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I’m Riley. Thirty-four. Married. Pretty on paper — like a Christmas card no one dares look too closely at. My skin’s a soft, golden olive that holds warmth even in winter, and my hair? Long, dark, thick — a mess I don’t always bother taming. It frames my face like wild thoughts frame my marriage: unruly, half-hidden, begging to be touched.

My eyes are hazel, sharp when they want to be, glassy when I’m turned on — which is often. My lips are full and always a little bitten, like I’m keeping secrets on the tip of my tongue. I’ve got the kind of body that makes people stare longer than they should — soft where it matters, firm where it counts.

My tits are real, handful and responsive, and my ass? It’s thick. High. The kind that makes elevators quiet and coworkers stupid. Men talk to it more than they talk to me — which is fine. I know what it’s for. Especially in December, when the cold turns me into something slick, wicked, and ready to be unwrapped.

There’s something wicked that wakes up in me when winter wraps its cold hands around the world. The snow makes everything quiet — too quiet — like the universe is holding its breath while I slip out of my skin and into something primal. Something hungry. Something bad.

It’s the lights, maybe — those soft, glowing lies strung across windows and trees. They make everything look pure, innocent. But beneath them? I become the opposite.

I become me.
On Christmas Eve, the city outside was buried in silence.
The tree twinkled in the corner, strung with golden lights and crimson ribbons. Ornaments shimmered like delicate jewels — glass, gold, a few handmade with memories stitched in — each one reflecting the flicker of firelight. A pine-sweet scent filled the room, tinged with cinnamon and something faintly sinful — like desire wrapped in tinsel.

But in our living room, heat pulsed off the fireplace like a second heartbeat. Shadows danced.
Garlands framed the mantle in lush evergreen and red velvet bows, while stockings hung untouched — innocent, waiting. But this night was never meant for innocence. There were gifts here, yes… just not the kind you'd wrap.

The air buzzed with electricity that had nothing to do with weather.
My weather was inside me — wet, wild, ready to erupt.

I stood before the mirror, bathed in golden firelight, and the woman staring back at me wasn’t just dressed for seduction — she was seduction.

My robe clung to me like smoke, the silk whispering over bare skin, hugging curves that begged to be worshipped. Black lace framed my breasts, the cups barely covering nipples that jutted hard and swollen through the fabric, the cold teasing them to aching peaks. The lace dipped between them, plunging down my torso in sheer, sinful lines that drew every eye to the curve of my waist and the swell of my hips — hips made for being held, gripped, used.

I had no panties. No protection. Just skin, scent, and a pulse between my thighs that throbbed with need. My thighs — soft, strong, creamy — glistened faintly from the oil I’d massaged in earlier, a warm shimmer that caught the firelight like dew on bare petals. Every step I took made the robe part just a little more, the slit revealing one long, smooth leg and the promise of everything beneath.

My hair was wild — tousled, thick, a dark frame around flushed cheeks and parted lips still damp from the way I’d been biting them all night. My eyes were glassy, heavy-lidded, pupils wide — like a woman seconds from a kiss or an orgasm, and aching for both.

I didn’t just look good.
I looked fuckable for the night.

I tied the robe loosely at my waist — just enough to pretend I cared about modesty. I didn’t.
The tie hung like a suggestion, not a defense.
One move and the whole thing would fall apart.
Just like I wanted to.

The glow of the fireplace bathed the room in warmth, glittering off metallic ornaments and casting the tree’s shadow like a second presence in the room — watching. Judging. Approving.

I turned, barefoot, and walked into the living room — hips swaying, tits swaying beneath the robe, nipples cutting through the silk like bullets through air. Confidence dripped from me with every step. I knew how I looked. I knew what I was doing. I was the gift and the dare and the sin — all wrapped in black lace and intent.

And when his eyes hit me?

Like a car crash.
Stunned. Wide. Lust-blown.

His jaw tightened, his throat worked, and his cock strained visibly against denim.
My robe slid open just enough to flash the curve of one bare breast — round, high, flushed, begging to be sucked.

My nipples, already visible through the thin silk, made his pupils twitch.
He shifted in his seat like his pants hurt.
They probably did.

Good.

I wanted him squirming.
I wanted him aching.
I wanted him to know I wasn’t just ready to be touched —
I was ready to be taken, even if it wasn’t by him.
Not first.

I curled into his lap, purring, grinding just enough to let him feel the heat through his jeans. “You remember what I asked for,” I said, brushing my lips against his jaw.

He was already stiff beneath me. Good.

I leaned in, my lips grazing his ear like a promise laced with poison and perfume. “He’s coming.”

He tensed. His hands gripped my thighs. But I wasn’t afraid. I wanted his tension. Wanted him to fight it — and lose.

We'd whispered this fantasy into each other’s mouths for months, his fingers buried in me while I told him what I wanted: to be taken, devoured, seen. Not just by him. By another. While he watched. While he stroked himself to the sight of his wife being broken open.

“He?” he managed, voice dark and choked.

I straddled him slowly, my bare pussy pressing into the thick outline of his cock through denim. Hot. Pulsing. Just there, beneath me — but not inside me. Not yet. I rocked against him lazily, soaking his jeans, letting the heat from between my thighs smear across the fabric like a promise. His hands gripped my hips, fingers trembling. He could feel it — how soaked I was. How feral. How far gone.

I leaned in, lips brushing his jaw.

“It’s Douglas.”

His breath caught.

“You remember Douglas, don’t you?” I purred, rolling my hips again, harder this time. “From the office. Big. Confident. The one who always made me laugh at meetings and stayed a little too close behind me at the copier?”

I bit his earlobe, slow and smug. “The one I told you about. The one you asked if I’d ever fooled around with.”

His voice was tight. “Have you?”

I smiled. Wicked. “A little. Nothing serious. We flirted. He touched. I let him. You know how I get…”

I pulled back just enough to look him in the eye — smug, glowing, dangerous. “But I told him about you. About how open-minded you are. How much I crave being watched. How much I want him.”

He tensed beneath me. Harder now. Silent. His throat bobbed. His pupils dilated. I could feel the jealousy tangled with arousal. Could feel how badly he wanted to say no — and how much more he wanted to watch.

“He knows you're here tonight,” I whispered, grinding down with a slow, wet swirl of my hips. “He knows you’ll be watching.”

His mouth opened, but the words never came. Only breath.

And then — the doorbell rang.

The sound wasn’t loud, but in that thick silence between me and my husband — breath caught, cock straining, heart pounding — it may as well have been a gunshot. I didn’t turn to him. I wanted to leave him in that suspended agony, heart thudding, cock twitching beneath denim, unsure if he was about to lose everything — or witness the most obscene, intimate thing he'd ever seen.

I walked barefoot across the floor, silk robe whispering against my hips with every step. I knew he was watching me — my husband, helpless on the couch, eyes locked on the sway of my ass like it was hypnotizing him.

This ass. The one that gets all the stares. The one Douglas can’t keep his hands off at the office when no one’s looking. I’ve caught him staring so many times it’s practically become our language. Hell, he’s told me what it does to him — how it drives him crazy.

And honestly? I don’t get it.

It’s just an ass.
Two cheeks. A curve. Skin. Flesh. Nothing special, really.
I mean, if only these men knew — it farts. It sweats. It has stretch marks if you look close enough.
It’s not magic. It’s just me.

But that never stops them, does it?

Men stare like it holds answers to the universe.
They grip it like it’s their lifeline.
They moan into it like it’s heaven wrapped in skin.
I’ve seen their eyes glaze over — not when I speak, not when I smile, but when I bend over to pick something up.

Apparently, this ass of mine is some kind of spell.
And baby, I’ve stopped fighting it.
Let them fall. Let them worship. Let them beg.
Because if I’m going to be a fantasy — I might as well make it unforgettable.

I gave it to him — the view.
Let the curve of it bounce, sway, tease...
Then vanish, a little more with every slow step I took toward the door.
I knew he was watching. I felt it.

At the threshold, I paused.
One hand on the knob, robe slipping just enough to reveal the crease where thigh meets cheek — that secret dip that always makes his breath catch.
I didn’t turn around. I didn’t need to.
Because by then, his desire was thick in the air behind me.

And I liked leaving him with that.

He didn’t need my face to be wrecked.

I smiled, biting my lip.

I knew who it was.

And when I opened the door — fuck.

There he was.

Douglas.

Big. Tall. Black. Built like a stud and dressed like sex. That smirk on his face said he already knew what I was wearing. Or not wearing. His eyes flicked down my body like he owned it already. And honestly?

Maybe tonight, he did.

The fire crackled behind us, casting gold and amber shadows across the living room. The Christmas tree stood tall by the window — dressed in soft white lights, glinting ornaments, red velvet ribbons twining through snow-dusted branches. A slow, jazzy version of Silent Night played low from the speakers, sultry sax weaving through the silence like background music for a sin.

And then he kissed me — Douglas. No words, no questions. Just need.

His mouth crashed down on mine, hot and full, all tongue and teeth and male hunger. One of his hands tangled in my hair, tugging until my scalp tingled, while the other slid down and grabbed my ass like he owned it. Possessive. Brutal. The kiss stole my balance. My mind unraveled. My thighs pressed together, already wet, already needy. His thigh slid between mine and I humped it — like a bitch in heat, grinding with reckless hunger while the lights from the tree shimmered across our skin.

Red and gold reflected off his dark jawline as he pulled back, licking his lips like he could still taste me. My robe had slipped low on one shoulder, baring a flash of breast, the stiff tip catching the eye like an ornament waiting to be unwrapped.

I turned my head. My husband still hadn’t moved.

He was frozen on the couch — eyes wide, mouth slightly open, cock pushing up under his jeans like it hurt. Firelight flickered over his face, but the glow from the tree lit his expression even more clearly: stunned, wrecked, ravenous.

Good.

I took Douglas’s hand and led him to the center of the room. The ornaments on the tree clinked faintly behind us as we passed, the scent of pine and cinnamon thick in the air. I caught a glimpse of our reflection in the window — me, barely dressed, hips swaying; him, tall and broad and dangerous. The image made me moan softly.

I didn’t care about introductions.

Didn’t need to say names. Not tonight.

All I needed was the thick, heavy bulge swinging between Douglas’s thighs. His jeans couldn’t hide it. Wouldn’t. That cock moved like it had its own gravity — long, wide, coiled with promise. It didn’t ask for permission. It didn’t wait.

And my pussy answered.

I straddled him on the couch in front of the tree, the fire warming my back, the scent of Douglas — musk and spice and danger — in my lungs. The silk robe slid open like it was done trying, falling away and pooling behind me. I was naked now. My skin glowed in the flickering light — every inch of me exposed, from stiff nipples to slick thighs.

The tree sparkled behind me — festive, pure, and oblivious to the hunger in front of it.

My clit throbbed, aching and bare, brushing the rough texture of his jeans as I ground against him. My husband could see everything — how I arched, how I rode the shape of another man, how I moaned with abandon.

Douglas looked up at me, slow and dark and sure. “Damn, girl,” he muttered, hands gripping my hips, thumbs brushing the curve of my ass. “You already this wet for me?”

I smiled, slow and smug. “He’s been getting me ready all month.”

He chuckled, low and deep. Like he knew. Like he’d been waiting for this.

His grip tightened, and I rocked harder — letting my slickness soak through the fabric between us. The bulge pressed right against my opening, firm and thick, and I couldn’t help but gasp.

“You watching, baby?” I asked, turning my head so my husband could see the grin on my lips, the flush on my cheeks, the wickedness in my eyes. “Watching me grind on that big Black cock you can’t compete with?”

No answer. Just breath. Heavy. Shaky.

Douglas leaned in, lips grazing my ear. “Get on your knees,” he said — voice like thunder wrapped in silk. “Show him what that throat’s for.”

God.

I moved immediately, sliding down onto the plush rug in front of the couch, knees sinking into it, hair wild, heart thundering. The lights from the tree twinkled over my skin — red, gold, green, glittering over bare breasts and flushed cheeks like I was gift-wrapped in sin.

I reached for his belt, my fingers trembling with anticipation. The fire crackled. An ornament on the tree turned slowly from the heat, spinning lazily as I undid the first buckle.

I looked up at him. His eyes were locked on mine. Heat. Hunger. A little smirk at the corner of his mouth that said, You’ve been dying for this, haven’t you?

He was right.

I dragged the belt through the loops slowly, like a striptease in reverse. One click. Another. His jeans loosened, bulge rising like something alive beneath.

The sound of wrapping paper crackled somewhere under the tree as I pulled his zipper down.

And then — finally — I reached inside.

My breath caught.

Because when I pulled his cock free?

I froze.

It was huge.

Thick. Long. Dark. Veiny. A goddamn monster.

Douglas’s cock stood heavy in my hand, dark like polished mahogany, veined with heat, the swollen head already glistening with a drop of pre-cum. My fingers didn’t even meet around the base. It throbbed with power, a weapon of lust and dominance, and all I could think was:

That’s going in my throat.

My breath hitched. My pussy clenched so hard it hurt. I could feel the slick heat dripping between my thighs, pooling beneath me on the soft rug like my body had already surrendered. I looked up at my husband through my lashes, lips parted in awe and hunger.

And I smiled.

Then I opened my mouth… and took Douglas in.

The first stretch across my tongue made my eyes flutter shut. My lips strained to fit around him, jaw aching instantly as I inched forward. The pressure against my throat made my eyes water — but I didn’t pull back. I wanted it deep. Wanted it loud. Wanted every choke and gag to ring out under the soft jazz and twinkle of Christmas lights.

I moaned around him.

Sloppy sucks, filthy gags, strings of spit connecting my chin to his cock. My hands worked the base — twisting, pumping, stroking what I couldn’t swallow — while my tongue swirled around the ridge of his crown, dragging down the underside with worshipful, wicked devotion.

Douglas grunted above me, deep and approving. His hand tangled in my hair, tightening as I hollowed my cheeks and buried my face into his lap, nose against his groin, taking every inch I could and drooling around it like a good, messy little thing.

The scent of pine needles and cinnamon drifted from the Christmas tree beside us. One of the ornaments caught the firelight and flashed gold across the head of his cock as I dragged my mouth back slowly, tongue tracing his length with reverence. My spit coated him now, dripping from his shaft down onto my chest.

I looked up.

Locked eyes with my husband again.

