malcolm lay back on the cot beside me, pulling me against his broad chest like it was the most natural thing in the world. One heavy arm draped over my waist, his big hand resting possessively on my hip. There was barely enough room, but we made it work. Keith was only a few feet away on the floor, close enough to hear every breath.

The three of us lay there in the warm, humid darkness — the scent of sex, rain, and sweat thick in the air. No one spoke. The only sounds were the rain and our slowing heartbeats.

Sleep came fast.



I don’t know how long I slept. An hour? Maybe two. The rain was still falling when my eyes opened.

The lantern had been turned off. Only faint moonlight filtered through the wet tent fabric, painting everything in soft silver and shadow. Malcolm’s big body was warm behind me, his slow, deep breathing steady against my back. His arm was still wrapped around me, heavy and protective even in sleep.

Keith lay curled on his side on the floor pad, facing us. His face looked peaceful now, the tension from earlier finally smoothed away by exhaustion.

I should have gone back to sleep. Instead, I found my hand moving on its own.

Carefully, quietly, I reached down toward Keith first. My fingers slipped under the edge of his blanket and found his soft little cock. It was warm, small, and still slightly sticky from earlier. I gently wrapped my fingers around it — barely filling my palm. Even completely soft, it felt so familiar… so different from what I had just taken.

I weighed it in my hand. Stroked it slowly with two fingers. A strange tenderness filled my chest. This was the cock I had loved for seven years. The one that had never stretched me, never ruined me, but had always come with love. I caressed it lovingly while he slept, feeling a soft wave of affection mixed with something sharper.

Then my other hand moved to my right.

Malcolm’s thick cock rested heavily against his thigh, even soft it was impressive. I wrapped my fingers around it — or tried to. My hand still couldn’t close fully. It felt so much heavier, thicker, warmer. I lifted it gently, letting its weight settle in my palm, marveling at how different it was from Keith’s even when completely relaxed.

I lay there between them, one hand gently holding and caressing my husband’s small, soft penis… the other slowly weighing and stroking Malcolm’s heavy, thick black cock. Both men fast asleep. Both trusting. Both mine in very different ways.

The contrast made my stomach flutter.

I squeezed Malcolm’s cock a little tighter, feeling its incredible girth. Even soft, it dwarfed Keith’s. A fresh pulse of heat bloomed between my legs as I remembered how it had felt stretching me open just hours earlier. How deep he had been. How full.

Keith made a tiny, unconscious sound in his sleep. I softened my touch on him immediately, stroking him with more love and care. My thumb brushed over the sensitive head of his little cock while my other hand continued exploring Malcolm’s thickness.

The rain kept falling.

I stayed like that for a long time — quietly comparing them, touching them both, my mind spinning with new, dangerous thoughts. Guilt was there, but so was a deep, warm satisfaction. This was what I had secretly wanted. This strange, intimate triangle in the middle of the wilderness.

Eventually Malcolm shifted in his sleep, his heavy cock twitching and growing slightly thicker in my hand. I smiled into the darkness and kept caressing both of them, slow and gentle, as the rain sang overhead.

Tomorrow morning would bring new realities.

But tonight, in the warm dark of the tent, I held them both… and let myself feel everything.

I must have dozed for an hour or so when a crisp, sharp fart suddenly broke the quiet rhythm of the rain.

I turned my head. Malcolm was lying on his back now, eyes closed, but I caught the faint twitch at the corner of his mouth.

I looked at him questioningly, one eyebrow raised in the faint silver moonlight that filtered through the wet tent fabric.

He mumbled sleepily, voice thick and low, “Happens… don’t mind.”

I propped myself up on one elbow. The sleeping bag slipped down, exposing my bare breasts to the cool air. My nipples tightened instantly. “Are you awake?”

His eyes opened slowly, calm and dark. “I am a light sleeper.”

“Me too,” I whispered, keeping my voice very soft. “But today I can’t sleep that well.”

He gave a low, tired chuckle. “Sorry for this intrusion.”

“It is alright,” I said softly, smiling a little despite how ridiculous the moment felt.

We lay there in silence for a while, just listening to the rain drumming on the tent and Keith’s slow breathing on the floor. I thought Keith was asleep… but then I noticed his body had gone strangely still, almost too still, like he was holding his breath and listening.

Then Malcolm turned his head toward me. “How are yours?”

I blinked, confused. “What?”

He grinned lazily, his eyes sparkling with mischief even in the near-darkness. “Let me guess… you are silent but deadly…”

I couldn’t help it — a soft, surprised laugh escaped me. The absurdity of joking about farts after everything we’d done tonight felt strangely intimate. “Well, I am versatile. I don’t stick to one tone.”

The words left my mouth and I immediately felt a rush of embarrassment mixed with excitement. God, Brenda… you’re really saying these things now? This wasn’t me. Or at least, it hadn’t been me before this trip.

Malcolm’s eyebrows rose, clearly surprised and very turned on. “You are versatile, eh?”

I bit my lip, feeling heat bloom low in my belly again. “Very.”

That single word hung between us.

Malcolm didn’t waste any time. He reached over, slid his large hand behind my neck, and pulled me into a deep, slow kiss. Our mouths moved together quietly at first — warm and wet — then grew hungrier. His tongue slipped into my mouth as his other hand traveled down my body. Two thick fingers easily pushed between my slick thighs and slid deep inside my cum-filled pussy.

He fingered me slowly, lazily, curling his fingers while we kissed. I moaned softly against his lips, my hips rocking gently against his hand. The wet sounds of his fingers moving in and out of me were quiet but unmistakable in the tent.

After several minutes, he broke the kiss and moved lower. He kissed and sucked on my breasts for a while, making my nipples ache, then continued down until his head was between my spread thighs. His warm, strong tongue dragged slowly up my pussy, licking me messily — tasting both me and the thick load he had pumped into me earlier. The feeling was so good I had to bite my lip hard at first to stay quiet.

But I couldn’t hold back for long. My moans grew louder, breathier.

He licked me with slow, devoted hunger — long strokes over my clit, then pushing his tongue inside me, then sucking gently on my folds. My hips lifted toward his mouth on their own. I was getting wetter again, despite how tired I was.

Then Malcolm looked up at me, his eyes dark with lust, and whispered, “Sit on my face.”

My heart skipped. I didn’t even think twice.

I swung my leg over him and slowly lowered my pussy onto his waiting mouth. Malcolm’s big hands immediately gripped my ass cheeks and pulled me down firmly against him. His tongue attacked me with renewed hunger — licking my dripping folds, sucking hard on my swollen clit, then sliding higher to rim my tight little asshole in slow, filthy circles. He ate both holes eagerly, making loud, wet, obscene sounds that filled the small tent.

“Oh fuck… Malcolm…” I moaned, grinding down on his face. My heavy breasts bounced as I rocked my hips. I stopped caring how loud I was getting. The pleasure was too intense, too consuming.

I glanced sideways at Keith. He still hadn’t moved, but his breathing had become faster and shallower. I was almost certain he was wide awake now, listening to every moan, every wet lick of Malcolm’s tongue on my pussy and ass.

Malcolm kept devouring me without mercy — alternating between my clit, my pussy, and my asshole. His strong hands kneaded my ass, pulling me harder against his mouth. My thighs started shaking violently around his head. The orgasm built deep and fast.

I came hard on his face, moaning loudly, my whole body trembling as powerful waves crashed through me. “Ufff… fuck…” I gasped, grinding shamelessly against his tongue while my pussy clenched and flooded his mouth.

When the intense pleasure finally faded, I slid off him on shaky legs, flushed and breathing hard. My thighs trembled as I collapsed beside his big body, still tingling from head to toe.

