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Hear what I didn’t write — I lived it.
Real confessions. Hotwife truths. My voice.
loyalfans.com/deepinsidehub

These three women don’t know each other.
Nicole, Claire, and Elena live in different cities, with different lives, different bodies, different reasons.
But deep down, each shares the same secret: a craving too big for just one man, a heat too wild for polite society, and a hunger that only grows once it’s tasted. BBC — yes, Big Black Cocks… but also Bigger, Bolder Confessions.
Welcome to Hotwife BBC Confessions — a collection of wives gone wild, bulls gone deeper, and husbands who can never unsee what their wives become.

Book 1 begins

One Night with my first black bull

A Cuckold Wife’s First BBC Experience: The Awakening

It started like a fantasy we built together—quietly, deliberately, over time. Not all at once, but piece by piece, whispered in the dark or murmured between gasps during sex. My name is Nicole Atwell. I’m 35, and I live with my husband Jeremy in a sleek, glass-walled penthouse in Canary Wharf, London—the kind of place where everything looks polished on the outside, even when something primal is unfolding behind closed doors.

We’d circled around the idea for years—slowly, cautiously, like hands tracing a flame without ever daring to touch it. We never gave it a name. Never said it out loud. But it was always there, humming quietly beneath the surface of our marriage.

It lived in the stolen glances we shared during certain porn scenes—especially the ones labeled Blacked. Those slick, high-production clips where the white wife is bent over, taken, and filled by a big, confident Black man while her husband watches, helpless. That’s where it started to take shape.

Jeremy never said much, but I noticed the tabs he left open for me—deliberately. The thumbnails were unmistakable: pale bodies stretched wide, dark cocks glistening, and husbands pushed into the background. And every time I stared a little too long, pretending it didn’t turn me on, I could feel his eyes on me. Watching. Waiting. Smirking, just a little—like he knew exactly what I was feeling but wanted me to say it first.

That desire—whatever it was—was never forced. It simply existed between us. A quiet, delicious tension. A dirty possibility. A question neither of us had the courage to fully answer, yet neither of us could ignore. It wrapped itself around me at odd moments—while folding laundry, while brushing my teeth, while straddling Jeremy at night, moaning into his mouth. A slippery, forbidden thought that nestled between my thighs and stayed, long after the orgasm passed.

Late at night, when the city lights spilled through our floor-to-ceiling windows and our bodies were tangled beneath the sheets, Jeremy would press his chest against my back, his cock already hard, already nudging between my thighs. His hand would slide up to my breast, or grip my hip, anchoring me. And then, in that low, filthy rasp he only used when the world disappeared, he’d whisper what he already knew lived inside me:

“You think about someone else fucking you?”

And God help me—
I did.

“You think about someone else fucking you?”

I wouldn’t answer right away. I’d just push back against him, slowly, letting his cock slide between my cheeks without going in. A tease.

“You do, don’t you?”

His hand would slide over my hip, grip tightening as he rutted against me, lazy and desperate all at once.

“You think about someone stronger. Someone who wouldn’t stop. Someone who’d take what he wanted.”

“Maybe,” I’d whisper.

“Bigger?”

I’d smile into the pillow. “Much.”

That’s when it would shift. His breath would stutter. His thrusts would slow, just a little, like his brain couldn’t keep up with the images spilling into it.

“A real man,” he’d groan, grinding harder now. “Not like me. The kind you feel the next day.”

“Mmhmm.”

“A Black man?”

I’d bite my lip. “That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“I want to see you stretched around his cock. I want to see your eyes roll back. I want to hear you scream and know it’s not for me.”

“While you just sit there?”

“Yes. Fuck yes. Watching you get ruined.”

His voice would break on the last word. He was always close when he said it. His hips would snap forward, harder, more erratic, the thought of it pushing him to the edge.

“You’d take it, wouldn’t you?”

“All of it.”

“You’d let him cum in you?”

“You’d watch it leak out.”

“And you’d still be open…”

“Still dripping.”

That’s when he’d lose it—shoving deep, shaking, moaning into my neck as he came inside me, shuddering from the fantasy that had already started feeling real.

It started as dirty talk—sure. But it didn’t stay there. It started becoming something else. Something we chased even when we weren’t touching.

We couldn’t stop.

He’d pull up amateur videos on his phone at lunch and show me under the table—clips of women like me, legs spread, bodies jerking while thick cocks disappeared inside them. He’d send screenshots of profiles he’d found. Ask me which ones made me wet. Ask me if I wanted to message one. If I wanted to meet.

It wasn’t a fantasy anymore.

It became a need.

A need with a face. With a name. With a plan.

And the moment I said “yes,” it stopped being pretend.

We weren’t just talking anymore.

We were preparing.

We did have Black men in our lives—casually, peripherally, but enough to stir the edges of our fantasy. There was our butler for a time, a quiet, observant man with a deep voice and an even deeper presence. And then there was Jeremy’s boss—tall, sharply dressed, always firm in tone, the kind of man who made people move without raising his voice. Sometimes, in bed, we’d roleplay that. Jeremy would lie back while I straddled him, and I’d lean down, voice dripping with filth, whispering, “If your boss pulled his cock out right now, I wouldn’t even hesitate. I’d suck it in front of you.” And he’d cum—fast. Too fast. We both knew what that meant.

Even small moments would trigger it. A random Uber ride with a Black driver. A quiet exchange of greetings. Later that night, Jeremy would tease me with that same smirk, “So? What do you think his cock looked like?” And I’d answer, slowly, honestly—because by then, we weren’t hiding anything. Our minds had already gone there. And once we started letting it in, even just a little, there was no turning back.

We scouted, chatted, filtered.
Profiles, photos, messages that felt too eager. Men who tried too hard, bragged too much, or thought kink was chaos and not control.

We’d found him through a private, invite-only kink forum—one of those clean, discreet ones with actual verification, where couples posted together and bulls didn’t just spray dick pics like confetti. We weren’t amateurs. We wanted something deliberate. Safe, yes—but also dangerous in the right way. Malik’s profile didn’t scream. It didn’t need to. One grainy photo, a short bio, and those two sharp lines in our inbox. It was enough to make my breath hitch. Enough for Jeremy to nod silently and say, “Message him back.”

And I did.

That was the beginning. The first time we spoke to the man who would change everything.

Malik was different from the first reply.

No emojis.
No sweet talk.
No trying to impress either of us.

Just direct.

I remember the first message:

“If you’re looking for someone to give you compliments and send winking selfies, look elsewhere.”

A pause.

“If you want someone who takes charge and doesn’t hesitate, we can talk.”

His profile was minimal.
Former personal trainer.
East London.
6’4”, built like someone who didn’t go to the gym to “stay fit” — he went because the world bends easier for men who take up space.

No gym-bro energy.
No posturing.

Just presence.

On the call, he didn’t flirt with me.
Didn’t sweet-talk.
Didn’t play into my husband’s nervous excitement.

He looked at the camera with a calm steadiness that felt more like he was evaluating us than we were evaluating him.

“I’m not here for fantasies,” he said. “If this happens, it happens on real terms.”

He didn’t ask what I wanted.

He asked what I could handle.

He told Jeremy to speak less and listen more.
Told me to answer questions honestly, not prettily.

He didn’t care about my lingerie or fantasies — he cared about attitude.
About surrender.
About whether I meant it or was just chasing adrenaline and porn echoes.

And the strangest part?

We both respected him for it.

He wasn’t auditioning.
We were.

By the time the call ended, Jeremy was quiet — a little stunned, a little breathless — and I could feel my pulse in places I didn’t expect.

There was no need for flirtation.

Authority is an aphrodisiac all on its own.

The hours before he arrived felt like a countdown I couldn’t slow down. Every tick of the clock felt louder. The air in the penthouse was warm, heavy with the scent of anticipation—leather, candle wax, my perfume, and something unmistakably wet between my thighs that no amount of crossing my legs could hide.

I was in the bedroom mirror, tying the robe’s sash like it mattered, knowing damn well there was nothing underneath. My skin had that flushed, sensitive feel like it already knew it was going to be touched differently tonight. My nipples brushed against the inside of the silk every time I moved, stiff and aching. Every breath I took dragged fabric across them and sent a small shock through my belly.

Jeremy stood behind me, watching.

He hadn't said much in the last twenty minutes. He was in a clean shirt, barefoot, holding a glass of whisky he wasn’t drinking. His other hand was twitching—like it wanted to touch me but didn’t know if he had the right anymore.

“Sure you want this?” he asked quietly, eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

“I do,” I said. My voice was calm. Calmer than I felt.

He swallowed hard, nodded once. Then looked down. I knew the bulge in his pants wasn’t just nerves. He was already halfway there.

We’d played the words a hundred times. But this was different. This wasn’t talk. There was a name now. A time. A man on his way.

Malik.

Jeremy had seen the photos. Read the texts. He knew this wasn’t going to be some gentle flirtation. Malik didn’t offer soft. He offered control.

He had made it clear when we agreed:
“When I walk in, she’s mine until I walk out.”

That was it. No emojis. No safe little assurances. No warm-up act.
Just a calm statement of fact that turned my stomach to liquid.

And still, we said yes.

I turned from the mirror and walked past Jeremy slowly. His breath hitched when my hip brushed against him. His cock twitched behind his zipper. I paused by the door, looked over my shoulder.

“You’re not going to stop it,” I said. Not a question.

He shook his head, barely. “No.”

I smiled. “Good.”

The clock hit 8:42.

Jeremy had checked it three times in under a minute. He kept walking back and forth between the living room and the kitchen, touching things that didn’t need adjusting. The bottle of scotch. The coaster under the glass. The lamp that was already dimmed just right. His nerves were spilling out in small, twitchy rituals.

I sat still.

I didn’t trust myself to move too much. The robe was silk and short — and underneath, I was bare. Every shift threatened to show more thigh, more breast, more readiness. I’d done my makeup slow, careful. I wasn’t going for soft. I was going for fuckable.

I’d shaved everything. Moisturized everything. Brushed my hair back into a loose tie that looked like I didn’t care, when really I’d redone it five times.

My phone lit up once. One new message.

Malik: 3 mins out.

My heart kicked. Not skipped — kicked.

Jeremy saw the notification and went pale for a second. Then flushed. He poured himself a drink with a hand that wasn’t steady.

“Still time to back out,” he muttered, not meeting my eyes.

I didn’t answer. I just slid one leg over the other, slow, deliberate. Let the robe part just enough.

He stared.

I looked at him like I’d already left him behind.

“You’ll watch,” I said quietly.
“And you won’t interrupt.”

He didn’t speak.

He just nodded, small, tight, eyes dropping like he’d already handed me over.



The night arrived.
 

Jeremy poured drinks with nervous hands. I wore a robe over nothing—heart racing, thighs already slick. I’d lived over a decade with one cock. One rhythm. One predictable, familiar presence between my legs. I loved him—but I knew his limits. His shape. His sounds. And I knew I was about to unlearn everything.

The knock was soft. Confident.

Jeremy flinched anyway.

I didn’t move.

He opened the door. I heard it before I saw him — the shift in the air. He stepped in, and the room changed. Just like that.

And there Malik stood.

No smile. No greeting. No handshake.
Just presence.

He walked into our penthouse like it wasn’t someone else’s home—like it had been his once, and he was simply reclaiming it. The lights caught the edge of his black bomber jacket, unzipped over a fitted tee that clung to a chest clearly carved by years of discipline. Dark jeans hung low on his hips, clean sneakers quiet against the marble floor.

He moved without hurry. Without hesitation.
Like gravity gave him special treatment.

Jeremy offered a stiff nod, almost reflexive, but Malik didn’t return it. He gave him one look—slow, clinical, detached. An assessment, not an acknowledgment. Just enough to make Jeremy lower his eyes.

Then Malik looked at me.

He didn’t speak.
He didn’t smile.
He just looked.

And I felt it everywhere.

The weight of his gaze wasn’t like being stared at—it was like being peeled open. It moved slowly—up from my bare feet to the hem of the short silk robe barely covering my thighs. He paused at the knot tied low on my waist. Then his eyes rose, inch by inch, until they locked on mine.

He said nothing. But the message landed clean:

"You're already mine."

I shifted. Not because I meant to, but because my body was reacting without permission. The thin fabric of the robe teased against my nipples as I breathed. My thighs tensed involuntarily. My lips parted, dry. There was nothing sexual happening, and yet I felt more exposed than if I’d been naked.

Jeremy stood frozen, drink in hand, the ice barely clinking anymore.

Malik looked around once. Just once.
Then walked straight past him.

He looked like someone who didn’t like to waste time.

He didn’t ask where to sit.
He didn’t wait to be offered anything.
He just sank into the leather sofa like it had been shaped for his frame.

Legs wide. Elbows on thighs.
A posture that screamed dominance without trying.

And then he looked up.

Not at Jeremy.
At me.

The pause that followed stretched long and taut.

Then, with one slow movement, he reached for his fly.

There was no rush. No flourish. Just the sound of a zipper in a room where no one breathed.

Jeremy froze mid-sip. His drink tilted in his hand, forgotten. My fingers clenched the robe tighter on reflex, but it didn’t matter. I was already too far gone.

Malik spread his legs slightly wider.
And pulled it out.

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward.
It was stunned.

Even flaccid, it didn’t just hang—it swung. Thick, dark, veined like it had its own roadmap. It fell into place between his thighs like it had weight. Not just physical, but something deeper. Something final.

Jeremy blinked once.
His mouth opened, then shut again. He was still holding the glass, but his hand was shaking now—barely, but I noticed.

My breath hitched.

And I stared.

I wasn’t pretending not to. I wasn’t being coy.
I stared. Shamelessly.

Because it wasn’t just big.
It was impossible.
Soft, but already carrying promise. Not an invitation. A statement.

Malik didn’t stroke it. Didn’t move.

He just leaned back, relaxed, legs spread, cock out, and let it speak for him.

And God help me—
it did.

Even Jeremy—mouth slightly open, drink forgotten in his hand—looked overwhelmed.
His own cock, stiff behind his slacks, suddenly looked like a joke. A prop from a different kind of scene.

Malik’s didn’t just hang—it swung.
Thick, long, dark, veined like it had lived through something. Like it remembered every cunt it had ever split open and carried that memory with pride.

And in that moment, it didn’t feel like there were just three of us in the room.

There were four.
Me. Jeremy. Malik.

And his cock.

It wasn’t just between his legs—it had its own presence, its own weight, its own pull.
And none of us could look away.

It was so massive, I felt my body react before my brain caught up—my stomach clenched, my cunt fluttered, and my breath left me in a sharp, shuddered gasp I couldn’t control.

Malik saw the way I looked at it—stunned, wet, speechless—and the corner of his mouth twitched.

“Already speechless?” he said, low and amused.

I nodded, eyes locked on that black baton of pleasure—thick, veined, hanging like it belonged in another league entirely. I couldn’t stop staring. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to worship it or survive it.

I wondered how many women had even managed to take it. Or if they ever truly recovered after they did.

Even Jeremy—jaw slack, breathing shallow—couldn’t hide it.
His voice cracked out, barely above a whisper:

“That’s… really fucking big, man.”

It wasn’t admiration. It wasn’t jealousy.
It was something worse.

Awe.
The kind that doesn’t leave room for ego.

But it wasn’t just shock.

It was awe.
And defeat.
Humiliation, wrapped in a kind of stunned fascination he couldn’t hide, even if he’d tried.

He wasn’t just looking at Malik’s cock.
He was looking at something that had just rearranged the laws of his world—a new reference point, a new scale, a new truth.

He stood a few steps behind me, frozen.
Staring at what Malik had revealed like it had quietly dismantled everything he thought he understood about manhood, about me, about what came next.

Malik didn’t need to speak. He just leaned back into the leather, legs spreading wider, and let it rest there—his cock—dark, heavy, and veined like it had a story to tell with every inch.

It didn’t just hang.

It commanded.

Thick at the base, tapering only slightly along its long, intimidating length. The skin was deep espresso, taut and gleaming under the lights. Veins laced up the shaft like they knew where they were going.

And the head—wide, blunt, uncut—flushed with heat and shaped like it could split me open. Not delicately. Not kindly.

Ruinously.

I had never seen anything like it.

It curved slightly upward—arrogant, even at rest—one thick vein running the length of it, pulsing just beneath the surface like it had its own heartbeat.

His balls hung heavy, low, full—dragging the eye down with a kind of lazy menace, like he had all the time in the world and no reason to rush.
Even untouched, even still, it looked ready.
Not like it was waiting for permission—like it knew I wouldn’t say no.

I had been married for nearly ten years. I had only ever taken one cock.
Familiar. Average. Predictable.

And now, standing in front of this monument, this weapon, I felt it—deep and immediate.

Small. Tight. Ill-prepared.

And soaked.

Jeremy let out a breath he didn’t realize he was holding.
His trousers twitched—his erection still there, but now useless. Diminished.
Compared to what sat between Malik’s legs, it was a parody.
An afterthought.
Something small trying to exist in a room it no longer belonged to.

Malik hadn’t said a word.
And yet the room was already his.
I was already his.
At least for the time he chose to take me.

I was still staring, hypnotized by the sheer weight of what lay in front of me, when his voice finally broke the silence.

“You can leave now.”

Flat. Final.
Not angry. Not loud.
Just spoken like someone who didn’t need to explain himself.

The words cut clean through the thick air, slicing into the space like a blade. My breath caught. The sound alone made my knees go soft.

Jeremy blinked—his eyes glassy, unsure if he’d heard what he thought he’d heard.

“Sorry?” he croaked, voice thin, throat dry.

He wasn’t asking for clarification.
He was begging for relevance.

Malik didn’t repeat himself.

He simply turned his head—just enough to glance at Jeremy.
A look that was both dismissive and definitive.

“She doesn’t need training wheels tonight.
Close the door on your way out.”

The silence that followed was thick. Suffocating.

Jeremy’s mouth opened slightly, like a protest might form—
but nothing came out.

His fingers clenched tighter around the glass.
The faint clink of ice on crystal betrayed the nerves his face tried to hide.

I could feel his eyes on me—searching.
For a signal.
For hope.
For permission.

But I didn’t look at him.
I couldn’t.

Because the second I did, it would become a conversation.
And I didn’t want a conversation.

I wanted what was coming.

Every fiber of my being was pulled toward the man on our couch—
the one who hadn’t said more than a sentence, but already sat like he owned the room.
Like he’d owned it from the moment he crossed the threshold.

Malik hadn’t even touched me.
Hadn’t moved.
And still, my body responded to him with a kind of heat I didn’t know I could feel.

My pulse thundered in my ears.
My thighs trembled.
The air was thick—too hot, too heavy.
It felt like waiting.

And in that moment, there was no husband.
No marriage.
No memory.

Just the pull.

The man.
The cock.
The command in his silence.

And me—already halfway gone.

I stepped forward.

The robe slipped from my shoulders without a word, pooling at my feet like a surrender flag—quiet, final.

Naked now, I crossed the room without hesitation.
Not shy. Not shy anymore.
Just drawn, pulled like a body responding to gravity.

I dropped to my knees in front of him.

His cock—already majestic even at rest—was waking.

I watched it thicken, slow and powerful, pulsing with heat.
It rose inch by inch, deliberate, alive, as if responding not just to my body, but to my obedience.
There was nothing frantic about it. No rush.

Just a slow claiming of space.

It swelled in his lap like it knew exactly what it was owed.

Veins surfaced along the shaft, bold and dark against his skin—wrapping it like coiled power, alive and pulsing.

The head flared, wide and glistening, the skin stretched taut, flushed with heat. It looked almost too much—obscene in its confidence, arrogant in the way it curved upward like it didn’t just defy gravity, it ignored it.

Fully hard, it was massive.
Not just long. Not just thick.
But heavy with presence. Proud without effort.

It didn’t jut—it stood. Commanding. Grounded. Waiting.

This wasn’t just a cock.

It was a weapon.
A promise.
A challenge.

And I was already on my knees for it—bare, burning, breath held—ready to be claimed.

I leaned in. Kissed the tip.

The skin was warm, already pulsing with life—thick with blood and purpose.
I tasted him.
Clean. Masculine. Primal. Like skin and sweat and something I couldn’t name but already craved.

A sharp inhale filled my chest.
When I exhaled, it came out as a whimper—quiet, raw, involuntary.

Behind me, the door clicked shut.

Jeremy.
Still there. Still watching.
I didn’t need to turn to know.

I could feel him.

Standing just outside, breath held, heart pounding.
Probably cock in hand. Probably already leaking.
Listening to every sound and imagining what he couldn’t see.

Malik stood.

Slowly. Calmly. Like he had all the time in the world—and I had none.

The room shifted with him.

From silence to intention.

He grabbed my arm—not roughly, but with authority, like a man who knew exactly what was his to take.
No hesitation. No question.
Just claiming.

He pulled me up with ease, like I weighed nothing.

In three strides, he had me bent over the kitchen island.
The granite was cold against my breasts, the contact shocking enough to make me gasp—but I didn’t fight it.
I couldn’t.

My ass was exposed, my legs spread without instruction, my body falling into place like it already knew its role.
My hands braced against the counter, knuckles white, breath shallow.

And still, he hadn’t said a word.

He didn’t need to.

There was no buildup.
No ceremony.
No slow entry or asking if I was ready.

He just stepped behind me and lined himself up—
like it wasn’t a question,
like this was owed.
Due.

I felt the blunt, thick head press against my soaked opening—hot, wide, unyielding.

And then he pushed forward.

One long, devastating stroke.

My body clenched.
Struggled.
Spread.

It was too much.
Too deep.
Too thick.

And somehow, exactly what I needed.

I gasped—loud, unfiltered, helpless.

Behind me, he grunted—low, rough, satisfied.
Not from effort. From conquest.

I moaned—sharp and raw—the sound torn from me as my body trembled, trying to adjust to something it had never taken before.
My cunt stretched around him inch by inch, burning, fluttering, opening.
Every breath caught as he pushed deeper—past what felt possible, past what I thought I could hold.

He filled me—utterly, ruthlessly—until my thighs shook beneath me and my knuckles turned white gripping the counter’s edge.

I bit down on my arm to muffle the cry that tore out of me.

It wasn’t enough.

The sound still escaped—broken, desperate, wet with disbelief.

And then he began to move.

To fuck.

Not like a lover.
Not like a husband trying to make me feel safe or cherished.
No rhythm meant to flatter. No gentleness designed to please.

He fucked me like a man staking a claim.
Like my body was just his now—something to split open, fill, and reshape.

He fucked like a bull on steroids, squeezing my boobs like stress balls —hard, fast, relentless.

Each thrust didn’t just fill me—it broke through, crushed what was mine, and rebuilt it in his rhythm.

The slap of skin on skin echoed off the walls, loud and obscene.

My moans dissolved into sobs, half-pleasure, half-disbelief.
Every nerve in my body lit up, screaming, alive.

My legs gave out, trembling beneath me.
But he didn’t slow.
He just held me steady—one hand locked around my hip, the other fisted in my hair, pulling me back into every brutal stroke.

Time disappeared.
I was lost in it—in him.
Fucked senseless. Soaked. Ruined.

I convulsed around him again and again, the pleasure rising in crashing waves, cresting so high I couldn’t tell if I was shaking from pain or bliss—or both.

My voice broke.
My nails scratched across the granite.
My body shuddered, limbs useless, breath caught, nerves undone.

I was limp.
Overwhelmed.
Gone.

And still, he kept going.

The stranger—this beautiful, brutal bull my lover and I had invited—hadn’t spoken much. Just watched me with those dark, unreadable eyes as he took everything I offered and more. Now, as he drove into me one last time, something in him broke loose. His grip on my hips tightened; I felt it in the way his fingers dug into my flesh, grounding me as if he was claiming me, owning the moment—and me—with every merciless thrust.

When he finally pulled out, I collapsed onto the cold floor. My body gave out. My thighs were trembling, slick with sweat, spit, and his cum—because yes, he came inside me. He hadn't asked. Hadn't warned. He just emptied himself deep, with a guttural groan and a savage thrust, like it was his right. My pussy was still pulsing around nothing, clenching in the aftermath, aching and raw.

My heart pounded in my ears. My lips were parted in a soundless gasp, too stunned to moan, too full to breathe. Blinking through tears and heat and something animal, something wrecked and wild, I turned my head and looked at my lover.