He looked wrecked. One hand wrapped tight around his cock now, stroking slow, the fabric of his jeans pushed down just enough for him to get to himself. His chest was rising and falling too fast. His mouth was open. Silent. His pupils were blown.

He wasn’t just watching.

He was owned by it.

Douglas shifted his hips forward, taking control. He thrust into my mouth with a slow, possessive roll, his cock pushing deeper with every motion. I gagged loud, helplessly, the sound wet and unmistakable — and so fucking perfect.

“Look at him,” Douglas growled down at me. “Watch your man while you take my cock.”

I moaned. Loud. Around him.

And I did.

I kept my eyes locked on my husband as I sucked harder. Faster. Letting myself become a filthy, dripping mess in front of the tree and the fireplace, nose buried in dark curls, cheeks hollowing around the thickest cock I’d ever tasted.

I wanted him to see everything.

The mascara streaks. The spit trails. The way I slurped at Douglas’s cock like it was the only thing I’d ever wanted in my mouth.

I was a Christmas miracle on my knees.

And then — Douglas stood.

His cock slipped free with a loud, wet pop, spit connecting us in a shimmering string. I gasped, mouth open, drool slicking my chin, tongue still flicking out like I was starving.

Douglas looked down at me — towering, shirt rumpled, cock glistening, thick and angry and ready. His chest rose slow. Controlled.

“Up,” he said, voice low and commanding. “Turn around. Let him see what this pussy’s really for.”

He dragged me up, bent me over the couch, and slapped his cock against my soaked pussy.

I’d shaved for him. Smooth. Soft. Nothing in the way.

Once.
Twice.

Then he shoved inside.

I screamed — not in pain, but in relief.

He split me wide with one brutal stroke.
Hips slammed into my ass.
Cock buried to the hilt.

I heard my husband’s gasp behind me.
I looked back. His eyes were glassy.
His hand had stopped.
He was transfixed.

I reached between my thighs, spreading myself wider.

“You see that?” I whispered.
“You see how full I am?”

My mischievous stud didn’t wait.
He fucked me.
Hard. Deep. Ruthless.

My body rocked forward with every thrust.
Tits bouncing.
Moans echoing.
I was drenched.
Raw.
Opened.

And every time he bottomed out, I felt that cock in my throat.

“Shit,” he growled. “You love being fucked in front of your man like this?”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “God, yes.”

He pounded me harder — brutal, relentless.
Sweat dripped down his chest.
His grip bruised my hips.
My body was nothing but open heat and slick, clenching need.

“Who fucks you better?” he snarled.
“Him, or me?”
Slap. His hips crashed into me.
“Say it.”
Slap. Balls smacking against my soaked skin.
“Fucking say it.”

“You do!” I screamed. “You fuck me better — you fuck me harder!”

“Who’s pussy is this now, huh?”


Slap.
“Whose hole is dripping all over my cock?”

Slap.
“Yours, Douglas!” I wailed. “It’s yours! You’re fucking owning it!”

I don’t even remember how many times I chanted his name.
“Douglas.”
“Douglas.”
Douglas.

Over and over, like a spell of intensified primal craving, riding the edge of madness with every brutal thrust.
And now, when my husband teases me about it — murmurs his name back at me with a smirk — I go red with shame... and a flicker of leftover need.

Douglas drove deeper, vicious and ruthless.
Each stroke split me wider, filled me fuller, shook me harder.
I could barely breathe — couldn’t think.

“You feel that?” he hissed, voice feral in my ear.
“That stretch? That ruin?”
“Your pussy’s made for cock like mine.”
“Not his. 
Mine.”

And God, he was right. My body knew him.
Knew that size. That pressure.
That brutal, claiming force that shattered every boundary I thought I had.

My eyes rolled back. I was crying now — not from pain, not even from pleasure. From the sheer overwhelming need of it. I was gone. Fucked out. Destroyed.

“You’re fucking drooling,” he groaned. “So wet you’re leaking down my balls.”

And behind me?

My husband made a sound — choked, desperate.

I turned my head, barely able to breathe.

His eyes were wide. His hand a blur.
Face flushed. Lips parted.

I locked eyes with him as the bull pounded me mercilessly.
I held the stare, even as I sobbed, “You see this?
You see how deep he is?
How he makes me scream?”

“Oh fuck…” my husband gasped.
“Fuckfuckfuck—”

He came.
Hard.
Violent.
Messy.

His whole body jerked as the orgasm ripped through him, helpless, raw.
Cum spilled from his twitching cock in thick, hot spurts — the first rope arcing high, splashing his wrist…
the rest landing in warm, sticky streaks all over the plush carpet at his feet.

He didn’t even try to aim.
Didn’t think.
Just came — like his body couldn't take any more.

And still he watched.
Eyes locked on me as Douglas wrecked me.
Mouth parted.
Chest heaving.
Hands still shaking.

The scent of sex thickened in the room — sweat, slick, cum, and something sharp and indulgent in the air, like a present already torn open.

And I?

I screamed —
Shaking.
Collapsing.
Milking that thick cock inside me as I came so hard my vision went white, my breath catching in ragged sobs.

“That’s it,” the bull growled. “Fucking take it.
Take all of me while your little husband fucking watches.”

He didn’t stop.
Not when I came.
Not when my legs buckled beneath me.
Not when I whimpered, half-broken, into the cushion.

He kept going —
Using me.
Owning me.
Ruining me.

Until finally —
with a low, feral snarl —
he pulled out, jerking his cock once, twice—

And roared.

Hot, heavy ropes of cum sprayed my back.
One hit between my shoulder blades, thick and scalding.
Another painted my ass, streaking across the curve with messy heat.
More followed — slow, pulsing jets dripping down my thighs, pooling against the backs of my knees as I trembled in place.
Used. Marked. Decorated in him.

Some of it hit the carpet.
A sticky, glistening mess at my knees — a white bloom on deep red fabric, obscene and shining in the firelight.
No one moved to clean it up.
Not yet.
Not tonight.

He exhaled, deep and heavy — not satisfaction.
Possession.

I stayed there for a long breathless moment — hands sinking into the couch, thighs slick and shaking, skin flushed and coated. My pussy still twitched, open and dripping, fluttering from aftershocks as his cum cooled on my skin.

The only sound in the room was the crackle of fire… and the strained, shaky inhale of my husband behind me.

Douglas stepped back, chest still heaving, cock glistening with my slick and his cum.
He looked down at me — a ruin in lace and sweat — then at my husband, who hadn’t moved from where he’d finished all over himself and the carpet.

He smirked.

“Merry Christmas,” he said low, with that gravel voice that had split me apart.

I let out a breathless laugh — wrecked and glowing — then turned my head toward my husband, lips still parted from the last moan that hadn’t even faded yet.

And I smiled.

A real one.
Slow. Sticky. Wicked.

Then I crawled toward him, bare knees brushing the warm, wet carpet, cum still dripping from the backs of my thighs. I reached him, pulled myself up into his lap, and kissed him deep — letting him taste what I’d just been filled with.

“Merry Christmas,” I whispered into his mouth.

He was hard again. Of course he was.

I rocked my hips, pressing my messy, used cunt against his cock through his jeans, letting him feel everything I’d taken… and everything I still wanted.

“I made peppermint bark,” I said with a teasing smile. “And spiced cider.
You staying?”

Douglas licked his lips, grabbing his shirt from the back of the couch.

“Oh yeah,” he said. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Then he turned, casual as ever.

“Gonna take a leak. Don’t go anywhere.”

I nodded, watching him disappear down the hallway.

Then I turned.

Faced my husband.

Walked toward him — marked, messy, radiant in my filth.

I climbed into his lap again.
Straddled him.
Pressed my soaked, stretched cunt right against the bulge in his pants.

I ground my hips, slow and steady, letting him feel how ruined I was.

Then I leaned in close, lips brushing his ear.

“How about on New Year’s Eve,” I whispered,
“I take Douglas with another guy?”
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There’s something about the last day of the year that doesn’t sit right. Not for me.

It’s like the hours leading up to midnight are too heavy with expectation — everyone waiting for some glitter-drenched moment of transformation, some perfect kiss, some clean slate you can scribble your better self onto come January.

But I’ve stopped pretending. I’m not turning over a new leaf.
I’m peeling one back.

The city outside was locked in deep freeze. Chicago silence is different in winter — deeper, heavier. Everything muffled by snow and sky. You could hear your thoughts whether you wanted to or not. And mine were loud.

The condo was warm. Too warm, maybe. The heat clicked on every few minutes, pumping through the radiators with a hiss and rattle. The fireplace was on — not real wood, but it gave enough of a glow that the room didn’t need lamps. I’d turned off the overheads an hour ago. Too much light made things feel exposed. This wasn’t a night for bright things.

I stood at the window and watched the street below. A cab pulled up. A couple in party clothes spilled out — the woman in sequins, the man in a peacoat — both laughing too loudly, the kind of laughter that doesn’t always make it home.

My reflection hovered on the glass, faint but unmistakable.

The silver dress clung to me like it had learned my body by heart. Smooth, tight, strapless — a second skin poured over bare flesh. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Not for shock. Not for convenience.

For want.

My breasts rose high under the fabric, nipples already pressing sharp little peaks that caught the firelight behind me. I could see the faint outlines of my thighs, oiled earlier with that spiced almond stuff I only use for special occasions. The hem barely covered my ass. If I walked too fast, it would ride up. I wanted it to.

It wasn’t about looking beautiful. Not really.
It was about looking ready.

And I was.

My skin tingled. My pulse thudded low, deep in the pit of me — a hunger that hadn’t dulled since Christmas Eve. That night had carved something open inside me, left it raw and aching.

I hadn’t told anyone what happened. Not my friends. Not my therapist. Just me. Just him. Just us.

My husband knew. Of course he did. He’d been there. He’d watched me offer myself — watched me bend, open, take — and hadn’t looked away. I’d let another man inside me while my husband sat across the room, hand wrapped around his cock, breathing like he was watching his world end and begin at once.

Douglas.

The name still made my thighs press together. That night hadn’t been careful. It hadn’t been tender. It had been real.

And once you’ve been wrecked like that — opened and used with purpose, seen with hunger and cruelty and reverence all braided into one — you can’t go back to candlelight and missionary.

You just can’t.

I’d been different all week.

Touchier. Softer. Meaner, maybe. But also more… there. More present. My husband noticed it. Every time I reached for him, every time I let my robe fall a little lower, every time I whispered what I remembered, I saw his eyes darken. He didn’t say no.

But tonight?
Tonight, I was pushing the line again.

Except this time, it wasn’t just one man.

Royce would be here soon. His twin brother.

Royce, who Douglas said had a calm kind of confidence.
Royce, who liked to watch before he acted.
Royce, who liked his women married. Taken.
Used.

I didn’t know Royce from Adam.
But Douglas, of course, did.

And I trusted Douglas — with my credit card,
my Twitter password,
and my cunt.

Douglas called him his partner-in-crime.
That was enough.

I didn’t know exactly what would happen. Not yet. But that was part of it — the risk, the thrill, the tension that slid under my skin like silk over glass.

Behind me, I heard a low clink — a bottle against glass.

My husband. Bourbon in hand. Watching.

I turned.

He was sitting on the edge of the couch, elbows on knees, his gaze heavy and unreadable.

My thighs stuck together for a second when I took a step. The slickness had already started.

I walked slowly. Let the dress shift with each movement, high enough that he could see the curve beneath, the glisten where I was already wet.

He didn’t speak. Just watched.

Good.

I leaned over him, hands on his knees, my breasts pushing forward in the tight silver wrap. His eyes dipped.

“I’m not asking permission,” I whispered.

His jaw clenched.

“I’m telling you this is happening.”

He nodded. One slow, tight nod.

I kissed him — not a peck. A kiss that tasted like bourbon and nerves and memory.

Then I stood again.

Walked back to the window.

And waited.

The buzzer hadn’t rung yet.
But I knew it would.

It was only a matter of time.

The knock wasn’t loud.
It didn’t need to be.

I felt it in my spine before I heard it. A soft, deliberate thud-thud against the door — no buzzer, no chime. Just knuckles meeting wood with quiet confidence, as if the man on the other side didn’t believe in announcing himself. He believed in being expected.

My husband flinched. Just slightly — not a jerk, not a panic. Just a subtle tightening of his shoulders. I turned my head slowly, catching his eyes. They were already on me. Wide. Dark. Open in a way that didn’t need words.

I held his gaze.
And then I smiled.

I didn’t run to the door. I walked. Slowly. Each step making my thighs brush, making the silk rise higher in the back. My nipples grazed the inside of the dress, dragged with friction that made me bite my lower lip.

I paused before opening it.

Just one breath.
One heartbeat.

Then I turned the handle.

He was taller than I expected. Taller than Douglas, even. But face was almost a carbon-copy of his brother.

A long coat, dark camel. High collar. Deep brown skin with golden undertones, as if he kept some secret sun to himself. Lips full. Beard short, neat. Eyes the color of strong coffee — rich and unblinking, already drinking me in like I’d answered the door naked.

I might as well have.

The silver dress didn’t hide a thing.

His eyes traveled down my body like he’d been told to take his time. And I let him.
The wind outside made a low whistling sound through the hallway. It kissed the backs of my bare thighs as he stood there, silent, taking me in.

“You’re Royce,” I said, voice low.

He nodded once.

“You’re early.”

That made him smile. Slow. Crooked. Dangerous. “No. You’re just ready.”

God.

I stepped back.
Held the door open.

He walked in like heat. Like gravity.

I closed the door behind him and leaned against it for a moment, just to breathe him in. He smelled expensive — leather, spice, and something faintly resinous. Oud, maybe. It mixed with the scent of our apartment — firewood, bourbon, a candle burning somewhere in the kitchen — and turned everything heavier.

He didn’t take his coat off right away.

He looked around first. Just once.
Not at the room.
At us.

At me, still pressed against the door.
At my husband, who stood slowly now, unsure what to do with his hands.

Royce didn’t acknowledge him, not directly. Just gave a slow nod. Respectful. Neutral.

Then he turned back to me.

The room felt warmer suddenly.

I crossed it barefoot, the rug brushing my toes, and stopped in front of him. I reached for his coat — slow, deliberate — and slid it off his shoulders.

It was heavy. Lined. Still cold from outside.

I draped it over the arm of the chair. When I turned back, Royce was already watching me like he had questions. Or maybe like he already knew the answers.