Malcolm wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then immediately pulled me tightly against his broad, warm chest. He kissed the top of my head — slow, possessive, almost tender — like I already belonged to him.

The rain kept falling steadily outside, a constant soft drumming on the tent roof.

Keith was either fast asleep… or pretending to be. He hadn’t made a single sound the entire time.

I lay there in Malcolm’s strong arms, my heart still racing, my body warm and deeply satisfied in a way I had never felt before. A thousand thoughts swirled through my head — guilt, shame, excitement, fear, and overwhelming pleasure. But the loudest one, the one I couldn’t ignore, was dangerous:

This might be the best night of my life.

And that terrified me more than anything.


Chapter 9: Dawn Hunger

The rain had finally softened into a light, misty drizzle by the time the first hints of dawn crept into the tent. A pale, silvery-gray light slowly filtered through the wet fabric, turning everything soft and hazy. The once-heavy downpour had become a gentle, whispering patter against the tent roof — constant, calming, and strangely intimate, like the forest itself was refusing to let the night fully end.

I woke up gradually, still wrapped in Malcolm’s warmth. His big, powerful body was spooned tightly behind me, one muscular arm draped heavily over my waist, his broad chest pressed firmly against my back. The heat radiating from him was comforting and addictive. For a long moment I just lay there with my eyes half-closed, listening to the gentle drizzle and the deep, rhythmic breathing of both men. My body felt heavy, sore in the most satisfying way, and still slightly sticky from everything we had done the night before.

I turned my head first toward Keith. He was still fast asleep on the floor pad, curled up on his side in almost the exact same position as when he had finally passed out. His face looked peaceful and vulnerable in the soft morning light — almost boyish. A strange, complicated wave of affection mixed with sharp guilt washed over me as I watched him. This was my husband. The man I had promised my life to. The man sleeping just two feet away while I lay completely naked, still leaking another man’s cum.

When I slowly turned the other way, Malcolm was already awake.

He was lying on his back, one arm tucked behind his head, quietly watching me with those dark, intense eyes. The moment our gazes locked, the corner of his mouth curved into a slow, knowing smile. No words passed between us. None were needed. The air inside the tent instantly thickened with fresh, electric desire.

I didn’t speak. I simply slipped out from under his heavy arm and shifted closer to him. The strong, masculine aroma of his body hit me immediately — a warm, intoxicating blend of clean sweat, faint woodsmoke from last night’s fire, raw masculinity, and the lingering musk of sex still clinging to his skin. I leaned in and buried my face against the side of his neck and broad chest, breathing him in deeply, almost greedily. God, he smelled so good. So different from Keith. So powerful. So primal. I could feel my body responding instantly, growing wet again just from his scent.

Malcolm’s big hand slid slowly down my bare back, tracing my spine, before cupping my full ass possessively. His thick fingers squeezed the soft flesh, kneading it firmly, pulling me even closer against his body.

We started making out slowly, lazily — still half-drowsy from sleep. Our kisses were deep and unhurried, lips moving together sensually, tongues sliding and exploring. His short beard lightly scratched my chin and cheeks in the most delicious way. One of his large hands came up to knead my heavy breast, his rough palm brushing over my already-hard nipple, while the other hand stayed firmly on my ass, gripping and spreading me slightly.

The heat between us built steadily.

I grew bolder.

I pushed gently on his muscular chest until he rolled onto his back. Then I climbed on top of him, straddling his waist with my thick thighs. His thick cock was already half-hard, lying heavy and warm against his lower stomach. 

I lowered myself until my wet, sensitive pussy rested directly on his thick shaft. The heat of his cock felt incredible against my slick folds — heavy, warm, and already pulsing. I took a slow breath and began grinding on him lazily, rolling my hips in long, sensual waves. I slid my dripping pussy up and down the entire length of his cock without taking him inside me yet, letting my swollen lips part around his thick shaft as I moved.

Malcolm groaned quietly, the sound low and rough in his throat. His big hands gripped my hips, fingers sinking into my soft flesh.

I kept grinding on him in that dreamy, unhurried rhythm, coating every thick inch of his cock with my juices. I made sure to drag my clit along the veined underside of his shaft on every slow stroke, then tilted my hips so the fat, swollen head would press and rub against my sensitive clit on the way back. Each pass sent sparks of pleasure shooting through my core, making my breath catch.

My heavy breasts swayed gently with my movements, nipples hard and brushing against his chest every time I leaned forward. I braced my hands on his muscular chest, feeling the hard ridges of his pecs and abs under my palms. The soft dawn light filtering through the tent made his dark skin look even richer, almost glowing. I couldn’t stop staring at the contrast between my pale thighs and his powerful body.

I took my time, teasing him deliberately. Sometimes I would grind faster for a few seconds, letting my wet pussy glide smoothly along his length, then slow down again, pressing down harder so I could feel every thick vein and the throbbing heat of him. His cock was getting wetter and slicker with my arousal, making the sliding even smoother and more obscene.

Malcolm’s breathing grew deeper. He was clearly enjoying the slow torture, but I could feel his restraint starting to fray. His hands tightened on my hips, occasionally pulling me down harder against him, as if fighting the urge to flip me over and thrust inside.

I leaned down closer, letting my full breasts press against his chest as I whispered softly against his ear, “You feel so good like this…”

He groaned again, louder this time, and his cock twitched hard beneath me. I could feel it growing even thicker, the head becoming swollen and flushed. Every time I rolled my hips forward, the fat tip would nudge right against my entrance, almost slipping inside before I pulled back teasingly.

The longer I ground on him, the harder he became. His cock turned fully rock-hard, throbbing strongly and insistently against my pussy, like it had a heartbeat of its own. Malcolm’s breathing grew heavier, almost ragged now. His fingers dug deeper into my hips, gripping me with clear urgency. I could tell he was quickly losing patience with my slow, teasing rhythm — his body was tense beneath me, muscles coiled, silently demanding more. I could tell he was quickly losing patience with my slow, teasing rhythm.

In one smooth, powerful motion, he flipped me over onto my stomach.

I barely had time to let out a surprised gasp before Malcolm’s strong hands grabbed my hips and pulled them upward, forcing me onto my knees. My face pressed into the warm sleeping bag, my heavy breasts squished against the cot beneath me, and my ass was now raised high in the air toward him — completely exposed and vulnerable.

He spread my knees wider with his thick thighs and moved in close behind me. For a moment, I felt the fat, swollen head of his cock press against my soaked entrance, teasing me, rubbing up and down my slick folds. Then, without warning, he thrust forward in one long, deep stroke.

“Ohhh… fuck…” I moaned loudly into the sleeping bag as he buried every thick inch inside me.

From this angle, he felt absolutely massive. The stretch was intense, almost overwhelming, but so incredibly good. I could feel every ridge, every vein, every throbbing pulse as he filled me completely until his heavy balls rested against my clit. Malcolm let out a deep, guttural groan behind me, his fingers digging hard into the soft flesh of my hips.

He didn’t ease into it.

He began fucking me with long, powerful, confident strokes — pulling back until just the fat head remained inside me, then driving forward again, burying himself to the hilt. The wet, filthy sound of his thick cock sliding in and out of my soaked pussy filled the tent. Each thrust made my ass cheeks ripple and my heavy breasts sway heavily beneath me.

Malcolm’s grip on my hips tightened as he picked up speed. He was taking me properly now — deep, dominant, rhythmic strokes that shook my entire body. The slap of his hips meeting my ass grew louder, though he was clearly trying to control the noise with Keith sleeping just feet away.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled low, leaning over my back, his voice rough and hungry in my ear. “Take every fucking inch.”

One of his big hands reached around my body and found my swollen clit, rubbing it in firm, steady circles while he continued pounding into me from behind. The dual sensation was devastating. My moans became harder and harder to control. Every deep thrust pushed me closer to the edge, my pussy clenching greedily around his thick cock.