He was watching me—eyes hooded, jaw clenched, hard again.

This was what true fucking did to a woman. Not polite. Not romantic. Just raw, unapologetic use.

And I was smiling. Shamelessly. Ruined and radiant. My body marked, filled. My mind hazy and high. I couldn’t stop grinning at him—at them both.

Malik stood over me, looming like some dark god, his broad chest rising and falling with each heavy breath. His skin glistened with sweat, muscles twitching with the last echoes of release, the scent of sex thick in the air around him. He didn’t speak. Just stared down at me, watching me come apart beneath him.

His cock—still thick, still glistening with a mix of my arousal and his cum—hung between his legs like a weapon that had just been used. Not fully hard anymore, but not soft either. It throbbed with a slow, lazy pulse, still half-awake, still hungry in its own way. Heavy and veined, smeared with slick, it looked obscene—indecent—like something that had no business fitting inside me but had anyway, again and again.

I couldn’t look away.

The way it curved slightly, the swollen head flushed dark, the sheen of wetness catching the light… it made my belly clench all over again. A reminder of what he’d done to me. Of how deep he’d been. Of how he’d finished, without hesitation, inside me—like he was breeding me on instinct, like this was nature and I was made for it.

He didn’t touch me again. Didn’t need to.

His presence alone was enough—silent, dominant, radiating ownership in the aftermath. And I, sprawled beneath him, thighs splayed, cunt dripping, marked by him in every way that mattered—could only tremble and take it.

Malik’s penis pointed halfway down his thigh, thick and heavy, like it had settled… but hadn’t quite retreated. Still claiming space. Still proud of what it had done to me.

“I need a piss,” Malik said, voice rough and casual, like he hadn’t just split me open and filled me to the edge of madness.

He didn’t glance back. Just turned and walked off, unhurried, completely nude. His cock swayed with every step, loose and slick, swinging between his thighs like it had its own gravity—still defiant, still obscene, a slow, deliberate reminder of the violence he'd poured into me. The muscles in his back flexed with every movement, broad shoulders rolling like a predator shaking off the hunt.

The bathroom door clicked shut behind him.

And I was alone.

I lay there on the cold floor, legs still spread, one knee bent awkwardly, the other twitching now and then as if my body hadn’t yet processed that it was over. My skin stuck to the tile where sweat and slick had pooled. My chest rose and fell in shallow gasps, nipples pebble-hard from the chill—but the heat between my legs hadn't faded. Not even close.

My cunt was a mess. Ruined. Still parted, throbbing around nothing, leaking everything he’d given me. I could feel it, the slow trickle of his cum, the ache of having been stretched so wide and so deep. There was a hollowness inside me now, like he’d scooped something out and taken it with him. An echo of fullness that pulsed with every tiny shift of my hips. I felt bred. Claimed. Owned.

And still… needy.

My fingers twitched at my side. I didn’t reach for them. Not yet.

I blinked slowly at the ceiling, lips parted, my body humming between exhaustion and something that felt dangerously close to hunger. I wasn’t done. Not really. I’d been used—but not satisfied. Not in the way that lingered.

That emptiness inside me ached to be filled again.

That’s when I heard it—the soft creak of the door.

Not the front door.

That door. The one Malik had closed behind him, a lazy, dismissive click that was supposed to signal privacy. But it hadn't stayed closed. Not really. Not for him.

Jeremy had been listening the whole time.

I knew it before I even turned my head. I could feel him—like a shift in air pressure, like heat prickling along the back of my neck. His presence was unmistakable. The weight of his gaze, thick with need and guilt, crawled over my exposed skin like a second touch. And beneath it… that quiet shame. The kind of shame that comes not from betrayal, but from enjoyment. He’d stood there—mere feet away—as another man used his wife like a toy, and he’d gotten off on it.

I didn’t need to see his hand still gripping his softening cock to know what had happened. I could smell it—faint and warm, mingling with the musky, overstimulated air of the room. I could imagine the way he’d pressed his palm against the doorframe to steady himself, jaw slack, breathing in time with the wet, rhythmic sounds of Malik splitting me open. Maybe he’d whispered my name when he came. Maybe he’d whispered his.

The door was cracked open now. Just enough for the light to catch him, bare-chested, eyes glazed over, lips parted. A voyeur caught in the wake of his own twisted fantasy.

And I lay there for him—wrecked, raw, glistening between the thighs, my body a living canvas of everything he’d just watched. Everything he hadn’t stopped. Everything he’d wanted.

He stepped inside, slow and hesitant. Like he wasn’t sure if he had permission.

Maybe he didn’t.

But the look in my eyes told him the truth: he’d never needed it.

He stepped inside.

Jeremy looked like a man hollowed out. His shirt was wrinkled, half-tucked into jeans that hung open, the fly slack and useless. His cock twitched once—feebly—in the open air, already spent, glossy at the tip. His cheeks were flushed with color, a deep, blotchy shame that spread down his neck. His eyes… red and glassy, like he’d cried—or was still right on the edge of it.

He looked wrecked. Not just aroused. Not just guilty. Awed.

He said nothing. Just stood there, trembling slightly, breathing like someone who’d been holding it for far too long.

And then Malik emerged.

The bathroom door opened, and he stepped out, drying his hands on our towel—casual, calm, not a single ounce of shame clinging to him. He was completely nude, still damp from the sink, skin warm and flushed from the heat of our bodies and the power he hadn’t once surrendered. His cock swung soft and satisfied between his thighs, streaked with the remnants of me.

He was utterly unbothered by Jeremy’s presence. No apology. No tension. Just a brief glance—acknowledging him, assessing him—and then his gaze dropped back to me.

I was still there. On the floor. Glazed in sweat and arousal, thighs sticky, cunt aching, my skin kissed with every reminder of what he’d done. My hair was a tangled halo against the tile. My lips were parted, breath shallow. I didn’t speak. Didn’t shift.

I didn’t need to.

Malik crossed the room in three steps—silent, deliberate. He didn’t look back at Jeremy again.

Because he didn’t need to, either.

Every part of the room already answered who held the gravity now.

He stopped in front of Jeremy.

Close enough that Jeremy had to tilt his head back slightly to meet his gaze—though he didn’t, not really. His eyes dropped quickly, drawn instead to what hung between Malik’s legs. That thick, glistening length—still damp from my cunt and the bathroom sink—soft now, but undeniable. Veined. Heavy. Impossibly dark and full. Even at rest, it demanded attention.

Malik looked down, gaze trailing slowly to Jeremy’s exposed cock.

It twitched. A sad, involuntary little jerk in the open air—still slick at the tip, still flushed, though completely spent. It looked small now. Pathetic, even. Like it had wilted in the presence of something it couldn’t compete with.

Malik’s lip curled—not quite a smirk. Something colder. Something that didn’t need words.

Then he reached down and grabbed the base of his own cock, idly curling thick fingers around it. Even soft, it was longer than Jeremy’s ever got. His hand slid along the shaft, slow, deliberate, lifting it slightly before letting it drop with a meaty weight that made Jeremy flinch.

Still slick with my arousal. Still glistening from where he’d fucked me raw and emptied himself deep.

Jeremy stared—frozen, humiliated, turned on in the most broken, shame-drenched way.

Malik didn’t say a word.

He didn’t have to.

He just stood there, holding the proof of everything that had happened. Everything Jeremy had listened to. Watched. Masturbated to.

And I… I watched it all from the floor, breath shallow, heart pounding.

Because now? The real game was starting.

I was sprawled on the bed like a woman undone—flushed and ruined, thighs slick with the aftermath of everything Malik had poured into me. My lips were swollen, kissed raw by moans and begging. My chest still rose and fell in uneven rhythms, each breath laced with the echoes of pleasure and pain.

I shifted, slow and deliberate, rising onto my elbows. The sheets clung to the sweat at my back. My muscles ached deliciously as I reached up, dragging trembling fingers through my hair, twisting the damp strands into a loose knot at the nape of my neck. The motion was casual, but there was nothing innocent in it.

Every inch of me hummed—sore, wet, and satisfied.

And then I saw him.

Jeremy.

He’d crept back into the room like a ghost, silent in the doorway, still stunned by what he’d witnessed. His shirt was damp and clinging to his chest, creased and half-buttoned, as though he’d tried to pull himself together and failed halfway through. His cock hung soft and flushed, still slick at the head—spent, but betraying him with the way it twitched just slightly as his gaze roamed over me.

His eyes were wide, glassy. He looked like he’d forgotten how to speak. Like all the air had been pushed from his lungs hours ago and never quite come back.

And yet—there was no shame there.

Not anymore.

Only heat.

Only need.

He looked at me the way a starving man looks at the crumbs on a plate someone else had already eaten from. A little desperate. A little reverent. Drenched in awe.

He didn’t move. Not yet. He just stood there and stared.

And I… let him.

Because I wanted him to see it all.

What I looked like after being used. After being filled. After surrendering in every way a wife shouldn’t—but had.

And I could see the question flickering in his eyes, unspoken but screaming in the quiet space between us.

Was there anything left of me for him?

I glanced lazily between them, letting my gaze wander like I had all the time in the world—because I did. Because I’d earned it.

Malik stood tall, looming at the edge of the bed. Towering. Unbothered. His cock, though soft, still looked massive—impossibly thick, dark and veined, still heavy with the weight of what he’d done to me. A man like him didn’t shrink after release. He lingered. Took up space like it was his by right. The scent of him clung to the room, to me, grounding everything in something raw and animal.

Jeremy was… the opposite.

Red-faced. Eyes glassy and desperate. His body was smaller somehow—hunched in the doorway, like he wasn’t sure if he was allowed to take a step closer. His cock twitched again, trying to rouse, but it was useless. He looked drained, wrung out by the orgasm he’d stolen in silence earlier, and wrecked by the sight of what he hadn’t been allowed to touch.

And me?

I just smiled faintly. Still sprawled on the sheets, sticky and glistening between the thighs, still wearing Malik’s cum like perfume. My body ached in that deep, pulsing way that only came from being taken—hard, deep, without apology.

Neither man spoke. Neither had to.

Because in that moment, it was mine.

The silence. The gaze of both of them. The guilt of losing me in Jeremy’s throat as he swallowed. The way Malik’s cock gave a lazy twitch, not even hard, but capable—a silent promise that he could do it all again.

I let the tension stretch.

And then, slowly, I opened my thighs just a little wider.

An invitation.

A reminder.

This was the aftermath.

And I was still the center of it.

As I finished tying up my hair—fingers slipping through the damp strands, knotting them loosely at the nape of my neck—I turned my eyes to Jeremy. Made sure he saw me. Saw the flush in my cheeks, the rawness in my throat, the glistening mess between my thighs. Saw what another man had done to his wife.

Then I said it. Calm. Lazy. A soft little dagger wrapped in silk:

“Still soft… and still bigger than yours hard.”

The words landed with a quiet, vicious weight. Not shouted. Not cruel. Just honest. Amused, even—like I was marveling at some curious fact of nature.

Jeremy froze.

His lips parted, breath catching in his throat. He looked like he wanted to say something—anything—but couldn’t form the words. His eyes darted downward, to Malik’s cock, still hanging thick and proud even in rest… then back up to me. His jaw twitched. His hands curled into fists at his sides.

He looked wrecked. Not just by the words—but by the truth of them. Because it wasn’t the first time I’d thought it. It was just the first time I’d said it.

Out loud.

To his face.

And worse… he didn’t deny it.

He couldn’t.

Because it was still there—Malik’s cock, gleaming at the base, fat and relaxed, utterly unconcerned. A weapon that didn’t have to be hard to intimidate. That had already been inside me, again and again, while Jeremy came in the hallway like a boy watching something he couldn’t control.

The silence dragged. Tense. Raw.

And I just smiled at my husband—slow and sweet.

Because I knew he’d think about that line for the rest of the night.

And maybe the rest of his life.

Malik just smirked.

Not with arrogance—but with certainty. Like a man who knew exactly what he was owed… and exactly what I would give him.

And I?

I licked my lips.

A slow drag of tongue across skin still tingling from moans, from sweat, from being used. My eyes never left his. Not for a second.

And without another word, he stepped forward. No command. No question. Just intent—calm and undeniable.

His cock—soft, but still massive—pressed against my lips. The heat of it was dizzying. Thick and heavy, slick from everything we’d done, it draped across my mouth like a brand. Warm skin, veined and musky, still damp with the wetness he’d left inside me.

And I opened.

No hesitation.

My lips parted, surrendering with ease, with reverence. I took him in—slow, aching inches of soft heat, my tongue cradling the weight of him, mouth stretching to accommodate him even at his gentlest.

He wasn’t hard. Not yet. But it didn’t matter.

Because this wasn’t about need.

It was about worship.

About letting my mouth feel the imprint of the cock that had ruined me. About letting my husband watch as I took it in again, obedient and eager, while the man who had just come inside me used my lips to begin all over again.

And as Malik’s cock twitched once on my tongue—beginning to swell, to grow—Jeremy let out the faintest, broken breath behind us.

Because he knew:

This wasn’t over.

Not even close.

His cock, warm and slack, still carried the unmistakable after-scent of sex and urine—raw and human and utterly unfiltered. It slid past my lips with lazy weight, like it had every right to be there. Like this was just the natural continuation of what he’d started earlier. Like my mouth was his now, too.

I tasted everything.

The salt of sweat. The slick remnants of my own body still clinging to him. That faint, acrid note of piss—sharp, primal, unclean in a way that made my cheeks flush and my thighs press together. It was real. Immediate. Indecent.

And I welcomed it.

My tongue moved without thought, swirling slowly around the shaft, tracing the thick ridges of veins, gathering the taste of him like I was savoring something sacred. I pressed deeper, lips stretching, my throat already relaxing to take him, even though he hadn’t hardened yet. I didn’t care. I didn’t need him hard to worship him.

I just needed him.

Each motion of my mouth was patient. Devoted. Coaxing him back to life—drawing blood and weight and purpose into that thick slab of flesh inch by inch.

And across the room, I heard it.

A soft, choked sound. Almost nothing.

Jeremy whimpered.

The sound of a man watching his wife kiss the cock that had just fucked her—suck it gently, reverently, while it still tasted of piss and power and everything he hadn’t been allowed to touch.

I didn’t look at him.

Not yet.

Because my mouth was full.

And Malik’s cock was beginning to stir.

I opened my eyes.

Locked them on him.

Jeremy.

And then I sank deeper.

Malik’s cock filled my mouth, thick and swelling now, stretching my lips as I took him slowly, deliberately. My tongue curled beneath him, guiding the weight, letting it press heavy against my palate, letting him use the shape of my mouth as he pleased. It was messy—by design. Each bob of my head came with a wet, audible drag, spit spilling from the corners of my mouth and dripping down my chin, stringing to my chest in hot, glistening lines.

My jaw ached. My throat burned. But I didn’t stop.

Because this was for him—my husband.

I sucked Malik’s cock like it was the only thing that mattered, like it tasted better than forgiveness, like submission had a flavor and I couldn’t get enough. And all the while, my eyes never left Jeremy.

He stood frozen, like prey. Wide-eyed. Lips parted. Chest rising too fast.

I saw it all.

The way his hands clenched and unclenched at his sides.

The slight buckle in his knees, like his legs couldn’t hold him anymore.

The tremor in his breath when I let Malik’s cock press deep against the back of my throat and moaned around it, just to let him hear the sound.

He was past the edge already.

Didn’t need to be touched.

Didn’t even need to be hard.

Just needed to see me like this.

Wrecked. Owned. Worshipping another man while looking into his eyes.

And the worst part?

He loved it.

He came again.

Didn’t even touch himself.

No stroking, no pressure—just watched. Silent. Motionless. And then his body betrayed him. A broken sound tore from his throat, and his hips jerked once, helplessly.

His cock gave a weak twitch, a pulse of aftershock… and that was it. Spurted again—less this time, more pathetic. A second orgasm wrung from nothing but the sight of his wife on her knees, mouth stuffed full of another man’s cock, spit dripping to the floor in a glistening mess between her thighs.

Me.

I didn’t stop. I didn’t flinch. I just sucked harder—deeper—drinking down the taste of Malik’s skin, coaxing him with every aching inch of my throat. My moans were wet and shameless, my jaw sore, my lips swollen, my chin slick.

And Jeremy?

He stood there.

Ruined.

His body spent. His eyes glassy. His mouth slightly open, like he still couldn’t believe it. Couldn’t reconcile the woman in front of him with the sounds he’d heard through the door. All that panting, that begging, the rhythmic slap of skin on skin. The wet, obscene noises of his wife being split open.

He’d missed everything.

Everything but the sounds.

And now, here I was—full of what he’d only fantasized about, lips stretched wide around the cock that had made it all real.

And still… it wasn’t over.

Malik pulled out with a wet sound—slick, glistening, his cock shining with spit and the raw evidence of my devotion. My lips stayed parted, a final string of saliva still connecting us, trembling as it snapped and dripped down to my chest.

He didn’t reach for a towel.

Didn’t offer me comfort or care.

Instead, he brought the thick, flushed head of his cock to my face—and wiped it across my cheek.

Slow. Deliberate. A smear of heat and wet, painting my skin like a signature.

Marking me.

Claiming me.

My breath caught, not in shock—but in satisfaction. That simple, degrading gesture landed with more weight than a kiss. It branded me with everything I had just done. Everything he had just taken. And I wore it like a crown.

Then he turned to Jeremy—who hadn’t moved.

Malik lifted a single finger, pointed to the corner of the room like one might direct a disobedient pet.

“Your turn to sit and watch.”

His voice was calm. Measured. But absolute.

Jeremy blinked, eyes wide and bloodshot, face pale but burning with shame. He hesitated—just long enough to make his submission obvious—and then obeyed. He shuffled to the corner, still shirt-wrinkled, cock wilted, movements sluggish and broken. He sank down against the wall, knees drawn up, arms limp at his sides.

And I smiled.

God, I smiled.

My jaw throbbed. My lips were swollen and sore. My chest was damp with spit and breath and heat. My thighs were still trembling, still sticky with the first ruin Malik had carved into me… and already aching for the next.

Because I wasn’t finished.

Not even close.

My body burned.

And I was ready to be filled again.

Jeremy didn’t speak.

He just nodded—subtle, shaky—and began to retreat. His steps were uneven, guided more by instinct than thought. His face had gone soft around the edges, stunned and silent, like his body had given up pretending it had any control over the moment. He moved toward the corner Malik had pointed to without argument.

And then he saw the chair.

That chair—the accent piece he always said was just for decoration. Useless. Pretty. Barely sat in.

But now?

It was his throne of shame.

He lowered himself into it slowly, like he didn’t deserve to sit, like it might collapse beneath him from the weight of his humiliation. His pants still hung open, belt twisted, his cock soft and retreating into the sweat-damp fold of his boxers. His shirt clung wetly to his chest, stained with arousal and effort and regret.

And his eyes—

God, his eyes.

Wide. Glass-slick. Locked on me like I was a hallucination he didn’t dare blink away. He looked both shattered and spellbound, like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing—or worse, like he could believe it and that was what broke him.

Because he knew this wasn’t for him anymore.

This wasn’t about marriage.

Or forgiveness.

This was about watching his wife—his everything—be taken again.

Because she wanted to be.

Because I wanted to be.

I didn’t speak either.

Didn’t need to.

I just turned toward Malik, the mess of my body still aching, still hungry, lips swollen from worship, thighs damp from memory, and said everything Jeremy needed to hear with just one look:

"More."

Malik turned back to me.

His cock loomed in front of my face—spit-slick, glistening, catching the light in wet ridges. It twitched once, then again, a lazy pulse that spoke louder than words. Still not fully hard… but thickening. Responding. Remembering what I felt like. What I tasted like. What I would do to him again and again until we were both spent.

I knew he wasn’t finished.

I could feel it in the air, in the heat between my legs, in the way his breathing slowed just enough to draw me in and make me wait.

So I didn’t.

I reached up—without being told—and wrapped both hands around the base of him, my palms barely meeting around that thick column of flesh. He was warm and alive, the skin silky beneath my grip. I felt the blood surge through him, strong, deliberate. The promise of what was coming built under my fingertips, pulsing against my skin like it had its own rhythm. Its own will.

I began to stroke.

Slow. Worshipful. Like he was an altar and I was a believer returning to kneel.

Then I leaned forward and dragged my tongue across the swollen head, tasting myself first—the slick tang of my own arousal smeared across the slit—followed by that faint, acrid edge from earlier, still lingering. It made my toes curl. It was filthy and real and perfect.

And that’s when he groaned.

Low. Deep. Satisfied.

The first real sound he’d made since re-entering the room. Not a word—just breath and hunger and claim. It rumbled through his chest, warm and dark, vibrating down through my arms and into my core.

Behind me, I could feel Jeremy's stare like a second tongue on my skin—aching, silent, ruined.

But in front of me?

Malik was rising again.

And I was going to help every inch of him remember why.

Behind us, I could hear Jeremy’s breath quicken again—shallow, sharp, like every sound, every movement from me sent a fresh shock through his already drained body. He didn’t speak. He wouldn’t dare. But I could feel his eyes burning into my back, my face, my mouth.

Then Malik reached down and gripped my chin.

His fingers were firm—commanding—and he tilted my head up until my eyes met his. His cock loomed in my peripheral vision, wet and throbbing, the tip glistening just inches from my lips.

“Open wider,” he said.

Not loud. Not cruel. Just certain.

And I obeyed.

My lips stretched. My jaw dropped further, aching with the strain, surrendering every bit of space I had to give. My tongue went still, waiting, soft.

Malik pushed forward.

More this time.

Thicker. Deeper. He moved with devastating control, inch by inch, feeding me his length like a slow, deliberate test. Measuring me. Breaking me in. Each subtle advance made my throat tense and flutter, adjusting to his width, to the weight pressing down into me.

I gagged once.

Then again.

A wet, involuntary choke—but I didn’t pull back.

I took it.

I wanted it.

My hands tightened around the base of his shaft, steadying him as I swallowed around the intrusion. My eyes watered instantly, tears spilling down my cheeks, mixing with the spit that now poured freely from the corners of my mouth. It dripped down my neck, onto my chest, soaking the tops of my breasts.

Malik groaned again—low and rough.

Behind us, Jeremy whimpered. His breath hitched in his throat like it hurt to watch.

And still, I held Malik in my throat.

Because I was his now.

And I wanted my husband to see every second of what that meant.

Malik grunted—deep and guttural, the sound vibrating through his chest like the rumble of something barely restrained.

Then he pulled out—hard and wet, my throat releasing him with a slick pop that left my lips red and dripping, spit stretching in strings from his cock to my chin.

Before I could fully catch my breath, his hand fisted in my hair—rough, unrelenting—and yanked me up to my feet. My knees wobbled. My jaw ached. My throat burned.

But my cunt?

It clenched.

“Bend over again,” he growled, dragging me close to his mouth, his voice dark and coated in filth. “Now. Like the dirty sexy bitch you are.”

The word hit me like a lash. Bitch. Not said in passing—said like it meant something. Like he knew exactly what I was and was reminding me out loud.

And fuck, I loved it.

A moan escaped me, ragged and involuntary, my thighs already slicker than they had any right to be. I bit my lip, breath catching, body responding faster than thought. My pussy throbbed, desperate and eager, aching to be filled again. Not gently. Not sweetly.

But like a bitch.

I turned without protest—without hesitation—and bent over the bed, my legs trembling, my ass raised high, cunt wet and waiting, open and used and begging for more.

Behind me, Jeremy gasped—broken, stunned.

But I didn’t look at him.

Because all I wanted now… was what came next.

I staggered to my feet, my thighs trembling with every shaky step. My knees still hadn't recovered, but I didn’t care. I turned without needing to be told, already knowing where I needed to be—where he wanted me.

The kitchen island loomed ahead, the surface cool beneath my palms as I braced myself once more. It still bore the ghosts of earlier—my handprints faint in sweat, the sheen of slick left behind like a memory etched in glass. The scent of sex clung to the air. To the counter. To me.

I widened my stance.

Arched my back.

Offered everything.

No words. Just obedience.

Behind me, Malik didn’t rush. He didn’t grab or press. He just stood there—watching, choosing. His presence was a weight behind me, thick and quiet, like a predator deciding which part of the prey to taste next.