“You don’t want small talk,” he said.

It wasn’t a question.

I shook my head.

“Good.”

He reached for a button on his sleeve. Undid it. Then the other.
Rolled them both up, slow. His forearms were long, lean. Veined.

His voice dropped. “But you’re not ready for the main course either.”

My breath caught.
Not from nerves. From truth.

He stepped closer. Only a few inches. Close enough that I felt the heat of him.
His hand didn’t go to my waist. Or my ass. Or my breasts.
It went to my throat.

Not tight.
Not aggressive.

Just… ownership. A palm settling at the base of my neck, thumb resting against the hollow where my collarbones met, fingers light along the side.

I stood still.
Let it happen.

I felt my pulse jump against his touch.

“I like to start with the edges,” he murmured. “Not the middle.”

I nodded.

Behind me, I felt the heat of my husband’s gaze.
He hadn’t sat. He was leaning against the back of the couch now, hands still, breath shallow.

Watching.

Royce leaned in — not to kiss me, but to breathe me in. His nose brushed along my jaw, then lower, just under my ear. His voice came in a whisper.

“You smell like you’ve already been fucked.”

I gasped. My thighs clenched.

“I haven’t,” I whispered back. “Not since Christmas.”

He pulled back, just enough to look me in the eye.
And smiled.

“Then I won’t go easy.”

He didn’t kiss me.

That would have been too easy.

Royce’s hand slid from my throat down to my chest, grazing the edge of the silver fabric where it hugged the top of my breasts. He didn’t pull. Didn’t grope. Just traced.
The barest line of contact, like he was drawing something invisible on me.

My nipples had already stiffened, but now they throbbed — sharp, aching little beacons under the silk. He hadn’t even touched them. Not yet.

The silence stretched. It wasn’t awkward.
It was aware.

Royce tilted his head just slightly, and for the first time, he looked at my husband. Really looked.

“Drink?” he asked.

It wasn’t permission.
It was inclusion.

My husband blinked, startled by the sound of Royce’s voice in that low register. He nodded once — almost grateful. Then moved to the bar cart in the corner.

I watched him pour two bourbons.
His hands were steady. Barely.

He handed one to Royce, kept the other.

Royce took a sip — slow, appreciative. “Nice heat.”

My husband nodded again. “Four Roses, single barrel.”

Royce looked back at me. “You have good taste.”

I didn’t respond. Not with words.
I stepped closer.
Took the glass from Royce’s hand and sipped from it, lips on the same edge.

The bourbon bit my tongue, bloomed into warmth. I let it slide down, slow, then exhaled through parted lips.

Royce didn’t blink.
He didn’t smile.

But he saw me.

I turned and walked to the couch.
The fire crackled behind me. My dress shifted with every step, hips swaying like punctuation.

I didn’t sit. I leaned forward — hands braced on the armrest, back slightly arched — and glanced over my shoulder.

A soft command, no louder than a breath:
“Come look.”

Royce followed. No hesitation.

He stood behind me, just out of reach.

“You want to be watched tonight?” he asked.

I nodded. “Yes.”

“You want your husband to see you teased?”

“Yes.”

“Beg?”

A pause. Then, “Yes.”

He stepped closer.
Close enough that I could feel his presence at my back, but still not touching. The heat between us made my skin hum.

“I take my time,” he said. “If I’m going to fuck you, I want to see you come apart before I’ve even pulled it out.”

Behind him, I saw my husband sink slowly into the armchair across from the couch — bourbon still in hand, but barely.

His pupils were wide. His lips parted.

I knew that look.
That helpless, hungry, ruined look.

I turned back to Royce.

And smiled.

“Take your time,” I whispered. “I’m not going anywhere.”

He didn’t touch me at first.
He hovered.

I stayed bent over the couch, hands pressed into the velvet armrest, my spine a soft arc of submission. My dress was still on — barely — riding up just enough to reveal the slope of my lower back, the top swell of my ass, the way my thighs pressed together.

Royce’s fingers came close. So close. I could feel the heat of them at the back of my leg, but he didn’t make contact. Not yet.

Behind me, the fire hissed gently. The bourbon glass clinked once — my husband setting it down on the side table without looking. His focus was locked on me, jaw tight, hand resting on his thigh like it didn’t trust itself yet.

Royce leaned in.
I felt his breath before his touch.

He inhaled — slow, deliberate — right above the curve of my hip. And I felt it. The air shifted. My skin pebbled. My core pulsed once, hard, and I let out a sound I hadn’t meant to make — a soft, desperate little gasp.

“You’ve been edging yourself for days,” he murmured.
It wasn’t a question.

I nodded. Still arched. Still waiting.

His hand touched my calf first. Just the backs of his knuckles, trailing up the line of my leg like he was tracing a vein. Over my knee, up my thigh. When he reached the curve of my ass, he paused.

His other hand joined it. Flat, warm, certain.
He pressed. Spread.

My breath caught.

The dress was bunched now — the entire bottom half of me exposed. I was standing there half-naked, bent forward with my ass open, my pussy dripping, and my husband watching.

Royce leaned down again. His voice was right at the base of my spine.

“This pussy already wet for me?”

I whimpered. “Yes.”

He chuckled. “Good.”

One finger — finally — slid through my folds. So slow. So slick. He dragged it up, found my clit, circled once. I gasped.

“You shaved for me,” he said.

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

He dipped lower.
Two fingers now, gathering the wetness. Spreading it. Working it in.

“You want my mouth?” he asked, voice a whisper just above my skin.

“Please,” I breathed.

And then — he dropped to his knees.

My thighs trembled before his lips even touched me.

I’d been fucked before. Used.
But this?

This was something else.

Royce started slow. Just his tongue, flat and wide, dragging from my opening up to my clit in one long, savoring stroke.

I shivered.

He did it again.
And again.

And then he buried his mouth in me like he was starved.

One arm hooked around my thigh, locking me in place. His mouth sucked, his tongue circled, flicked, lapped. His nose pressed right up against me, his beard scratching lightly — the texture sending sparks through me.

I moaned — loud. Open.

My hips rocked back into his face. I was shameless. My hands scrabbled for the edge of the couch. I couldn’t stay still.

Behind me, I heard my husband curse softly. A long, low fuck that sounded half broken, half reverent.

He was stroking now. Slow.

Watching me grind on another man’s mouth like I’d earned it.

Royce’s tongue moved lower again, teasing my opening. Then back up. He sucked my clit into his mouth and held it, just tight enough to make me squirm, then swirled his tongue around it in tight, relentless circles.

I was shaking.

“Shit,” I gasped. “God, yes—Royce—please don’t stop—”

He didn’t.
He groaned into me. The vibration made my whole body jerk.

And I shattered.

My thighs clamped around his face as I came. My spine arched. My head dropped forward, hair swinging. I sobbed his name — over and over, wet and cracked and grateful.

He licked me through it.

Slow.
Gentle.
Patient.

Lapping up every bit of slick like it was the only thing on the menu.

When I finally lifted my head, I looked straight at my husband.

His cock was hard in his hand. His mouth was open.

Our eyes locked.

I was on fire.

Used.
Blessed.
Opened.

And the night was just beginning.

The silence after an orgasm is always strange.
Like a held breath. A pocket of weightless time where no one wants to speak in case it breaks the spell.

I stayed bent forward over the couch, my body trembling, my breath coming in short, uneven pulls. My pussy twitched — raw, slick, open. My thighs were soaked. Royce hadn’t just eaten me. He’d fed.

Behind me, I felt his hands slide slowly up my legs, like he wasn’t ready to let go. He kissed the back of my knee. My calf. The curve just beneath my ass. Reverent.

Then he stood.

I heard the whisper of fabric, the weight of his movement, the shift in the air as he rose behind me — taller now, looming again. I turned to look over my shoulder.

His lips were wet. His beard glistened with me.
His eyes were molten.

And then I saw it.
He was unbuttoning his shirt.

One.
Then another.
Then another.

The fabric peeled open over golden brown skin, lean and smooth and lightly dusted with hair. His chest was cut but not showy — strength without vanity. I watched him slide it off his shoulders, slow, folding it once and draping it neatly over the back of the chair.

He looked at me while he did it. Steady. Grounded. In control.

Then his belt.
He didn’t make a show of it. Just undid the buckle, one-handed, then the button, then the zipper.

The sound of it — that soft, metallic zzzzp — made my cunt clench.

His pants dropped.

And fuck.

He wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

His cock swung free — long, thick, smooth, already glistening with the start of slick arousal. It hung heavy, curved slightly upward, the kind of cock you’d have to prepare for.

His cock was thick like Douglas’s, but darker, heavier, and straighter — no elegant curve, just a straight line of intent. It didn’t glisten with teasing arousal. It pulsed.

No warm-up, no charm.
Just heat and promise.
A cock meant for married mouths and open wives.

But I didn’t want to prepare.
I wanted to devour.

I turned slowly, letting the fabric of my dress fall back over my hips, silk clinging to the wet heat between my legs. I crawled across the couch — slow, feline — until I reached the edge, then dropped to the floor in front of him.

My knees sank into the rug.

I looked up.
Met his eyes.

“Let me taste,” I whispered.

His hand slid into my hair. Not hard. Just enough to anchor me.

I leaned forward. Breathed him in — the scent of sweat, skin, bourbon, the faintest hint of my own slick still clinging to his beard.

Then I licked him.

From base to tip, one long, wet stroke of my tongue that made his fingers tighten just slightly.

His cock jumped.

I moaned.

And opened my mouth.

The first inch stretched my lips. Warm, smooth, pulsing with life. I sucked it in, slow, letting the weight of him settle against my tongue. Another inch. Another.

My jaw ached.
I didn’t care.

He filled my mouth like he belonged there.

I worked him slow. Hollowed my cheeks. Let my spit gather and dribble. I wanted him soaked. Slippery. Shiny.

Royce groaned low. His hips rolled forward slightly, feeding me more. I gagged — just once — and he pulled back instantly.

“Breathe through your nose,” he murmured, thumb brushing the corner of my mouth. “No rush. We’ve got all night.”

My eyes fluttered. I nodded. And took him back in.

This time, deeper.
Smoother.
Eager.

My husband hadn’t moved from the armchair. But I could feel him. Could feel the heat of his gaze burning into me, could feel the way the rhythm of his breath matched the bob of my head.

I didn’t look at him. Not yet.

Right now, this was about me.

My mouth.
My need.
My hunger for a man who tasted like power.

Royce let me work him. Let me worship. Let me drown.

His hand tightened again in my hair. Not pushing — just holding.

I moaned around him. Loud. Wet. Honest.

And pulled back.

His cock slipped from my lips with a loud, messy pop, a string of spit trailing from his tip to my chin.

I looked up. Wrecked. Glowing. Wanting more.

“Get on the couch,” he said.

I obeyed.

I didn’t lie back right away.

I knelt on the couch first, facing away from him — the fire warming my spine, the city lights blinking through the frosted window. The dress was still on, but barely. Its straps had slipped down my arms. The back hung low enough that one more tug would expose everything.

My thighs were still wet from his mouth. My breath still short. My cunt — aching.

Royce stood behind me, bare. Solid. Unhurried.

He didn’t tell me to spread.
He waited.

So I did it on my own.
I sank onto my elbows, arched my back, and slowly parted my knees until my bare, slick folds opened to him — dripping, glistening in the flicker of firelight.

I heard the sound he made. Not a groan. Not a word. Just a low, involuntary exhale.

“You sure?” he asked.

That voice.
Steady. Confident.
Not asking for reassurance.
Asking if I knew what I was inviting.

I turned my head just slightly. Caught his eyes.

“I’m sure.”

Then I looked past him — to the chair.

My husband sat there. One hand curled around his cock, moving slowly now. The other gripping the armrest like he needed something to anchor him. His eyes were glassy. Wide.

He nodded. Once.

Consent.
Witness.
Wreckage.

I faced forward again.

And Royce stepped in.

I felt the head of his cock press between my folds — wide, hot, thick. He didn’t slam. Didn’t thrust.

He pressed.

One slow, steady glide forward, parting me inch by aching inch.

I gasped. My fingers gripped the cushion. My body stretched.

“Shit,” I breathed. “Fuck—oh fuck…”

He filled me with patience. With purpose. With that maddening, delicious control that made me feel every ridge, every pulse, every centimeter of him sinking into a cunt that wasn’t ready… and didn’t care.

My pussy clutched at him. Desperate.

He bottomed out with one final roll of his hips, his skin pressing flush to mine. His hands slid up my back, pushing the dress the rest of the way off.

Now I was naked.
Bent.
Open.
Full.

I moaned — raw, low, feral.

Behind me, Royce stilled. Let me adjust. Let my body recognize the invasion.

Then he pulled back.
Halfway.

And slammed forward.

I cried out. Loud. High.

The couch rocked.

My husband groaned from the chair — his fist a blur now.

Royce fucked me slowly at first — long strokes, dragging through my soaked heat like he was reading me. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me back into every thrust.

The sounds…

Wet. Heavy. The slap of his hips against my ass. The soft suck of my pussy around his cock. My moans. His breath.

The low crackle of fire.
The slick, wet smack every time he bottomed out.

And always — always — the rhythm of my husband’s breathing across the room, getting rougher.

I looked back.

“Are you watching?” I gasped.

He nodded. Couldn’t speak.

“You see how deep he is?”

Royce slammed into me again. Harder.

“See how I open for him?”

Another thrust.

“You can’t do this to me,” I whispered. “Not like he can.”

My husband let out a strangled sound. His legs shook.

Royce leaned forward. His chest brushed my back. His mouth found my ear.

“Fuck that’s one tight velvet cunt,” he growled.

I shattered.

Came hard.
Gushing around him.
Crying out.

And he didn’t stop.
He fucked me through it.
Let me collapse, let me scream, let me shake.

And kept going.

I didn’t know how long he fucked me.
Time dissolved somewhere between the second orgasm and the fourth.

Royce had a way of staying in control even when my body was falling apart under him. His rhythm never broke. His breath stayed steady. And every thrust seemed to find me — that sweet, pulsing ache inside that turned my moans into sobs.

I was soaked.
Slippery.
Raw.
Wrecked.

My arms had given out. I was flat on the couch now, face down, cheek pressed to the velvet cushion, hair plastered to my neck with sweat. The silver dress lay in a forgotten heap on the floor.