I kept glancing nervously toward Keith. He was still curled up on the floor pad, but his breathing had definitely changed — it was faster now, shallower. I couldn’t tell if he was truly asleep or just pretending. That uncertainty sent a twisted thrill through me. The guilt was sharp, burning in my chest… but it only made me wetter, only made me push back against Malcolm’s cock harder.

Malcolm leaned down closer, his muscular chest pressing against my back, his deep voice filthy and low right beside my ear:

“You love getting fucked like this, don’t you? Ass up, face down… while your husband is sleeping right there…”

I whimpered helplessly and pushed my ass back against him, silently begging for more. Malcolm chuckled darkly and started fucking me even harder — shorter, deeper, more aggressive thrusts that made the cot creak beneath us. His heavy balls slapped rhythmically against my clit with every stroke. The wet, obscene sounds of my pussy taking his thick cock were impossible to hide now.

My orgasm built fast and violently.

My thighs started shaking uncontrollably. My pussy clenched and fluttered around him as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in my core. Malcolm never slowed down. He kept that relentless pace, pounding me deep, rubbing my clit perfectly, until I finally broke.

I came hard.

A powerful orgasm ripped through my body. I buried my face deeper into the sleeping bag, trying desperately to muffle my loud, broken moans as my pussy spasmed wildly around his thick cock. Wave after wave crashed over me. My legs shook so badly I could barely stay on my knees. Malcolm fucked me straight through it, drawing out my pleasure, making me tremble and whimper helplessly.

Only when my climax finally started to fade did he growl deeply and bury himself to the hilt inside me. His cock swelled even thicker as he came, pumping heavy, hot ropes of cum deep into my pussy. He held me tightly against him, grinding slowly, emptying every last drop inside me while his big body shuddered against my back.

We stayed locked together like that for a long moment — me on my knees with my ass up, Malcolm buried deep inside me, both of us breathing hard in the pale dawn light.

Finally, he slowly pulled out. A thick, warm trickle of his cum immediately leaked down my thighs. I collapsed weakly onto the cot, completely spent, my body still twitching with aftershocks.

Malcolm lay down beside me and pulled me into his strong arms again, kissing my forehead possessively as if I already belonged to him.

The soft drizzle continued falling outside.


Chapter 10:  Capable

We stayed locked together for a long, intimate moment — me still on my knees with my ass raised, Malcolm buried deep inside me as the last heavy pulses of his orgasm faded. I could feel every twitch of his thick cock as he emptied the final drops of his cum deep into my pussy. Only when he was completely spent did he slowly pull out.

A thick, warm trickle of his seed immediately began leaking down my inner thighs. I collapsed weakly onto the cot, my legs shaking, my body still trembling with aftershocks. Malcolm lay down beside me and pulled me gently into his strong arms, kissing my forehead in a way that felt both tender and possessive.

That’s when I noticed Keith.

He was wide awake.

His hand was wrapped tightly around his small cock, stroking it fast and desperately. His pants were pulled down just enough. His eyes were glassy and fixed on us with an intense, humiliated expression. A few seconds later, his body jerked, and he came quietly — thin, weak spurts landing over his fingers and onto the tent floor.

My face instantly burned with embarrassment. I quickly looked away, heart pounding. The flush on my cheeks was deep and hot. I felt exposed in the worst and most thrilling way possible.

Malcolm, however, just smiled. A slow, satisfied, almost proud smile spread across his face. He clearly enjoyed the show — watching my husband jerk off while he fucked me. He didn’t say a word, but the look in his eyes was unmistakable: Your husband just came watching me claim you.

Keith didn’t speak either. He simply gave a weak, shy, embarrassed smile, his face bright red, and quickly tucked his spent little cock back into his pants. The silence that followed was heavy and awkward.

Malcolm eventually broke it, his deep voice calm and casual, as if we had just finished a normal conversation.

“Let’s have a look at your tent,” he said. “See what kind of damage that storm really did.”

We started dressing in silence. I pulled on my thermal top and hiking pants, still feeling Malcolm’s warm cum slowly leaking out of me with every movement. My thighs felt slick and sticky. I kept stealing glances at Malcolm as he stood up completely naked. I watched, almost mesmerized, as his thick, heavy cock — still semi-hard and glistening with our combined juices — disappeared back into his ranger pants and uniform shirt. The sight made something deep in my stomach flutter.

Malcolm moved around the tent efficiently. He poured water from his large container into a pot, lit his small camp stove, and began preparing breakfast — warm oatmeal mixed with dried fruit, nuts, and a generous drizzle of honey. The comforting, sweet aroma soon filled the tent and made my stomach growl.

By now the rain had reduced to nothing more than a soft, light mist.

We ate breakfast sitting in a small triangle, mostly in awkward silence. The tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. I kept my eyes mostly on my bowl, my cheeks still warm with embarrassment from what Keith had just done. Malcolm, on the other hand, looked completely relaxed and in control, eating slowly while occasionally glancing at me with quiet satisfaction.

After a few minutes, he looked at me gently and asked, “You okay, Brenda?”

I smiled shyly and glanced at Keith before answering softly, “Yeah… I’m okay.”

Keith just gave a small nod, not meeting anyone’s eyes. He looked overwhelmed, tired, and strangely quiet.

Once we finished eating, Malcolm stood up and stretched his big frame. “Come on. Let’s go check your tent properly.”

We stepped outside into the misty morning. The forest felt fresh and alive after the long rain. When we reached our original campsite, the damage was obvious. Our tent was half-collapsed, one pole badly bent, and rainwater had pooled inside on the floor.

Malcolm shook his head with a small, amused smile as he looked at our sad, half-collapsed tent. “City boys…” he muttered playfully, the words carrying just a hint of teasing affection.

He rolled up his sleeves, revealing those thick, veined forearms, and got straight to work. For the next twenty-five minutes, he moved with calm, practiced efficiency. First, he straightened the badly bent pole, using a sturdy stick and some extra cord from his pack to reinforce it properly. Then he went around reinforcing every single guy line, hammering in additional stakes deep into the soft, wet ground with powerful, confident swings. He dug a much better drainage trench around the entire perimeter, carefully directing any future rainwater away from the tent floor.

I stood there watching him work, still feeling the warm trickle of his cum slowly leaking down my inner thighs inside my hiking pants. The contrast was surreal — this big, capable man fixing the mess my husband had made, while my body still carried the evidence of what we had done just an hour earlier.

Keith stood awkwardly to the side, hands in his pockets, looking small and out of place. He tried to help once or twice, but Malcolm gently waved him off with a polite, “I got it, man.”

When Malcolm was finally satisfied with his work, he stepped back and tested the tent by giving one of the lines a firm tug. The whole structure stood solid and proud now, much more stable than anything Keith and I could have managed.

He wiped his hands on his ranger pants and straightened up. “There. That should hold through anything else this weather throws at you.”

Then he looked at both of us, his expression calm but authoritative. “I’ve got patrol work today. Need to check a few miles up the river trail after the storm — make sure no trees came down and block the path, check on a couple of other backcountry sites. I should be back by evening.”

He gave me one last long, lingering look. His dark eyes moved slowly over my face and body, full of quiet possession and promise. The intensity of that gaze made my stomach flutter. Then he nodded politely at Keith, slung his pack over his broad shoulders, and walked off into the misty forest with that confident, unhurried stride.

The moment he disappeared between the trees, the campsite felt strangely quieter.

I turned to Keith, suddenly feeling the full weight of exhaustion crashing over me. My body was sore, my mind was spinning, and I desperately needed rest.

“I need a nap,” I told him softly, almost apologetically. “I barely slept last night.”