Then I felt it.

His palm. Broad and hot, dragging slowly across the curve of my ass. Once. Then again. The touch wasn’t gentle. It was measuring. As if he were deciding where to leave his next claim.

And then he struck.

The sound cracked through the kitchen—sharp, brutal, perfect.

My gasp twisted into a moan before it could even leave my throat. My hips jolted forward from the force, but I didn’t pull away. I pushed back, breathless, needy.

Because the sting only made me wetter.

He paused, admiring the bloom of red already rising on my skin. I could feel it—the outline of his hand, the pulse beneath it. Pain and heat and arousal tangled together, impossible to tease apart.

And I wanted more.

“Again. Harder.”

The words ripped out of me—ragged, breathless, half-demand, half-beg.

Malik didn’t hesitate.

His hand came down like a whip, sharper this time, crueler. The crack rang out like a gunshot, echoing off tile and granite, slicing straight through me. My cry tore free, loud and hoarse, my head dropping between my arms as I sagged against the countertop.

I felt it—every inch of it. The sting bloomed into heat, the heat into ache, and the ache into that hungry, unbearable need that radiated out from my core like fire.

And then he pushed inside.

No warning. No patience.

Just one brutal, full-bodied thrust, slamming into me so hard my entire body jolted forward. My hips struck the counter, my knees nearly gave out, and my fingers clawed at the granite for something—anything—to hold onto.

I sobbed.

Loud. Honest. Broken.

My legs trembled beneath me, every muscle drawn tight and shaking, and my mouth hung open in a silent, ragged gasp as he buried himself to the hilt. One long, unforgiving stroke. There was no space between us—no pause to adjust, no breath to catch. Just the overwhelming fullness, the thick stretch, the complete invasion of a cock that had already ruined me once… and was now claiming me all over again.

Behind me, Malik stood like a wall—unmoving, unshakable—deep inside me, holding me open from the inside. He didn’t move at first. Just stayed there, lodged impossibly deep, letting my body flutter and throb around him, trying to accommodate what it already knew it couldn’t fully handle.

And still, I didn’t ask him to stop.

I never would.

Behind us, I heard Jeremy make a sound—somewhere between a moan and a sob. Raw. Helpless. The sound of a man unraveling in real time, watching his wife be destroyed in the most intimate, merciless way imaginable.

Malik didn’t care.

Didn’t pause. Didn’t even acknowledge him.

He just kept moving.

And when he started fucking me again, it was harder—savage, rhythmic, like his hips were powered by something deeper than lust. His cock slammed into me with bruising force, each thrust jarring my body forward against the edge of the countertop. The sharp press of granite bit into my hips and thighs, but I didn’t care—I couldn’t care.

All I could do was feel.

He drove into me like a machine—in and out, over and over, with a brutal precision that knocked the breath from my lungs. The slap of skin on skin filled the room, filthy and relentless, echoing over the wet sounds of my cunt clenching around him, gripping him, desperate for more even as my body threatened to give out.

I lost control of my voice.

I moaned, loud and shameless, every sound torn straight from my throat, cracked open by pleasure that bordered on pain. My cries were high and broken, echoing off the kitchen walls, a chorus of surrender that couldn’t be silenced.

There was no more restraint.

No more shame.

Just this.

Just my body—bent and offered. His cock—thrusting so deep I could feel it in my spine. And the humiliating, glorious knowledge that my husband was still sitting behind us, watching the woman he married be used like something bought and paid for.

And I loved it.

I took every inch, every brutal stroke, every humiliating, beautiful second.

Because this was what I’d been craving.

Because this was what I was made for.

And Jeremy watched.

He couldn’t not. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. He just sat there—trapped—as the man he’d invited into our home, into our bed, into me, took full, merciless possession of what had once been his alone.

He watched Malik fuck me like he owned me.

Watched my body quake, hips bucking from each brutal thrust, my spine bowing deeper, muscles trembling as I took every punishing stroke and asked for more. He saw the sweat on my back, the way my knuckles whitened against the countertop, the way my legs shook and failed but I still held position.

He watched my pleasure—how it tore me apart, how it reassembled me with each thrust, how it stripped away the wife he knew and replaced her with something raw, feral, and glorious.

And I glanced back—just once.

Over my shoulder, hair wild, mouth open, breath stolen.

Our eyes met.

And what I saw there—in him—was almost holy.

His eyes were red, lashes damp, mouth trembling. Drenched in helpless arousal, yes—but deeper than that, buried behind the need, was something like reverence. Like awe. Like he was watching not a betrayal, but a transformation. Not the end of something—but the beginning.

And I smiled.

Wide. Wicked. Knowing.

Because in that moment, everything was clear.

This was mine now.

The power. The pleasure. The breaking. The rebirth.

Me.

All of it. 

The power.

The pleasure.

The ruin.

And I wasn’t giving it back.

Malik’s thrusts deepened.

He wasn’t fucking me now—he was driving into me with a force that felt eternal, like nothing could interrupt it. His hands clamped hard around my hips, anchoring himself, dragging me back into every devastating stroke with the rhythm of a man who didn’t need to pace himself anymore. Not for control. Not for mercy.

Just to conquer.

I was gone—beyond words, beyond thought. My brain could no longer process language, only sensation. The heat. The stretch. The slap of his hips against my ass, loud and wet, vibrating through me with every brutal impact. Each thrust split me wider, deeper. My pussy was a mess—used, soaked, desperate, and clinging to him like I could keep him inside forever.

Sweat slid down my spine in rivulets. My hair clung to my shoulders, damp and tangled. My legs buckled with every thrust but held—barely. Quivering. Trembling. Holding on.

And I could feel it.

The build. The burn. That sharp, delicious spiral toward the inevitable crash. It clawed up my spine, seared through my belly, coiled behind my ribs. I was unraveling again—my body ready to break open like a second climax would tear me apart, or fuse me into something entirely new.

Behind us, Jeremy was breathing hard.

Faster.

But it wasn’t the same as before.

This wasn’t the stifled, shame-soaked gasp of a man jerking himself in secret.

This was different.

There was no hand between his legs. No begging in his eyes. No denial.

Only stillness.

And something else entirely:

Worship.

He watched me being broken open again, and there, behind the wreckage in his eyes, was something terrifyingly pure.

Devotion.

Because he wasn’t just watching me be fucked now.

He was watching me ascend.

He’d already come. There was nothing left.

He could only watch.

His cock—twitching and useless between his thighs—was still swollen, the skin flushed and overstimulated. Soft now, but heavy with the memory of his own release. I saw him reflexively grip it, fingers tightening around a shaft that had nothing left to give, trying to squeeze more out of a body already drained, already broken by what he’d witnessed.

His mouth hung open, slack and ragged, breaths shallow and broken. His eyes were glued to every movement—every roll of Malik’s hips, every flex of my quivering body, every wet, ragged sound that tore from my throat.

He couldn’t look away.

But he couldn’t touch me.

Couldn’t intervene. Couldn’t claim even a fraction. Couldn’t even stroke himself properly.

All he could do was sit there—legs trembling, cock soft and spent, chest rising and falling in shallow pants—aching, humiliated, denied.

And I saw the fracture in him—the desperate, needy edge where shame, desire, and awe collided. I smiled faintly, lips still swollen, body still trembling from Malik’s relentless fuck.

Because this was perfect.

The power wasn’t just in Malik’s hands, or in my body, or in the way we’d taken him apart.

It was in the silence behind us, in the broken worship of the man who had once claimed me—and now had nothing but eyes and breath to watch.

I was still mine.

And Jeremy knew it.

Malik noticed.

His hand gripped my hip, thumb digging in just enough to make me shiver with every punishing thrust. He leaned close, voice low, rough, amused—coated in that dangerous calm that made my stomach twist with heat.

“Can’t even get hard again, huh?” he murmured between strokes, each one driving deep, relentless. “One little stroke outside the door and you blew your load.”

I could see the edge of Jeremy’s face from the corner of my eye—red, wet, helpless, cock twitching in vain—but Malik didn’t care. He was enjoying the show as much as I was.

And I couldn’t help it.

A breathless, cruel laugh tore from me. It rattled out raw, uneven, dripping with satisfaction. My lips parted in a grin, teeth bared slightly, eyes gleaming with wicked amusement.

I could feel my cunt tightening around Malik, every stroke igniting me further, my body a live wire of sensation and hunger. Every word he spat, every humiliation layered on top of Jeremy’s failure, fed me, made me wetter, more feral, more insatiable.

I shifted slightly, hips rising to meet him, grinding back as best I could against the brutal rhythm. “Pathetic,” I breathed, voice ragged, letting him hear exactly what I thought.

Malik grunted. My laughter pushed him harder. Each slam, each deep pull of his cock through me, was a reminder: I was his.

And Jeremy… well, he was just a witness.

Nothing more.

Jeremy flinched.

Fingers frozen around his limp, twitching cock, knuckles white with frustration and need. His lips parted, panting, but no words came. No sound that mattered, anyway. He was trapped in the room with us, helpless, denied, forced to watch.

Malik leaned over me, chest pressed hot and heavy against my back. His weight pinned me forward, every inch of him impossible to ignore. His breath, thick and warm, caressed my ear as he gripped my hips harder, driving himself deeper, fuller, hitting every spot inside me Jeremy never could.

“He’s not even part of this anymore,” Malik whispered, low, dangerous. “Just a spectator now.”

My body shivered violently at the words, cunt clenching and pulsing around him involuntarily. My moan came out loud, ragged, echoing off the high ceilings of the room, bouncing around us like a declaration: I am his. I am his. And Jeremy… you’re just watching.

I tilted my head back slightly, pressing my cheek into his shoulder, my lips parted, gasps mixing with wet, desperate moans. Every thrust that slammed into me reverberated through my body, pulling me tighter, higher, past any point of control.

Behind us, Jeremy’s gaze stayed fixed on me, eyes wide, mouth slightly open. He was ruined, helpless, watching his wife be claimed in ways he never had access to, every slam and groan a mirror of his own frustration.

And I… I loved it.

Loved the full ownership, the delicious brutality, the knowledge that Malik and I were entirely our own world now—and Jeremy had no place in it but to watch.

My hips lifted slightly to meet him, begging, grinding, desperate. Each deep, punishing thrust sent sparks of pleasure and shame racing through me. My moans grew longer, wetter, more feral, filling the room, filling the air between the three of us.

And I was far from done.

“Fuck, yes…”

The words tore from me, ragged and desperate, barely audible over the chaos of my own body.

And then it hit—my orgasm.

Like a seizure. Violent. All-consuming. Full-body. Blinding. My muscles clenched and shivered, my spine arched, my thighs quaking, clamping around nothing yet everything. I buckled, my hands clawing at the cool countertop as though it could somehow hold me together. My scream came out half-muffled by my own arm, raw and feral, echoing in the high-ceilinged kitchen.

Heat, pain, pleasure—every nerve ending fired at once.

Malik didn’t stop.

His cock kept moving, relentless, driving into me with full force, deep and punishing. Each thrust drove through the waves of my orgasm, dragging me back into him, forcing me to ride it over and over without reprieve. My breath came in harsh, uneven gasps, back arching against his chest, cheeks flushed and lips swollen from effort and wetness.

Behind me, Jeremy’s soft, broken sounds punctuated the room—moans, gasps, even a choked sob—watching helplessly as I shuddered and came around Malik, again and again, unable to resist. He was reduced to a spectator, the soft twitch of his spent cock betraying the desperation and awe coursing through him.

Every inch of me was alive, every nerve singing, every pulse centered on him inside me. My hips lifted, grinding involuntarily, craving more even as my body spasmed around the merciless rhythm of Malik’s cock.

I was shattered.
I was full.
And yet, I was far from done.

He kept going.

Hips slamming into me with punishing force, each thrust sending shocks of pain and pleasure rippling through my body. My fingers clawed at the countertop, my back arched, my thighs quivering as he drove deeper, harder, chasing his own finish while using me fully, utterly, without restraint.

Behind us, Jeremy sat frozen in the corner. Red-faced, glassy-eyed, wrecked, unable to do anything but watch. His cock was soft now, twitching helplessly, but dark stains marked his pants where he’d spilled himself, evidence of his ruined state. His thighs were slick. His chest heaved. Hollow. Destroyed by desire and denial.

Malik groaned—a low, guttural sound, rough in my ear, vibrating through my spine, making me shiver even as my body ached from overstimulation.

And then—suddenly—he pulled out.

The sudden absence left me trembling, my cunt still quivering around nothing, aching for him.

Before I could catch my breath, he spun me around. My chest pressed against his, our bodies slick with sweat and slick, nipples brushing his firm chest. My jaw was sore, lips swollen, and my core still pulsing with aftershocks from the relentless pounding.

Jeremy’s gaze snapped forward. His mouth parted, eyes wide, unable to look away, watching me turned toward Malik, utterly marked, utterly claimed, utterly his.

Malik’s hands gripped my hips, dragging me back into him again. The weight, the heat, the relentless thickness of him pressed into me, demanding, dominating.

And I moaned.

Because there was no denying it.

I was his.

And Jeremy…

Was nothing but a ruined spectator.

My knees buckled, threatening to give out under the weight of my overstimulated body, but Malik caught me. Hands firm at my hips, he guided me back down onto them with calculated force, tilting me just so. My thighs trembled, wet and glistening, my cunt still pulsing around nothing, but I obeyed instinctively.

I opened my mouth without a word, lips parting in anticipation.

Malik gripped himself—hard now, faster, slick shaft pulsing in my hands as I stroked him with care and worship. The mix of spit and my own slick made him shine, veins standing out, weight heavy and undeniable. Every move, every stroke, was deliberate. Every groan, every hiss of breath, was his claim on me. His eyes never left mine, black and predatory, watching every flutter of my lips, every quiver of my throat, every shiver that ran through my body as I took him.

Behind us, Jeremy sat frozen. Chest rising and falling in short, ragged bursts, lips trembling, eyes wide and glassy. He was destroyed, helpless, watching the woman he had married, the woman he had once claimed, worship another man with every ounce of devotion she could muster.

Malik glanced at him once. Cold. Calculated.

“This is how you keep her satisfied,” he said, voice low and unyielding, a statement that carried the weight of ownership and dominance.

Jeremy swallowed hard, throat tight, unable to respond. His hands rested uselessly on his thighs, cock limp and stained, proof of his ruined state.

I moaned around Malik, heat and hunger pulsing through every fiber of me, knowing exactly what he meant—and knowing exactly who was in control.

Because this wasn’t just about pleasure.

It was about possession.

And he had claimed me, utterly.

And then he came.

Thick, violent spurts of cum filled my mouth, slick and hot, splashing across my lips, sliding down my cheek, soaking my hair and clinging to my skin. My throat pulsed around him with every spurt, and I held him there, still and obedient, tasting it all—the salt, the heat, the overwhelming mark of him.

I didn’t move.

I didn’t blink.

I didn’t flinch.

My hands remained wrapped around the base of his cock, steadying him, worshiping him, as he emptied himself into me again and again. My lips were stretched, swollen, my jaw aching—but the ache only heightened the sensation, tied me tighter to him, deeper into the moment.

Behind us, Jeremy’s breath hitched. He shifted in his chair, body trembling, eyes wide and wet, overwhelmed by what he could see—and what he had been denied. Cock soft and stained, chest rising and falling in short, desperate gasps, he was ruined, a spectator to my complete surrender.

Malik groaned low, a sound that vibrated straight through me, and I let it wash over me, letting every inch of him fill my mouth, every motion, every pulse, claim me completely.

And I stayed there.

Because this was his.

All of me.

And Jeremy?

He was nothing but a witness.

Jeremy groaned—a quiet, broken sound, ragged and raw, his limp cock twitching once more in futile frustration. But he didn’t come. He couldn’t. His body was spent, trembling from overstimulation, empty and aching, every nerve overstretched by what he had just witnessed.

He sat there in silence, watching me kneeling, slick and painted with another man’s release, jaw still sore, lips swollen. My hair clung to my shoulders, my chest rising and falling with ragged breaths, body still humming with overstimulation—and his eyes followed every inch.

Shame and desire warred across his face, the lines of humiliation carved deep. His hands rested uselessly on his thighs, the dark stain on his pants a cruel reminder that he’d gotten nothing but a fleeting taste of what he could not have.

Malik exhaled, deep and satisfied—a low rumble of ownership.

He tucked himself away, letting the last slick drip slide down his thick, veined shaft before stepping back. Calm. Unhurried. Still dripping with my taste, still marked and marked me, but entirely in control.

Then he turned.

And walked past Jeremy.

Without a word.

No glance. No acknowledgment. Nothing but the silent assertion of power.

Jeremy flinched as Malik passed, chest tightening, eyes tracking the man who had just taken everything from him—even as his own wife had willingly given it. And I remained on my knees, still trembling, still slick, still mine and his, watching the subtle collapse in Jeremy’s body and realizing:

He was nothing here but a spectator.

And we—Malik and I—were everything.

I stayed on my knees, every muscle trembling, body slick with the evidence of the night’s chaos, yet charged with a strange, undeniable strength. I was wrecked, spent to the bone, every nerve alight, but in that vulnerability there was power. Power that came not from what had been done to me, but from what I had allowed—and from the way it had made me untouchable in that room.

I tilted my head back slightly, chest heaving, hair clinging damply to my neck, and let a slow, satisfied smile spread across my face. It wasn’t a smile of innocence or shyness. It was the smile of someone who knew the rules had changed, and who had emerged standing—strong, centered, and untethered—from the chaos.

Because in that room, only one of us had been fucked like we mattered.

The others—spent, fragile, impotent in their need—were shadows of desire and shame, spectators to the reclamation of my body, my agency, my fire. Their presence was heavy, but it only highlighted my control, my endurance, my capacity to own what had been given and taken.

I let my eyes roam the room, noting the tension, the broken awe, the quiet surrender in the faces around me. Every gaze, every breath, every twitch of hesitation affirmed it: I had not been used. I had been marked. I had mattered.

And for the first time, fully and utterly, I let myself enjoy the power that came with it—that intoxicating, shivering line between ruin and triumph, submission and sovereignty.

I was wrecked, yes—but I was also entirely untouchable.

__________________________________________________________________________

Malik dressed without a word.

No lingering touches. No whispered endearments. No drawn-out goodbye. He moved with the effortless confidence of a man who knew exactly what he had taken—and left behind.

Jeans. Pulled on. Shirt slung over broad shoulders. Gym bag tossed over one side. Each motion measured, controlled, precise, leaving nothing to chance.

I stayed on the floor, knees still trembling, body still humming, eyes tracking him as he moved. The faint sheen of sweat on his skin caught the light one last time, a reminder of everything he had left inside me—not just physically, but in the tension, the heat, the ownership that lingered.

He didn’t look back.

He didn’t need to.

And then the soft click of the door.

The storm was gone.

And the penthouse, once thrumming with heat, whispers, and chaos, fell into an almost eerie quiet. The air was still. Heavy. Warm. Thick with the aftermath, lingering like smoke long after fire has burned itself out.

I exhaled, slow and shuddering, letting the silence wash over me. I was alone—yet not entirely.

Because the mark of him—and the knowledge of what had happened—still clung to the room. And still clung to me.

I let myself smile, faint and knowing, savoring the quiet power, the ruin, the reclamation.

This wasn’t the end.

Not for me.

Not for any of us.

I lay there a while, letting the quiet settle over me.

Dazed. Glowing. Every inch of my skin still flushed and marked, alive with the memory of him, of the storm that had passed through the room. My body hummed—not just with exhaustion, but with something deeper, something that threaded satisfaction with power, vulnerability with control. Every breath reminded me that I had endured, that I had claimed my own pleasure even as others watched.

Eventually, I drew myself up, muscles trembling under the weight of still-raw limbs. Legs wobbly, knees weak, yet steady with intent, I padded back toward the living room. Each step was slow, deliberate, a small reminder that even in my spent state, I carried the ownership of what had just unfolded.

The air still held the echoes of the night—soft traces of heat, lingering tension, the faint, ghostly scent of bodies intertwined. The living room felt impossibly still, almost sacred, a witness to what had occurred.

And as I crossed the space, I couldn’t help but smile faintly, knowing the power and ruin that had been wrought—and the quiet, inevitable truth that the dynamics of the night had shifted forever.

Jeremy was already there, standing awkwardly near the window, shirt untucked, pants barely zipped. His face was still red, mouth twisted in a crooked little grin, eyes darting nervously like he wasn’t sure if he should laugh or hide.

“Honey… I thought you’d use a condom… or at least have him pull out,” he said, voice half-serious, half-panicked, like that was the only thing he could cling to after everything.

I blinked, then let out a breathless laugh. “Well… we can’t really plan these things,” I said, tilting my head, a grin spreading across my face. “Especially when we’re… you know, horny. Come on. It’s okay—we’ve got the after-pill, don’t we? I’ll take care of it.”

He hesitated a second, then a laugh broke through his tension. I laughed too. Really laughed. The kind of laughter that comes when you’ve both just watched yourselves from the outside, stunned, a little dazed, and entirely human.

The tension in the room softened, replaced by the warmth of shared relief—and the quiet, lingering bond that comes from surviving something wild together.

He reached for me.

We kissed, soft and slow, lips pressing together gently, lingering in a way that left no room for the chaos of before. His fingers brushed the sweat-matted strands from my face, tucking them behind my ear with a tenderness that made my chest ache. For a moment, there was no humiliation, no power games, no lingering tension—just us, suspended in the shock, the thrill, and the raw intensity of what had just happened.

Jeremy’s eyes searched mine, hesitant but curious, a little awe lingering in the way he looked at me.

“Was he… like, god-level?” he asked, voice quiet, almost sheepish.

I smirked, letting a little laugh escape me, the sound soft and light after everything. “You can say that,” I said, leaning back just slightly to look at him fully. “It was… awesome. Never felt this good.”

His lips curved into a small, relieved smile. He brushed my arm with the back of his hand, a simple, grounding touch. And for the first time since the night began, the tension in the room softened entirely, leaving just us—laughing quietly, breathless, and still buzzing from the storm we’d weathered together.

He could see it immediately—the way my skin glowed, flushed and warm, eyes sparkling with that wild, untamed post-fuck radiance. My hair clung in damp strands to my neck and shoulders, and there was a subtle sheen over my skin that caught the light just so.

I reached out and stroked his arm gently, fingertips tracing the line of his muscle, letting him feel the warmth still buzzing through me. I leaned close, voice teasing but soft, and whispered, “Can we do this again, love?”

He didn’t answer right away. His lips pressed into a tight line, eyes darkening as he took me in—the flushed cheeks, the swollen lips, the way my chest still rose with ragged breaths.

But he didn’t have to speak.

Because his hand found mine, fingers curling around mine in a quiet squeeze. His body leaned closer, heat pressing against me as his chest brushed mine. The slow exhale that left him was enough to say it all.

And I knew.

He felt it too—the pull, the rush, the hunger that lingered even after the storm. And in that silent exchange, filled with mutual understanding and playful desire, words were unnecessary.

I let a satisfied smile spread across my face and tilted my head toward him, teasingly, because we both knew this wasn’t over.

I lingered by his side, my hand brushing along him as he slept, feeling the subtle warmth and quiet tension that remained even though his body was spent. His chest rose and fell in steady rhythm, yet I could sense the faint pulse of desire still simmering beneath the surface—he was hungry, even if he couldn’t rise to meet it again. It made my skin tingle, knowing he wanted me, even in this exhausted, post-storm state.

For a brief second, my mind wandered to Malik, imagining how he would have taken me again without hesitation, and the thought sent a shiver down my spine. But then I focused back on my husband—on the quiet intimacy of this room, the stillness, the way his hand had twitched as he fell asleep, unaware that I was indulging my own lingering need.

I let myself relax fully, leaning into the sensations that remained, exploring my own body, letting the warmth and tension that had built up over the night guide me. The release came quietly but completely, leaving me trembling, soft, and utterly content.

And then I settled back against him, watching his chest rise and fall, the room quiet and warm around us, savoring the quiet aftermath of desire—the messy, beautiful, human aftermath that belonged only to us.

You never forget your first bull.

Not really.

Not if he was good, so damn good that it makes you cunt twitch as the very thought. 
Not if you tasted him. Not if he changed your body.
Not if your husband watched him make you a different woman.