And Royce was still inside me.
Still hard.
Still moving.

Slow now. Like he was enjoying the mess he’d made.
And I was a mess.

My ass was red from the impact of his hips. My inner thighs were slick with a mix of spit and cum. I could feel it leaking around his cock, dribbling out of me with every shift of his weight.

My husband hadn’t moved from the chair.

He looked shattered.

His pants were pushed down to mid-thigh now, one leg half-kicked out. His hand was still wrapped around his cock, but he wasn’t stroking anymore.

He was staring.

At me.
At Royce.
At the way another man had bent me, filled me, claimed me.

I saw his jaw twitch.

And that’s when it happened.

The doorbell.

Soft.
Two chimes.

My breath caught.

Royce stilled inside me.
He let out a long, quiet exhale — not of surprise.
He knew.

That had been the plan.

He leaned down, lips brushing the shell of my ear.

“You ready for the second?” he whispered.

I shivered.
Nodded.

He pulled out.
I whimpered.

My body hated the emptiness.

I rolled over, trembling, legs still open, cunt wet and gaping. My chest heaved. My nipples were swollen, stiff, streaked with sweat and arousal.

I couldn’t sit up yet.

So I watched as Royce walked, completely naked, to the door.
He didn’t rush.
Just unlatched it.
Opened it.

I couldn’t help but stare at his black muscular ass as he moved — smooth, tight, the kind that flexed with quiet power.
Like everything else about him, it didn’t try to impress.
It just was.

And then there was Douglas.

Larger than I remembered. Wearing black again — a long coat, gloves, boots dusted with snow. His jaw was tight, his expression unreadable.

But his eyes — God, those eyes — went straight to me.

Saw the flushed skin. The parted thighs. The wet mess between my legs.

He stepped inside without a word.

Closed the door behind him.

Royce handed him a glass from the bar cart. Douglas took it. Sipped. Never broke eye contact with me.

“You look wrecked,” he said. Voice like gravel and sin.

I licked my lips.

“You look late,” I rasped.

Royce chuckled. “She’s still got more in her.”

Douglas smiled — slow, dangerous.

“I know.”

And then he unbuttoned his coat.

Douglas took off his coat like he had all the time in the world.
First the gloves.
Then the buttons — one at a time, thick fingers slow, precise.
Then the shrug — the heavy wool falling away from his broad shoulders as if even the fabric understood who was in charge.

He wore black underneath, of course. Black tee, black pants, boots that thudded when he walked to the couch.

I tried to sit up.
Failed.

My body felt like a toy that had been used. Bent, slick, fucked open.

Royce hadn’t left me broken — he’d left me primed.

Douglas stood in front of me now, looking down, his drink in one hand, the other already reaching for his belt.

“You remember how I fucked you on Christmas?” he asked, voice low, a dangerous purr under it.

I nodded. My lips parted. My body responded before my voice did — thighs spreading, hips lifting, as if he’d triggered something instinctive.

“Thought about it every night since,” I whispered.

His mouth twitched.
But he didn’t smirk. Not yet.
This wasn’t playful.
It was intent.

He unbuckled his belt.

My husband groaned.

I turned my head.

He’d gotten up from the chair — but barely. He was on his knees now, on the floor, pants still around his thighs, cock still hard and aching in his fist.

Watching.

Begging with his eyes.

Douglas let his pants fall. No underwear. Just cock. Already hard. Already thick. The same heavy, veined monster that had split me open under the tree just a week ago.

I whimpered.

Royce stepped in behind me. His hand slid over my lower back, fingers gentle, grounding.

“One cock is not enough for you, slut” he murmured.

“Yes.”

“You want both of us tonight?”

“God, yes.”

“Then kneel.”

I moved — slow, shaking — and turned between them.

Knees on the rug.
One man in front of me.
One behind.

Douglas stepped closer. His cock brushed my lips.

“Open,” Douglas said.
I obeyed.

His cock filled my mouth like memory — thick, familiar, stretching my jaw wide as I sucked him slowly, worshipfully, cheeks hollowing with each pull.

Behind me, Royce knelt.
His hands slid up my thighs, spreading them wide. I was already dripping again — ruined, messy, and ready.
He slid two fingers into me while I sucked.

I moaned around Douglas’s cock, and he grunted — low, pleased.
Royce pulled his fingers out.

“Switch,” Douglas murmured.
He pulled out of my mouth with a wet sound.
Royce rose and stepped in front of me.

I looked up — his cock inches from my lips, thick and dark, veins pulsing with need.
Douglas’s spit still glistened on my chin.
I opened wider.

Royce fed it in — slower, deeper — and I took him with the same reverence. My tongue flicked under the crown, my lips sealed tight.
His groan was different. Rougher. Less practiced.

Behind me, Douglas moved.
I felt the heat of his body return — deliberate, grounded.
His fingers slid between my cheeks, spreading me open again, slower this time.
Almost reverent.
Like he was reacquainting himself.

I felt him watching.
Then—
Then it was his cock.

The pressure built, and then he breached me — one long, thick, deliberate stroke.
No rush. No mercy.
Just that inevitable stretch.

My spine arched as he filled me.
My mouth stayed open, lips sealed tight around Royce.

Two men.
One purpose.
No part of me untouched.

Now I was used.
Now I was claimed.
Now I was full.

Mouth.
Cunt.
Held between them, stretched and filled and shaking.

Douglas thrust shallowly into my mouth, his hand wrapped in my hair, guiding. Not brutal. Not gentle. Just real.

Royce fucked me with slow, deep rolls — not chasing orgasm.
Building something.

Claiming something.

I was drooling.
Moaning.
Falling apart.

My husband knelt in front of the couch, watching it all. His mouth open. His fist moving.

I pulled back from Douglas with a gasp, spit connecting us.

“You see this?” I choked, tears in my eyes. “You see them inside me?”

He nodded.
His cock jerked.

I turned back to Royce.

“Harder,” I begged.

He gave it to me.

Slamming now.
Balls smacking against me.
Douglas gripped my chin, fed his cock back into my mouth.

My throat opened.

I gagged.

I came.

Hard.

Royce growled behind me. “Fuck, she’s squeezing—”

I sobbed around Douglas’s cock, choking as I came, full-body shaking.

And still they didn’t stop.

Royce thrust harder.

Douglas pulled out — slick, glistening — and slapped his cock against my cheek.

“Ready for both?”

I nodded.

Barely able to breathe.

“Then get on the couch,” Douglas said. “And spread your fucking legs.”

I climbed onto the couch like I was moving through water.
Heavy. Slow.
My body not quite mine anymore — just this soft, soaked thing they had opened and worked and pulled to the edge again and again.

I lay back across the cushions, legs parted, hair stuck to my shoulders, the fire behind me throwing gold across my skin.
Douglas stood at my feet. Royce knelt between my thighs.
My husband crouched to the side, cock in hand, eyes blown wide.

I looked at him.
“Enjoying the view, love?” I said shamelessly.

He nodded — slow, stunned, reverent.

I turned to Royce.
He hadn’t touched me yet. Just stared.
His hands rested on my thighs like he was holding open a gift.
Like he didn’t want to ruin it by rushing.

“Take your time,” I whispered.
“Just know I don’t have any left.”

“You first.” I looked at Royce with lust-crazed eyes. 

He guided his cock back into me with the ease of a man who knew exactly how I felt inside. He didn’t need to ask. I was soaked — gaping, pulsing, eager.

He filled me in one long, slow thrust. My mouth dropped open. My hands clenched at the cushions.

Douglas moved behind me now. I felt the weight of his knees on either side of my shoulders, his cock heavy against my chest, then sliding higher — smearing across my collarbones, my neck, my jaw.

“You ready for the rest?” he asked.

I was shaking.
I nodded.
“Yes. God, yes.”

Royce stayed buried in my cunt, slow thrusts keeping me full.

Douglas knelt higher. I felt his fingers at my ass, spreading me. I whimpered.

“Relax.”
That voice — deep, calm, dangerous.
“You can take me.”

He spit. Twice. Slick heat against my hole.
His thumb rubbed gently.

I breathed deep.
Opened.

And then — pressure.
Thick. Blunt.
The head of his cock nudging against my ass.

I cried out, legs twitching.

Royce gripped my hips.
Douglas gripped my throat.

And I gave.

Slow.
Too slow.
Stretching. Burning.
Then—slide.

He sank into me inch by inch, forcing my body to split around him.

I screamed. Loud. Broken. Beautiful.

My cunt clenched around Royce.
My ass swallowed Douglas.

I was full.

More than full.

I was taken.

Pinned between two cocks.
One thick and buried in my pussy.
One brutal and stretching my ass to the edge of madness.

They began to move.
Not in rhythm.
Not in chaos.
But in concert.

Royce pushed in as Douglas pulled out.
Douglas drove deep as Royce rolled his hips.

I was nothing but wet heat and wrecked nerves.

Their cocks used me.

My hands clawed at the couch. My moans broke into cries.
I came again — hard — convulsing around them, drenching Royce’s cock, sobbing Douglas’s name.

“Look at her,” Douglas snarled. “She’s fucking shaking.”

“She's loving it,” Royce growled. “This little wife’s made for it.”

Behind them, my husband made a noise — choked, helpless.

I turned my head, barely able to focus.

He was on his knees.

Stroking himself furiously.

Tears in his eyes.

I opened my mouth to speak—
But all that came out was a scream.

Because Douglas slammed forward — all the way, bottoming out in my ass.
And Royce matched it — filling my cunt so deep I swore I could feel him in my belly.

They fucked me.
Hard.
Relentless.

Flesh slapped against flesh. My body shook.

I was owned.

Used.

Opened.

Two cocks inside me.
One husband watching.

Douglas grunted. “I’m close.”
Royce cursed. “Me too.”

I reached between my legs — fingers slick — and rubbed my clit like I was trying to set myself on fire.

“I want it,” I sobbed.
“Please — fucking come in me.”

They did.

First Royce.
With a groan and a deep final thrust, I felt his cock twitch, pulse —
Then flood me.

Hot. Deep. Endless.

Seconds later, Douglas roared.
Buried in my ass.
Filled me there too — thick, pulsing jets that made my whole body convulse.

I collapsed.
Used.
Wrecked.
Owned.

Both of them stayed inside for a moment — holding me there, stuffed and trembling, their cum leaking from both holes.

My husband came watching it.

Fist moving fast.
Then slowing.
Then spilling.

All over himself.
All over the floor.

No one said a word.

Just breath.
Fire.
Slick skin.

And the sound of the new year arriving with the chime of midnight.

For a while, no one moved.

The fire hissed quietly, throwing ribbons of light across the couch where I lay — bare, slick, open. My legs were still parted. Cum leaked slowly from both holes, a thick mix of men that slid onto the couch cushion beneath me. I couldn’t bring myself to care.

Douglas’s cock slipped from my ass with a wet, quiet pop.

I whimpered.
Not from pain.

From loss.

He leaned down, one hand gripping the back of the couch for balance, the other dragging gently across my hip.

“When does that cunt ever go dry?” he said, almost amused.

I turned my head and winked at him.  My hair clung to my cheeks. My lips were swollen. My mascara had bled down my temples. I looked like sin after the sacrifice.

Good.

Royce stood beside the couch, wiping his cock with a folded towel from the bar cart. Calm. Almost clinical. I saw his eyes flick over me again — a small, approving smirk at the mess he’d made. He didn’t speak.

Douglas stepped back and stretched, muscles rippling under his skin. He still hadn’t put his shirt back on. He didn’t need to.

He looked down at me again — cock softening, still glistening, still hanging thick between his thighs — and grinned.

“You good, sweetheart?”

I swallowed. My voice came rough.

“Better than good.”

He chuckled. “Figured.”

My husband hadn’t moved.

He knelt on the plush rug just beyond the ottoman, slacks bunched around his knees, his spent cock limp and glistening—almost delicate, small and soft compared to the thick, heavy, longer flaccid lengths of Royce and Douglas still swaying between their powerful thighs. Cum streaked his wrist in pearly ropes, some dripping slow and warm down his inner thigh, pooling in a sticky sheen against his skin.

His chest rose and fell in shallow, stunned breaths.

He was staring at me like I’d just been reborn—eyes wide, glassy, reverent. Like the woman sprawled open on the leather in front of him was both his wife and something sacred, something untouchable and filthy all at once.

I reached for him.

My fingers trembled slightly—aftershocks still rippling through me—but I crooked them, beckoning.

He crawled forward slowly, reverently, as if approaching an altar.

When he was close enough, I cupped his jaw, pulled him between my parted thighs, and kissed him.

Deep.
Slow.
Deliberate.

I let him taste everything—salt and sweat and the raw musk of two men who had just owned me. The faint metallic tang of my own release still clinging to my lips. The lingering heat of cum that had leaked from my ruined holes, smeared across my skin, part of me now.

He moaned into me—low, broken, desperate. His tongue slid against mine, searching, savoring, drinking it all in like it was communion. His hands hovered at my hips, afraid to touch, until I guided them there myself, pressing his palms into the bruises already blooming where Royce and Douglas had gripped me.

When I finally pulled back, a thin string of spit connected our lips for a heartbeat before it broke.

I smiled—soft, wicked, glowing.

“Thank you,” I whispered, voice hoarse from screaming their names.

He nodded, eyes shining suspiciously. His throat worked, but no words came. He looked like he might cry—from gratitude, from awe, from the sheer weight of what he’d just witnessed.

Douglas’s brow lifted, a slow, amused smirk tugging at his mouth.

“She’s something else,” Royce said, voice warm and rough, eyes still tracing the mess between my thighs.

I laughed—breathless, radiant, the sound bubbling up from somewhere deep and satisfied.

And my husband?

He didn’t protest.

Of course he didn’t.

This was our new year.

No resolutions.
No rules.
Just this.

The raw, unfiltered truth of what I needed.
And the men who made it real.

Royce leaned in first, brushing a surprisingly gentle kiss to my cheek—dry, tender, almost affectionate. Then he lingered, dark eyes searching mine, like he was memorizing the flush on my skin, the swollen curve of my lips, the way my body still trembled faintly. Like I was something worth coming back for.

Douglas wasn’t gentle.

He stepped close, bent down, and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to the side of my neck—slow, deliberate, tongue dragging over my pulse point, teeth grazing just enough to make me shiver. A claim. A reminder. His hand cupped the back of my head possessively as he marked me one last time before pulling away.