Keith just nodded. He looked tired, overwhelmed, and strangely quiet — almost distant. There was no anger in his eyes, no accusation, just a kind of exhausted acceptance mixed with something I couldn’t quite read.

“Go ahead,” he said quietly. “I’ll be here.”

I walked back to Malcolm’s big, comfortable tent, crawled inside, and zipped the door shut behind me. The moment my head touched the pillow, still carrying Malcolm’s scent, I fell asleep almost instantly. I slept deeply and soundly for hours, completely dead to the world, all the way until late afternoon.

I had no idea what Keith did while I was sleeping.


Chapter 11: The Rift 

I woke up to a soft golden-orange light pouring into the tent. It was already late evening. The heavy rain had completely stopped, leaving behind a fresh, clean silence broken only by occasional droplets falling from the cedar branches overhead. The air smelled incredible — wet earth, pine, and that crisp post-rain purity that only deep forests have.

I sat up slowly, still completely naked under the blanket. My body felt different. Deeply different. There was a pleasant soreness between my legs, a tender, well-fucked looseness in my pussy that made me blush the moment I became aware of it. I could still feel the ghost of Malcolm’s thickness, the way he had stretched and used me so thoroughly. The shy, conservative wife I had been just days ago felt like a distant memory now. Something inside me had shifted — opened up — and I wasn’t sure I wanted to close it again.

I looked around the tent. Keith wasn’t there.

“Keith?” I called out softly. No answer.

I reached for my phone out of habit — still no signal, of course. A small knot of worry formed in my stomach. I pulled on my clothes, moving carefully. My sprained ankle felt much better, thanks to Malcolm’s careful bandaging and the rest. I could put weight on it without much pain now. I stepped outside and walked slowly down the narrow trail, calling his name every few steps. The sunset painted the forest in warm amber and gold, turning the mist between the trees into something almost magical.

After almost fifteen minutes of careful walking, I returned to the campsite.

Keith was back.

He was sitting on a log near our repaired tent, staring into a small, struggling fire he had managed to build. His shoulders were tense, his posture closed off. He didn’t look up when I approached.

“Where were you?” I asked, trying to keep my voice gentle.

He didn’t reply. He just poked at the fire with a stick.

I walked closer and sat down on the log beside him. “Keith… are you upset or something?”

More silence.

Then, finally, he spoke. His voice was low, bitter, and tired. “You didn’t even appreciate the way I set up the tent. You’re so taken by him.”

I let out a long breath. “Keith, don’t crib like a kid. You didn’t secure the tent well. But I get it — it was raining badly that night. You did the best you could under the circumstances.”

He cut me off sharply, his words laced with resentment. “What would you know? You were busy sucking his cock.”

The words hit me like a slap. Anger flared hot in my chest.

“Well, what is wrong with you?” I snapped, my voice rising. “Nothing. I can’t help it if you’re feeling so insecure right now. And I can’t help it if you’re enjoying yourself too. You were getting your rocks off jerking off to glory while watching us… so just own it. This turns you on, doesn’t it? Your tiny penis gets hard when you watch a real man fuck me, isn’t it?”

Keith’s face turned bright red. He stared into the fire, jaw clenched, but said nothing.

I kept going, the frustration and confusion of the past few days pouring out. “I know you were watching us at night too… when Malcolm was eating my cunt and ass. When will you stop pretending? First you tell me to do all this shit, you encourage it, you get hard watching the fantasies… and now you get insecure? Figure yourself out, Keith.”

He looked genuinely hurt. After a long, heavy pause, he whispered, almost to himself, “You could get pregnant.”

I stared at him, surprised by the sudden shift. “So you should have brought some condoms. Or… do you want to see me take him bare only?”

Keith’s jaw tightened. His voice turned cold and sharp. “Go get your ass fucked by that bastard.”

I smiled, cold and angry. “Without your permission? Sure.”

The words had barely left my mouth when I felt a presence behind me.

I turned around slowly.

Malcolm was standing at the edge of the campsite, just a few yards away. He had clearly heard most — if not all — of the argument. My stomach dropped instantly. A wave of deep embarrassment washed over me, making my cheeks burn.

Malcolm’s face remained calm, but there was a serious, controlled look in his eyes. He spoke evenly, his deep voice cutting through the tension. “Relax, guys. I didn’t intend to pry. I was just coming over to see if you wanted some food. I caught a few more trout earlier.”

He looked directly at Keith, his tone firm but respectful. “I don’t appreciate you using that kind of language, sir.”

I muttered quickly, my voice small, “I’m sorry…”

Malcolm gave a small nod, his expression unreadable. Then he turned and walked back toward his tent without another word.

I stood there frozen for a second, heart hammering in my chest. I glanced at Keith one last time — he looked defeated, angry, and lost — then turned and followed Malcolm.


Chapter 12:  The Shift

I stepped inside Malcolm’s tent and slowly zipped the heavy door flap shut behind me. The sound of the zipper closing felt strangely loud in the quiet evening air, like a final seal on everything that was about to happen. The warm, intimate space wrapped around me immediately. It still carried the familiar scent of Malcolm — woodsmoke, clean masculine sweat, faint pine from the forest, and the lingering musk of sex from our earlier encounter. The air felt thicker than usual, charged with tension and unspoken desire.

Malcolm stood with his back to me, his broad, powerful shoulders visibly tense, both hands resting on his hips as he stared at the far wall of the tent. The soft golden light of the setting sun filtered through the fabric and highlighted every ridge of muscle along his back and arms.

I swallowed hard, my heart still racing from the argument with Keith.

“Malcolm… I’m sorry about that,” I said softly, my voice shaking just a little. “He’s just feeling insecure. This is all new and overwhelming for him.”

Malcolm turned around slowly. His dark eyes locked onto mine, burning with heat, but his expression remained calm and controlled. For a long moment he simply looked at me, as if he were reading every emotion on my face. Then, without saying a single word, he closed the distance between us in two powerful strides.

He cupped my face gently but firmly with both of his large, warm hands. His thumbs brushed lightly over my cheeks. Then he leaned down and kissed me deeply.

The kiss started slow and tender, almost reassuring, his lips moving softly against mine. But within seconds it grew hungry, urgent, and possessive. His tongue slipped into my mouth, exploring me with growing need. I moaned quietly against him as his hands roamed down my body — first sliding under my thermal top to squeeze my heavy breasts, his rough palms brushing over my already-hard nipples, then traveling lower to grip the soft, generous curves of my ass. He pulled me hard against his body, letting me feel the thick, heavy outline of his cock already swelling rapidly inside his ranger pants.

The kiss became deeper, wetter, more demanding. I could barely breathe. My hands clutched at his uniform shirt as heat flooded through me.

In one smooth, decisive motion, Malcolm turned me around and bent me forward over the edge of the cot. My palms pressed flat against the sleeping bag for balance. He hooked his thick fingers into the waistband of my hiking pants and panties, then began pulling them down slowly, deliberately, savoring every inch of skin he revealed. The fabric dragged over the curve of my hips, down my thighs, and all the way to my knees, leaving my ass and pussy completely bare and exposed to him.

I was completely exposed now.

The cool evening air kissed my naked skin, making me shiver. I could feel his gaze on me — heavy, hungry, and appreciative — as I stood there bent over, ass raised toward him, my body trembling with a mixture of nervousness, shame, and overwhelming arousal.

Malcolm dropped to his knees behind me without a word.

I gasped loudly the instant I felt the warm, wet heat of his tongue press flat against my tight little asshole. The sensation was shocking in its intimacy. He licked me slowly, lovingly, dragging long, broad strokes of his tongue over the sensitive, puckered ring of muscle. Each slow lap sent ripples of filthy pleasure through my body. He circled the tight entrance again and again, teasing me, worshipping me, before gently pushing the tip of his tongue inside, just a little, tasting me from the inside.