And especially not if he vanished without a trace after marking you forever.

That’s what Malik did to us.

Or whatever his real name was.

Because looking back, I’m not sure “Malik” was even his name.
I’m not sure he was even Muslim, like he claimed.
He wasn’t circumcised — I realized that the second time he fucked me, as I ran my tongue along the ridge of his shaft and felt that soft hood stretch and tighten over the biggest cock I had ever taken in my life.

That cock wasn’t just big.
It wasn’t just thick.
It belonged to someone who knew how to use it.

And somehow — maybe without meaning to — he turned me into something I can’t undo.

A slut.

Not the playful kind. Not the “oops I cheated” kind.

But the kind of woman who knows what she wants now.
Who can’t fake it with her husband anymore.
Who’s tasted her own insides around another man’s dick.
Who hears the word “bull” and gets wet.

And not just any bull. I mean Black bulls.

Malik — or whatever his real name was — changed my body.
Changed my marriage.
Changed me.

And then he disappeared.



We tried everything to find him.
I did. My husband did.
At first, it was just casual. We figured he was busy. Maybe travelling. Maybe laying low.

But after a few weeks, I knew.
He was gone.

We tried everything to find him.
I did. My husband did.
At first, we thought he was just taking space—maybe busy, maybe laying low.
But then his profile disappeared from the kink site altogether. Deleted. Vanished.
We even contacted customer service—twice—but got nothing back.
No record. No explanation. Just silence.
Out of desperation, we scoured social media, looking for breadcrumbs. A username match. A photo. A voice.
Nothing.
I even convinced my husband to hire a part-time hacker—just to trace IPs, maybe cross-reference logins.
Still no clue.
No trace. No trail.
Malik wasn’t just gone.
He’d erased himself.

The last WhatsApp message from him had two blue ticks — he read it — but never replied.
He didn’t even block us.
He just… vanished.

No “take care.” No “thanks for the pussy.”
Not even a goodbye.

It started to sting.

And not because I missed him.
But because I missed the way he made me feel.
I missed being used.
I missed that raw grip on my hips.
The way he held me like I wasn’t someone’s wife — but someone’s possession.
I missed the sound I made when I took him the first time, when my pussy stretched and my mouth begged even when my eyes said “no.”

And most of all — I missed the slut I had become in front of my husband.

The moaning mess.
The woman who didn’t care if her husband cried.
The wife who licked cum off another man’s cock while her husband knelt and watched.

That woman was me.
But she only came alive with Malik.

And now he was gone.



Weeks passed.
I tried to forget.
Tried to go back to being normal.
Tried to pretend I could close my legs and settle.
But every night, I’d turn on my side and feel that ache — that space inside me that needed to be filled again.
And most nights, I’d masturbate to the thoughts.
To the memory of him.

Not out of love. Not even out of missing him.
But because my body remembered the way it felt to be used.
The stretch. The sounds. The weight of him inside me, dragging out every moan I didn’t know I could make.
And every morning, I’d catch my husband looking at me differently.
Because he knew.
He could feel it.
That I was still hungry.

Of course, I didn’t wear a T-shirt saying I was fishing for big black cocks. 
There was nothing obvious on my face—at least not for the outside world.
But my husband read me correctly.
He always could.
He saw the way I carried myself afterward. The glow. The ache. The distraction in my eyes when I stared too long at nothing. 
And the way I’d get wet just scrolling, pretending I wasn’t already hunting for my next fix.

One night, we were watching a high-quality 4K video on our 85-inch screen—me on the couch, legs parted, fingers circling my clit, while my husband slowly stroked his cock beside me.
The moans from the screen echoed through the room, syncing with mine in waves.
At one point, I leaned forward, eyes fixed on the screen, and muttered—half to myself, half to him:
“His cock is just like Malik’s… but Malik’s was fatter at the shaft.”

My husband didn’t say a word.
Just stroked a little faster.

He knew I was restless.
He knew something had awakened.
And it wasn’t going back to sleep.

One night, he came to bed late.
I was lying on my stomach, scrolling mindlessly.
He climbed in beside me and whispered, “I was watching a guy on OnlyFans…”

I didn’t reply.
He kept going.

“He’s this… Black guy. Big dick. Long videos. He does cuck content.”
He paused.
Then added: “You should contact him. Check out his OF page.”

I turned slowly.

“What?”

He swallowed.

“I just thought… if Malik’s gone… maybe someone else can take over. Maybe it wasn’t about him. Maybe it was about the cock. The energy. The way you changed.”

I stared.

And then I smiled.

Because he was right.
It wasn’t about Malik.
Not anymore.



It was about what he unlocked.

The part of me that isn’t shy anymore.
The part of me that knows I don’t need to flirt to get fucked.
The part of me that bends over and offers, without a word.
The part of me that looks into my husband’s eyes while getting destroyed.

That part of me is still alive.
Hungry.
Soaking.
Twitching for more.

And she doesn’t want small talk.
She doesn’t want wine and candlelight.
She wants black cock.
Thick.
Heavy.
Unapologetic.

She wants to moan like she’s possessed.
She wants to drench hotel sheets with another man’s cum.
She wants to stretch wide and take everything.
She wants to look into her husband’s eyes while her pussy pulses around a stranger.

That’s who I am now.

Malik didn’t just fuck me.
He converted me.





And now?
We’re looking again.
We made a new profile on OnlyFans. Revisited the kink site.
Filtered harder this time.
Only the ones who were real.
Only the ones with size. With energy. With dominance.

I started messaging bulls.
And yes — I contacted the one my husband had mentioned.
He was a high-priced one bull. Famous in hotwife lifestyle. Polished, professional. His videos had gone viral. His dick… unforgettable.
He came with a fat price.
And a fat cock.
My husband was willing to pay.
Said it would be worth it. Said it would be for us.
But I stopped him.
I insisted I’d pay.
Because this wasn’t about us anymore.
It was about me.
About what I craved.
About what I’d been converted into.

To be honest, I’m not sure even this famous bull can match the raw magnetism Malik possessed.
There was something in him—something primal, hungry, uncoached.
He didn’t ask for permission.
He didn’t play by scripts.
He just took.

But I silenced those thoughts.
Because Malik—whoever he was—had already done what he came to do.
He’d opened the door.
Shoved me through it.
And now, there was no turning around.

Because once you go Black…
You can’t go back.

___________________________________________________________________________
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Book 2 begins

Taken by Her Gym Trainer



It started after my second baby.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was… hard to ignore.

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

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

So did I.

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

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

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

He just… watched me back.

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

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

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

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

And it wasn’t just me.

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

I wondered how he handled all of it.

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

How many times he left the gym hard and unsatisfied.

How badly that cock needed relief.

And somewhere in all that wondering...

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

I started showing up early to our sessions.

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

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

To watch him.

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

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

Which made every small touch feel like permission.

And they loved it.

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

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

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

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

And Jamal?

He didn’t say no.

He didn’t say anything.

He just helped.

Steady hands. Deep voice. No expression.

But I knew.

I knew he saw the way they looked at him.

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

And yeah—some of the guys looked too.

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

Jamal ignored them all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He raised an eyebrow. “That Jamal guy?”

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

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

I chuckled. “You want the honest list?”

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

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

He laughed. “Slacks?”

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

I paused.

My husband leaned in. “Go on.”

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

He exhaled softly. “Big?”

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

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

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

“Oh yeah?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His hand froze. “Say that again?”

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

I looked down.

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

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

He nodded, breath caught in his throat.

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

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

I was soaked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then I moved.

Slow. Tight. Wet.

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

We were Claire and Jamal.

And nothing felt forbidden.

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

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

“Jamal.”

The name tasted hot and dangerous on my tongue.

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

I wasn’t just pretending anymore.

I was there.

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

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

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

“No,” I moaned. “He doesn’t need to.”

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

My husband groaned, thrusting up into me now.

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

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

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

His hands tightened.

“You want him to own your cunt?”

“I want him to wreck it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I came with him.

Twitching. Crying out.

“Jamal…”

The name left my mouth again.

And this time, my husband didn’t flinch.

He just kissed my hip.

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

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

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

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

And then I did it.

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

He winced. Then chuckled.

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

He nodded. “Sensitive.”

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

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

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

“Would you like to watch us?”

His breath caught.

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

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

He exhaled sharply. “Claire…”

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

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

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

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

“Let’s see where it goes.”


The gym was silent.

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

But not his.

Jamal was still here.
And so was I.

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

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

That was my cue.

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

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

And honestly?

I didn’t care.

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

The moment I entered, the air shifted.

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

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

Then I heard it—deeper inside.

The steady rhythm of water hitting skin.

I walked toward it. Slowly.

And then I saw him.

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

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

His presence filled the stall like heat.

I didn't speak.

I let my towel slip. Silently. Softly.

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

He didn't turn right away.

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

He didn’t cover himself.

Didn’t flinch. Didn’t move.

He just watched.

And I watched him.

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

It made my mouth dry.

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

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

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

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

Didn’t look confused.

Didn’t seem surprised.

Just... aware.

Fully.

Present.

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

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

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

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

Even at ease, he seemed like too much.

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

I swallowed, slowly.

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

I murmured, “You always help me stretch.”

He didn’t reply.

Didn’t have to.

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

I took a half-step into his stall.

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

The air between us pulsed.

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

I looked up again.

“Can I return the favor?”

He didn’t answer.

But he didn’t back away.

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

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

So I moved in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

To the curve of his ass.

I paused.

And then I cupped it—both hands. Slowly.

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

He exhaled.

Not a moan.

Not a breathless gasp.

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

He didn’t move.

He let me hold him.

And that felt like the real permission.

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

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

And I felt it—him—responding.

Not with words.

With stillness.

With breath.

With heat.

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

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

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

And then I looked down.

His cock was growing.

Still low. But rising. Filling. Thickening.

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

Still... I didn’t touch.

Not yet.

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

He was watching me.

So I looked up.

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

“Let me enjoy you.”

He didn’t say yes.

But his body didn’t move away.

And that was more than enough.

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

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

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

I reached for it.

Slow.

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

He didn’t stop me.

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

Fuck.

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

I looked up at him once.

He was watching me.

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

I looked down again.

And stroked.

Once. Slowly.

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

It twitched in my hand. Just slightly.

And I smiled.

I did it again.

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

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

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

He let out a soft exhale.

Still no words.

But his cock told me everything.

It was stiffening.

Filling my palm. Gaining weight. Gaining heat.

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

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

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

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

Instead, I stroked him again.

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

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

He was massive.

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

I stepped closer.

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

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

I didn’t say anything more.

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

My breath hit the head of his cock.

And I stayed there.

Just a second.

So close.

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

Then I let my lips part—

And kissed the tip.

Just once.

Wet. Warm. Slow.

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

Just that.

A moment of contact.

Of heat. Of weight.

Of surrender.

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

I wanted this to last.

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

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

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

Just the tip.

But it was enough.

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

He tasted clean. Skin. Water. Salt.

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

I looked up.

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

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

I liked that.

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

Another inch.

Then another.

The stretch was intense.

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

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

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

This time deeper.

Slower.

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

And he groaned.

Finally.

Low. Deep. From his chest.

He still didn’t speak.

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

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

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

“Tell me how long it’s been.”

His eyes burned.

But he didn’t answer.

So I kissed the head again, and said softly,

“Then let me make up for it.”

And I opened wider.

And went back down.

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

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

And in front of me—

That cock.

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

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

But now?

Now I wanted to go deeper.

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

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

I looked up once.

Just to see if he was ready.

And then I opened my mouth again.

Wider.

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

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

I felt the pressure build.

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

I pushed lower.

He hit the back of my throat.

I paused.

Breathed through my nose.

Slid back a little.

And then tried again.

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

I gagged softly.

Not harshly.

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

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

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

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

And then I let my head move.

Back. Down. Back. Down.

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

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

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

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

He was starting to fuck my mouth.

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

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

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

All of it.

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

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

His mouth was open now.

His abs were tight.

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

“Use my mouth, Jamal.”

And he did.

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

He froze.

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

And whispered:

“Again.”

His cock pulsed in my fist, thick and drenched.

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

And I didn’t care.

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

Jamal still hadn’t spoken.

But his body had.

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

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

Then I leaned back in.

Took him into my mouth again.

And didn’t stop.

This time there was no pause.

No warmup.

Just intent.

I wanted to finish him.

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

His breath grew ragged.

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

And I let him.

I let him fuck my mouth.

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

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

His abs clenched.

His cock twitched hard.

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

He came.

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

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

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

He kept his hand in my hair.

Held me there.

Let me drink.

Let me take all of him.

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

And I smiled.

“Been holding that in?”

He let out a breath.

A slow, low laugh.

And nodded.

Once.

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

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

Then I stood.

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

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

“Now that’s some delicious protein.”

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

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

I didn’t move away.

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

I pressed closer and added, softer now—

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

His hands finally moved.

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

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

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

I’d already said it for both of us.

“Now it’s my turn.”

He lifted me without effort.

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

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

His eyes dropped.

Finally.

He looked at me.

Really looked.

Between my legs.

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

And then he dropped to his knees.

Just like I had.

No hesitation. No bravado.

Just a man hungry.

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

Each kiss made me twitch.

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

“Jamal…”

He didn’t respond.

He just opened me with his thumbs, leaned in—

And licked.

Long. Flat. Upward.

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

He licked again.

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

Pressed.

Circled.

Then pulled back.

Only to do it again.

And again.

He was patient. Devastatingly patient.

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

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

I was soaked.

And he drank me.

Like this wasn’t a favor.

Like this was his.

His to taste.

His to explore.

His to consume.

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

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

And he didn’t.

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

Until I broke.

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

“Jamal—oh my God— Jamal—”

He held me through it.

Every wave.

Never rushing. Never pulling away.

He licked until I stopped shaking.

Then kissed the inside of my thigh again.

Soft.

Tender.

Knowing.

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

He was looking up at me.

Eyes dark.

Mouth glistening.

And for the first time…

He smiled.

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

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

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

“You need a shower too.”

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

But then he stepped closer.

Hands on my waist. Turning me gently.

Positioning me.

Not away.

Forward.

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

He was behind me again.

And I felt his eyes.

All over me.

Especially on my ass.

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

“I love your arse,” he murmured.

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

I smiled, my cheek against the wall.

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

I heard the breath catch in his throat.

Then his voice—rougher this time:

“Let me taste it.”

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

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

I held my breath.

The first touch was just a kiss.

Right at the base of my spine.

Then lower.

Lower.

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

My whole body jolted.

He didn't rush.

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

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

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

And then he ate me.

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

He moaned into my ass.
Like he was feeding.

And I couldn’t hold still.

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

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

My eyes rolled back.

I was gasping now.

“Oh God—Jamal— fuck, don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

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

Hard.

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

My knees almost buckled.

I sagged against the tile, trembling.

And he stayed there.

Licking me through it.

Soft now. Gentle.

The water hissed softly behind us.

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

I was still breathing hard.

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

He stood there, watching me.

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

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

His cock hung between us, no longer soft.

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

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

I reached for it.

Gently.

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

I looked up.

“Still hungry?” I whispered.

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

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

And then—

He pushed in.

One slow, brutal thrust.

Thick. Deep. Raw.

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

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

And then I started moaning.

“Yes… yes… yes…”

The word tumbled out of me with every stroke.

“Yes… yes—fuck—yes…”

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

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

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

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

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

And I was loud now.

Too loud.

But I didn’t care.

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

“Don’t cum inside me…”

He didn’t answer.

Didn’t pause.

Just grunted and fucked me harder.

And in that moment, I stopped caring too.

I was too far gone.

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

I was trembling again.

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

He thrust faster.

He buried his face in my neck, growling low.

And then—suddenly—he pulled out.

Just in time.

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

He came.

Hot, thick ropes splashed across my skin.

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

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

He groaned against my shoulder, mouth open, panting.

And I held him.

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

The water washed it slowly away.

But the heat between us stayed.

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

“Hope not a word goes out,”

And for the first time that night—

He smirked.

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

That was all I got.

And honestly? It was more than enough.

We didn’t say a word for a while.

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

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

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

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

He grabbed one too.

No words exchanged. Just motion.

Steam still lingered between us.

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

I caught him watching.

His eyes on my skin.

On the towel.

On where he’d left himself.

I didn’t rush.

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

Just lightly.

But he flinched—a breath, a twitch.

Still sensitive.

Still powerful.

I didn’t say sorry.

I just smirked.

We dressed in silence.

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

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

“By the way… my husband knows.”

That got his attention.

He froze for a second. “What?”

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

He blinked.

Then: “And he’s okay with that?”

I grinned.

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

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

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

I raised an eyebrow.

He shrugged. “She wouldn’t get it.”

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

“You’ll figure it out.”

And I winked.

Not rushed. Not flirty.
Just… in control.

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

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

I smiled.

“See you next week, Coach.”

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

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

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

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

"You look different," he said.

I smiled. "Do I?"

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

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

“What was it then?”

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

“Fulfillment.”

He swallowed. His breath shifted. His voice dropped.

“So… you really did it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded, already stroking himself under the blanket.

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

He inhaled sharply.

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

His hand moved faster. I watched his breath stutter.

“Then what?”

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

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

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

“F-fuck…”

“But that was just the beginning.”

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

I leaned in. “Then he ate me.”

“What?”

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

He moaned. Loud.

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

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

My husband’s cock twitched in my fist.

“You let him rim you?” he gasped.

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

“Jesus…”

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

He froze.

I kissed his jaw.

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

“Inside?” he asked, voice breaking.

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

His cock jerked in my grip.

I smiled. “You like hearing that?”

He nodded, panting.

“You want to know how it looked?”

“God, yes.”

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

He was shaking now. Eyes wild.

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

He whimpered. “You did. You do.”

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

He came.

Hard.

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

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

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

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

He laughed weakly.

“You’re cruel.”

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

He nodded.

Still breathing hard.

Still hardening again under my palm.

I kissed his ear one last time.

“And next time… I want you to watch.”

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

It was casual. 

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

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

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

He didn’t look up. “Little bit.”

“You’ll be fine. He’s... nice.”

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

I grinned. “Guilty.”

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

And there he was.

Jamal.

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks for coming,” I said.

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

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

“This is my husband.”

They shook hands.

Strong grips. Eye contact. A slow nod.

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

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

We talked.

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

My husband asked a few quiet questions.

“You do a lot of private training?”

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

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

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

I blushed. And my husband saw it.

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

Jamal noticed. His lips curled.

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

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

“And?”

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

Jamal chuckled. “Sounds healthy.”

I grinned between them. “It is.”

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

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

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

I nearly choked on my drink.

Jamal didn’t flinch. Just smirked.

“We did.”

My husband nodded. “Nice.”

There was a brief pause.

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

Then Jamal said it, low and simple.

“Can’t wait to do it again.”

This time, I answered.

“Maybe not in the shower.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jamal let out a quiet laugh. “Touché.”

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

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

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

We all smiled.

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

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

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

We planned it for next week.

That’s what I told them both. Separately.

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

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

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

And Jamal?

I told him after a workout.

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

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

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

But the real story started before that.

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

I’d been withholding.

I Pulled Back – From Both of Them

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

I didn’t flirt. I didn’t linger.

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

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

And I could feel his frustration.

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

He wanted me.

And I was letting that want boil.

Same at home.

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

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

“For him?” he asked.

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

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

I wanted to starve them both.

I wanted their hunger.

I wanted to feed it.



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

Just a simple line:

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

He replied:

“What time?”

That was it.

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

And I spent that evening preparing.

Not with lingerie.

With food.

I cooked.

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

I lit a candle. Just one.

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

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

My husband came home early that night.

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

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

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

“You’re not touching me tonight.”

He was already hard. I felt it.

I kissed the base of his spine.

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

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

“I am.”

“Here. In our home.”

“In our bed,” I said.

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

I kissed him once on the mouth.

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

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

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

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

And there he was.

Jamal.

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

Just him.

He looked me over once.

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

“Come in,” I said, stepping back.

He did.

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

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

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

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

No one spoke.

I stepped into the space between them.

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

Jamal stood to my right.

My husband sat to my left.

I was the center. The bridge. The reason.

I turned to my husband first.

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

He nodded, visibly swallowing.

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

He groaned, softly. But he nodded again.

Then I turned to Jamal.

We didn’t need rules.

He already knew.

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

“You hungry?” I asked him.

He raised one brow. “For food?”

I smiled. “No.”

He stepped closer.

I didn’t touch him.

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

No bra.

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

Jamal’s jaw didn’t move.

He just stared for a long, full second.

Then he pulled off his tee too.

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

He was watching.

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

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

My husband blinked. Swallowed again.

I turned to Jamal.

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

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

And now... he was naked again.

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

He was here.

In my home.

In my bedroom.

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

I let my eyes trace him slowly.

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

God.

There it was.

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

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

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

It had history with my body.

And now it had permission.

I reached out without a word.

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

He was warm. Firm already, under the softness.

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

He was watching.

Wide-eyed. Silent.

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

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

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

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

He didn’t speak.

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

I turned back to my husband.

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

“He hasn’t even touched me yet.”

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

I felt it instantly.

The damp spot.

The soaked patch.

The need.

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

And I smiled.

“And I’m already wet.”

I held his cock in both hands now.

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

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

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

He nodded, eyes locked to my hands.

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

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

He twitched in my hand.

I smiled. Looked at my husband again.

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

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

Then I opened my mouth.

And took him in.

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

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

Jamal didn’t move.

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

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

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

I looked at my husband while I said that.

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

Good.

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

I turned back to Jamal and pushed forward again.

Deeper this time.

Took more.

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

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

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

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

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

I was on all fours now.

Like I belonged there.

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

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

He moaned.

I sucked harder.

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

And I did.

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

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

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

He grunted. Fisting his cock now. Faster.

I shook my head. “Not yet.”

And I opened wide.

And went back down.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My husband was barely breathing.

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

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

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

“Open,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We held there, all three of us.

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

The room was still. But not calm.

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

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

And now he’d tasted it.

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

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

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

Then I pulled back. Breath short. Body humming.

And I turned to my husband.

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

“Come here,” I said.

He didn’t move.

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

He scrambled like it was instinct.

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

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

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

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

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

“Wait.”

I turned around.

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

“You want it?”

He nodded.

“Then lie down.”

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

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

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

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

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

I sank down.

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

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

I exhaled.

And reached forward.

To Jamal.

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

I extended a hand.

He stepped closer.

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

“You’re not done,” I whispered.

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

He twitched.

Started to swell again.

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

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

My husband moaned into my cunt.

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

I dipped lower.

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

I felt everything.

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

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

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

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

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

He moaned in reply.

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

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

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

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

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

Loud.

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

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

And I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

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

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

But I wasn’t done.

And neither were they.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Enough.

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

Both men were watching.

But only one was invited to touch.

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

“Come here,” I said softly.

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

I looked down at it, then back at him.

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

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

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

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

My jaw clenched.

My hand gripped the sheets.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

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

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

Jamal sank deeper — another inch. Then more.

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

He was all the way in.

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

Then he moved.

Long, deep strokes. Slow, steady pressure.

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

He didn’t fuck me hard. Not yet.

He fucked me like he’d earned it.

Like he wanted me to feel every part of him.

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

He was transfixed.

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

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

He nodded, breath shaking.

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

I moaned.

Not for effect.

From reflex.

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

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

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

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

And I was.

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

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

Then harder.

My back arched.

My legs locked around his waist.

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

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

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

I was wrecked.

Open.

Sticky.

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

And I looked at my husband.

He was still hard.

Still watching.

Still waiting.

I smiled.

“You’re not done,” I said.

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

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

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

I rolled slowly onto my stomach.

Not to hide.

To offer.

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

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

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

No game. No challenge. Just clarity.

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

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

He grunted softly.

“You’re still dripping,” he murmured.

“I know,” I said. “Push it back in.”

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

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

The first nudge was already too much.

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

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

My elbows bent. My hands curled into the sheets.

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

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

Jamal started to move.

Not fast.

Just steady.

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

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

Hands on my hips now.

Thumbs gripping the dimples at my lower back.

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

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

He did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He did.

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

And then I broke again.

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

I cried out.

Louder this time.

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

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

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

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

“Pull out,” I gasped instinctively.

He barely made it.

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

I felt the first streak hit my lower back.

The second landed near my hip.

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

I stayed still.

Let it sit.