Royce broke the moment with another kiss—this one on my mouth, messier, deeper. His tongue swept in, tasting the remnants of everything we’d done, and I kissed him back hungrily, hands sliding up his chest, nails scraping lightly over the hard muscle beneath his shirt. He groaned softly into me, one big hand cradling my jaw, thumb brushing the corner of my lip where a faint trace still glistened.

Douglas was already dressed, coat slung casually over one broad shoulder, that heavy, commanding presence still thick in the room like lingering smoke. He watched us for a moment, eyes hooded, then stepped toward the door.

“Happy New Year,” he said at last.

Not sarcastic.
Not soft.
Just… earned.

Royce broke our kiss slowly, brushing a strand of sweat-damp hair from my face. He glanced toward my husband—still kneeling, still reverent—and smiled, calm and knowing.

“To a very lucky man,” he said quietly.

My husband let out a cracked, breathless laugh—half embarrassment, half pure gratitude. His eyes flicked to mine, shining with something tender and fierce.

I didn’t speak.

I just blew them both a lazy kiss from the couch—thighs still splayed wide, my body aching in the most delicious way, open and used and glowing.

“Happy New Year,” I whispered, voice low and satisfied.

They left.

The door closed with a soft, final click.

Silence fell—broken only by the distant pop of lingering fireworks outside and the low hum of the TV replaying midnight highlights.

I lay back against the cool leather, sticky and ruined and utterly radiant. My skin hummed, every nerve singing. I could still feel them—Royce’s curve pressing deep in my pussy, Douglas’s brutal thickness claiming my ass. The phantom stretch. The heat settling inside me.

My husband moved then—slowly, carefully.

He fetched a warm, damp cloth from the bathroom, returned, and began to clean me.

Tenderly.
Reverently.

He wiped the sweat from my breasts, the smeared mascara from under my eyes, the sticky trails along my thighs and the backs of my knees. Every touch was worship—soft circles over bruises, gentle passes where I was still swollen and sensitive. When his fingers brushed my clit, I gasped softly, hips twitching, and he paused, eyes flicking up to mine in silent question.

I smiled, pulled him closer, and guided him onto the couch with me.

He curled into my lap, head resting on my breast, one arm wrapped around my waist like he was afraid I’d float away. I stroked his hair, feeling his breath steady against my skin.

We didn’t need words.

But I gave them anyway.

“Next year,” I whispered into the quiet, fingers tracing lazy patterns on his shoulder, “I want three.”

He stilled for a heartbeat.

Then exhaled—a soft, shaky sound of surrender and excitement—and pressed a kiss to my collarbone.



One Week Later

I still feel it when I sit down.

That sweet, secret ache. The slow bloom of stretch when I shift in an office chair or slide into the car. The faint, delicious burn when I touch myself in the shower—fingers gliding over swollen lips, dipping inside where my body still remembers being opened so completely.

Like it’s holding onto the memory.
Not ready to let go.

Douglas hasn’t texted.

Not yet.

But Royce did.

A week later, while my husband slept beside me, my phone buzzed on the nightstand.

A single photo: a glass of bourbon, amber liquid catching warm light. Ice cubes slowly melting.

Below it, three words:

Next time, three.

My breath caught.

I turned the screen toward my husband—he’d been pretending to sleep, eyes cracked open in the dark.

He read it.
Smiled—slow, knowing, already half-hard under the sheets.
And handed the phone back to me.

This is who I am now.

Not a resolution.
A revelation.

And the year has only just begun.
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Six months had passed since New Year’s Eve, and I could feel how much I had changed, almost like layers had been slowly peeling away.

On Christmas Eve, I had been horny — really horny — but I was still nervous as hell. It was my first time doing anything like that. My hands were actually shaking when I opened the door for Douglas. I remember standing there in that black lace robe, trying to look confident while my heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. The Christmas lights were twinkling behind me, the fire was crackling, and there was this strange, charged energy in the air. Part of me couldn’t believe I was actually going through with it.

But once it started, once Douglas touched me and I saw the way my husband was watching us… something shifted. The sex with Douglas was so good — intense, rough in the best way, and completely overwhelming. What really fueled me was seeing how much my husband was enjoying it. Every time I looked over at him and saw how hard he was, how turned on he looked while watching another man fuck me, it made me even wetter. It made me bolder. That night, I wasn’t just doing it for myself. I was doing it for us. And by the end of it, when Douglas came all over me and my husband came just from watching, I felt something open up inside me that I didn’t know was there.

By New Year’s Eve, everything felt different.

When Douglas showed up with Royce — his twin — I wasn’t nervous like before. I was excited. I was ready. The moment they both walked in, something in me clicked. I wasn’t just horny and curious anymore. I was confident. I was enthusiastic. I wanted it. I wanted both of them. And when they took me together — when I had one in my mouth and the other inside me — it didn’t feel overwhelming in the same way Christmas had. It felt natural. It felt right. My body responded differently. I wasn’t just receiving anymore. I was participating. I was moaning their names, asking for more, and looking straight at my husband while they used me. Something about having two men at once, and knowing my husband was getting off on it, made me feel powerful instead of nervous.

That night changed me.

After New Year’s, the guilt I used to feel started to disappear. The shame I sometimes carried after Christmas was gone. Instead, I started craving that feeling again — the feeling of being completely taken while my husband watched. But this time, I didn’t want to just wait for it to happen. I wanted to create it myself.

Work kept all of us busy after New Year’s. The weeks slipped into months faster than I expected. Meetings, deadlines, travel, family obligations — life had a way of filling every empty space. But the memories never really left.

My husband and I found ourselves talking about those nights more often than either of us admitted at first. Sometimes it was a passing comment over dinner. Sometimes it was a quiet conversation before falling asleep. We kept returning to the same moments, examining them from different angles. What surprised me most was how present those experiences remained in our marriage. They weren’t fading into the background like old memories usually do. If anything, they seemed to be becoming part of our story.

I stayed in occasional contact with Douglas. Nothing dramatic. Just enough to remind me that those nights had been real. Every now and then I’d ask about Royce.

“How’s your brother?” I’d ask.

Douglas always seemed amused by the question.

“Doing fine,” he’d say. “Why? You miss him?”

I always rolled my eyes, even when he couldn’t see me.

One day in April, Douglas and Royce both called me while I was at work.

I was in the middle of a busy day, sitting at my desk with my laptop open and a half-finished report in front of me when my phone lit up with a video call. It was Douglas. I glanced around the office to make sure no one was paying attention, then picked up and slipped my AirPods in.

“Hey,” I said quietly, keeping my voice low.

Douglas appeared on the screen, sitting in what looked like a hotel room. The lighting was warm and he was wearing a black shirt with the top two buttons undone. He looked relaxed, like he had just finished a long day.

“Hey yourself,” he said with a small smile. “You busy?”

“A little,” I admitted. “But I can talk for a bit.”

We started with normal conversation at first. He told me he was in Tokyo for work and asked how I was doing. I told him work had been hectic and that the weather in Chicago was finally getting better. It felt easy, almost friendly.

After a few minutes, I heard another voice in the background.

“Is that her?”

Douglas smirked and turned the phone slightly. Royce’s face appeared next to his on the screen. He looked like he was in a different time zone — the lighting behind him was different, and he seemed to be in a hotel room too.

“Hi, Riley,” Royce said, his voice lower and smoother than Douglas’s.

I felt a small flutter in my stomach.

“Hi,” I replied, trying to sound casual. “You two together?”

“No,” Royce said. “Douglas is in Tokyo. I’m in Brazil. We were just talking and your name came up.”

I smiled, but I could already feel the shift in the air. There was something about the way they were both looking at me through the screen that made the conversation feel less innocent.

Douglas leaned back in his chair.

“We were remembering New Year’s,” he said. “Royce was saying how quiet you got when you had both of us at the same time.”

My cheeks warmed. I glanced around my office again, making sure no one could see my screen.

“I wasn’t quiet,” I said, keeping my voice low.

Royce chuckled.

“You were at some points. Especially when I was in your mouth and Douglas was behind you.”

I felt a rush of heat between my legs. I crossed them under my desk.

The conversation started getting more direct after that. They weren’t being overly crude, but they were clearly enjoying teasing me. Douglas asked if I still thought about that night. Royce asked if I had touched myself while remembering it. I tried to keep my answers light and playful, but my body was already reacting.

After a while, Douglas said,

“Where are you right now?”

“In the office,” I answered.

“Anyone around?”

I looked around. Most of my colleagues were either in meetings or had their heads down.

“Not really close to me,” I said.

Douglas and Royce exchanged a look on the screen.

“Go to the bathroom,” Douglas said calmly. “Lock the door.”

I hesitated for a second, but the heat in my body was already winning. I stood up, walked to the office restroom, and locked myself inside one of the stalls. I sat down on the closed toilet lid and turned the volume down on my AirPods.

When I looked back at the screen, both of them were watching me.

“Pull your skirt up,” Royce said.

I bit my lip but did it. I slowly pulled my skirt up to my waist, revealing my black panties.

“Now push them to the side,” Douglas added, his voice lower than before.

I did as he said, sliding my panties to the side and exposing myself to the camera. I was already wet.

Royce smiled.

“Touch yourself.”

I hesitated again, but only for a moment. I slipped my fingers between my legs and started rubbing slow circles over my clit. A soft breath escaped me.

Douglas leaned closer to his camera.

“Keep your eyes on us,” he said. “Don’t look away.”

I nodded and kept touching myself, my fingers moving in slow, steady strokes while I watched them on the screen. Royce started telling me what to do — how fast to go, when to push a finger inside. Douglas told me to imagine it was them touching me instead. Their voices were calm but firm, guiding me.

It didn’t take long.

My breathing grew heavier as I rubbed faster, my legs spread in the small bathroom stall. I tried to stay quiet, biting my lip to stop any sounds from escaping. My eyes stayed locked on the screen, on both of them watching me.

When I finally came, I had to cover my mouth with my free hand. My body trembled as the orgasm rolled through me. I kept my eyes on them the entire time, just like Douglas told me to.

When it was over, I leaned back against the toilet tank, breathing hard, my fingers still between my legs. I felt flushed and a little shaky, but also strangely satisfied.

Douglas smiled on the screen.

“Good girl.”

Royce just looked at me with that calm, knowing expression.

I slowly fixed my clothes, my heart still racing.

“I have to get back to work,” I said, my voice a little unsteady.

“Think about us for the rest of the day,” Douglas said before ending the call.

I sat there in the stall for another minute, trying to collect myself. My panties were damp, my legs felt weak, and my mind was buzzing.

When I finally walked back to my desk, I could still feel the aftershocks between my thighs. For the rest of the day, I was distracted — every time I shifted in my chair, I was reminded of what had just happened. And every time I thought about it, I felt that same low, warm ache return.

That call stayed with me for weeks.

One evening in late May, Douglas called again while he was traveling. We talked for almost an hour. Mostly about normal things at first — work, travel, life. But eventually the conversation drifted toward summer.

“Got any plans for the Fourth of July?” he asked.

I smiled to myself.

“Why? Are you coming around here?”

There was a short pause on the other end before he chuckled.

“Yeah, I am… and I can get your lover Royce too.”

I laughed softly, biting my lip.

“You’re very confident.”

“I have reasons to be,” he said, his voice dropping a little. “You miss us?”

I didn’t answer immediately. I just let the silence stretch for a second.

“Maybe,” I finally said, keeping my tone light but teasing.

Douglas let out a low laugh.

“‘Maybe’ again. You’re getting good at that.”

“Maybe I like keeping you guessing.”

He was quiet for a moment, then said,

“Well, if you ever stop guessing and actually want something… you know how to reach me.”

“I do,” I replied.

After we hung up, I sat there for a while with a small smile on my face. The conversation had been light, but there was an undercurrent of flirtation that stayed with me.
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A few weeks later, my husband and I were in bed. I was riding him slowly, taking my time, my hands resting on his chest as I moved my hips in lazy circles. He was looking up at me with that familiar mix of lust and curiosity when he suddenly spoke.

“So… you and Douglas planning to hook up?”

I looked down at him and smiled, knowing he must have checked my phone earlier. I kept rolling my hips and replied,

“But wouldn’t that be unfair for Royce?”

My husband let out a low moan, his fingers tightening on my thighs.

I leaned forward a little, still moving on him, and asked, “You remember what I said about number three?”

He nodded, his voice rough.

“Yeah… who is it?”

I smiled, gave him a slow wink, and simply said, “Hmmm…” without giving him an answer.

I sat back up and continued riding him at my own pace.

He smirked, trying to tease me back.

“Two’s a company, three’s loud…”

I let out a small laugh while still moving on top of him.

“You’re fucking up the idiom.”

He grinned.

“Am I?”

I leaned down closer to his face, still rolling my hips, and whispered,

“Yeah… like I’m fucking you right now.”

He groaned and gripped my hips tighter. I kept riding him until I came, my body shaking as I moaned softly on top of him. When the orgasm finally passed, I slowly lifted myself off him. He was still rock hard, his cock standing straight and glistening.

I looked at him with a small, teasing smile and said,

“No more sex for you until Independence Day.”

He stared at me, breathing heavily, clearly frustrated but also turned on by the denial.

“You’re serious?”

I leaned down and gave him a soft kiss on the lips, then whispered,

“I want your flag to stand proud when I’m with them.”

I sat up again and added, my voice calm but firm,

“And don’t you even masturbate. It’s already June 26th. You can certainly wait until the 4th.”

He let out a shaky breath and looked at me like he couldn’t decide whether to be annoyed or more turned on.

I just smiled, got off the bed, and slipped on my robe.

I walked over to the window and looked out at the city lights, still feeling the wetness between my legs and the aftershocks of my orgasm.

Behind me, I could hear my husband’s heavy breathing. He was still lying there, hard and untouched, exactly the way I wanted him.

I smiled to myself.

Because for the first time since all of this had started, I wasn’t waiting for someone else to make plans.

I already had one.

And soon, everyone else was going to find out.


By the time my husband started asking about number three, I had already been looking for weeks.

He didn’t know that. Nobody did.

Most evenings after work, I would sit on the couch with my laptop while he watched television. From the outside, it probably looked like I was catching up on emails or mindlessly scrolling. I wasn’t. I was researching.