At the same time, two of his thick fingers found my swollen clit and began rubbing it in slow, perfect circles. The dual sensation was overwhelming — his hot, wet tongue working my asshole while his strong fingers stroked my pussy. The contrast between the two different kinds of pleasure made my knees weak.

I moaned shamelessly, the sound raw and needy. I couldn’t help myself. I pushed my ass back against his face, craving more of his tongue. My body trembled with every wet, filthy lap. His short beard scratched lightly against my sensitive skin, adding a delicious, slightly rough texture that made everything feel even more intense.

He took his time.

Malcolm licked and sucked and gently tongue-fucked my ass for many long, luxurious minutes. He was in no hurry. He devoured me with slow, devoted hunger — long, dragging strokes followed by soft sucking kisses right on my tight hole, then pushing his tongue deeper again. The wet, obscene sounds of his mouth filled the tent. I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter. My pussy was dripping freely now, warm juices running down my inner thighs in slow, slippery trails.

Oh God… he’s licking my ass so deeply, I thought, my mind spinning. This is so dirty… so wrong… and I love it. Keith has never done anything like this to me. No one has. I’m bent over like a whore while Malcolm eats my asshole like he owns it.

My moans grew louder and more desperate. I was grinding back against his face now, completely shameless. Sweat was starting to form on my lower back. My heavy breasts swayed beneath me with every shaky breath I took. The guilt was still there, sharp and burning in my chest, but it had twisted into something addictive. The more ashamed I felt, the wetter I became.

After what felt like an eternity of his devoted, filthy attention, Malcolm finally pulled his mouth away. I whimpered at the sudden loss of his tongue.

I heard him spit into his hand several times — slow, deliberate, lewd sounds that made my stomach flutter with nervous anticipation. Then I felt the fat, swollen head of his massive cock press against my now-slick, twitching asshole. He rubbed it slowly up and down, coating the tight entrance generously with a thick layer of his spit, teasing me, preparing me.

“Relax for me, baby,” he whispered, his deep voice low, soothing, and full of dark promise right beside my ear.

He started pushing in — extremely slowly.

He started pushing in — extremely slowly. The fat, swollen head of his cock pressed firmly against my tight little asshole, slick with his spit. I felt the incredible pressure immediately. My body instinctively tightened, but Malcolm was patient. He kept one strong hand on my hip to hold me steady and continued rubbing my swollen clit in slow, perfect circles with the other. The dual sensations fought inside me — the burning stretch at my ass and the sharp pleasure blooming from my clit.

I gripped the edge of the cot tightly, my knuckles turning white. A long, shaky moan escaped my lips as the thick head slowly forced its way past my tight outer ring. The stretch was intense and burning, a deep, fiery pressure that made my eyes water. It hurt, but the pain was mixed with a strange, dark fullness I had never experienced before. My asshole fluttered and clenched around the invading thickness, trying to adjust to something so much bigger than anything it had ever known.

“Easy… breathe, baby,” Malcolm murmured softly, his deep voice low and soothing right beside my ear. “Just relax and let me in. You’re doing so good.”

Inch by thick, throbbing inch, he worked himself deeper. Every time I tensed up, he would pause completely, holding still inside me while his fingers kept stroking my clit in those steady, maddening circles. The burn slowly began to melt into something else — a deep, dirty, addictive pressure that made my toes curl. Sweat was forming on my forehead and lower back. My heavy breasts swayed beneath me with every ragged breath I took.

Oh my God… he’s so fucking big, I thought, my mind spinning in a haze of lust and disbelief. It feels like he’s splitting me open… but I don’t want him to stop. Keith could never make me feel like this. I’m taking a real man’s cock in my ass… and it’s stretching me so wide…

It took a long, careful, deliciously slow several minutes before Malcolm finally buried his entire massive cock deep inside my ass. When his heavy balls finally rested against my dripping pussy, I let out a broken, trembling moan. I had never felt so impossibly full in my life. My inner walls fluttered and clenched rhythmically around his thick, veined shaft, trying desperately to accommodate his girth.

“Fuck… so tight,” he groaned, his voice strained with raw pleasure. “What a fucking sexy ass this is… so soft and tight around me.”

I was panting hard, sweating, completely overwhelmed by the feeling of being stuffed so completely. Malcolm leaned over my back, his muscular chest pressing warmly against me, his mouth right next to my ear.

“Your husband just expressed his desire to have your ass fucked by me,” he whispered hotly, his voice thick with lust. “He told you to go get your ass fucked by that bastard… so that’s exactly what I’m doing, baby. I’m balls-deep in your fat tight ass right now.”

The filthy words sent a fresh, shameful rush of heat through my entire body. My pussy clenched hard, dripping even more. Malcolm began to move — very slow, deep strokes at first, pulling back just a little before sliding all the way back in, letting my body get used to the incredible stretch. Each thrust sent waves of dark, dirty pleasure rolling through me. The burning sensation gradually transformed into something addictive and overwhelming.

I was completely lost in it. I started moaning louder, pushing my ass back against him, meeting his thrusts. My heavy breasts swayed and bounced with every stroke. Malcolm kept whispering filthy things in my ear, his voice rough and possessive:

“That’s it, baby… take my cock in your ass, Brenda… Feel how deep I am? Your husband is in that tent and I’m buried balls-deep inside you, stretching this sexy ass wide open…”

His pace gradually increased. His thrusts became longer and firmer, then harder, deeper, more possessive. The wet, filthy sound of his heavy balls slapping against my soaked pussy filled the tent. I was shaking, moaning uncontrollably, completely addicted to the feeling of being fucked in the ass by this powerful man.

Right as Malcolm’s breathing turned ragged and his thrusts grew short and urgent, I turned my head slightly toward the tent entrance.

Keith was standing there in the half-open flap, completely still, watching everything in silence. Malcolm didn’t stop.

With one final, powerful groan that vibrated through his chest and into my back, he buried himself to the hilt inside my ass. His thick cock swelled even larger, pulsing strongly against my stretched inner walls. I felt the first heavy spurt of his cum explode deep inside me — hot, thick, and powerful — flooding my bowels in a sudden rush. Then another, and another. Pulse after heavy, throbbing pulse, he emptied his heavy balls deep into my ass, pumping rope after rope of his warm seed into places no one had ever reached before.

The feeling was filthy, overwhelming, and intensely intimate. I could actually feel his cum filling me, flooding my insides, the heat spreading through my bowels as he kept grinding slowly, forcing every last drop as deep as possible.

That sensation — knowing he was cumming inside my ass while my husband watched — pushed me over the edge.

I came hard.

My entire body seized up violently as a devastating orgasm ripped through me. My ass clenched rhythmically and greedily around Malcolm’s throbbing cock, milking him as wave after powerful wave of pleasure tore through every inch of my body. My moans turned into broken, desperate cries that I couldn’t hold back. My thighs shook uncontrollably. My pussy gushed, dripping down my legs while my asshole spasmed wildly around the thick cock buried inside it.

As the orgasm crashed over me, I lifted my head and looked straight into my husband’s eyes.

Keith was standing frozen in the half-open tent flap, his face pale, his expression a storm of shock, pain, jealousy… and undeniable arousal. Our eyes locked. I didn’t look away. I held his gaze as Malcolm continued to pump the last thick spurts of his cum deep into my ass, claiming me completely right in front of him.

In that moment, something shifted inside me. The guilt was still there — sharp and burning — but it was drowned beneath a dark, intoxicating rush of power and pleasure. I came even harder while staring into Keith’s eyes, my body trembling, my ass full of another man’s cum, letting my husband see exactly what I had become.