Let him finish.

Let it stay.

And then I turned my head to my husband.

He was shaking.

Breathless.

Still holding himself.

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

I didn’t move.

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

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

But I didn’t look at him.

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

His eyes met mine.

Red. Wet. Wanting.

He hadn’t touched me all night.

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

I lifted a brow. Not mocking. Just inviting.

“You’re not done,” I said again.

He stood.

Slowly.

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

To serve.

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

He knelt behind me.

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

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

I smiled. “Never better.”

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

First the lower back. Then the hip.

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

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

“I watched the whole thing,” he said.

“I know.”

“I’ve never seen you… like that.”

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

He swallowed. “Both.”

The towel moved between my cheeks, gently.

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

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

He exhaled through his nose.

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

One soft press of his lips.

And I melted.

Jamal was still hard.

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

He didn’t need to say anything.

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

“Come here.”

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

He was already on our couch.

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

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

I did.

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

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

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

God, his ass.

Solid, round, powerful.

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

And then—

Schlk—

He pushed back into me.

Not careful this time.

Not polite.

Just deep.

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

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

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

He began to move.

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

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

Behind him… I saw my husband move.

He stepped up behind the couch.

Right above us.

He was looking down.

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

I smiled up at Jamal.

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

“You watching this, baby?”

No answer — just his breath.

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

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

Jamal grunted — and started to fuck harder.

The rhythm shifted.

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

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

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

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

From above, he’d see it all:

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


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

I couldn’t stop moaning.

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

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

I nodded, breathless. “I still do.”

He shifted — angled deeper — and I broke again.

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

This one wasn’t loud.

It was desperate.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He came inside. Fully.

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

We didn’t move for a long second.

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

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

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

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

He made a sound. A broken one.

I smiled.

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

Jamal pulled out slowly.

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

My pussy was ruined.

And it felt perfect.

From above, my husband still hadn’t moved.

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

“He came inside me,” I said softly.

My husband swallowed hard.

His voice cracked.

“I saw.”

Then a pause — raw, real — and quieter:

“Did he really?”

I nodded, breath still shaking.

“Every drop.”

His eyes darkened. His cock twitched.

And then I smiled, slow and sultry.

“I could have his babies now.”

That broke him.

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

Before he could speak, I added quickly:

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

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

“I was just… too horny to say no.”

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

So I made the choice for him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He moved slowly.

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

“Fuck,” he whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Use your tongue,” I whispered.

He froze.

Then obeyed.

His lips brushed my inner thigh first, almost reverent.

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

Jamal watched.

Smirking slightly.

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

My husband didn’t stop licking.

Didn’t look up.

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

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

He was still licking.

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

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

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

I whimpered. My breath hitched.

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

My orgasm hit hard.

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

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

“Enough,” I gasped, breathless, wrecked.

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

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

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

I kissed his forehead.

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

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

I met him halfway.

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

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

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

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

I exhaled, eyes half-lidded, lips tingling.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He looked at me, breath shaky.

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

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

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

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

He blinked. “What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded, lips slightly parted.

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

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

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

But then I reached out again.

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

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

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

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

It didn’t take long.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Calm. Steady. Present.

Our eyes met.

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

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

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

I tilted my chin up to meet him.

“Come here,” I murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You too,” I said softly.

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

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

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

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

Just truth.

And they both heard it. Felt it.

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

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

No jealousy.
No shame.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed — loose, light, floating.

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

I caught Jamal glancing too.

Down at his own lap.

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

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

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

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

“Think you have anything left for her?”

His eyes gleamed.

“Not after what I gave you.”

That made my cheeks flush. My pussy pulsed.

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

But I felt him pulling back into himself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then he was gone.

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

My husband looked at me.

“You fed him well,” he said.

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

“I always do. You know me.”



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

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

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

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

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

“You okay?” I murmured against his neck.

He kissed my forehead. “I think so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

When he kissed me there — slow, soft — I exhaled everything.

A mess.
A gift.
A marriage.

The days that followed felt different. Sharper. Hotter. More mine.
I woke earlier. Walked taller. Moved through each day with something molten simmering under my skin.

At the gym, I wasn’t just working out anymore. I was being shaped.
Jamal took control. Adjusted my form. Pushed my pace. Corrected everything — how I squatted, how I breathed, even how I walked.

“Shoulders back. Ass out. You’re not hiding that body anymore,” he said one evening, guiding me through slow, deep hip thrusts.

And God, the results.

Waist tapered. Ass lifted. Thighs stronger, tighter.
And the bounce — it was back. Men noticed.
So did my husband.

But it wasn’t just fitness. It was the way I moved now.
More swing. More curve. More scent.

Part of it was my discipline — built in me by my trainer.
My desire to become the best version of myself.
Pushing through sweat.
Getting my form right.
Dialing into each rep with the kind of charged focus that left my body trembling by the end of every session.

Part of it was protein, sure — better meals, cleaner habits.
But some of it?
Some of it came hot from Jamal’s balls.

Thick. Warm. Rich with testosterone.
Not powdered. Not processed. Just fresh and real.
Delivered to my mouth.
Or my stomach.
Or soaked deep inside me, right where it changed how I carried myself.

And honestly?
I was more energized after swallowing him than any whey shake on the market.

Jamal had always loved my ass.
He adjusted my deadlifts just to watch it rise.
Made me hold my glute bridges longer — not for form, but for his view.

But now?
Now it was lifted, sculpted, impossible to ignore.
He could cancel his girlfriend’s calls for this butt.

And honestly?
He often did.

Like that one night.

I’d arrived at 8.
My high-waisted gray leggings clung like skin — damp between my cheeks, stretched tight over sore thighs.
The sweat had already darkened the fabric — deeper down the crack, lower where it hugged behind my knees.
My ass looked obscene.
Round, high, womanly and heavy from squats.

It didn’t just bounce. It jiggled.
Slow. Intentional.
And in front — the fabric pressed tight between my lips, giving just enough of a camel toe to make anyone stare twice.
Even on the leg press, my buttocks spread wide and soft against the seat — a full, shameless display.
I was feeding my trainer a full view.
And giving the rest of the gym something to jerk off to later.

The gym had cleared out by 9. Most nights it did.
But Jamal stayed behind — said he was locking up, wiping benches, resetting weights.
But we both knew he stayed because I was still there.
Sweaty. Hungry. Open.

He didn’t even undress me fully.
He pulled me into the back shower stall.

No rush.
No talking.
Just steam.
Just the hiss of water.

And then — the weight of him pressing me to the cold tile.
A slow, perfect fuck.

My leggings were still on — bunched around my thighs, waistband stretched just under my ass.
My sports bra damp. Clinging.
He didn’t bother peeling it off. Just reached under the hem, slid his hand inside, and folded my breast in his palm — heavy, sweaty, aching.
His fingers tightened as he slid into me from behind.

His cock moved like it had been waiting all day.
Like it belonged there.
Long strokes.
Deep rhythm.

Like he wasn’t in a hurry — because he knew I’d take every inch.

One hand gripped my ass, steadying me with each thrust — like he knew exactly what he was holding.
And I did.

My moans were low. Throaty.
His hands firm on my hips. His breath hot at the back of my neck.
The whole gym was empty.
Only the echo of skin on skin,
And the soft, filthy sound of me being used just right.

And then… like nothing.
Jamal pulled out slow, his cock thick and still hard, twitching in his hand.
He grunted as he came — thick ropes of cum splattering across my right ass cheek.
Dollops of it, warm and sticky, painted across the curve of my ass.
It dripped down my thigh, pooling against the fabric of my leggings.
Each drop lingered on my skin, leaving a trail that felt almost alive.

He wiped his cock with a gym towel, taking a breath like nothing happened.
His phone buzzed.
His girlfriend.
He answered without hesitation. Voice smooth, steady.
“Yeah babe… just locking up.”

Meanwhile, I stepped back, thighs slick, pussy still loose, my breast tingling where he’d gripped it under my top.
I walked across the quiet gym, hips sore, pulse steady.
The cum still warm on my skin, sliding down my legs in thick, dripping trails.

I found my phone near the front desk, texting my husband:
“Order something? I’m on my way.”

I wiped myself clean with a paper towel, swiping it between my ass cheeks and along my thighs, making sure every trace of him was gone.
I pulled my leggings back up, the waistband digging into my skin as I straightened myself.

With one last glance in the mirror, I walked out, hoodie back on, phone tucked in my bag.
Still dripping. Still glowing.

You’d never guess what just happened.
From the outside, I looked like any woman leaving after a solid late-night workout.
Tired. Composed. Slightly flushed.
Nothing out of place. Nothing suspicious.
No one heard it. No one saw it.
No one would ever guess what we were really up to.

In fact, if you asked around, most would say I was there, but irrelevant.
Not the kind of woman who’d mix in with the 20-somethings, snapping Insta selfies after every set.
Not the type to stir anything up, but the kind who turned heads — without even trying.
Still reserved.

Married. Disciplined. Quiet. Boring.

Always focused. Always stretching. Never flirting.

Someone with a decent set of tits and a big, shapely ass — a good visual distraction for the boys, but that’s about it.

The big girl with a family who acted too focused to be approached — even though deep down, the guys probably knew I could give their balls a run for their sperm.

Bottom line, I presented myself as a boring lady, not the kind people would be interested in pursuing. Least of all my trainer.

But behind locked doors and beneath sweat-soaked leggings,
we’d built something filthier than gossip could ever touch.

Those people? The gym rats and workout bunnies?
They never saw the way his fingers curled around my waist during hip thrusts.
They never smelled the slick heat between my thighs after leg day.

Never tasted what their able trainer released inside me — thick, warm, unfiltered.
They’d never guess how obsessed Jamal is with my glutes — or what’s tucked between them.




And even less… how obsessed I am with his ass.
That thick, muscular build.
That deep, black, wrinkled hole — the one I’ve tongued with abandon, savoring the taste of him after taking his cum, my face buried in him while he groaned like he was the one being ruined.
Because sometimes, he is.

The way I devour him, the way I feel him shiver when my lips press against that tight, inviting star-shaped hole.
I fuck his ass with my tongue like it’s the last thing I’ll ever taste — slow, deliberate, pushing deeper, making him lose control.
His grip tightens on my hair, pulling me in like he wants more, needs more.
And god, I give it to him.

Once, I heard a 24-year-old Letitia gushing to her friend near the water cooler about how Jamal has a sexy ass.
I almost laughed.
I wish I could tell her…
How that ass isn’t just something you admire from afar.
It’s not just for the gym.
It’s something to truly appreciate up close.
Something to worship.

I wanted to tell her — to run up, pull his slacks down, and really look at it.
Feel how tight, how full and muscular, how inviting it is. So manly. 
How it feels when it’s pressed against my mouth.
The way it clenches when I dive in.

How it contrasts and complements my own big, fleshy ass — thick, mature, and womanly.
The way it sits differently — the firmness of his compared to the softness of mine.
Both beautiful in their own right, yet so perfectly different.

I wanted to tell Letitia — she should’ve seen her trainer’s butt in the gym bathroom after hours.
How his ebony ass looks in running water. 
But even more so, how it feels when I go down and worship it.
The way the muscles tighten beneath my hands, the heat of it as I press my face into him.
That ass isn’t just a sight.
It’s an experience.

I wish I could tell her that I’ve realized her fantasy up close —
I know how it tastes.
How it smells.
How it drives him wild when I lick his ass.
How his ass is way hotter naked than anyone could imagine.
Every inch of it makes me want to stay there forever, savoring him.

And the sounds he makes when I rim him…
They’re nothing like his usual deep, low groans or his steady, studious voice when he’s correcting your form.
These sounds are softer. More pleasurable.
Like he’s losing himself to the sensation.
More breathless.
More desperate.
The kind of sound that makes me want to take my time,
linger there, and hear him unravel completely.

And yes, he keeps secrets more closely than he keeps his ass covered.



We don’t play games anymore.
No nudes. No need for sexts. Or phone calls.  
Because once a man’s buried deep in you, made you moan through clenched teeth while your husband’s asleep at home, there’s nothing left to prove.

We play smart. We move like we know.
We don’t cross paths unless we have to.
We don’t patronize. We synchronize.
We dive in when no one’s looking.

Some nights, he only spots my squats — fingers brushing the curve of my back, lingering just long enough to make my breath hitch.
Other nights, he takes the heat out of me.

He knows when to take me in — and when to take the keys out.
The gym closes at 9.
By 9:15, the lights are off, the doors are locked, and I’m bent over something solid — dripping, open, his. 

He doesn’t fuck me like a trainer.
Or like a man fucking someone else’s wife.
He fucks me like a reward.



My husband?
He doesn’t ask.
He knows me well enough to know what I am up to.

He smells it when I come home flushed.
He tastes it when he kisses me — that faint salt, that heat.
He sees the way my thighs shine in the hallway light. The way I shower longer.
The way my underwear hits the laundry basket already stuck to itself.

Sometimes I tell him.
Every detail. Every grip. Every thrust.

Other nights, I don’t.

I just crawl into bed, wet and open.
And let him wonder.

Sometimes he gets the leftovers — warm, sweet, dripping.

Other times, I swallowed it all.
And let him taste it on my breath.



We don’t plan it.
There’s no schedule.
No permission slips.

Sometimes, it’s just a look.
A brush of his knuckles at my waist mid-thrust.
A whisper in the supply room: “Bend.”

And I do.

Because the truth is…
Once you’ve been taken like that —
Pressed into gym mats.
Bent over dumbbells.
Fucked deep and slow with the door locked and the air thick with sweat —

You don’t need to chase.
You just need to open.

My husband’s wants to watch us again. And I have fantasized it more than enough. And Jamal has also asked. He wants to do more things that just treating himself to my apple pie.

But we haven’t rushed it.
Not yet.

Because this isn’t something we repeat like routine.
We like to savor it.
Like dessert.

Rich.
Filthy.
Earned.

Something too intense to indulge in every night —
and too good to cheapen by turning it into a habit.

So maybe soon.
Maybe the night of our anniversary.

We haven’t made travel plans this year.
Maybe we stay in.

Just me, my husband,
and our loving guest —
the man who turned our vows into something wetter, wilder, and worth repeating.



I look better.
Tighter.
Hungrier.

My husband sees it.
So does the world.

And sure — part of it is discipline. Form. Focus.
But the rest?

That’s Jamal.
Raw.
Unfiltered.
Poured into me again and again… until my glow has a taste.

I don’t flaunt it.
Don’t explain.

But every night, I give my husband what’s left:

The stretch.
The scent.
The softness.

The woman only one man gets to fill —
and another gets to feel.

I don’t need to scream it.

I wear it.
I flow.
I glow.

And everyone sees it.

Because every woman has a dark side.
And mine?
My beautiful, black lover owns it —
and knows exactly how to feed it.

___________________________________________________________________________

Real hotwife experiences and adventures. Mine. In My Voice
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Book 3 begins


Cuckolding My Husband on Camera

Suburban Wife. Black Bull. Cameras. Mirrors

My name is Elena Caldwell. I’m 37 years old, and I live in the kind of neighborhood where the grass stays trimmed, the kids ride bikes in cul-de-sacs, and every front porch has the same seasonal wreath from HomeGoods. My husband and I live in a private home nestled within one of Charlotte’s most exclusive gated communities—a Southern suburban haven built on appearances, routine, and polite little lies.

From the outside, we look exactly like what people expect. I’m the wife who bakes for the school fundraiser, who hosts tasteful wine nights with the neighborhood women, who always waves from the driveway in designer sunglasses. My husband, Drew, is the type everyone respects—tall, well-mannered, conservative in the way Southern men are taught to be. He is softspoken, works long hours, kisses my cheek before he leaves, pays for everything without ever questioning it. He provides. He protects. He adores me.

To the world, we are the picture of success and tradition. A golden couple, still holding hands at dinner, still laughing at cocktail parties. But that’s just the surface.

Behind the doors of our pristine, manicured home, the rules are different. The expectations shift. I’m not just the doting wife in pearls and a shift dress. And Drew? He’s not the one in control—not really. What we share isn’t some tidy, church-approved love story. It’s raw, twisted in its elegance, and built on layers of desire we don’t dare reveal to polite society.

Because behind that white picket fence, behind the curated charm and cocktail smiles... we play a very different game.

My husband first exposed me to it slowly. It began with quiet curiosity—late nights when the house had gone still, the soft blue glow of the TV painting flickers across our bedroom walls. He’d pour us drinks, sit beside me, and wordlessly queue up videos. Blacked. Blacked Raw. Wifey; you get the drift.  Clip after clip of lithe, delicate white women utterly undone—stretched, consumed, transformed—by towering Black men with sculpted bodies and inked skin, their presence radiating power, their hands both brutal and reverent.

It wasn’t just porn. No cheap moans or soulless thrusting. These were productions—carefully framed, almost too beautiful in their intensity. High-definition worship. Every camera angle captured contrast: light and dark, soft and hard, submission and sheer, animal control. There was art to it. Heat. Rhythm. Ritual.

At first, I thought it was just a kink. Something Drew wanted to explore vicariously—watching from the safety of our marital bed as his fantasies flickered to life on screen. I indulged him. Let him touch me as the women on screen were claimed. I matched my breath to theirs. I watched his eyes more than the scenes, searching for what stirred him most.

But the more I watched, the clearer it became: this wasn’t casual desire. It wasn’t a passing thrill.

It was devotion.

To the idea.
To the dynamic.
To the surrender.

My husband didn’t just want to watch. He wanted to offer. And I was to become the gift. Not just a willing participant, but the centerpiece. His own wife, wrapped in silk and sin, given over to something bigger, darker, harder—while he stood back and watched with reverence.

We started to roleplay.

At first, it was a game—something whispered between laughs, an afterthought in the dark. But it didn’t stay light for long. It sharpened. Got teeth. Became ritual. Craving. A kind of intimacy that felt dangerous, like lighting a match too close to the drapes just to see if they’d catch fire.

I dressed for it like a woman with no shame. Slutty little outfits that clung like secrets—thin, stretchy fabric cut too short, too sheer, too tight. Clothes made to be ripped, not removed. No panties. That was the rule. No bra unless it was decorative. Just skin—hot, bare, wet before he even touched me.

Sometimes a tank top so thin you could see the exact shape of my nipples from across the room. Other times a micro dress so short my pussy practically kissed the air with every step. I wanted to look like I’d been dragged off a pole and fucked in the alley behind the club. Like I’d suck his cock before appetizers and sit through dinner with cum on my tongue.

Always heels. Trashy, sky-high stilettos that made my calves flex and my ass pop. I’d strut through the house like a countdown. Click. Click. Click. Each step a warning. Each sway of my hips a threat. Sometimes I’d find him waiting—in a chair, in the hallway, in the shadows of the kitchen—watching me like prey. Other nights, he followed me from room to room, letting the tension build until it snapped like a belt across skin.

When we went out—Charlotte bars, rooftop lounges, overpriced steakhouses—I turned myself into bait. Skirts so tight my ass looked painted on, tops unzipped low enough to flash underboob with every breath. My makeup was pure fuck-me: red lips dripping gloss, smoky eyes smudged just enough to look freshly ruined. I wore perfume like sin, heels that clicked across tile like a stripper’s countdown. I wanted the stares. I wanted to see the way men looked at me—hungry, filthy, imagining how deep they’d go. And I wanted my husband to see it too. To feel the burn of jealousy and pride in his cock as I smiled at strangers like they had a chance.

Even on day trips, I didn’t dial it down. Farmer’s markets. Gas stations. Antique shops. I wore cutoffs so high they framed the undercurve of my ass, tanks so clingy they molded to bare tits, nipples teasing through the fabric. I’d slide into the car beside him and spread my legs just enough—casual, practiced, calculated. Gloss on my lips. Sweat on the backs of my thighs. I wanted eyes on me everywhere. Wanted him hard behind the wheel, knuckles white, thinking about pulling off the road just to get inside me.

And sometimes, he did.

We didn’t always make it home. There were backseats. Bathroom stalls. The hood of the car in a dark lot behind some dive bar. He’d shove me against the glass, face smashed, tits pressed flat, his cock already inside me before I could moan. Other times he’d choke me quietly in a public restroom, my mascara running while he fucked me through the mirror. I loved it. Every second. Every bruise, every filthy word growled into my ear while strangers walked past the door.

Because that’s what I dressed for.

To be used. Fucked. Owned.

We didn’t always speak. Sometimes it was better that way. Just the sound of heels and breath, of fingers sliding between thighs, of fabric shifting over flushed skin. The silence made it filthier. Hungrier.

And in those moments, I wasn’t his wife.

I was whatever he imagined. Whatever I let him believe.

His slut. His whore. His good little bitch in heat, waiting to be filled.

And I loved it.

He’d be waiting for me, already hard, already unraveling before I even opened my mouth. Sitting low on the couch, pants undone, eyes glassy with anticipation, hand slowly working himself as I approached. I never touched him at first. I just knelt.

On the rug, between his legs, I’d lean in close and start to whisper. Words soaked in filth, soaked in power. I’d paint pictures for him—vivid, unrelenting fantasies.

I told him about the men I imagined.

Taller. Darker. Rougher.

Men who didn’t ask permission. Who took what they wanted. I told him how they’d grab me in parking lots, pin me against warm hoods and whisper filthy things while tearing at my clothes. I told him about balconies—my legs hanging over the edge, my dress pushed up to my waist, my mouth open to the city air as they thrust into me, uncaring who watched.

I described their hands—callused, working-man’s hands. Big enough to wrap around my throat and still have fingers left over. I told him about the weight of them on top of me, holding me down, keeping me there.

I made him see it. Feel it. Ache for it.

I told him about Marco—his friend from the auto shop. The one with the oil-stained hands and the eyes that always lingered. About Darius, who lived two houses down, who ran shirtless every morning and nodded at me like he knew. About Luis, the one with the tattooed forearms and the cocky grin, who always called me “mami” like it meant more.

I told him I wanted them. All of them. One after another, or maybe all at once.

I wanted to be used. Watched. Owned.

And I wanted him to hear every word.

And he did. God, he did.

He’d stroke faster, breathing sharp, lips parted. Sometimes he’d last a few minutes. Sometimes only seconds. It didn’t matter—he always came hard, fast, and full of quiet shame. Then he'd slump back, chest heaving, eyes glazed with gratitude and guilt.

And he’d thank me.

Thank me for corrupting him. For taking him deeper. For making him feel.

We tried once—with a white man. His name was Evan.

A clean-cut swinger from Raleigh. The type who took pride in his grooming, always smelling like department store confidence—leather, spice, and something sharp that lingered a second too long after he left a room. The kind of man who wore his kink like an accessory. Casual. Polished. Marketable.

He called himself dominant with a wink, like the word was a costume he slipped on between sales meetings and squash games.

Blue-eyed and gym-built, Evan was all symmetry and sculpted effort. His body looked rehearsed—perfectly proportioned, hairless, flexed at all the right moments. He moved like he expected admiration. You could tell he was used to gasps when he undressed. Used to praise. Used to performing.

Pretty enough to look at. Polite enough to fuck.

And eager—so eager—to please. He craved direction, begged for feedback, waited for permission. Always checking in. Always smiling. He played the part like he’d studied it, every spank delivered with caution, every grip just shy of bruising. His hands never strayed too far. His voice never dipped into real threat. He was… nice.

But he lacked something.

That unteachable thing. The dark gravity I’d whispered about to my husband in the dark. Evan didn’t carry the weight of control that doesn’t need announcing. He was all polish, no danger. All structure, no tension. He didn’t take. He asked.

He wanted approval. Wanted to be invited back. Wanted to be liked.

But I didn’t want to be entertained.
I wanted to be claimed.

He was too much like Drew.
Too kind. Too careful. Too familiar.
I didn’t need another version of the man I married.
I didn’t want a second husband.
I wanted to be ravished and ruined.

Still, I let him touch me.

Found him considerate enough to let inside me.

That was the truth of it—he was pleasant, practiced, and polite. He asked before every shift, looked to my face before every thrust. He was the kind of man who made sure I was comfortable while fucking me. And that’s what made it feel wrong. I didn’t want comfort. I didn’t want concern. I didn’t want rehearsed praise without connection.

I wanted to be taken like I wasn’t supposed to enjoy it—
and love it anyway.