At first, it was mostly curiosity. I told myself I was only looking, that I wasn’t actually going to do anything with it. But the longer I spent reading profiles, the more selective I became. Most men eliminated themselves quickly. Some came on too strong, turning every message sexual within the first few lines. Others treated the whole thing like a sales pitch, trying too hard to impress. A few seemed nice enough, but there was no real spark.

I wasn’t looking for another Douglas.

I wasn’t looking for another Royce.

I already had them.

What I wanted this time was someone who felt like my decision.

That’s when I found Brandon.

He was forty-one, divorced, and lived about forty minutes away. His profile wasn’t flashy at all. No shirtless mirror selfies, no trying to look like a porn star. Just a few simple, well-lit pictures and a short, straightforward bio. In one of the photos, he was sitting outside with a coffee, looking off to the side like the camera had caught him by accident.

What caught my attention wasn’t how he looked — though I’ll admit the bald head and muscular build didn’t hurt. It was how comfortable he seemed with himself. His interests were listed openly and without shame. He wrote that he loved two things above everything else: a woman with a brilliant brain and a great ass.

I found myself smiling when I read that.

We started talking a few days after I liked his profile. At first, the conversation was light. He asked what I was looking for without being pushy about it. I was honest with him. I told him I had a thing for Black men and that I had already cuckolded my husband before. I expected him to either get overly excited or start trying to steer the conversation into dirty talk immediately.

He didn’t.

Instead, he replied calmly:

“You seem like someone who actually fits my tagline.”

That one sentence stayed with me. He didn’t try to impress me or act overly dominant. He just seemed… interested. Genuinely interested. And that made me want to keep talking to him.

A few days later, my husband noticed.

We were on the couch after dinner. I was on my phone, and I must have been looking at Brandon’s profile again because he glanced over and said,

“You’re looking at him again.”

I glanced up.

“Maybe.”

He smiled, but there was curiosity in his eyes.

“What’s special about this one?”

I looked back down at the screen and answered lightly,

“I don’t know yet. He’s just… let it be.”

That wasn’t completely true. I already knew I was interested. I just wasn’t ready to share it with him. Not yet. That part still felt like mine.

We kept talking, Brandon and I. The more we spoke, the more comfortable I felt. He was open-minded without being crude about it. When I told him more about my situation — about how things had started with Douglas and then Royce — he didn’t react the way most men did. He didn’t get overly excited or start asking for details right away. He simply said,

“Sounds like you’ve been figuring out what you actually want.”

That stuck with me too.

Eventually, I decided to show my husband.

It was a quiet night. We were in bed when I handed him my phone without saying anything. He took it and started scrolling. I watched his face as he went through the photos, then the profile, then the interests and kinks section. He didn’t say anything for a long time.

Finally, he handed the phone back to me.

“You’ve definitely been thinking about this,” he said.

I smiled but didn’t answer.

He studied me for a moment.

“So… are we inviting him?”

I shook my head.

“Not yet.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“Just the three of us. I have already told him about our dynamics and he’s fine with it.”

My husband was quiet for a few seconds.

“You want to screen him.”

I nodded.

“I’m not bringing someone into our house — or into this — unless I’m sure about him. I want to see if the chemistry is actually there when it’s just us talking.”

He looked at me for a long moment, then nodded slowly.

“Okay,” he said. “That makes sense.”

I could tell he was surprised by how seriously I was taking this. But I meant it. This time, I wasn’t going to let things just happen to me. I was going to choose carefully.

And Brandon… he felt like the right choice to explore.


I arrived at the coffee shop twenty minutes early with my husband.

The afternoon light slanted through the big front windows, catching on the steam rising from cups and painting soft golden edges on everything. We chose a quiet corner table, tucked away enough for some privacy but still out in the open — neutral ground, safe but not hidden.

I was more nervous than I’d expected. Not because I was scared of Brandon himself, but because this was the first time I was meeting someone I had chosen completely on my own. It felt different. More personal. More mine.

My husband sat across from me, stirring his coffee slowly, the spoon clinking softly against the ceramic. He watched me with that calm, knowing look he gets when he can read every thought I’m trying to hide.

“You okay?” he asked.

I nodded, though my fingers kept tracing the rim of my cup in restless circles.

“I’m fine. Just… this feels different.”

He gave me a small, reassuring smile but didn’t push. That was one of the things I loved most about him — he knew when to hold space.

Brandon arrived exactly on time.

He was taller than I’d pictured from his photos — broad-shouldered and solid, with the kind of calm, self-assured presence that made a few heads turn when he walked in. Not flashy, just there. He spotted us immediately and smiled as he approached.

It wasn’t a cocky grin. It was warm, easy, like we were old friends already running late for a standing coffee date.

“Riley,” he said, offering his hand first to me, then to my husband. His grip was firm but not overpowering. “Nice to finally meet you both.”

What surprised me most was that after he sat down and ordered a black coffee, he didn’t lunge straight into anything sexual or intense.

Instead, he leaned back slightly and asked, “How’s your mom’s knee doing? You mentioned she had that fall a couple weeks back.”

It was such a small, thoughtful detail — something I’d only casually dropped in one of our chats — but it instantly grounded the moment. The conversation felt normal. Human.

We talked for nearly an hour and a half.

He told us he’d played college football, which explained the athletic build without him ever needing to flex or show off. He spoke about his divorce in a straightforward, unbitter way — just facts, lessons learned, no lingering resentment.

We drifted through work stories, favorite travel spots, and how both of us had reached a point in life where we preferred clarity over games.

He asked real questions too. About my job, about how long my husband and I had been married, about what I actually enjoyed doing when I wasn’t working or managing the chaos of everyday life.

It didn’t feel like an interview.

It felt like genuine interest.

At one point I couldn’t resist.

I smiled and said, “So… the brilliant brain and great ass line.”

Brandon laughed — a low, genuine sound that made the corners of his eyes crinkle. He glanced at my husband with an easy, inclusive smile.

“It’s honest,” he said. “Most people fixate on one or the other. I’ve always liked when both are present.”

My husband actually chuckled at that.

The tension in my shoulders eased another notch.

Later, when the conversation naturally turned toward health and safety, Brandon didn’t get defensive or brush it off.

He simply pulled out his phone and said, “If you ever want to see my test results, they’re right here. I can show you now if it makes you more comfortable.”

I appreciated how matter-of-fact he was.

No ego.

No performance.

“I have mine too,” I replied. “And I’ll have Douglas and Royce send theirs over as well, so everything’s transparent.”

Brandon nodded without hesitation.

“That’s fine. Whatever makes everybody comfortable. I’d rather over-share than leave any doubt.”

Before we wrapped up, he suggested a quick selfie.

“We should probably prove this actually happened,” he said with a small laugh.

It wasn’t flirty or possessive — just practical.

The three of us leaned in together for one simple, unposed photo. No dramatic angles. Just the moment as it was.

On the drive home, my husband glanced over at me while I was still looking at the picture on my phone, a small smile playing on my lips.

“You’re smiling,” he said softly.

I hadn’t even realized.

“I know.”

When we got home, he didn’t bombard me with questions right away.

He gave me space until we were in the kitchen.

I was leaning against the counter, replaying the afternoon in my head, when he finally spoke.

“Well?”

I stayed quiet for a few seconds, letting the day settle.

Then I answered honestly.

“I trust him.”

My husband studied my face for a long moment.

“Not ‘he’s hot’ or ‘he’s smooth’?”

I shook my head.

“He’s those things too. But mostly… I trust him. He feels solid. Like he actually understands what this is — and what it isn’t.”

He nodded slowly, processing.

A faint smile touched his lips.

“Hope Royce and Douglas are fine with him.”

I smiled back, calm and certain now.

“They better be. If I don’t have a say, then they’d rather not.”


I waited until the house had settled into its evening quiet.

The dishes were done, the lights were dimmed low, and the only sound was the soft hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. My husband sat close beside me on the living room couch, our thighs touching warmly. His arm was draped along the back of the cushions, fingers occasionally brushing my bare shoulder in that quiet, steady way he had of reminding me he was right there with me.

A half-full glass of red wine sat on the coffee table. I’d poured it for courage more than anything else.

This call felt heavier than the coffee date with Brandon. Choosing him had been thrilling and personal — something that had belonged mostly to me. Now I had to bring him into the circle we’d already built with Douglas and Royce. I needed to see if the pieces would fit without creating friction where there used to be easy, familiar flow.

I had dressed for the call with intention. Nothing over-the-top, but definitely not innocent either. I wore a soft, silky black camisole that dipped low enough to show the gentle swell of my breasts and clung just enough to make it clear I wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. Paired with it was a short, flowy pleated skirt in the same deep black — the hem barely reaching mid-thigh when I stood. Underneath the skirt… nothing. No panties. Just bare skin and the secret, electric thrill of it every time I shifted on the couch. The knowledge that I was completely bare beneath that short skirt made my skin feel hypersensitive, especially with my husband sitting right beside me.

At exactly eight o’clock I sent the group video link.

One by one the squares appeared on the screen.

Douglas joined first, lounging back in his apartment with his shirt unbuttoned at the collar, a glass of whiskey in hand and that familiar mischievous spark already alive in his eyes.

“Well, well. A full summit meeting. Riley must be serious tonight.”

Royce appeared a few seconds later. His camera was angled slightly downward from his desk, sleeves rolled up to his forearms, looking every bit the calm, observant man I knew. He gave a small nod but stayed quiet for the moment, watching.

Then Brandon’s window opened. He sat in his living room wearing a simple charcoal-gray t-shirt that stretched across his broad shoulders. The lighting was warm and he looked relaxed, but his eyes were attentive.

“Hi, everyone,” I started, my voice steadier than the butterflies in my stomach. “Thanks for jumping on so quickly.”

Douglas grinned immediately.

“When Riley calls a group meeting instead of just texting plans, you know something big is happening. So what’s the verdict, sweetheart? You finally went out and picked your own guy?”

I felt heat rise in my cheeks, but I smiled. My husband gave my knee a gentle, reassuring squeeze under the table where the camera couldn’t see.

“I did,” I said, glancing at Brandon’s square then back at the others. “This is Brandon. Brandon, meet Douglas and Royce.”

Brandon offered a calm, genuine smile and nodded toward the screen.

“Good to meet both of you. Riley’s spoken very highly of you. I appreciate you all being open to this.”

Douglas leaned closer to his camera, studying Brandon with open amusement.

“So you’re the ‘brilliant brain and great ass’ candidate. Bold first message. I have to respect the honesty.”

He laughed.

“Most guys lead with dick pics. You led with personality. Interesting choice.”

Brandon chuckled, low and easy.

“Figured if we were going to do this, we might as well start real.”

He glanced briefly at my husband, then back at the group.

“I’m not here to complicate anything. I respect the dynamic you all already have.”

Royce remained quieter, watching Brandon carefully.

After a moment he asked,

“You’ve done arrangements like this before?”

“A few times,” Brandon answered honestly. “Nothing long-term. Usually shorter situations where everyone wanted the same thing — good company, clear expectations, no hidden agendas. Riley was very upfront about how things work with all of you, and I like that approach.”

Royce studied him another beat, then gave a single, slow nod.

Douglas leaned back with a grin.

“Damn, Riley. I’m actually proud of you. You went out, vetted him yourself, and brought him to the table. Took you long enough to claim some real control.”

He raised his glass toward the screen.

“Welcome to the chaos, Brandon. Hope you can keep up.”

My husband let out a soft laugh beside me.

“You had years to impress her, Douglas. She still went shopping.”

That broke the remaining tension. Even Royce’s mouth curved into a small smile.

Once the introductions settled, we moved into planning.

I straightened a little on the couch and laid out my thoughts.

“I’d like to do dinner first on the Fourth,” I said. “Here at the house. Nothing rushed. We can grill, have drinks, talk, and let everyone get comfortable in person before anything else happens. No pressure.”

Brandon nodded right away.

“That sounds perfect. I’d rather ease into the evening naturally.”

Royce agreed.

“I like that. Keeps things from feeling forced.”

He looked at Brandon again.

“You good with staying the night if the vibe is right?”

“Only if everyone’s comfortable,” Brandon replied smoothly. “I’m flexible. The last thing I want is anyone feeling obligated.”

We spent the next twenty-five minutes going through logistics — arrival times, what everyone was bringing, safer-sex expectations, house rules. Brandon proactively mentioned he’d already shared his recent test results with me and was happy to send them to the group chat. Douglas teased him lightly about being “the responsible one,” but I could tell he approved.

At one point, while I was explaining how I wanted the evening to flow naturally, I shifted on the couch to get more comfortable. Without really thinking, I crossed my legs slowly, one over the other. The short-pleated skirt rode up higher on my thigh. Because I wasn't wearing anything underneath, the movement briefly revealed more than I'd intended—a fleeting glimpse of smooth skin and neatly trimmed pubic stubble before the fabric settled back into place.

Royce’s eyes flicked down for a split second, then back up to my face.

A slow, knowing smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth.

“Hey,” he said quietly, voice low and amused, “I just saw…”

I felt a rush of heat flood my cheeks and between my legs at the same time.

Instead of looking away or adjusting my skirt, I simply held his gaze through the screen and gave him a slow, deliberate wink.

Royce’s smirk deepened.

Douglas, who had been mid-sip of his whiskey, paused and raised an eyebrow, clearly catching the shift in energy even if he hadn’t seen exactly what Royce had.

I turned my head slightly and looked at my husband beside me. Our eyes met and we both broke into quiet, shared laughter — his low and warm, mine a little breathless. He squeezed my thigh under the table again, this time higher, his fingers brushing the bare skin just under the hem of my skirt in a way that made my stomach flutter.

Douglas leaned forward, grinning wide.

“Well damn. Riley’s really taking charge tonight. Look at you running the whole show — planning, setting the tone, even keeping us on our toes.”

I felt a flush of pride mixed with arousal at his words. I looked straight into the camera, lifted my chin a little, and smiled.

“Well,” I said, voice playful but steady, “independence, what can I say? Why should the boys have all the fun?”

Douglas let out a loud, appreciative laugh.

Brandon smiled, warm and genuine, clearly enjoying the exchange.

Royce just gave another one of his slow, thoughtful nods, but the heat in his eyes hadn’t faded.