Malcolm gave one last deep grind, pressing his hips flush against my ass as he finished emptying himself inside me. Only then did he slowly pull out. A thick trickle of his warm cum immediately leaked from my stretched asshole and ran down my thighs.

I stayed bent over the cot, gasping, trembling, and looking straight at Keith — unable to hide what I had just felt… or how much I had loved it.


Chapter 13:  We are still the Same

I stayed bent over the cot for a few long moments, my legs trembling, Malcolm’s warm cum still slowly leaking from my freshly-fucked asshole and running down my inner thighs. The reality of what had just happened settled over me like a heavy blanket. I slowly straightened up, pulled my panties and hiking pants back into place, and adjusted my clothes with shaky hands. Every movement reminded me of how thoroughly I had been used.

Malcolm watched me quietly, his expression calm and satisfied.

“I’ve got dinner ready,” he said gently. “Fresh trout. I cooked extra.”

I shook my head, still feeling raw. “Thank you… but I think I should go back to our tent.”

He nodded without argument. “This is more than I can eat alone. Take some with you.”

He packed a generous portion of the perfectly grilled trout along with some rice into a metal container and handed it to me. I took it silently and stepped out of his tent. Keith followed a few steps behind me as I walked back to our repaired shelter.

Inside our smaller tent, the air felt heavier, more fragile. I sat down on the sleeping pad and opened the container. The warm, comforting smell of the fish filled the small space. I tore off a flaky piece with my fingers and held it out to Keith.

He looked at me for a long moment, eyes conflicted, before leaning forward and eating from my hand. We ate together in near silence for several minutes. The food was delicious, but the tension between us made every bite feel heavy.

When most of the food was gone, I set the container aside and turned to face him fully.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, my voice cracking slightly. “I didn’t mean to hurt you earlier. When you’re hurting… I hurt too. I never wanted it to get this messy.”

Keith stared at the floor of the tent for a long time. When he finally spoke, his voice was quiet and tired. “I know you’re hurt everywhere… including your asshole.”

The words hung between us. I felt a sharp sting of guilt, but I also let out a small, tired laugh. “Yeah… I am.”

A fragile silence settled over us again. Then Keith reached out and gently took my hand.

“I’m sorry too,” he said softly. “It was too much for me today. Seeing you with him… hearing you moan like that… watching him cum inside you. It broke something in me. But at the same time… I’ve never been more turned on in my life. I feel fucked up for even admitting that.”

I squeezed his hand. “I know. I feel fucked up too. Part of me feels guilty as hell… but another part of me doesn’t want to stop. I’ve never felt this alive before. And that scares me.”

Keith looked into my eyes, his expression vulnerable. “I started this. I encouraged the fantasies. But seeing it happen for real… it’s harder than I imagined. Still… I don’t want to lose you.”

“You’re not losing me,” I whispered, leaning in and kissing him softly. “I love you, Keith. That hasn’t changed.”

We kissed again, slower this time — tender, emotional, almost healing. The kind of kiss that reminded me why I married him. When we pulled apart, Keith’s voice was thick with emotion.

“Can I see it?” he asked quietly.

I hesitated for only a second, then turned around. I pulled my pants and panties down and bent slightly forward. Keith leaned in close, his breath warm against my skin.

“It looks… opened,” he murmured, voice thick with arousal and awe. “So pink and puffy… used.”

He sounded both devastated and incredibly turned on. His small cock was rock hard again.

“Can I fuck you?” he asked, almost pleading.

I nodded. “Yes… but not my ass tonight. It’s too sore.”

Keith didn’t argue. He simply nodded, his eyes dark with a mixture of lingering hurt, jealousy, and overwhelming arousal. He positioned himself behind me on the sleeping pad, his hands trembling slightly as they rested on my hips. I stayed on all fours, still slick and creamy from everything Malcolm had done to me earlier. I could feel Malcolm’s thick cum slowly leaking out of both my pussy and my ass, making everything warm and slippery.

Keith rubbed the head of his small cock against my soaked, creamy folds. He moved it up and down slowly, coating himself in the messy combination of my juices and Malcolm’s cum. The contrast was obvious — his thin, modest length sliding through the slick evidence of a much bigger man. He let out a shaky breath.

Then he pushed in.

It slid inside me with almost no resistance. I was still so open, so wet, so thoroughly stretched from Malcolm that Keith’s smaller cock entered me effortlessly. He groaned loudly the moment he felt how warm, loose, and creamy I was around him. The sound was raw, almost pained — a mixture of pleasure and humiliation.

“Oh fuck… Brenda…” he whispered, his voice breaking.

He could clearly feel how different I felt. How much space was left inside me. How easily he could move. He started thrusting with desperate, needy strokes, his hips slapping against my ass. There was no slow buildup — he was too worked up, too overwhelmed by everything he had witnessed. His small cock moved quickly inside my slick, cum-filled pussy, making wet, obscene sounds with every frantic thrust.

I stayed still on my hands and knees, letting him take me. I could barely feel him compared to Malcolm, but the emotional intensity of the moment made up for it. Keith’s breathing grew faster and more ragged. His fingers dug into my hips as he fucked me harder, chasing the overwhelming sensations.

It didn’t last long.

After only a minute or two of desperate, frantic thrusting, Keith’s entire body tensed. He let out a shaky, broken moan as he came hard inside me. His small cock twitched weakly, releasing thin spurts of his cum deep into my already-filled pussy. He kept grinding against me through his orgasm, as if trying to push himself as deep as he could, even though he knew he couldn’t compare.

When he finally finished, he collapsed against my back, breathing heavily, his chest pressed to me. I could feel his heart hammering wildly.

We stayed like that for a long moment — connected, messy, and emotionally raw. Keith’s cum mixed with Malcolm’s inside me, leaking slowly down my thighs. The tent was quiet except for our breathing.

After he finished, we cleaned up quietly. Then we lay down together on the sleeping pad. Keith pulled me into his arms and held me close. We kissed slowly, romantically, soft and loving. No more words about Malcolm. Just us.

“I love you,” I whispered against his chest.

“I love you too,” he replied, his arms tightening around me. “We’ll figure this out.”

We held each other tightly and eventually drifted off to sleep, skin against skin, hearts still tangled in confusion, guilt, love, and desire.

Before sleep fully took me, I whispered one last thing:

“Tomorrow we have to leave.”

Keith just nodded and pulled me even closer.


Chapter 14: Into You

I woke up slowly the next morning, feeling the warmth of Keith’s body missing from beside me. Pale morning light filtered softly through the tent fabric, casting a gentle golden glow inside the small space. My body ached in the most delicious and filthy ways — a deep, satisfying soreness between my legs, my pussy still tender and slightly swollen, my asshole sensitive and a little tender from the intense stretching it had received the night before. I could feel the faint stickiness of dried cum between my thighs and along the crease of my ass, a quiet reminder of everything Malcolm had done to me.

Before doing anything else, nature called strongly.

I sat up with a soft sigh, my muscles protesting slightly. I pulled on my thermal top and hiking pants, not bothering with underwear for now. I unzipped the tent door quietly and stepped outside into the cool morning air. The forest was peaceful and beautiful. Birds were just beginning to sing, and soft golden sunlight filtered through the towering evergreen canopy, turning the mist between the trees into something almost magical.

I walked the familiar short distance into the trees and found the same massive ancient cedar we had been using since we arrived. Its enormous trunk was wide enough to hide me completely. I squatted behind it, lowering my pants and panties to my knees. The cool morning mist kissed my bare skin, raising goosebumps along my thighs and ass.