And so, I let Even use me, because Drew wanted to see—wanted to know how it might shift us. He watched from the corner chair, hands trembling in his lap, lips parted as Evan kissed down my spine and I opened for him without resistance.

His cock was a lot like my husband’s—same length, same confident curve that found its place when I tilted my hips just right. But thicker. Noticeably so.

It filled me differently. Stretched me more. Made me pause, adjust, breathe. I felt it in the strain of my thighs, in the hitch of my breath, in the sharp focus of Drew’s eyes as he watched the way my body welcomed another man.

Evan moved like a man who knew he was well-endowed—but not obscenely so. Just enough to impress. Enough to make me feel full without forcing surrender. It was the kind of cock that wanted applause, not obedience.

Thicker, yes. But it wasn’t the size that left me wanting.
It was how he used it.

Technically, it was good. His rhythm was consistent, his words well-timed. He pulled my hair when I moaned. Hit his marks.

But it wasn’t right. I didn’t feel taken. I didn’t feel undone.

I wasn’t marked.
I wasn’t ruined.

And Drew saw it. Even through the fog of arousal, even beneath the flicker of jealousy in his eyes—he knew.
This wasn’t the thing I whispered to him at night.
This wasn’t what he wanted to see.

Afterward, as I lay across our sheets, still warm from another man’s hands, Drew came to me. Quiet. Careful. He cleaned me like a penitent—his eyes downcast, his mouth silent, the towel slow and reverent in his grasp.

But the silence between us wasn’t peace.
It was disappointment.

Not in me.
In us.
In the missed note.
In the false start.

Because for all the sweat and effort, for all the permission and performance and perfectly timed thrusts—nothing lingered. Not on my skin. Not between my legs. Not in Drew’s chest.

We didn’t speak of Evan again.

Then came Richard Steele.

I met him at the Marriott Uptown, beneath chandeliers and polished marble, during a charity gala for local entrepreneurs. The room buzzed with polite ambition—handshakes, champagne flutes, tailored suits pretending not to eye plunging necklines. I wore black satin that clung to my hips, backless, sleeveless, effortless. I was there to network. To play the role. But the moment he walked in, the air changed.

He was 6’5”, a former D1 athlete turned luxury real estate developer, and he moved through the room like it belonged to him. Not cocky—certain. Every step measured, confident, quiet power cloaked in restraint. His suit was charcoal, tailored to his broad shoulders and tapered waist, the fabric molded to muscle not just maintained, but earned.

His skin was rich, flawless ebony—deep and smooth like burnished mahogany under chandelier light, the kind of beauty that didn’t ask to be noticed. It simply was.

He didn’t look around like a man hoping to impress. He assessed. Calculated. Controlled.

And then he saw me.

I’m 5’6” in bare feet—5’10” in the heels I wore that night—and I still had to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. Drew is 5’11", lean, a quiet strength I trust with my heart. But Richard towered over me—and over him—with the kind of physical presence that made my breath catch before he even spoke. He didn’t just fill the space. He owned it.

He didn’t smile.
He didn’t nod.
He simply looked.

And in that look, something inside me shifted—like silk tearing.

His gaze pinned me in place, sliding over my body with the slow, practiced weight of a man who already knew the outcome. It wasn’t flirtation. It wasn’t permission. It was possession.

When our eyes met, heat stirred low in my belly—sharp, sudden, unwelcome.

He didn’t move. Didn’t need to. A man like that lets the room bend toward him.

I blushed. Not coy—instinctive. The kind of flush that says: you see too much… and I want you to keep looking.

When he finally approached, it was quiet. Controlled.
One hand in his pocket, the other holding a drink he never touched.

He stopped beside me at the bar, angled out—watching the room, fully aware of me.

Then he spoke.
Voice smooth, low, unhurried.
Every word like a hand at the back of my neck.

“Ms...?”

“Elena Caldwell,” I said, offering my hand.

He shook it briefly—his grip firm, unhurried.

“Richard,” he replied. “We’ve likely crossed paths. I handle a few things in this city.”

He said it simply. No elevator pitch. But the name he dropped a moment later—folded casually into the flow of conversation—was familiar. Very familiar. The kind people mention in boardrooms and late-night strategy calls. The kind behind sleek signage on half the buildings uptown.

“You’re involved with the development over on Providence, aren’t you?” I asked.

He gave the faintest nod. “Among others.”

There was no arrogance in it. Just fact. Measured. Contained.

“I’ve seen your name on event banners,” he said, eyes on the rim of my glass. “Sponsorships. Fundraisers. School boards. Restoration projects.”

I smiled. “My husband’s firm handles most of that. I just sign the checks and show up with a dress that fits.”

He turned to me fully, voice low but steady.

“The right check helps,” he said. “But so does the right attitude. And the right dress never hurts.”

There was no wink. No smirk.
Just a statement. Observational. Measured.

But it landed with precision.
And I felt it—low and quiet and undeniable.

Just then, I sensed Drew’s hand brush lightly against my back as he stepped beside me. I turned slightly.

“Drew Caldwell,” he said, offering his hand.

Richard met it without hesitation. “Richard,” he replied with a single nod. “Pleasure.”

Nothing more. No resume, no small talk. Just that low, composed baritone—steady as stone, smooth as glass.

Drew smiled politely, ready to make conversation, but Richard was already stepping back.

“I’ll let you two enjoy the evening,” he said, not in dismissal, but with the calm authority of a man who never needs the last word. “I’m sure we’ll speak again, Mrs. Caldwell.”

And then he was gone.

No lingering glance. No theatrics. Just the scent of something darker left in his wake.

I stood still for a breath too long, my heart tapping harder than it should’ve. I wasn’t just struck by his presence—I was impressed. Not by status, or name, or anything he said. But by what he didn’t say. The confidence that didn’t need to fill silence. The baritone that made simple words feel weighted. Anchored. Intentional.

And I was still hearing his voice in my head long after he’d walked away.

We didn’t talk about Richard on the way home.

Not directly.

But Drew’s eyes lingered longer than usual—on my legs as I crossed them in the passenger seat, on the slope of my neck as I sipped from my wine glass in the kitchen. His hand found my thigh more than once, resting there with a quiet weight. Something simmered beneath his silence. A heat. A question.

It wasn’t until I slipped off my heels and climbed onto the bed—still in the black satin dress, one strap slipping lazily off my shoulder—that he finally spoke.

“You were impressed with him.”

Not a question.

I didn’t pretend. “I was.”

Drew sat in the chair across from the bed, shirt open, tie loose, drink untouched in his hand. He said nothing, but his gaze pressed into me like fingers.

“He was hot,” I added. “But it wasn’t just that. He didn’t even flirt. He didn’t need to.”

Drew’s jaw twitched. He stayed quiet.

“He walked into that room and owned it. Quietly. No show. He didn’t smile at every woman or crack jokes. He didn’t try to charm. He just was. Every move deliberate. Every word measured. Like he knew people would come to him.”

Drew’s voice was quieter now. “So what, you could picture fucking him?”

I tilted my head. “Focused. Measured. Hands everywhere. That voice—low and close and telling you exactly what to do. Not rushed. Not sweet. Just… certain.”

He raised a brow. “Like Evan?”

I let out a low, almost pitying laugh. “No. Not even close.”

“Evan tried. He was predictable. But Richard?” I met Drew’s eyes, slow and certain. “Richard wouldn’t try. He wouldn’t need to. It’s instinct. A woman knows.”

Drew’s knuckles were white around the armrest now.

“Richard wouldn’t ask. He’d just take. He’d be rough—but not careless. He’d fuck like he knew exactly how far I’d go… and then push me one inch further.”

I leaned back on my elbows, letting the satin ride higher up my thighs.

“He’d leave marks. Not to hurt me—but to own me. He wouldn’t ask if I liked it. He’d know.”

Drew’s throat worked around a swallow.

“Would you let him?”

I smiled. “I wish.”

A long silence stretched between us—thick, weighted, humming with everything we hadn’t said out loud.

Then his voice came—low, tight. “What would he do to you… right now?”

I didn’t blink. Didn’t soften.

“He’d unzip his pants,” I said, my voice velvet and steel. “Tell me to kneel. No warm-up. No slow tease. Just—down. Because I’d already be wet for him.”

I watched Drew’s jaw tighten.

“He’d bend me over the edge of the bed. One hand tangled in my hair, the other locked around my hip. And he’d fuck me like he owned me. Like he didn’t need permission—because he already had it.”

Drew rose from the chair.

Not rushed.

But something had shifted in his eyes—less hesitation, more heat.

His voice, when it came again, was lower. Rougher. Still unsure, but trying. Reaching for something darker. Something closer.

“On your knees.”

And I moved.

Not for Richard.
Not for the fantasy.

But for the hunger Richard had stirred—
and the fire it had lit inside my husband.

Because in that moment, I didn’t want Drew to pretend.
I wanted him to become.
And he did.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The invitation had come casually.

A short message on Drew’s phone:
“Hosting after the event. Keep it discreet. Join me for a drink. Bring her.”
No signature. Just Richard’s name in the contact header and a location that didn’t require explanation.

A high-rise at the edge of the city. Private. Discreet. Secure.

Drew hadn’t said much when he read it. Just stared at the screen a little longer than necessary, then passed it to me without a word. I said yes before he asked.

We took the elevator in silence.

Drew fidgeted with his cufflinks, smoothing his shirt again and again like the wrinkles were something he could control. His jaw was tight. He tried to look composed. But I could feel the heat beneath it—the questions, the nerves. And maybe something else.

Anticipation.

Not just for me. For him.

The elevator opened directly into the penthouse. No hallway. No lobby. Just the soft chime of arrival and the slow parting of metal doors into a room that looked like it belonged in a magazine—masculine, modern, expensive.

Dark floors. Clean architecture. Warm light spilling from minimalist fixtures. And silence. Not cold, but deliberate. Like every surface, every shadow, had been designed for intent.

Drew stepped out first, but I followed close behind—my heels clicking in slow, deliberate rhythm.

I knew what I looked like.

Black dress. Thin as breath. No back. No straps. Just a soft, fluid drape that clung to my hips and whispered around my thighs. Hair pinned up to expose the line of my neck. Skin scented, lips glossed, eyes smoky.

I hadn’t worn panties. I didn’t need to.

Richard was waiting.

Not seated. Not slouched.

He stood near the bar, one hand wrapped around a lowball glass, his gaze already on me like he’d been watching since the elevator started to rise.

He didn’t smile. He didn’t blink.

He just looked.

And in that look, I felt everything settle. The nerves. The doubts. The pretending.

This wasn’t business. This wasn’t accidental.

This was inevitable.

“Whiskey?” he asked Drew, as if it were just another evening.

“Sure,” Drew answered, voice a little thinner than usual.

Richard nodded, poured two fingers of something amber and expensive, then glanced at me.

“Wine?”

I nodded.

He poured red without asking what kind. As if he’d already decided for me.

We didn’t talk about real estate.

We didn’t talk about the gala.

We talked about nothing for ten minutes—low conversation, polite sips, the kind of exchange that keeps appearances intact while the air gets thicker and the glances get longer.

Drew tried to keep up. He asked about the view. The art. The whiskey. But I barely heard him.

Because Richard was watching me—not possessively, not aggressively.

Just… deliberately.

And the weight of it, the steadiness, was more intimate than anything he'd said.

I shifted in my seat, crossing my legs slowly, letting the silk slide up just enough. Drew’s hand brushed my thigh—protective or possessive, I wasn’t sure.

I turned toward him, smiling softly.

But I could feel Richard’s eyes still on me.

Not ogling. Not devouring.

Just reading.

Like a man confident he already knew how the evening would end.

That’s when I realized something that made my breath catch:

We weren’t here for sex.
We were here for permission.

For Drew to give it.
For me to take it.
For Richard to claim it.

But no one wanted to say it first.

Not yet.

Richard poured the drinks himself.

Two fingers of whiskey for Drew—neat, no garnish. Then he turned to me and offered a glass of red wine, deep and smooth, the exact shade of the lipstick I’d reapplied in the elevator. I took it from him without a word.

He didn’t sit.

Instead, he stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, framed in the soft glow of the skyline behind him—Charlotte’s lights glittering like a hundred quiet witnesses. He sipped slowly, gaze sweeping the room, then settling on us.

On me.

“You two play a bold game,” he said finally, voice calm. “But I don’t believe in games without consequences.”

Drew shifted beside me, tension coiling in his shoulders. His fingers wrapped a little too tightly around the glass. I felt it. Saw it.

I crossed my legs slowly, deliberately, the hem of my dress rising just enough to be noticed. I didn’t look at Drew.

I looked at Richard.

“You invited us,” I said, letting the corners of my mouth curve into a small, knowing smile.

He nodded once.

“Because I’ve seen enough to know this isn't just curiosity anymore,” he said. “You brought her here for a reason. And I don’t take that lightly.”

He stepped forward—not aggressive, not theatrical. Just close enough for the air between us to tighten.

“If this happens,” he continued, his tone never changing, “it won’t be rushed. It won’t be hidden. And it won’t be forgotten.”

Drew’s voice cut in, low. “What do you mean?”

Richard didn’t look at him.
He looked at me.

“I’ll film it.”



The silence that followed wasn’t shocked.

It was expectant.

Like we’d been waiting for someone to finally say it.

“For us?” I asked, my voice quiet but steady.

He nodded once.

“For you. For him. For me.”
A pause.
“So there's no pretending. No guessing. Just proof. Memory. Ownership.”

Drew’s fingers flexed around the glass. He cleared his throat.

“We’re not interested in... anything being public.”

Richard’s mouth curved—just slightly.

“Neither am I. I don’t share. But this? This isn’t something you’ll want to forget.”

He set his drink down and stepped toward me—his attention a slow, deliberate weight.

“Don’t you want to see it?” he asked, voice lower now. “See what you look like when you’re finally taken the way you need?”

I didn’t answer.

But my body did.

I uncrossed my legs.

I set my glass down.

I met his eyes and held them.

He didn’t smile. He didn’t blink.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Then say it.”
A breath.
“Tell your husband.”



I turned to Drew. His eyes were on me already—studying, searching. I saw the edge of doubt in him. But I also saw what simmered beneath it.

He needed this as much as I did.

“Let him film it,” I said. “Just for us. No one else.”

Drew looked at me. Then at Richard. Then back again.

Then he nodded.

“Okay,” he said. “Private.”



Richard didn’t speak again.

He just turned and walked.

Not a glance back. Not a single word. Just the quiet certainty of a man who didn’t need to ask twice.

We followed.

The hallway stretched ahead like a throat—dark, warm, pulsing with expectation. Soft lighting glowed low along the walls, guiding us through the hush. I walked barefoot now, my heels left behind in the silence of the living room, each step cooled by the polished floor.

At the end, a single door.

Thick. Matte. Soundproofed.

Richard opened it slowly.

And I stepped into the heart of it.



The air shifted.

Cool. Controlled.

The space was darker than the rest of the penthouse, lit only by golden pockets of light tucked into corners—no overhead glare, no distractions. Just warmth, shadow, and focus.

The floor was concrete, sealed smooth. The walls were deep gray, designed to muffle sound and hold breath. There were no windows here. No clocks. No escape from the present moment.

At the center of the room sat a low, wide luxurious bed—black frame, slate linens, stripped of any decoration. Not a place for sleep. A place for intention.

Just beyond the bed, facing the mirror and set perfectly within the cameras' frame, sat a low black leather couch—wide, firm, and deliberate in design.

To the left of the bed, a full-length mirror stretched nearly floor to ceiling, framed in dark wood. Not ornamental.

Reflective.

Revealing.

To the right, a single camera—mounted clean into the corner, angled just slightly downward. It was small, silent, red light blinking softly. Not hidden. Not threatening. Just there.

Patient.

Watching.

And just behind it, another—this one embedded higher, tucked above a wall sconce.

It took me a moment to realize they weren’t arranged or set up for tonight.

They lived here.
Built into the room as naturally as the lighting, the walls, the air.

A kind of awareness lingered in the space—calm, steady, unapologetic.
Not intrusive.

Simply… knowing.



This wasn’t decoration.

This was design.

A room built to hold what happened here.

To remember it.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Across the room sat a single leather chair—wide, square, masculine. It faced the bed. Perfectly placed. Not a reading chair. Not a resting chair.

A witness chair.

I didn’t need to be told it was for Drew.

And neither did he.

I heard him step in behind me, felt the air shift again as he moved past and sat down quietly.

I stayed standing.

Still.

Waiting.

Richard didn’t speak, but I felt him move—not toward me, not yet.
Just enough to remind me he was in control of the moment.
And I stood there knowing—whatever happened next, this would be the crowning glory of my private, adult life.

He moved to the console, his fingers brushing over a button. A low hum stirred in the room, and the red camera lights blinked once, then held steady. Recording.

He turned to me, gaze calm and unwavering.
“Take off your dress.”

No coaxing. No ceremony. Just command.
I hesitated—just for a second.
Not out of fear.
But because I understood exactly what this meant.

Then he shifted his gaze, the barest flick of his eyes toward the leather chair by the wall.
A silent instruction.

Drew understood.
He moved without hesitation, crossing the room quietly. I watched him obey—my husband, composed, careful—lowering himself into the chair with a stiffness he couldn’t hide. He perched on the edge, jaw tight, hands braced on his thighs. Watching me. Watching Richard.

He knew exactly what this moment was.
And so did I.

My fingers slid the thin black silk down my arms, letting it whisper over my skin before pooling silently at my heels. I stood there, exposed. No lingerie. No barrier between me and him. I hadn’t worn any. I didn’t want to hide. I wanted him to see everything I was offering, every curve, every line, every imperfection I carried like a secret.

My waist wasn’t perfectly flat; a faint ripple of belly softened the edge of my abdomen. My thighs pressed together, slightly uneven, but firm from long walks and Pilates. My breasts weren’t impossibly perky, but full, and they rose naturally as I breathed in the room’s tension.

The air thickened around us, warm and charged, humming in rhythm with the low pulse of hidden speakers. Golden light from strategically placed lamps brushed my hips, the hollow of my waist, the gentle rise of my chest.

Richard stepped closer, each footfall deliberate, a slow countdown. At six-foot-five, he dwarfed me, casting a shadow that swallowed me in heat and presence. His eyes were locked on me. Not with judgment. Not with a calculating glance. He was staring, mesmerized, drinking me in with the kind of focus that made my chest tighten and my stomach flutter. Approval, attention, acknowledgment—and he was giving it to me without a word.

I saw my husband shift n the leather chair. I caught the faint flash of his eyes, the way his jaw tightened, the subtle flush rising across his cheeks. He was rapt, watching me being watched. There was pride there, of course. But also hunger, and something else—hesitation mingled with awe. He realized, as I did, that we were crossing into something raw and real, something carefully constructed yet wholly electric.

Richard’s hands moved to the collar of his shirt. He undid the first button with slow precision, his fingers brushing the fabric lightly, deliberately. One by one, each button followed, each snap a small, deliberate click in the otherwise silent room.

As the last button gave way, the fabric loosened, slipping from his shoulders like water cascading over stone. He peeled it off slowly, letting it fall to the floor without a single rushed motion. The low light from behind outlined every ridge of his body, accentuating broad shoulders, a chest carved with power, and abs that rippled with quiet menace.

Even the tattoos that traced over his arms and chest seemed to come alive in the light, moving with the subtle shift of his muscles. Every inch of him spoke of dominance earned and maintained—purposeful, controlled, and impossibly commanding.

He paused, letting me take in the sight, his dark eyes meeting mine with an unwavering certainty. Not lust. Not hurry. Just complete, unflinching dominance.

I froze.

The gold glow from the hidden lighting behind him outlined every ridge of muscle, every line of his body, casting shadow and brilliance across him in a way that made it impossible to look away. Broad shoulders that spoke of strength without arrogance. A chest powerful and precise, not for display, but earned and maintained. Abs rippling in quiet menace, tight and controlled, a testament to discipline and dominance.

Black tattoos laced across him like scripture, wrapping over biceps, stretching across his chest, crawling along his torso—declarative marks, not decoration. Symbols of battles fought and won. Of territory claimed.

Richard’s presence filled the room with quiet authority. Each movement was slow, deliberate, and impossible to ignore. The space felt smaller, hotter, charged with the weight of him

His sweatpants hung low on his hips, slung with deliberate intent, leaving nothing to chance. The sharp V of his lower abdomen pressed through the fabric, drawing my gaze like a magnet. My pulse jumped, my thighs clenched, and heat pooled low in a way I couldn’t ignore. My mouth went dry, my breath caught.

Then his eyes found mine. Not desire. Not hunger. Certainty.
He saw past the polished wife. Past the curated smile and elegant restraint.
He saw the surrender beneath. And I felt it—raw, bare, inevitable.

From the corner of my eye, I caught it.
The thick outline straining against his sweatpants, bold and present, coiled with promise. It pulled at my gaze like gravity, daring me to look, even as I tried not to.

The fabric left nothing to the imagination—taut, thin, stretched around something thick, heavy, and waiting. It pressed forward like it had a will of its own, shifting subtly as he moved, demanding attention with every slow breath.

My eyes traced it helplessly—the curve, the tension, the sheer mass of it. My breath caught. My chest lifted in small, shallow bursts. A shiver ran up my spine, sharp and delicious.

My stomach clenched. My thighs pulsed, instinct tightening through my center. Heat spilled low, wet and urgent, as if my body had recognized something ancient, magnetic.

I felt everything: the twitch of the fabric, the weight of the promise, the ache it summoned.
It wasn’t just visible—it was claiming the space between us. Dominant. Intentional. I couldn’t look away. I didn’t want to.

His body moved with effortless control, and underneath, that impossible shape throbbed with potential. Latent power made flesh, draped in restraint. My pulse raced, my thoughts frayed, and all that remained was need.

Before a single word.
Before a single touch.
He had me.

Behind me, Drew shifted in the chair. I felt his tension, the way his eyes tracked me, absorbing everything unfolding in the room. His jaw was tight, fingers pressing into the armrest, a quiet mix of awe, pride, and hunger—the kind that recognized both power and beauty.

It made me sharper, more aware, every nerve alive. The space seemed to vibrate around us—the pull of him, the weight of Richard, the surrender threaded through me.

I shivered. The air was thick, charged, electric. This wasn’t mere observation. It wasn’t just desire. It was initiation. And I was standing at the threshold.

When he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his sweatpants and began to pull them down, the room held its breath.

It wasn’t just a motion—it was an unveiling, deliberate and devastating.
The fabric dipped low over his hips, catching briefly at the tension of his thighs, before sliding down with a slow inevitability that felt almost ceremonial.

And then—
It dropped.

Heavy. Commanding. Unapologetic.

His cock fell free with a quiet, weighted sway. Thick and dark, it hung there like it didn’t just belong in this space—it defined it.

My breath caught.

The shaft was straight and deliberate, no curve, no lean—just a solid, meaty slab of thick cock. The skin was a deep shade of royal brown—dark like roasted coffee, smooth all over, slightly darker at the base and where the head swelled.

It gleamed under the light, every inch defined. Thick veins branched along the surface like tributaries, bold and raised, running from the base upward in tight, natural lines. Some thick, some thinner, but all clear—pulsing gently beneath the skin, feeding that heavy length with heat and blood.

Not wavering. Just hard. Just real and responsive.

The kind of veins you could feel just by looking. The kind you needed to trace with your tongue, slowly, from base to tip, over and over.

The head flared wide—beautiful and brutal in its perfection. Smooth, round, slightly darker at the tip, glistening with that subtle, maddening sheen that spoke of readiness. It wasn’t showy. It wasn’t sculpted to impress designed to destroy—to stretch, to fill, to own.   I’m not kidding—this wasn’t just a big cock. It was a beautiful black one, the kind that belonged in a sex museum. That could come later. First, it deserved to be inside me.

I couldn’t breathe.
Or maybe I did, but it wasn’t enough. My chest rose fast and shallow, my lips parted without realizing. My thighs pressed together instinctively, trying to answer a heat that had gone from simmering to savage in a single drop of fabric.

My gaze locked on it like prey stilled by the silhouette of a predator.
It wasn’t just the size—though, God, it was big.
It was the weight of it. The way it moved slowly, naturally, without need for coaxing or flair.
It just was—like gravity. Like consequence.

And suddenly I understood—in every trembling inch of my skin—what Drew had been dreaming about all this time.