The rest of the call flowed easily after that. We finalized times, who was bringing wine and dessert, and confirmed that everyone was on the same page about consent and checking in throughout the night. Brandon continued to be calm and respectful, which seemed to put both Douglas and Royce more at ease. My husband stayed mostly quiet, but his hand never left my leg, occasionally tracing slow circles on my bare thigh that only I could feel.

When we finally ended the call, I closed the laptop and let out a long breath.

My husband pulled me against him, kissing the top of my head.

“Well?” he asked softly, the same gentle question he’d asked after the coffee date.

I stayed quiet for a moment, replaying everyone’s faces and tones. The flash Royce had caught. The way I’d winked. The way I’d answered Douglas without hesitation. How natural it had all felt once I stopped overthinking.

“It felt right,” I said finally. “A little awkward at the very beginning, but… right. Douglas thought it was funny. Royce actually seemed okay with him — more than okay after that little moment.”

I laughed softly again.

“Brandon handled everything so calmly. And I… I liked being the one directing things.”

He nodded, rubbing my arm.

“Then it’s happening.”

I stared at the dark screen, heart beating faster now that everything was official.

The date was set.

July Fourth.

My house.

Dinner first, then whatever the night became.

For the first time, everyone knew everyone.

And there was no turning back.

July 4th arrived bright and hot, the kind of summer day that made everything feel a little more alive.

I woke up early; the house already smelling faintly of the burgers and corn my husband had prepped the night before. Sunlight was cutting through the blinds in the bedroom and I could hear him moving around downstairs.

I slipped on one of his old gray t-shirts — the soft, worn one that hit me mid-thigh — and nothing else underneath. The cotton felt good against my bare skin, especially between my legs where I was already a little sensitive from thinking about tonight.

When I came downstairs, he was in the kitchen pouring coffee. He turned when he heard my bare feet on the floor, and his eyes dropped straight to my legs like they always did when I dressed like this.

“You’re really doing this,” he said, voice low and a little rough from sleep.

“I am.”

I walked straight into him, letting his arms come around me. His hand slid right under the t-shirt and cupped my ass, giving it a slow, possessive squeeze. I felt his fingers brush right against my bare pussy and smiled against his chest.

“No panties all day,” I told him. “I want to feel everything. Every breeze. Every time one of them looks at me.”

He groaned softly into my neck and squeezed again, harder this time.

“You’re gonna drive them fucking crazy, you know that?”

“I hope so,” I said, pulling back just enough to look at him. “That’s kind of the point.”

We spent the morning getting everything ready. I helped him set up the grill and the outdoor table while the sun got hotter. Every time I bent over or reached for something, the t-shirt rode up and reminded me how naked I was underneath.

My husband kept finding excuses to touch me — a hand on my waist, fingers sliding up the back of my thigh when he walked past. Once he even slipped his hand between my legs from behind while I was reaching into the fridge and rubbed me slowly for a few seconds. I was already wet and he knew it.

By early afternoon I went upstairs to get dressed for real.

I stood in front of the mirror and chose the white sundress I’d been thinking about. Thin straps, soft cotton that felt light as air, and a short flowy hem that barely reached mid-thigh. It was simple but the way it moved made it feel sexy.

No bra — my nipples showed just a little when the fabric brushed against them.

And underneath… nothing.

The thought of greeting Douglas, Royce, and Brandon completely bare under that thin dress made my stomach flip in the best way.

I came back downstairs and my husband’s eyes darkened the second he saw me.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “You look incredible.”

I did a slow little turn for him.

“Think they’ll notice I’m not wearing anything under it?”

He stepped closer and ran his hand up my thigh, under the hem, until his fingers found bare skin.

“They’re gonna notice the second you walk in the room.”

By late afternoon the nerves and excitement were mixing together in my chest.

My husband kept finding little ways to touch me while we waited — brushing my hair off my shoulder, resting his hand low on my back. Every touch reminded me this was happening because I wanted it. Because I’d chosen it.

Douglas arrived first, right on time, carrying a big cooler in one hand and a bottle of whiskey in the other.

He stepped inside, took one look at me, and let out a low whistle.

“Damn, Riley. That dress is dangerous as hell.”

I smiled, feeling that little rush of power I was starting to like.

“Good. That’s exactly what I was going for.”

He set the cooler down and leaned in to kiss my cheek. His hand landed low on my back, fingers spreading wide, almost touching the top of my ass. He didn’t move it right away.

“You look like trouble tonight,” he said, voice dropping. “The good kind.”

“I plan on being plenty of trouble,” I answered, meeting his eyes.

He grinned, gave my ass one quick, hidden squeeze where my husband couldn’t see, then headed toward the kitchen with the drinks.

Royce showed up about fifteen minutes later.

He was quieter when he walked in, sleeves rolled up, looking around like he was taking everything in.

The second his eyes landed on me they moved slowly down my body and back up.

I could tell he was remembering the Zoom call.

“Hi, Royce,” I said, stepping a little closer.

He gave me that small, calm smile of his.

“Hi, Riley. Nice dress.”

Then, quieter, just for me, he added,

“Still no panties?”

Heat rushed straight between my legs.

I didn’t look away.

I just tilted my head and smiled.

“You’ll have to find out for yourself.”

He chuckled, low and warm.

“I already got a preview last week. Looking forward to the real thing.”

I laughed — couldn’t help it.

“Well… there was some stubble last time. Now it’s all shaved.”

Royce’s eyebrows lifted just a fraction and his smile turned a little darker.

“Good to know,” he said, eyes flicking down to my legs for a second before he looked back at my face.

Brandon arrived last.

He looked good — clean button-down with the sleeves rolled once, dark jeans, like he’d put in just enough effort without trying too hard.

When he saw me standing there in the white dress he paused for half a second, then gave me that calm, genuine smile.

“You look beautiful,” he said, handing me the bottle of wine he’d brought. “Thank you for having me over.”

I took the wine and leaned in to kiss his cheek.

“I’m glad you’re here.”

He smelled good — clean and a little woodsy — and when I pulled back I caught the way his eyes dropped to the thin straps of my dress for just a second before he caught himself.

My husband came in from the backyard right then, wiping his hands on a towel, and the energy in the room felt full in the best way.

All of them were here.

All of them were looking at me.

And I was standing there in a tiny white dress with nothing underneath, already wet, already smiling like I knew exactly what I was doing.

Because I did.

Dinner was easy at first.

We grilled outside while the sun started to sink lower, turning everything that warm golden color it gets right before it disappears. My husband handled the food like he always does — flipping burgers, checking the corn, moving around the grill with that calm focus he has.

The rest of us sat around the big wooden table with cold drinks in our hands. The breeze was nice, not too strong, just enough to lift the hem of my dress every now and then.

Conversation flowed pretty naturally. Douglas was loud and flirty right from the start, telling some ridiculous story about a client at work that had everyone laughing. Brandon mostly listened at first, but when he spoke up he asked good questions — the kind that made people actually want to answer.

Royce didn’t talk as much. He sat back in his chair, one arm resting on the table, and mostly watched. I could feel his eyes on me more than anyone else’s.

I was hyper-aware of everything. The thin white cotton of my dress against my bare skin. The way the evening air kept brushing between my legs. Every time I shifted in my chair I felt how wet I already was, and it made it hard to focus on normal conversation.

At one point I stood up to grab more napkins from the little side table near the grill. A stronger gust of wind came through right then and caught the hem of my dress, lifting it for a second. I didn’t rush to push it back down. I just let it happen, then sat back down slowly, crossing my legs like it was nothing.

The dress rode up high on my thighs.

I knew Royce was watching.

His eyes dropped straight between my legs for a beat before he looked back up at my face. One corner of his mouth lifted.

“Careful,” he said quietly, voice low enough that only I could hear. “Keep doing shit like that and I’m not gonna make it through dinner.”

I didn’t answer with words.

I just uncrossed my legs and slowly crossed them the other way, giving him another quick, deliberate flash of bare skin and smooth, shaved pussy. Then I looked him right in the eyes and winked — the same way I had on the video call.

Douglas caught the whole little exchange and grinned wide, leaning forward with his beer in his hand.

“What was that about?” he asked, clearly amused.

Royce didn’t even blink. He took a slow sip of his drink and said, “Just remembering something from the group call last week. Riley gave me a little show then too.”

My husband laughed from over by the grill without even turning around. Brandon’s ears went a little pink, but he smiled and shook his head like he was trying not to laugh too.

I felt it then — that hot, powerful rush low in my stomach. My heart was beating faster, but it wasn’t nerves anymore. It was something better.

I was the one they were all watching.

I was the reason the air felt thicker.

I was the one who’d brought all three of them here, who’d planned this, who was sitting in the middle of them in a tiny white dress with nothing underneath, flashing Royce under the table while my husband cooked for everyone.

Douglas raised his beer toward me with a smirk.

“You’re enjoying this way too much already, aren’t you?”

I shrugged, trying (and failing) to look innocent.

“Maybe a little.”

Royce’s eyes were still on me, darker now. He didn’t say anything else out loud, but the way he looked at me said plenty.

Brandon was quieter, but I caught him glancing at my legs more than once, like he was trying not to be obvious about it.

The food smelled amazing and the conversation kept going, but the energy had shifted.

Every time I moved, every time I laughed or reached for my drink, I felt their attention on me.

Douglas kept making little teasing comments.

Royce stayed mostly quiet but his eyes never left me for long.

Brandon was still polite, still asking questions, but there was something warmer behind it now.

I stayed in my seat with my legs crossed, feeling the breeze on my bare pussy and the low, steady throb of anticipation building between my thighs.

The sun was almost gone.

Dinner was almost over.

And I was the one they were all waiting on.


After we ate, we moved inside as it got darker.

The sky had that deep purple-blue color it gets right after sunset, and the backyard lights were starting to come on. My husband carried the last of the plates in while Douglas grabbed the empty bottles.

Nobody said much, but the mood had already changed.

It wasn’t loud and casual anymore.

There was a quieter kind of tension in the air.

Inside, my husband turned on the small lamp in the corner and the string lights we had along the bookshelf, keeping everything low and warm. He put on some slow music — nothing too loud, just enough to fill the silence.

Then he opened another bottle of wine and poured fresh glasses for everyone.

I could feel the shift the second we all sat down again.

The teasing from dinner was still there, but it felt heavier now.

Touches started happening more on purpose.

Douglas reached past me for his glass and let his hand rest on my lower back for a few seconds longer than necessary. His thumb brushed slowly along the top of my ass through the thin dress.

He didn’t say anything, just gave me a small smirk when I glanced at him.

Royce walked behind the couch to get to his seat and his fingers trailed lightly along my bare arm as he passed.

It was barely a touch, but it sent a shiver straight down my spine.

When he sat down on my right, his knee bumped against mine and stayed there.

Brandon kept stealing glances at my legs.

Every time I moved or crossed them, I caught his eyes dropping for a second before he looked back up at my face.

He was trying to be polite about it, but the longer the night went on, the less he was hiding it.

I could feel how wet I was.

The whole time we’d been sitting there with fresh glasses of wine, I kept shifting in my seat, hyper-aware of the fact that I had nothing on under this dress.

The breeze drifting through the open window and the occasional brush of fabric against my skin kept the thought firmly in my mind.

I was the one who finally broke the tension.

I set my wine glass down on the coffee table, looked around at all three of them, and said,

“Why don’t we move to the living room? It’s more comfortable in there.”

No one argued.

Douglas just nodded and stood up first.

Royce gave me a small, knowing smile before he got up too.

Brandon followed without a word, though I saw the way his jaw tightened for a second.

We moved into the living room.

The big sectional couch took up most of the space, and the lights were already dim from earlier.

My husband didn’t follow us right away.

He stayed back for a moment, then walked over to the armchair that faced the couch and sat down.

He didn’t say anything, but the look he gave me was clear — he was going to watch.

I sat in the middle of the sectional.

The second I did, the three of them moved in around me like it was already decided.

Douglas dropped down on my left, close enough that his thigh pressed against mine.

Royce took the spot on my right, his arm resting along the back of the couch behind my shoulders.

Brandon sat across from me on the other section of the couch, angled toward us, close enough that if he leaned forward he could easily reach me.

The air felt thicker now.

Nobody was pretending anymore.

I turned to Brandon first.

He was new, and I wanted him to feel welcome — wanted him to know this wasn’t just about the other two.

I shifted on the couch so I was facing him more, then leaned in without overthinking it.

I kissed him softly at first, just a slow press of my lips against his. He tasted like the wine we’d been drinking.

His hand came up right away and cupped my jaw, gentle but steady, like he was letting me set the pace.

I deepened the kiss, parting my lips, and he followed without hesitation. His tongue brushed against mine and I felt a little spark of heat low in my stomach.

When I finally pulled back, I was already breathing harder, my lips tingling.

Douglas made a low, rough sound beside me.

“Fuck, that’s hot.”

I smiled a little, then turned toward him.

This time I didn’t start slow.

I kissed Douglas harder, more playful, the way I knew he liked.

His hand was already on my thigh before our mouths even fully met, and he didn’t waste time.

He pushed the hem of my dress higher, bunching the thin fabric up around my hips.

The second his fingers touched bare skin, he groaned into my mouth.

“Your cunt is allergic to panties,” he muttered against my lips, voice low and amused.

I smiled against his mouth but didn’t answer.

Instead I kissed him again, letting him feel how much I liked the comment.

Royce’s hand was already resting on my other thigh.

He didn’t say anything right away.

He just watched Douglas’s fingers as they traced along my pussy, feeling how wet I already was.

The contrast of their hands on me at the same time made my head spin a little.

Then Royce leaned in closer and pressed his mouth to the side of my neck.

Slow.

Deliberate.

His lips were warm, and I felt the soft scrape of his stubble.

I moaned quietly, the sound slipping out before I could stop it.

Brandon’s hands moved to my waist, pulling me gently toward him.

I let myself be guided, my body shifting between the three of them.

Douglas took advantage of the new angle and slid his fingers between my folds, circling my clit with slow, confident strokes.

I was soaked, and the wet sound his fingers made was obvious in the quiet room.

Without even thinking about it, I spread my legs wider for him.

Royce’s mouth stayed near my ear.

His voice was low, almost a rumble when he spoke.

“You’ve been wet like this since the call, haven’t you?”

I nodded, biting my lip hard as Douglas’s fingers kept moving in slow, steady circles.

He kissed my neck again, slower this time, then dragged his mouth lower.

His fingers hooked under one thin strap of my dress and pulled it down my shoulder. The fabric slipped easily, and my breast came free.