I relieved myself there. First came a steady, warm stream of urine that pattered softly onto the mossy ground beneath me. Then it came out surprisingly easily — smooth and effortless, sliding out with almost no resistance. My asshole, still slightly relaxed and open from the deep stretching Malcolm had given me the night before, offered almost no pushback. There was a soft, wet plop as it landed on the mossy ground, followed by another smaller one. The sensation was strange but strangely relieving — a soft, warm release that left me feeling noticeably lighter almost instantly.

The cool air on my fully exposed pussy and tender anus felt deeply intimate and strangely freeing. In that moment, I felt profoundly vulnerable — completely naked from the waist down in the middle of ancient wilderness, squatting like an animal, no walls, no doors, no civilization to hide behind. Anyone (or anything) could have walked by and seen me like this: ass spread, body open, relieving myself in nature’s cathedral. The thought sent a shiver through me that had nothing to do with the cold. There was no shame anymore, only a raw, primal acceptance. Just me and the vast, indifferent wilderness around me.

I could hear the soft rustling of leaves, the distant murmur of the river, and the occasional call of a bird high above. The massive cedar stood guard like a silent witness, its rough bark pressing against my shoulder as I stayed squatting for a moment longer, simply breathing in the quiet vulnerability of it all.

When I finally finished, I used some large, soft leaves and a little water from my bottle to clean myself properly, wiping carefully between my legs and around my still-sensitive hole.

I pulled my pants back up, feeling lighter, fresher, and strangely grounded. The simple act of taking care of my body in the middle of nature reminded me how far I had come in just a few days. The polished, conservative wife from Manhattan was gone. In her place was a woman who could squat behind an ancient cedar and feel completely at peace with her own naked vulnerability.

I took a deep breath of the fresh forest air and walked back toward the campsite.

A little ways from the tent, near the fire pit, I saw them.

Keith and Malcolm were both standing casually, smoking. Malcolm had rolled two cigarettes from his pack. They were talking quietly, almost like old friends — laughing at something, nodding, gesturing with their hands. It was surreal to watch. The same two men who had tension between them yesterday were now sharing a smoke and chatting comfortably.

That really is the best thing about men, I thought with a small smile. They can get upset, explode, and then become friends again so easily.

I walked over. Both of them turned to look at me.

“Morning,” Malcolm said with a warm smile.

Keith gave me a small, tired but genuine smile. “Sleep well?”

I nodded. “Yeah… surprisingly well.”

Malcolm took a drag and asked casually, “So what time’s your ferry this evening?”

“We need to catch the 7 PM ferry from Port Angeles,” I replied. “That means we have to hike out by early afternoon at the latest.”

Malcolm nodded. “Then you should leave fairly early. The trail will be muddy after all that rain.”

“I know,” I said. “But first let’s have breakfast. I’m starving.”

Malcolm smiled. “Good idea. I’ll make the last of what I have.”

He prepared a simple but hearty breakfast — warm oatmeal mixed with dried fruit, nuts, and a generous drizzle of honey, plus the last small piece of grilled trout and strong instant coffee. We ate sitting on logs around the revived fire. The mood was calm and bittersweet. Keith was quiet but not hostile. Malcolm was respectful. I sat between them, feeling a strange mixture of sadness and satisfaction.

After breakfast, Keith stood up and brushed off his pants.

“I’ll head back and start packing the tent properly so we don’t miss the ferry,” he said, his voice thick with meaning. “You two take your time finishing up here.”

He gave me one last lingering look, then walked back down the trail toward the campsite.

Now it was just Malcolm and me.

The moment Keith disappeared around the bend of the trail and the last sound of his footsteps faded into the forest, the air between us exploded with raw, uncontrollable lust.

Malcolm pulled me hard against his body with a deep, animal growl that vibrated through his chest and straight into mine. His big, powerful hands gripped my waist almost bruisingly as our mouths crashed together in a desperate, starving kiss under the dappled sunlight. There was nothing gentle about it — it was wet, messy, and filthy from the very first second. His tongue thrust deep into my mouth, sliding hotly against mine, and I kissed him back just as hungrily, sucking on his tongue, moaning loudly into his mouth. We sucked each other’s saliva greedily, exchanging it in sloppy, wet strings that dripped down our chins. The kiss was loud and obscene — wet smacking sounds, heavy breathing, and the filthy noise of our tongues wrestling as we devoured one another.

I could feel his thick cock already rock-hard and throbbing insistently against my stomach through his pants. The heat of it made my pussy clench with fresh, aching need.

Without breaking the messy kiss, Malcolm spun me around with strong hands and bent me forward over a smooth, sun-warmed boulder at the edge of the pool. My palms slapped against the cool, moss-dotted stone as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of my hiking pants and panties. He dragged them down slowly, deliberately, inch by torturous inch, savoring the reveal of my bare skin. The cool air rushed over my still-sensitive ass and dripping pussy, making me shiver violently.

I pushed my ass back toward him shamelessly, arching my back, offering myself completely. “Malcolm… please… I need it,” I moaned, my voice already hoarse with lust.

He dropped to his knees behind me. He spread my cheeks wide with his strong hands and dragged his hot, wet tongue slowly up my crack in one long, filthy stroke — licking my tender asshole and creamy pussy with devoted hunger. I cried out, pushing my ass back hard against his face, grinding my wet folds and asshole against his mouth. His beard scratched deliciously against my soft skin as he devoured me, sucking on my clit, tongue-fucking my asshole, tasting the messy combination of my juices and the cum he had already left inside me earlier.

“Fuck, yes… eat my ass, Malcolm,” I whimpered shamelessly, reaching back with one hand to hold his head tighter against me. “Lick my dirty little hole… taste how wet you make me…”

He groaned loudly against my skin, the vibration sending sparks through my body. He licked and sucked and tongue-fucked me for what felt like forever, his mouth relentless, his thick fingers rubbing my swollen clit in perfect circles. My legs trembled. My pussy dripped freely, juices running down my thighs and mixing with the cold river water.

After many long, mind-melting minutes, Malcolm finally stood up. I heard him spit thickly into his hand twice, the lewd sound making my stomach flutter with anticipation. He rubbed the fat, swollen head of his massive cock against my slick entrance, teasing my dripping pussy lips, coating himself in my wetness.

Then he pushed in — slow, deep, and relentlessly possessive.

I gasped sharply, my mouth falling open in a loud, broken moan as the thick head stretched me open again. Even after everything, the sheer girth of him still took my breath away. Inch by thick, veined inch, he sank into my pussy until his heavy balls rested snugly against my clit. The contrast was overwhelming — the icy river water rushing around my legs versus the burning, delicious heat of his massive cock buried deep inside me.

“Malcolm… oh God, you’re so fucking big,” I moaned loudly, pushing my ass back to take every single inch. “Fill me… stretch me wide… I love how you split me open…”

He started fucking me with long, powerful strokes — pulling back until just the fat head remained inside, then driving forward again, burying every thick inch to the hilt. The wet, obscene sound of his heavy cock sliding in and out of my creamy pussy echoed around the secluded pool. My heavy breasts swayed and bounced wildly beneath me with every deep thrust. The cold water splashed against my thighs as his hips slapped rhythmically against my ass.

I was an active, passionate participant now — pushing back against him desperately, rolling my hips, clenching my pussy around his thickness on every stroke, meeting him thrust for thrust. “Harder,” I begged, my voice breaking with need. “Fuck me harder, Malcolm… I want to feel you so deep inside me…”

Malcolm leaned over my back, his muscular chest pressing hotly against me, his mouth right beside my ear. He whispered filthy, passionate words between powerful thrusts, his voice thick and possessive:

“That’s it, baby… take this big black cock… Your husband is back at the tent packing… and I’m balls-deep inside his wife again… stretching this pretty pussy wide open just like she needs…”

I moaned louder, pushing back even harder. “Fuck yeah… yes, I will… I’ll miss this big black cock so fucking much,” I gasped, my words tumbling out in desperate, broken moans. “It’s so thick… so deep… no one else can fuck me like this… I’m addicted to it… don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

Malcolm groaned deeply, his thrusts growing faster and more intense. “Whose whore are you, Brenda?” he growled hotly in my ear, his voice rough with lust. “Tell me… whose whore are you?”