This.

Being split open by something bigger.
Something undeniable.
Something built to wreck you completely—
while your husband could only watch.

Behind me, Drew shifted in the leather chair. I didn’t need to turn—I could feel it in the room. The rustle of his clothes as he leaned forward. The way his fingers gripped the armrests, knuckles paling. His breath caught and stayed, suspended like mine. He was trying not to move, not to give himself away—but his body betrayed him.

His jaw tightened. His chest lifted in shallow draws.
I imagined his cock already thickening, twitching with the mix of pride and agony that only comes from seeing your darkest, most sacred fantasy take shape.

The reverence in him. The ache. The surrender.
He’d brought me here for this.
And now it was happening.

I raised a hand instinctively, fingers half-curled in the air as if trying to steady myself. They shook slightly.

The words left my mouth before I could catch them—raw and awed:

“Jesus… fuck—this thing looks like it’s made from steel.”

I wasn’t trying to tease.
It wasn’t exaggeration.

It was pure, unfiltered worship. The kind of stunned, wet honesty that falls out when your body recognizes something before your mind can catch up.

And the worst part?
It hadn’t even moved yet.
It was just there—
And already, I belonged to it.

Richard didn’t flinch. Didn’t smirk. He walked closer, moving with slow authority. Because he didn’t need to respond. He already knew. He was steel. And I was about to be forged.

“You’ll find out,” he murmured.

His voice dipped low, almost too soft to catch, but it struck with the force of a hand around the throat—steady, inescapable, final.

And in that instant, I knew.

This wasn’t going to be slow.
It wasn’t going to be sweet.
It was going to redefine me.

He didn’t need to ask if I was ready.
Because it didn’t matter.

He was.

He sat in the center of the low satin couch like a king claiming his throne—legs spread wide, his cock rising between them like a weapon forged for one purpose.

To make my cunt looser than it was when I walked into this penthouse with my husband.
That’s what it was built for.
A cock that didn’t just want space—it created it.

It pulsed with quiet authority, daring me to earn it.

I dropped to my knees without hesitation.
The velvet rug welcomed me with its soft crush, warm beneath bare skin, but my nerves were sparking too hard to feel comfort. All I could register was him.
Richard.

Naked and rugged in his masculine presence, his cock hung heavy between his thighs — thick, dark, impossibly full — demanding without moving. It didn’t point, it didn’t bounce. It just stood there like a flag of lust, like it owned the air, the light, the moment.

The room had gone impossibly still.
Even Drew had stopped breathing.
I moved in closer.
My knees slid forward on the velvet, each inch a quiet surrender.
Not because he told me to.
Because I needed to.

I didn’t rise. I didn’t straddle.
I pressed myself lower, between his spread legs.

The couch was perfect—just high enough for his cock to line up with my mouth, just low enough for my thighs to stay grounded, to move.

His height only made it better—his long thighs spread wide, cock resting heavy and high, thick enough to make me tilt my head back just slightly as I leaned in.

The position gave me the angle I needed: close, low, and face-to-flesh with the heat I craved.

I let the inside of my thigh brush his—hot, dense muscle wrapped in skin that smelled like salt and male heat. I leaned in even further, until my belly grazed his shin, and then shifted—slow, desperate—so my cunt dragged across the solid line of his thigh.

I gasped.

The heat of his skin soaked into my folds, and I felt my slickness smear across him instantly—a wet, raw claim, like my body wanted to mark him before my mouth could.

I began to grind against it.

Slow at first. Controlled.
But my hips had a mind of their own. My body wasn’t thinking—it was chasing something.
Friction.
Relief.
Him.

I rubbed against his leg like an animal in heat—panting, desperate, half-feral and proud of it. My nipples dragged across the air, tight and flushed, and every roll of my hips made my clit throb harder. I wasn’t teasing.
I was offering.

And all the while—his cock just hung there.
Veined. Glossed. Heavy with threat.

I turned my head slowly and brought my mouth close. Not touching—not yet.
But close enough to feel the heat rising off the shaft, the way it pulsed faintly with every beat of his heart.
It was hypnotic.

One thick vein ran the underside, thick as a tendon, twitching every few seconds like it wanted out of him and into me.
The head—wide, flushed, already wet at the tip—glistened under the golden light, painted with promise.

I opened my mouth.

Not to speak. Not to suck.

Just... because I couldn’t stay closed.
The sight of him made my jaw drop. My breath came in short, shallow gasps that fanned the base of his cock, fogging the air between us.

I tilted my head up and locked eyes with him.

That alone nearly made me moan.

He was watching me like I was food. But not the kind you tear into—the kind you unwrap slowly, savoring the moment, knowing exactly what you’re about to take.

And then I felt it—his hand in my hair.
Not yanking.
Anchoring.

A slow coil of fingers at the base of my scalp, wrapping tight, pulling back just enough to own my posture.

His voice was a low rasp.

“You don’t get cock,” he said, “until you say it.”

His thumb dragged down across my lip—slow, firm, punishing—then slipped between them.

I sucked it instinctively, lips tight, mouth wet.

“Tell me if you thought about this last night—about me ruining you.”

That was it.
No dirty talk in the world hit harder than that truth.

I swallowed hard, tongue still pressed to his thumb.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I want you to ruin me with your big cock.”

He said nothing.

Just leaned back in the chair, letting his cock settle directly in front of my mouth like a test.
He didn’t have to tell me what came next.

I leaned in.

I let my lips press to the base—a soft, reverent kiss, right where that thickest vein began. I could feel the heat of blood pumping under it.

I licked it—slow, tongue flat, dragging up the underside of his shaft like I was learning it by taste.

Skin. Salt. Clean sweat.

By the time I reached the tip, his cock had thickened, harder now, rising toward me—filling with blood like it could feel my mouth coming.

I parted my lips. Took the head in.

Just the head.

The stretch was instant. The flare of it pushed at the corners of my mouth, and I breathed out slowly as I felt it push against the back of my tongue.

Behind me, I heard Drew inhale like someone had punched him.

I paused.

Then slid forward—inch by inch, swallowing more of Richard than I’d ever taken of anyone.

Not casual. Not fast.

Just deep. Controlled. Worshipful.

My throat flexed. My spit coated him. My eyes blurred.

And my pussy ground harder against his thigh, the velvet rug creased beneath my knees, slick now from the mess I was making.

I wasn’t his wife in that moment.

I was his slut on her knees, throat full, pussy wet, grinding on his leg like it was a cock of its own.

And I didn’t want it to stop.

I moved forward on my knees, slow and sure, like gravity was pulling me into orbit around him. The velvet rug brushed warmly against my shins, soft where everything else was getting harder, messier, realer.

I raised both hands and took hold of him.
Fuck.

He was thick. So fucking thick I needed both palms just to get a grip around the base—hot, veined, taut with blood and power. My fingers curled around him, adjusting for girth, and the weight of it rested heavy in my hands like something meant to be wielded, not stroked.

His skin was hot, stretched tight over a shaft that twitched in my palms like it had its own pulse.
It did.

A bead of precum glistened at the crown, already wet.
Already waiting.

I ran my thumb across it—smearing it slowly—and watched the shine spread across the head. The skin there was darker, swollen, almost purple. Angry and beautiful.
My mouth watered.

I looked up at him.
Our eyes met.
Then I opened my mouth, wide and welcoming, like I was born for this.

I ran my tongue deftly, dragging from the base all the way up to the tip in one slow, reverent stroke. I wanted him slick. Wanted him glistening when I wrapped my lips around him.

I spat into my palm, rubbed it into the shaft, then spat again—a long, wet thread that fell from my lips to the head, dripping over my knuckles, down to my wrists.

He twitched again.

I opened wider, let the head slide over my tongue, let it rest heavy on the back of it.

Then I pushed down.

Inch by inch, I let him invade my mouth.
My lips stretched tight. My throat clenched. My jaw ached immediately—but I didn’t pull away.
I sank down farther.
And farther.

Until I gagged—hard.
A wet, choking sound echoing through the room.

And I held there.

My throat flexed around the thickness, muscles fluttering as I forced myself to breathe through my nose, the scent of clean sweat, skin, salt, cock flooding my senses.

My eyes started to blur.
Tears lined my lashes.

But I didn’t stop.
I didn’t flinch.

I pulled back, spit trailing from my lips in thick strands, and then went back down again—deeper this time.
My hands worked in rhythm, twisting at the base, spit-slick and hungry, milking every inch that wasn’t inside my mouth.

I was sucking him like I meant it.
Like I needed it.
Like I knew this was what I’d been made for.

Behind me, I heard the first sound from the chair.
Leather creaked.
A sharp inhale.
A zipper—slow, deliberate.

Drew.

My husband.

Stroking his cock in the corner, watching me drool and choke on another man’s dick.

That made me moan.

I moaned around Richard’s cock, the sound vibrating through him. His hand fisted tighter in my hair. The other slid under my chin, thumb stroking my throat—feeling the stretch, the pressure, the way I swallowed around him.

He started moving.
Short, controlled thrusts.
Testing the depth.
Finding rhythm.

The head of his cock hit the back of my throat, pulled out slick, then slammed back in harder.
My jaw popped. My eyes watered. My drool poured.

It was fucking perfect.

Spit dripped down my chin in long, glistening threads. It ran down my neck, over my chest, between my breasts. I was soaked. Face. Hands. Mouth.
The only dry thing in the room was his voice—low and cold.

“You’re doing better than I expected.”

That praise.
That fucking casual cruelty sent heat crashing through me.

I ground my soaked pussy into the rug like I was being ridden instead of doing the riding.
My hands twisted faster.
My mouth opened wider.
My throat stopped fighting.

I took him.
All of him.
Again.
And again.
And again.

Until his cock was pistoning down my throat, hitting something raw inside me, and I was gasping, crying, choking beautifully.

He pulled back suddenly, leaving my mouth gaping, tongue out, lips ruined, spit stringing from the tip to my lower lip like melted honey.

He let me pant.
Let me stare.
Let Drew see what his wife had become.

Then Richard spoke—voice rough, cock still glistening, twitching inches from my cheek.

“Turn around.
Crawl to the bed.
I want your husband to see what happens when a mouth like yours earns something bigger.”

I was breathless.

My jaw hung open, my chin glistening with spit and precum, a thread of drool still stretching from the corner of my lip to the floor before it snapped.
My throat pulsed, sore and used.
My eyes stung with tears.
My tits were damp.
My knees were soaked.

I didn’t need to be told twice.

I turned.

Not standing.
Crawling.

My palms flattened to the floor. My knees spread wide as I twisted and slowly, deliberately, began to move toward the bed—on all fours, like I was being led by instinct, not command.

I didn’t look at Drew.
I didn’t need to.

I could feel his stare.
Could hear the low, rhythmic sounds from the leather chair behind me—the quiet, steady sound of my husband stroking his cock while watching me crawl like a trained bitch toward another man’s bed.

The lighting stayed warm, golden, low.

The mirror caught me in profile—a dripping, flushed, open-mouthed reflection, tits swaying, my round ass high, hair wild from Richard’s grip, spit still glistening down my neck.
I saw what I looked like.
And I loved it.

I reached the bed and placed one hand on the slate-colored sheets. The fabric was cool beneath my palm, smooth, untouched.

Not for long.

Behind me, I heard movement—heavy footfalls, slow and sure. The sound of a man with no hesitation.

Richard.

He stepped up behind me. Close. So close that his legs brushed the back of mine, and I could feel the heat of his cock resting heavy just above the swell of my ass.

Then he spoke.
Low. Controlled. Intentional.

“Face the mirror.”

I turned my head toward it.

The sight punched something deep in me.
There I was.
Bent over. On my hands and knees. My thighs slick, my lips swollen, my eyes glassy, mouth still open like I was begging for more.

And behind me—him.

Towering. Focused. Calm.
His cock hung just behind my pussy, dark and thick and still glistening with my spit.

I looked like I was being offered.

Because I was.

Richard leaned forward slightly, just enough to press his hand to the small of my back and flatten me. My spine arched deeper. My ass tilted up.

Presented.
Framed.
Owned.

Then he reached down.
His fingers—warm, wide, sure—slid between my thighs and found the slick mess waiting for him.
He groaned softly.

“Soaked.
Just from sucking cock and crawling.”

He rubbed once—a slow, brutal circle over my clit—and I jerked.

Behind us, Drew gasped.

I caught his reflection in the mirror.
His eyes were wild. His shirt was open. His cock was hard in his hand, red and glistening at the tip.
He wasn’t just watching.

He was ruined.

Richard leaned over me, voice at my ear, cock pressing between my cheeks.

“He’s not going to stop you.
Not going to save you.
He brought you here to be fucked.
So I’m going to fuck you.”

And then I felt it—the pressure at my entrance.

Thick. Hot. Unrelenting.

He didn’t rush.

He just pushed.

Slow.
Steady.
Devastating.

My breath caught as the first inch pushed into me—slow, deliberate, claiming space my body was already aching to give.
The stretch was instant. Deep. Fiery. Perfect.

I opened around him, every muscle drawing tight, not from pain, but from the overwhelming fullness of it—thick, hot, alive inside me.
“Fu-uck—R-ichardddd…”
His name left me in a moan, half-broken, half-blessed.
There was nothing rushed in how he filled me. No shove, no shock—just pure, exquisite pressure.
And I took it.
Because I wanted all of it.

It was the only thing I managed before I buried my face in the sheets and screamed into them.

He kept going.

Inch.
By inch.
By fucking inch.

Until he bottomed out.
Full. Deep. Entirely inside me.

I was trembling.

And I hadn’t even started moving yet.

.

He didn’t move at first.

He just stayed there—fully buried, thick and pulsing, the stretch of him holding me wide open, deeper than I’d ever taken anyone.
The weight of him inside me was overwhelming, like he was anchoring me to the bed.

I breathed hard against the sheets, knuckles digging into the fabric.

Then he started to pull back.

Slow.

So slow it felt cruel.

The drag of his cock along my walls made me clench involuntarily, trying to hold onto him, trying to keep him inside.
But he kept going—pulling out until only the tip remained, the air cool and obscene around my aching entrance.

Then he slammed forward.

Hard.

I gasped—loud, sharp—my whole body jolting against the mattress.

The sound of skin meeting skin cracked through the room, raw and wet. The slap of his hips against my ass echoed off the concrete walls like punctuation.

Then again.
And again.

Each thrust was a conquest—not rushed, not frantic, just devastatingly controlled. He took his time, and he took everything.

My pussy slicked fast, coating him, the mess of my spit and arousal turning the fuck into something louder, wetter, filthier than I was ready for.

But I loved it.

I looked into the mirror and nearly came at the sight.

My reflection—fucked open, face down, ass up, hair clinging to sweat-slick skin.

His cock was visibly sliding in and out of me, the base of it dark and glistening with everything I was giving him. My tits swayed beneath me, heavy and flushed. My jaw hung loose, lips parted in stunned ecstasy.

Behind me, Richard looked carved out of heat and control.

His abs tightened with every thrust. His chest glistened. His arms flexed at my hips, holding me still like I might run.

I couldn’t.
I wouldn’t.

I didn’t want to.

Then I saw Drew.

In the mirror, off to the side—staring, stroking, panting.

His eyes were locked on where his wife was being split wide by another man.
His cock was in his hand, flushed and twitching.

He looked… broken.

But aroused.

Desperate.

Addicted.

Richard leaned forward without stopping the motion, cock still plunging deep, and spoke low into my ear.

“Look at your husband.”

I did.

My eyes met Drew’s in the mirror—his mouth slightly open, his face red, his chest heaving.

He looked at me like he didn’t know whether to cry or come.

And then Richard slammed into me, deep and brutal, grinding his hips at the end, forcing a moan out of me so raw it sounded like it had been living in my chest for years.

“Tell him,” Richard said. “Tell him what this cock’s doing to you.”

I tried to speak, but the next thrust stole it.

He waited—still buried inside me—until I found my voice.

I turned my head toward the mirror, toward my husband, and whispered through panting breath:

“He’s… stretching me.
Deeper than you ever could.
He’s ruining me, Drew.
And I love it.”

Drew let out a sound—low, choked, somewhere between pain and pleasure.
His hand worked faster.

Richard gripped my hips tighter and fucked me harder, pounding into me like he wanted the cameras to catch the moment my body broke for him.

The bed creaked. The mirror steamed at the corners. The sound of wet flesh and open-throated moans filled the room like worship music.

And I took it.

Every thrust. Every slap. Every brutal inch.

Because I wasn’t his wife in that moment.

I was just another lucky woman who loses her shit,  from being fucked so exquisitely, she couldn’t hold herself together.

I was his proof.
His offering.
His filth.
His fantasy made real.

Fuck,” he hissed through clenched teeth, his voice low and thick—dark as thunder rolling across steel sky.
“Your cunt has a velvet grip.”

The words slammed into me as hard as his thrust—filthy, reverent, full of weight.
My body responded instantly. Tightened. Trembled. Starved for more.

I gasped, fingers sinking into the couch cushions, spine arching like I’d been caught in a riptide of heat.
My knuckles went white.
My legs shook.
I felt pulled to the edge of something sharp, stretched beyond what should feel good—
but craving more.
Craving ruin.

“Velvet grip deserves steel,” I cried out.
It tore from my throat like a battle cry and a surrender all at once.
“Split me open, Richard—fuck me.”

And he did.

No mercy. No pause.

He drove into me with a pace that was deliberate and devastating—
Thick, brutal strokes that emptied my lungs and rewired my thoughts.
Each one deeper. Harder. Closer to something unholy.

My body wasn’t mine anymore.
It writhed under him like it had been redesigned to take this.
To take him.

His hands clamped around my hips—owning them, anchoring me—holding me in place while he turned me inside out.

Somewhere behind us, I heard Drew.
Panting. Grunting. Desperate.
The pace of his hand matching the slap of Richard’s hips against my ass.
He was watching his wife be opened, inch by inch, by another man’s cock.
And he was falling apart.

But I wasn’t watching him.

I wasn’t thinking.

Because Richard was breaking me in real time—
And I never wanted it to stop.

And then—
he slowed.

Not out of fatigue.
Not out of kindness.
But because my cunt had started to pulse around him.
Tight. Hot. Relentless.
Like my body was begging to keep him. Like I wasn’t done giving.

He stayed buried deep, cock twitching inside me, just breathing through it—hands gripping my waist, thumbs digging into the flesh there like he was grounding himself.
The cameras captured us diligently.

Somewhere in the room, the scent of candle wax and sweat thickened.
And I felt it—my own slickness running down my thighs.
My own walls fluttering, spasming around him.

It wasn’t just arousal.
It was worship.
My cunt was praying.

He felt every pulse.
And he smiled.

“Still hungry,” he murmured, half to me, half to the red lights blinking from the shadows.

Then—he moved again.

But this time slower.
More deliberate.
He didn’t just fuck—he pressed.
Rolled.
Worked his hips in deep, gliding circles that kept him pressed against every fluttering nerve inside me.

I choked on a moan.
My spine arched.
My eyes rolled back as that blunt, thick head of his teased the place that made my whole body seize.
Again.
And again.
And again.

It was unbearable.
Too much.
Too good.
I didn’t know if I was about to cry, or black out, or scream until the glass cracked.

But I knew I wasn’t letting go.

And neither was he.

He continued the slow, lascivious torture.

I turned my head—caught sight of us in the mirror.
And my breath caught.

He was still inside me… buried deep.
And he wasn’t moving much—
just subtle, filthy pelvic rolls.
Lewd. Controlled.
Tiny, obscene thrusts that barely pulled back—just enough to jolt me. Enough to keep my walls fluttering around him in helpless surrender.

Every movement was intimate filth.
Like a secret being whispered through my cunt.

I locked eyes with him through the glass.

And he smiled.

That dark, knowing smile—like he was watching his favorite possession squirm around his cock.

My mouth parted, trembling, eyes wide with wet disbelief… then I smiled back.
Because I knew exactly what he was doing.
Breaking me in.
Stretching me.
Letting my body get used to the truth of him.

Every mini-thrust—sharp, precise—felt like a command whispered through my hips.
I clenched instinctively.
And he groaned low, like I’d answered correctly.

Every tiny stroke turned into a vulgar private language, spoken in slick pulses and mirrored stares.
My thighs trembled.
My back arched.
He gave a deeper grind—slow, claiming, and I saw his abs flex. His cock throbbed inside me. I was soaking him.

The room was golden, shadowed, quiet except for the wet sounds and my broken, eager whimpers.

We watched ourselves—
Not moving fast.
Just letting the filth marinate.

He stayed deep… and made me feel every inch of what I’d taken.

My fingers clawed at the couch cushions, trying to anchor myself as he pushed into me with methodical devastation. My body rocked forward with every roll of his hips, ass slapping against his thighs, the sound echoing in that shadowed, decadent room like applause for ruin.

The cameras clicked quietly in the background—sleek, mechanical witnesses documenting every angle, every tremble, every obscenity. The red recording lights blinked like eyes in the dark, unblinking, immortalizing the moment I gave myself away.

To the side, Drew sat frozen in the leather armchair.
Mouth open. Breath shallow.

His hand worked his shaft in tight, feverish strokes—slick, desperate, shaking. He couldn’t look away. His pupils were blown wide, his entire body taut, barely moving except for that trembling rhythm.

He wasn’t just watching his wife get fucked.
He was watching her leave him in real time.

And he loved it.

He needed it.

And I—
I needed to be taken further.

Richard picked up pace.

The slow, claiming strokes gave way to something wild — each thrust a brutal, rhythmic insistence that slammed through me like war drums in a velvet arena. My body stopped resisting the stretch and began welcoming it — clenching, pulsing, offering itself to the pressure and the fullness. Every time he drove into me, I opened wider. Took more. Needed more.

My mouth broke open around a scream — no words, no shape, just raw sound.
I clawed at the leather, at the couch, at anything — my nails scraping helplessly for anchor, for sanity. But there was none. Just him. Just the heat between us, thick despite the air-conditioning, sweat glistening on my back, on my thighs, on my flushed, open face.

My hair was a mess across my cheeks, damp strands sticking to my lips as I gasped for air. My makeup had melted. My body was slick, ruined, alive.
My ass writhed, vulgar and shameless, meeting every thrust like it was born for it.

And then it happened —
One peak.
Then another.
Then a third, rolling through me like electricity cracking across wet skin.

My vision blurred. My legs shook violently.
My moans weren’t my husky feminine sounds anymore—they were whines, yelps, growling grunts, pulled from somewhere deep, somewhere unspeakable.
I felt myself gushing around him, helpless, soaking us both—my body giving in completely.

Richard slowed down again, letting me relax, getting me used to sensations around me.

It was a sensory overload. My nerves were fire. My cunt was spasming, gripping him desperately. My body forgot itself.

The air was thick with heat and filth — despite the blast of the A/C, my skin was slick with sweat, hair clinging to my face, my mouth open and slack.

I couldn’t close my legs. Couldn’t catch my breath. My cunt was still convulsing, still gushing. Still taking him.
Every thrust slapped against me with a wet, obscene sound — my soaked flesh spreading wide, sucking him back in.
And underneath it all, beneath my moans and the slap of skin, I heard it.

Chip-chip-chip.

The soft, rhythmic sound of my husband in the witness chair — jerking off.
I didn’t look. I didn’t have to.
I felt it.
The humiliation. The arousal. The sheer depravity of it.

I was fucked royally — stretched, stirred, split apart by something that had already made me come twice. My body had no more walls. No more pride. Just this pulsing, glistening ache.

My ass moved on instinct, chasing him back, slapping against him with every stroke.
My thighs were trembling. My nipples brushed the leather beneath me, raw and stiff.

I couldn’t even moan anymore — just open my mouth and take the next wave as it rolled through my belly and shattered against my bones.

That sound —
My husband’s slow, desperate strokes —
was the only thing keeping me tethered to the room.

Because everything else?
Was Richard.

His cock.
His weight.
His discipline.
His claim.

I turned my head toward the witness chair.
My vision was hazy, my face flushed, but I could still make out Drew’s silhouette — shirtless, cock in hand, chest rising and falling.

I smiled at him. Weakly.
Like a woman who’d been claimed, drained, and filled again.
And he… smiled back.
A soft, faint flicker — more reverent than possessive.
His cock was hard in his fist, trembling, red at the tip. He looked ruined. But still watching.

That was when Richard wrapped his fist in my hair.
Not rough. Not careless. Just firm—assertive. 
His fingers curled at the base of my skull, and he tugged.
My breath caught. My spine arched.

And there he was.
Focused. Filthy. Unforgiving.
His hips had stilled, buried to the hilt inside me, but his eyes were drinking in the sight of my ass — stretched wide around him, glistening with wetness, the soft cheeks clenching and parting each time I twitched.

He met my eyes in the glass.
Not a word spoken.
Just that raw hunger.

I gave him what he needed.
A wiggle. A shift. A little backward push — obscene and welcoming.

He growled.
And started moving again.

Long, controlled thrusts at first.
Then harder.
Faster.
Gathering rhythm like a storm rebuilding itself — not out of rage, but out of right.
He owned this tempo.
He owned me.

And in the mirror… I saw it all.

The rhythm built — brutal and deliberate.

He wasn’t pounding me wildly. He was fucking me like a man who knew how to break a woman without rushing it. Long, deep strokes that filled me to the back and pulled out slow, teasing my rim until I almost collapsed again.

I moaned into the mirror. My own reflection startled me.
My mouth hung open, my lipstick smeared, hair wild across my face.
I looked like a woman being fucked senseless.
Because I was.

Richard’s body hovered over mine now. He was taller — broader — and as he leaned in, I could feel the weight of him, the heat of his chest brushing my slick back.

Then I felt it — his hands.

They slid forward.

Rough, warm palms grazing my hips, then sliding up my ribcage, until both hands found my breasts.
He grabbed them.
Full. Greedy. Possessive.
His fingers sank into the softness, pushing my tits together, then apart, playing with their weight like he owned them.

And he did.

He fucked me harder now, his chest pressed to my back, his cock slamming up and into me with a force that made my thighs slap forward on the leather. My arms gave out — I collapsed onto my elbows, cheek against the couch, the mirror now catching only part of my ruined face.

My ass stayed up. My pussy stayed wide.
Open and working.

His thrusts turned savage.

There was no silence anymore — the room echoed with the slap of skin, the squelch of my soaked cunt, and that soft, shameful chip-chip of my husband’s fist in the witness chair.

I didn’t care.

I arched back into Richard. Let him take it.

His body crashed into mine like it was the only thing that mattered — hips pistoning forward, thighs slapping loud and slick, breath hot and wild against my ear.

“Fucking hell, Elena…”
It was the first time he spoke since grabbing my hair.

His voice was low, guttural, fraying at the edge.

He slammed in once.
Twice.
Held it.

Then he grunted — deep, thick, broken — and I felt it.

The first twitch.
Then the surge.
I felt it before I heard it — the low grunt from deep in his chest, the tension in his thighs, the way his cock swelled impossibly thick inside me.

And then he let go.

A brutal, claiming release.
His cock jerked hard — once, twice — then erupted in heavy, molten pulses, each one hotter, thicker, deeper than the last.
It wasn’t just cum. It was a signature. His brand.
The sharp, musky scent of his cum appeared out of nowhere and filled the room—thick and unmistakable. 
Spilling copiously against the raw mouth of my womb, coating my walls in heat that refused to leave.

I could feel it — the weight of his load, thick as syrup, pushing back against my clenching walls.
He didn’t pull out.
He didn’t ask.
He flooded me like I was his.

Again.
And again.
Until I felt it trickle, slick and obscene, down the insides of my thighs.

His breath was shattered. His body still pulsing.
And my cunt?
Branded. Filled. Owned.

The mirror caught it all. The cameras consumed it all. 
The ruin.
The surrender.
The leak of him down my leg — his mark still inside me, long after the thrusts stopped.

He stayed inside.
Buried.
Breathing ragged.

My body was shaking — thighs soaked, cunt open and dripping.
One of his hands was still squeezing my breast. The other slid down, fingers spreading across my belly, holding me tight — like I might float away.

In the mirror, I saw everything.

My ruined hair.
My flushed, sweaty chest.

My face—tired, glowing, open.
My belly twitching with aftershocks.
His heavy body over mine.
And behind us, in the reflection, Drew — hunched, watching, shaking — cock in hand, the expression of a man who had seen God.

And somewhere above us, the cameras kept rolling.

The red light blinked.
The lens saw what we lived.

I was no longer a wife.

I was a memory being made.
A frame being captured.
A woman being fucked by her bull.

And I had never felt more alive.

I moaned — wrecked and wide open, forehead pressed to the couch, mouth parted in disbelief as I felt Richard still twitch inside me.  Still buried to the root, still pulsing. Still pouring more of his DNA into me, like he didn’t want a single drop wasted.
His fingers locked tight around my hips, holding me there, like pulling out wasn’t even a thought. Like he meant to stay.

Behind us, I heard it — the slick sound of my husband’s fist moving fast over his cock.
He was breathing hard, broken.
Then the change — that desperate stutter of rhythm. The little grunt. The choke.
He came hard, moaning through his teeth, watching Richard still embedded in me, with only his balls out.

I didn’t look back.
But I knew.
Knew exactly what he was seeing — my body, split open, being claimed.
And it was enough to make him fall apart with just his hand.

But Richard didn’t stop.
He was still inside me.
Still thick. Still twitching. Still pulsing in slow waves like my body was milking him for more.
I could feel every last drop settle in me.
Heavy. Hot. Possessive.

And I didn’t want him to pull out.

But eventually… I felt the shift.

His fingers loosened on my hips.
His weight pulled back.
And then — that final, slow slide.

I turned slightly, catching it all in the mirror.

The thick stretch of him easing out of me, still wet, still glistening.
And then—
That sound.
A soft, wet parting noise from my cunt — not delicate, not shy.
It sounded vulgar and real, like air escaping from a place he’d been too deep in, too long.
Almost like a low, wet fart, but not from my ass — from the place he had ruined.

Our eyes met in the reflection.

We looked like a well-knit couple tied by sex.  Black and White.

He smirked.

I smiled back.
Ruined. Stretched. Still open.
 

And we both saw it—the slow drip beginning.
His cum, seeping out of me.
Marking the end of the act.
But not the end of what it meant.

And I saw him.

Drew.

Still seated in that leather armchair. Legs slack. Chest rising in short, shallow bursts.
His hand had fallen away from his cock—now soft, sticky, like a forgotten, limp noodle against his thigh.
He wasn’t moving. Couldn’t.
But his face...
God, his face.

His mouth hung open, slack with disbelief.
His eyes — glassy, wide, stunned — met mine.

And in that stillness, in that raw, unspeakable moment between us, I saw everything.

The heartbreak.
The arousal.
The worship.
And something else—
Gratitude.

He looked like a man who’d been hit by something sacred. Not wounded. Not ruined. Just… remade.

One hand lay limp at his side, the other glazed in the mess of his own climax — white streaks across his palm and wrist, drying under the low, golden light.
His shirt was half-unbuttoned and clung to him with sweat, like he’d been through something physical himself.
His eyes shimmered, not with tears, but with something deeper.
Recognition. Reverence.

He’d watched it all.
And it had changed him.

Because the look on his face wasn’t pain.
Wasn’t lust.
Wasn’t even jealousy.

It was awe.

He looked at me like a man staring at a miracle.

Like I was something holy now—sanctified through surrender, reborn through another man’s hands.
And somehow, he knew:
He’d never touch me the same way again.
Not because he couldn’t.
Because he shouldn’t.

And in that look—shaking, undone, spellbound—I saw the truth we’d never said aloud:

I was never just his.
I never wanted to be.

He saw it.
All of it.

And still, he didn’t flinch.
Didn’t speak.
Just breathed — slow and ragged, like he was afraid that saying anything might shatter the spell.

He looked small. Not weak — just peeled back. Stripped of everything but this moment.
The man who gave his wife away... and stayed to watch her go.

And in that silence, in that trembling stillness, I saw a man who was—

Proud.

Proud — in that quiet, wrecked way only a man can be when he’s finally gotten exactly what he craved.

Because this?
This wasn’t the first time.

Yes, he’d seen me with Evan.
He’d heard the moans.
He’d seen me arch and grind and clutch at another man.
But he hadn’t seen me writhe like this, cum like a slut on steroids.

He hadn’t seen me elevate like this.

Because with Evan, I hadn’t lit up.

I hadn’t bloomed like this — eyes wide, hips open, soul split.

I was loud, really loud, frantic, soaked in something I didn’t know I had.

What happened with Richard wasn’t just another fuck.
It wasn’t a scene.
It wasn’t performance.

It was something else.
Organic. Visceral. Orgasmic in a way that couldn’t be rehearsed.

What Drew saw tonight wasn’t just sex.
It was transformation.
Rapture.
The moment a wife crosses over and doesn’t look back.

And now that he’d seen it — seen me taken, owned, filled until I smiled — he couldn’t stop trembling beneath the weight of what it meant.

He looked shattered, yes.
But not broken beyond repair.
Just… never whole in the same way again.

Because tonight wasn’t about watching his wife misbehave.
It was about watching her become something else.
Feral. Uncontrolled.
A woman unhinged from rules, from rhythm, from roles.

A banshee of sex and surrender.

Not the girl he married.
Not even the woman who roleplayed with him.

But something elemental.
A creature born from moan and muscle, soaked and spent, dripping from the inside out.
Something wild enough to forget he was even there.
Something real enough to make him weep.

And he did softly.

His eyes stayed on mine.
Brimming. Bare.

And in that final, fragile exchange between us, I didn’t feel guilt.
I didn’t feel regret.

Just the truth of what we’d become —
And the strange, undeniable closeness born from watching me unravel in another man’s hands.

Richard leaned down, kissed my shoulder, then whispered, “I’ll just step out for a moment.”

I blinked. My body was still shaking.
For a second, I thought he meant emotionally — that he wanted us to connect, maybe… say something.
But no. He was practical. Unbothered. In control.

He stood up, slow and deliberate. I followed his movement, my eyes trailing down — and paused.

His cock—soft now, still glistening with my slick and his cum—was still massive.
Even in that spent, heavy state, it made my husband’s flaccid one look like a peanut.

My slick clung to his manhood in thin, wet ribbons.
And right at the head — just below the ridge — a lazy bead of cum still sat, thick and unwilling to fall.
It moved only slightly when he adjusted, catching light from the ceiling as it clung.

He glanced once at the cameras.
Then at Drew.

A cool, knowing look.

No words. Just shared understanding.

Then he turned.
Naked. Calm. Barefoot.
His scent still on my skin.

I stared at his ass as he walked — firm, muscular, flexing slightly with each step.
His back was broad, dotted faintly with sweat.
There was no urgency in him. No guilt. No shame.

Just presence. Command.

His body disappeared behind the half-open bathroom door.
The light inside flicked on, spilling golden into the space he’d just dominated.

And then it was just us.

Me.
My ruined body.
And Drew — standing at the foot of the bed, unable to look anywhere else but between my legs.

And still, I lay there — wrecked, open, silent.

Drew stepped closer.
Not because he had to.
Because he couldn’t stop himself.

He came to the edge of the bed and stared down.
At me.
At my pussy.

Opened. Soft. Pink.
Stretched wider than he’d ever seen it.

His mouth parted — just slightly.
And I knew he saw it.

Richard’s cum was beginning to slide out of me in slow, heavy globs.
It caught on the ridge of my inner lips, oozing over my slit, collecting in a glistening smear at the base of my ass.

I felt it drip.
Hot. Thick. Foreign.
Not his.

And yet he looked at me like I was a miracle.

“Come here,” I whispered — voice hoarse, shaky.

He blinked, then knelt between my legs.
His hands hovered — not from doubt, but awe.

And then… he entered me.

His cock was hard — of course it was — but smaller. Tighter.
My body took him easily. Too easily.

I didn’t have to adjust.
I didn’t have to stretch.
I was still shaped around Richard.

And Drew felt it.

He pushed once.
Twice.
A third time.

My body hugged him, but didn’t fight.
There was no resistance.
Just slack, heat, memory.

His rhythm faltered.

And then something shifted.

He pulled out — fast.
And stared.

At how open I still was.
At how his own cock looked small compared to the space Richard had just carved into me.

I reached for him.

But he stepped back.

“I… I need to see,” he whispered.

I complied. Slowly. Deliberately.
Spreading my legs.

Letting him look. Memorize

And then he stroked. Slow. Controlled. Watching me — wide open, glistening, my lips still parted. His jaw clenched. His breathing turned ragged.

My pussy was still pulsing open.
Raw, pink, ruined.


Another thick stream of Richard’s cum slid out —
and that was it.

Drew’s cock jerked.
And with a low grunt, he spilled again… all over his own hand, eyes never leaving the place where another man had just finished inside me.

And I just lay there, letting him see me.
Letting him own what he’d just witnessed.

Because this wasn’t over.
This wasn’t the end.

This was how it started.

After that first night with Richard —
after I lay broken across his leather couch, dripping and undone,
while Drew came just from watching —
we knew.

This wasn’t a one-time thrill.
It had opened a door.
Not just in Drew.
But in me.

Because I wasn’t pretending anymore.
Wasn’t performing.
Wasn’t playing into my husband’s kink.

I wanted it.
The weight.
The stretch.
The way Richard didn’t need to ask.
He just took.
And I gave — not out of duty.
But because I’d been waiting for this.

Something inside me had always been hungry for it.
For more.
For him.

I wasn’t just open now.
I was tilting.

Leaning toward what I’d never dared say out loud.
Toward darker.
Toward bigger.
Toward black.

And yes—
it was even more dangerous under the right light,
with the mirror catching every thrust,
and the camera quietly watching as I stopped pretending.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

I didn’t mean to watch it.
Not tonight.
But when I opened my laptop to check emails, there it was — a folder on the desktop. Cleanly labeled.
“Elena – Mirror Room – Full Session.”

No message. No emojis.
Just Richard’s quiet confidence… in what he had captured.

I clicked it.

And it opened like a secret blooming.

There I was — on screen — kneeling between his thighs, mouth open, eyes focused, hair spilling over my shoulders like a curtain of dark silk.

Every detail was crystal. The soft gold light bathed the room in a warmth that made everything look more intimate — more deliberate. Shadows clung to my curves. My bare back glowed. The mirror on the far wall didn’t just reflect — it framed. My body. My intent.

The camera angle was low. Purposeful. Hungry.
It didn’t miss a thing.
Not the way I shifted my weight slightly on my knees.
Not the pause just before I leaned in — lips parted; breath caught in my chest.

It captured the first slide of my mouth over him: slow, reverent, almost hesitant, like I was still testing the weight of what I’d taken on.
The wetness. The stretch. The moment I let my lips seal and draw back, cheeks hollowing slightly.

He looked impossibly thick in my hands.
Veined, swollen, glistening against my spit.
A cock that looked made for exactly this — to be held, stroked, swallowed.

And I looked… greedy.
Hungry in a way I’d never seen myself before.
Not cute. Not careful.
But purposeful.
My eyes stayed on him — on his face, his chest, the pulse in his neck.
And then, almost instinctively, I blinked once… and went deeper.

I didn’t even notice Drew shifting beside me.

Not at first.

The room was silent, save for the soft hum of the laptop fan and the faint, wet sound of me on screen — sucking, stroking, breathing through my nose as I took Richard deeper.

Then his voice broke through the silence.

“What’s that?”

His tone was quiet. Cautious. Almost reverent.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.
My mouth was too dry. My tongue felt thick behind my teeth.

So I just tilted the screen toward him. Slowly. As if offering him a truth we both already knew.

He leaned in. His breathing caught.
The glow of the video lit his face — that mixture of awe and disbelief flickering in his eyes as he watched me.

Not as his wife.

But as her.
The woman on her knees. Open. Obedient. Starved for more.

And I stayed silent.

Because what could I say?
Everything I was feeling — the tension, the heat, the ache between my legs — it was all already on screen.

The video played on, unblinking.
I was moaning around Richard’s cock now — soft, desperate sounds muffled by the weight of him filling my mouth. My throat flexed with every push, every shallow thrust of his hips.

The camera caught everything.
The smudge of mascara feathered under my lashes.
The faint tremor in my jaw as I tried to take him deeper.
The glisten on my lips when I came up for air.
The slow, involuntary roll of my hips as if my body needed friction wherever it could find it.

Beside me, Drew went utterly still.
Not breathing. Not blinking.
Just watching.

Then I heard it — the quiet rustle of the sheets.
A subtle shift. A sigh drawn through his teeth.
And then movement.
Slow. Rhythmic.
His hand sliding beneath the fabric, following the pace of what he saw on screen.

I didn’t look at him.
I didn’t have to.
The sound alone told me everything.
That he wasn’t just watching anymore — he was inside it again.
Right there with us.

And I stayed perfectly still, eyes on the screen, pretending to breathe normally while my pulse thundered between my thighs.

My own fingers had already dipped into my panties —
half-possessed, like they didn’t belong to me anymore.
They slid through the wet heat with the ease of someone already ruined, already open.

The slick sound of my own arousal mixed with the muted breath from beside me.
His strokes.
My strokes.
All in sync with her — the woman on the screen.
Me.

Mouth full.
Eyes glassy.
Knees wide on the plush carpet.

I could feel it again —
not just the stretch of Richard’s cock in my throat,
but the power of being watched.
Not just by him.
But by the man I married.

And I didn’t stop.
I rubbed slower, deeper, pressing against the ache that had never really left since that night.
The ache I knew would come back stronger when the video shifted angles.

When it showed what came next.

The footage changed.
Another angle.

Mirror view now — from behind.
Crisp. Deliberate.

There I was.
On all fours.
Back arched.
Hair falling over one shoulder like I’d posed for it — even though I hadn’t.
The curve of my ass took center frame in all its vulgar magnificence, glowing under the soft amber light, trembling slightly with each breath. Like a Tinto Brass movie.

And then —
Richard.

He slid in.
Slow. Measured.
As if savoring the first grip.
As if watching it too.

The stretch was clear on my face — even in the mirror.
My mouth parted, jaw slack, a silent scream frozen in motion.
My eyes were half-closed, but not with pain.
With pressure.
With the unbearable ache of being filled like that again.

And then he began to move.
Deeper.
Harder.
The soft slap of skin on skin echoed faintly through the audio — not pornographic, just real.

My thighs quivered.
The arch of my back deepened.
I didn’t resist. I pressed back.
Offered.

The camera didn’t flinch.
It caught the ripple of every thrust.
The tension in Richard’s forearms.
The wet gleam spreading between my thighs.
The subtle change in rhythm when I reached back and grabbed the base of the mirror —
steadying myself.
Holding still.
Letting him use me like that.

Beside me on the bed, Drew was breathing faster now.
But I didn’t look at him.

I was watching me.
And I was soaking.

I watched myself take it.
Watched the soft bounce of my body with every deep stroke.
The way my skin glistened — that thin sheen of sweat under the golden light, tracing the line of my spine.
Watched his hands — strong, dark — gripping my waist with that firm, steady hold.
Not tender.
Not rough.
Just his.
Like he was anchoring me there, locking me in place as he fucked deeper.

Each thrust nudged me forward, and each time, I came back to meet him.
Not out of reflex.
Out of hunger.

In the mirror, my eyes were lost.
Mouth open.
A woman undone — and loving it.

Drew groaned under his breath beside me.

I turned my head slightly.

His eyes were glassy.
Focused.
One hand clutching the sheets, the other — buried under the fabric — was moving now. Faster.

He didn’t try to hide it.
Didn’t speak.

He was watching me — on all fours, fucked and glowing — and jacking off to it in real time.

The video kept going.
And then it zoomed in.
The close-up.

My eyes widened.

I saw myself cum.
Not the way I imagined I looked — but how I really looked.
Flushed. Vulnerable. Raw.

My mouth dropped open with each slap of his hips, gasping, unable to form words.
Mascara smeared. Hair wild.
That soft cry caught in my throat, over and over — every inch of me undone on camera.

The sound was filthy.
Obscene.
Flesh against flesh.
The wet, rhythmic pulse of my cunt, the way it squelched every time he sank in.

God, I sounded wrecked.
Ragged moans. Breathless whimpers. That one cracked sob when the orgasm hit — when my hips stuttered and I collapsed under him.

And then I saw him.

Richard.
His face twisted — not in cruelty, not in rage — but in that final, frantic hunger.
The desperate throb of his body as he lost himself in mine.

He didn’t hold back.
Didn’t try to be quiet or composed.
He gave in, fully.
Slammed deep and came — inside me — with a groan so loud I could feel it echo in my bones.

I gasped watching it.

My body, sitting there beside Drew, trembled.
Because watching it…
Watching myself being filled like that…
I was cumming again.

And then, almost cruelly… the final part.

The camera didn’t flinch.
Didn’t soften.
It simply kept filming.

Drew entered the frame.

His cock was hard — flushed, twitching.
He moved toward me slowly, his breath held, his hands unsure.

I was still on all fours, my body gleaming with sweat, my thighs parted, leaking.
He knelt behind me. Pressed in.

I didn’t move.

He slid in. Gently. Carefully.
And then — stilled.

God, I remember that feeling.
His cock, thinner than Richard’s, entering a space already stretched, raw, dripping full.
I could feel the difference.
So could he.

His face changed — that split-second hesitation.
The way his mouth parted, eyes flicking down, then up, searching for something.

The camera caught it all.
His uncertainty.
His need.

He moved once.
Then again.
And stopped.

“Show me,” he said softly.

On-screen, I reached back.
Fingers trembling, I spread myself open — wide, wet, obscene.

Still glistening from Richard.
Still shaped by his size.
Still his.

Drew didn’t look away.
Couldn’t.

His eyes locked on the sight — the pink stretch, the dripping folds, the glisten of spent cum.

And just like that… he came.

No rhythm.
No build.
Just a sharp, stunned breath and a few helpless, feeble strokes.
His cock pulsed once… twice… against the soaked heat of me.
His body tensed.
Then slumped.

All from the image.
The leftover heat.
The rawness I carried.
The proof that I had been fucked — fully, selfishly — by someone else.

The camera never blinked.
Neither did we.

I turned my face to him now — the real him, lying beside me.

His chest was rising fast.
His fist gripped his cock low, tight. The head was flushed, leaking.
He wasn’t stroking anymore — he was holding on, right at the edge.

“You’re jerking off already?” I whispered, my voice low, breath still catching.

His eyes flicked to mine, dazed but focused.

“You came, right?” he asked.

I nodded, my lips parting.
And I had — but not enough.

“Can’t help it,” he murmured. No apology. No shame.

I didn’t reply.
My hand was already beneath the sheet again.

Fingers parted my folds — slippery, wet, overly sensitive.
But I kept going.
Middle finger circling my clit, ring finger teasing lower, then sliding in.
I was soaked. Still pulsing from the last orgasm.
But this one built faster. Deeper.

I kept my eyes on the screen as I came again — slower this time, but longer.
A low, involuntary moan broke from my chest.
My hips flexed against my own hand.
Thighs trembling.
I bit my lip to stay quiet, but I couldn’t stop my legs from shaking.
I felt everything — the heat, the tension, the unbearable pressure that let go all at once, soaking my fingers, soaking the sheets.
And I saw it mirrored on screen — me coming, back arched, face broken open.
My cunt gripping Richard. My mouth wide.

And beside me, Drew groaned.

I turned just in time to watch it happen.

He’d pulled the sheet down. His cock was fully out now — red, twitching, thick with pre-cum.
He stroked twice. Then again.

His hand was a blur, the muscles in his forearm flexing hard.
He stared at the screen like he couldn’t blink.
He rewound — again — to the moment I spread myself for Richard, open, glistening, used.

That did it.

His jaw tensed. His body jerked once.
And he came.

Thick white ropes spilled over his belly.
His cock twitched again, slower this time, as the last drops leaked out in weak, slippery pulses.
He lay back, chest heaving, still holding the base like he didn’t know how to stop.

The video stilled — frozen on my face.
Slack. Ruined.
Hips still arched. Cunt still wet and exposed.

I shut the laptop slowly.

The air between us was thick now — almost wet.
It clung to our skin like the sweat between my breasts, the cum cooling on his stomach.

“We’re keeping that file,” I murmured, breath shaky.

Drew didn’t even look at me.
His eyes were still on the dark screen, cock softening in his palm.

“Obviously,” he said.

_________________________________________________________________________________
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