I cried out, my pussy clenching hard around his cock. “I am your whore, Malcolm!” I moaned shamelessly. “I’m your dirty little whore… only your whore… fuck me like your whore… use me… own this pussy…”

The filthy words made him fuck me even harder. The sound of skin slapping skin mixed with the gentle rush of the river and my shameless, broken moans. My heavy breasts swung wildly beneath me. Sweat mixed with river water on my skin. I reached back with one hand, grabbing his hip, urging him even deeper.

“Don’t stop… please don’t stop… fill me up again,” I begged, completely lost in the intense pleasure. “I want your cum… I want to feel you pulsing inside me one last time… breed your whore, Malcolm…”

With one final, powerful groan that vibrated through his entire body, Malcolm buried himself to the hilt inside me. His thick cock swelled even larger as he started emptying his heavy balls deep inside my pussy. Pulse after heavy, throbbing pulse, he flooded me with thick, hot spurts of cum, filling me completely while the cold river water continued to rush around our legs.

I came hard at the same moment — my entire body shaking violently, my pussy clenching rhythmically around his throbbing cock as powerful waves of overwhelming pleasure crashed through me. I cried out his name, pushing back against him desperately, milking every last drop from him as my orgasm tore through me in long, shuddering waves.

We washed off one final time in the cold river water. Malcolm’s thick cum was still leaking out of me in warm, slow dribbles as I stood waist-deep in the icy pool. I cupped water in my hands and gently cleaned between my legs, feeling the tender, well-used ache in both my pussy and my asshole. Malcolm watched me with quiet satisfaction, his eyes dark and possessive, while I rinsed my thighs and wiped the mess from my skin. The contrast of the freezing water against my overheated, flushed body made me shiver.

We dressed slowly, almost reluctantly. I pulled my panties and hiking pants back up, feeling the sticky reminder of Malcolm’s load still deep inside me. Malcolm fastened his ranger uniform, his muscular body disappearing beneath the fabric once more.

Before we left the swimming hole, Malcolm gently pulled me behind a large boulder, away from the main path, for one last private moment. He cupped my face with both of his large hands and kissed me deeply — slow, tender, and full of quiet emotion. I kissed him back just as softly, my hands resting on his broad chest, savoring the warmth of his lips and the familiar taste of him.

When we finally pulled apart, I looked up into his dark eyes, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I will miss you,” I said, my throat tight with unexpected emotion.

Malcolm smiled softly, his thumb gently stroking my cheek. “I know,” he murmured. “I will miss you too, precious.”

He leaned down and kissed me one last time — slower, sweeter, almost reverent — before we stepped out from behind the boulder and walked back to camp hand in hand.

When we reached the campsite, we did a final check of our gear. Malcolm helped us pack everything efficiently, making sure the tent was properly collapsed and our bags were balanced for the long hike out. Keith worked silently beside us, his face calm but distant.

When everything was ready, it was finally time to say goodbye.

Malcolm turned to me first. He pulled me into a tight, powerful hug, wrapping his strong arms around my body and holding me close against his chest. I buried my face in his uniform shirt, inhaling his scent one last time — that intoxicating mix of sweat, woodsmoke, masculinity, and the faint trace of the river. I held him tightly, my arms wrapped around his broad back, feeling the solid strength of him for the last time. He kissed the top of my head softly, lingering there for a long moment, his lips warm against my hair.

“Take care of yourself, Brenda,” he whispered against my hair, his voice low and sincere. “You’re stronger than you think. Don’t forget that. And don’t be afraid of who you’ve become out here.”

I nodded against his chest, my eyes stinging with unexpected tears. “Thank you… for everything,” I whispered back, my voice cracking slightly. “I’ll never forget this. Never forget you.”

He released me gently, his hands sliding down my arms until our fingers briefly intertwined. Then he turned to Keith. The two men shook hands firmly — a respectful, almost brotherly grip.

“Safe travels, man,” Malcolm said. “Take good care of her.”

Keith nodded. “I will.”

We shouldered our packs and started the long hike out. The trail felt heavier now, every step pulling us further away from the wild paradise that had transformed us. I looked back one last time just before the trail curved. Malcolm was still standing there at the edge of the campsite, tall and powerful against the misty green backdrop of the forest. He raised one hand in a final wave.

I didn’t know if I would ever see him again.

But as Keith and I walked away from that wild, rain-soaked paradise, hand in hand yet both carrying our own heavy thoughts, I knew with absolute certainty that this trip had changed everything.

The shy, conservative wife who had left Manhattan weeks ago no longer existed. In her place was a woman who had tasted true freedom — raw, filthy, passionate, and unforgettable. A woman who had discovered desires she could no longer deny, and a hunger she would carry with her for the rest of her life.

The wilderness had listened.

And it had answered.

Epilogue

We reached Seattle-Tacoma International Airport late that evening, exhausted, dirty, and emotionally drained. The bright, harsh fluorescent lights and the constant chaotic noise of travelers felt almost violent after so many days in the quiet, misty wilderness. Our clothes still carried the faint scent of woodsmoke, rain-soaked earth, and the wild forest that had completely changed us.

While Keith waited in the long line to check our bags, I stood by the tall glass windows overlooking the tarmac. Planes were taxiing under the night lights, their engines roaring as they prepared for takeoff. I stared at them blankly, my mind drifting far away — back to the ancient cedars, the roaring river, the cold swimming hole, and the powerful man who had awakened something deep and irreversible inside me.

I pulled out my phone and opened my contacts list. My thumb hovered over the screen, scrolling slowly. My heart sank.

There was no number.

I never got Malcolm’s number. He never asked for mine. In the heat of those wild, intense, all-consuming days, exchanging contacts had never even crossed our minds. Now, standing in the cold, sterile airport terminal surrounded by strangers, the realization hit me like a quiet, devastating punch to the chest.

Fuck… I don’t have his number.

A strange mix of panic, sadness, and aching longing washed over me. I stared at the blank screen, my throat tightening. That tall, confident, dominant man who had taken me so completely — who had made me feel things I had never felt before — might truly be gone from my life forever. He would remain nothing more than a beautiful, filthy, life-changing memory. A ghost in the mist.

Keith walked back over, rolling our suitcases behind him. He noticed the distant, pained look on my face.

“You okay?” he asked softly, his voice gentle but knowing.

I slipped my phone back into my pocket and gave him a small, bittersweet smile.

“Yeah,” I whispered. “I’m okay.”

We stood there together in silence for a long moment, watching the planes take off into the dark sky. Then I leaned my head against his shoulder, seeking comfort in his familiar warmth.

“It was special,” I said quietly, almost to myself. “All of it… it was really special.”

Keith didn’t reply right away. He just wrapped his arm around me and held me a little tighter, his fingers gently stroking my arm. I knew he understood what I meant. He had been there through every moment — the jealousy, the arousal, the confusion, and the undeniable pleasure.

As we walked toward our gate, hand in hand, I looked out at the dark sky one last time.

Somewhere out there, deep in the misty forests of the Olympic Peninsula, a tall ranger was probably sitting by a fire, staring into the flames, thinking about the city woman who had briefly entered his world.

And somewhere in my heart, a new version of myself — wilder, braver, hungrier, and far less innocent — had been born.

I didn’t know if our paths would ever cross again.

But I knew I would never be the same.
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