Royce didn’t waste a second — he leaned in and took my nipple into his mouth, sucking gently at first, then a little firmer.

I arched into him with a soft sound, my back pressing against the couch.

Douglas kept rubbing my clit in those same slow, steady circles, like he had all the time in the world.

Brandon leaned in and kissed me again, deeper this time, his tongue sliding against mine while his hand found my other breast.

Three pairs of hands were on me now — Royce’s mouth on my nipple, Douglas’s fingers between my legs, Brandon’s hand cupping my breast — and it was overwhelming in the best way.

My head felt fuzzy with it.

I reached down blindly, found Douglas’s cock through his jeans, and gave him a firm squeeze.

He was already rock hard.

I did the same to Royce with my other hand, feeling the thick shape of him straining against the denim.

Brandon’s thumb brushed back and forth over my nipple, sending little sparks straight down between my legs.

“Take it off,” I said, voice coming out breathy and a little shaky. “The dress.”

Douglas didn’t hesitate.

He grabbed the hem and pulled the whole thing up and over my head in one smooth motion.

The white fabric landed somewhere on the floor.

Suddenly I was completely naked on the couch, legs spread, with three men surrounding me and my husband sitting in the armchair across from us, watching.

The air felt cool against my bare skin.

My nipples were tight and sensitive from Royce’s mouth.

My pussy was soaked — I could feel it when Douglas’s fingers moved.

Douglas dropped to his knees between my legs without anyone telling him to.

He used his thumbs to spread me open and dragged his tongue in one long, slow stripe from bottom to top.

I gasped sharply and grabbed a fistful of his hair.

“Fuck—”

Royce pulled away from my breast and caught my mouth in a kiss, swallowing the moan that tried to escape.

His tongue was slow and deep.

Brandon’s hands kept roaming — one on my breast, the other sliding down my stomach and over my thigh like he couldn’t decide where he wanted to touch most.

Across the room, my husband sat in the armchair, eyes dark and heavy-lidded.

One hand rested over the obvious bulge in his pants.

I looked straight at him, silently asking the question with my eyes — You okay, love? — and he nodded slowly, never breaking eye contact, like he didn’t want to miss a single second of what was happening to me.

Royce and Brandon kept touching me while Douglas ate me.

Royce kissed my mouth, deep and slow, swallowing every moan that tried to escape. His tongue moved against mine like he was trying to taste what Douglas was doing to me.

Brandon’s hands were everywhere — squeezing my breasts, sliding over my stomach, gripping my thighs and holding them open wider for Douglas.

It felt like I was being touched by all three of them at once, and my body didn’t know where to focus.

Douglas was good with his mouth.

Really good.

He sucked on my clit with steady pressure, then pushed two fingers inside me without warning, curling them just right against that spot that made my toes curl.

My hips jerked up off the couch.

I came hard and fast — my thighs started shaking around his head, my back arching as the orgasm hit me suddenly.

A broken moan tore out of me and Royce swallowed it with another kiss.

My whole body tensed, then went loose, but Douglas didn’t stop.

He kept licking and fingering me through it, drawing it out until the pleasure tipped over into that sharp, oversensitive edge.

I whimpered and tried to push his head away with shaky hands.

“Too much… fuck, Douglas—”

He finally pulled back, but only after one last slow lick that made me twitch.

His mouth was shiny with me when he looked up, eyes dark and satisfied.

He grinned, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Tastes even better than I remember.”

I was still catching my breath, chest rising and falling fast, when Royce stood up from the couch.

He started unbuttoning his shirt, eyes never leaving mine.

“My turn.”


They moved me so I was on my hands and knees on the couch.

My knees sank into the soft cushions as the three of them shifted me into position.

Royce moved behind me, his big hands gripping my hips firmly, thumbs pressing into my skin.

Brandon knelt in front of me on the couch, close enough that his thighs were almost touching my arms.  He settled one hand into my hair and the other on my shoulder, staying close as he watched me.

Douglas sat back on the left section of the sectional, leaning against the armrest as he slowly stroked himself while he watched everything. He shifted closer to the edge of the couch, keeping himself within easy reach of me.

Royce rubbed the thick head of his cock along my soaked pussy, dragging it up and down through my folds.

He was already hard and leaking at the tip — I could feel the warm, slick smear every time he rubbed against my swollen clit.

He felt thick and heavy, just like I remembered, with a broad head that stretched me even before he pushed in.

Brandon’s cock was right in front of my face now.

I reached for his belt with shaky fingers and undid it, then popped the button of his jeans.

When I pulled his zipper down and freed him, my breath caught for a second.

He was big — longer than I expected, with a thick, veiny shaft and a flushed, rounded head already shiny with precum.

A prominent vein ran along the underside, and he was rock hard, standing straight up against his stomach.

I wrapped my hand around him, feeling the heat and the slight pulse under my fingers.

He felt heavy and warm in my palm.

Douglas was stroking himself slowly beside us.

His cock was thick and solid, not quite as long as Brandon’s but noticeably girthier, with a fat head and a heavy set of balls underneath.

His hand looked big wrapped around it as he lazily pumped up and down, eyes locked on the way Royce was teasing my pussy.

Royce didn’t wait any longer.

He lined himself up and pushed inside me slowly, stretching me open inch by inch.

I moaned around Brandon’s cock as I took him into my mouth at the same time.

The stretch from Royce felt incredible — he was thick enough that I had to adjust my hips, and the slow push made my walls flutter and clench around him.

He bottomed out with a low groan and stayed there for a moment, letting me feel how completely full I was.

Then he started fucking me with steady, deep strokes.

Not fast yet — just deep and controlled, his hips meeting my ass with every thrust.

I tried to focus on sucking Brandon, but it was hard to think straight.

His cock was warm and smooth against my tongue, and I could taste the salty precum as I took him deeper into my mouth. Brandon's hand tightened slightly against my shoulder, his eyes never leaving mine.

At some point Douglas had moved closer, leaning forward from the side of the couch as he watched.

He reached under me from the side and found my clit again, rubbing it in slow, slick circles while Royce fucked me.

It was too much and not enough at the same time.

My arms were already starting to shake from holding myself up.

Every time Royce thrust forward, it pushed me further onto Brandon’s cock. Brandon adjusted with me each time, helping keep me steady as Royce's rhythm moved us both.

Douglas’s fingers kept circling my clit, relentless and wet.

I came again with Royce buried deep inside me.

My moan vibrated around Brandon’s cock as my pussy clenched hard around Royce.

My thighs trembled violently and my arms nearly gave out.

Royce groaned at the feeling of me squeezing him and fucked me straight through it, his thrusts getting a little rougher for a few seconds as he rode out my orgasm.

When my orgasm finally eased, he pulled out before he came, his cock slipping free with a wet sound.

He was breathing hard behind me, one hand still gripping my hip tightly like he was forcing himself to hold back.

They switched.

Brandon moved behind me while Royce stepped aside.

I felt the head of Brandon’s cock press against my entrance, and the second he started pushing in, I understood the difference.

He was thicker than Royce — noticeably so.

The stretch was intense, making me whimper and drop my head for a second as my pussy struggled to take him.

He moved slowly at first, almost careful, feeding me inch after inch until he was buried deep inside me.

“Fuck…” I breathed out, my voice shaky.

He started with slow, controlled strokes, like he was afraid of hurting me.

His hands were firm on my hips, holding me steady.

After a few thrusts I pushed back against him, meeting his movements.

“Harder,” I told him, voice low but clear. “Don’t hold back.”

Brandon let out a quiet groan and immediately gave me what I wanted.

His thrusts turned deeper and harder, the thick length of him stretching and filling me with every stroke.

The sound of skin meeting skin grew louder as he fucked me properly from behind.

Douglas moved in front of me at the same time.

I reached for him and took his cock into my mouth without hesitation.

He was thick and heavy on my tongue, and I had to relax my jaw to take him properly.

While Brandon fucked me from behind, I sucked Douglas, bobbing my head in rhythm with the thrusts rocking my body forward.

Royce sat down on the couch beside us.

One of his hands rested on my lower back, warm and steady, while his other hand wrapped around his own cock.

He stroked himself slowly as he watched, eyes moving between where Brandon was fucking me and where my mouth was stretched around Douglas.

My husband’s voice came from the armchair across from us, low and rough with arousal.

“You look so fucking beautiful like this, baby.”

The words hit me hard.

Hearing him say that while I had one cock in my mouth and another pounding into me from behind sent a fresh wave of heat through my entire body.

My pussy clenched tightly around Brandon’s thick cock, and I came hard again.

My whole body shook with it — thighs trembling, arms threatening to give out as the orgasm ripped through me.

I moaned loudly around Douglas’s cock, the sound muffled and desperate.

They didn’t stop.

Brandon kept fucking me through my orgasm, his thrusts staying deep and steady even as I clenched and shook around him.

Douglas gently held the back of my head, letting me ride it out with his cock still in my mouth.

Royce’s hand stayed on my back the whole time, grounding me while he continued stroking himself beside us.

They kept going, through my muffled moans, their quiet grunts, and the steady rhythm that none of us seemed ready to break.

Douglas came first.

He pulled out of my mouth with a low groan, his hand moving faster on his thick cock.

I looked up at him, lips parted and shiny, and watched as he came hard across my breasts.

Thick ropes of cum painted my skin, some landing on my nipples.

I stayed looking up at him the whole time, breathing hard, and he held my gaze while he finished.

Brandon kept fucking me from behind for a few more minutes after that.

His thrusts stayed deep and steady until he suddenly tightened his grip on my hips and buried himself to the hilt.

He came inside me with a deep, rough groan, his cock pulsing as he filled me.

I could feel the warmth of it as he held me there, breathing heavily against my back.

Royce was last.

They gently moved me onto my back on the couch.

Royce climbed between my legs, hooked my thighs over his shoulders, and pushed back inside me in one slow, deep stroke.

This time he fucked me deep and slow, his eyes locked on my face the entire time.

Every thrust was deliberate, like he wanted to feel every second of it.

I was sensitive and overstimulated, but the way he moved felt incredible.

When he finally came, he stayed buried deep inside me.

His forehead dropped against mine, and we stayed like that for a long moment — both of us breathing hard, his cock still twitching as he emptied himself.

His breath was warm against my lips.

We were all messy and sweaty, the room smelling like sex and skin.

My body felt heavy and used in the best way.

Douglas disappeared into the bathroom and came back with a warm, damp cloth.

He cleaned me up gently, wiping between my legs and across my breasts with careful strokes.

Brandon returned a minute later with a glass of water and held it to my lips so I could drink.

Royce pulled me against his chest once they were done, letting me rest against him while his hand slowly stroked my back.

My husband came over from the armchair.

He leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to my forehead, then brushed some hair away from my face.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

I nodded, still floating in that warm, hazy space.

“Better than okay.”

Douglas let out a quiet laugh from the other end of the couch, shaking his head with a grin.

“You took charge tonight, Riley. That was fucking hot.”

I smiled against Royce’s chest, feeling warm and satisfied and strangely powerful all at once.

My body was sore in the best ways, and I could still feel the evidence of all three of them inside and on me.

“Independence,” I murmured. “Why should the boys have all the fun?”

Everyone laughed softly at that.

The night wasn’t over — we still had hours left — but for the first time in a long time, I felt completely in control of what I wanted.

And I wanted more.

It was nearly midnight when the energy in the room finally settled into something slower and heavier.

The first intense round had left all of us flushed and satisfied. My body still tingled everywhere — between my legs, on my breasts, across my skin where their hands and mouths had been.

I was lying on the big sectional couch, completely naked, one leg bent and the other stretched out. A thin sheen of sweat covered me. Someone had thrown a soft throw blanket over my waist, but it had slipped down, leaving most of me exposed. I didn’t bother pulling it back up.

Douglas was at the far end of the couch, phone to his ear, speaking in a low, serious voice to someone from work who had apparently decided midnight on the Fourth of July was a good time to call. He kept his voice down but didn’t leave the room. Every now and then he glanced over at me and gave a small smirk before going back to his conversation.

Royce had disappeared into the kitchen a few minutes ago. I could hear the fridge open and close, the sound of ice clinking into glasses. He was taking his time, probably giving everyone a moment to breathe.

Brandon sat on the single armchair across from the couch, still fully dressed except for his shirt, which was unbuttoned and hanging open. He hadn’t stopped watching me since the others had finished. His eyes moved slowly over my body — my bare breasts, my stomach, the mess between my thighs. He wasn’t trying to hide it. Every time our eyes met, he gave me a small, calm smile that made my stomach tighten.

My husband was still in the big armchair near the window. He hadn’t moved much since the group play ended. His shirt was off, pants still on but unzipped. I could see how hard he still was. He had been hard almost the entire night — watching, listening, staying quiet while the three other men used me. The longer the night went on, the more obvious it became how turned on he was.

I felt a fresh wave of heat roll through me.

I wanted him.

Not because I needed more sex — I was already sore and satisfied — but because I wanted him inside me after everything. I wanted to give him his moment while the others were still around.

I shifted on the couch, letting the blanket fall completely away. My legs parted slightly. I looked straight at my husband and slowly lifted one hand, curling my finger in a clear “come here” motion.

He blinked, like he wasn’t sure he had seen it right.

I did it again, slower this time, and gave him a small, knowing smile.

He stood up immediately.

Douglas was still on his call, talking about some deadline or client. He glanced over but didn’t stop speaking. Royce was still in the kitchen — I could hear him moving glasses around. Brandon stayed exactly where he was, eyes locked on us.

My husband crossed the room and stopped at the edge of the couch. He looked down at me, breathing heavier than usual. His cock was straining hard against the open front of his pants.

“Come here,” I said softly, reaching for his hand.

He climbed onto the couch between my legs without hesitation. The second his body covered mine, I felt how desperate he was. His hands were shaking slightly as he pushed his pants down just enough to free himself. He didn’t even take them all the way off.

I reached between us, wrapped my fingers around his cock, and guided him to my entrance. I was still wet — messy from earlier — and he slid in easily with one smooth thrust.

The sound he made when he bottomed out was low and broken.

“Fuck… Riley…”

He was so turned on he could barely control himself. His hips jerked forward in short, urgent strokes. He wasn’t trying to last. He wasn’t trying to make it last for me. He was just lost in it — in watching me all night, in seeing me take the other men, in finally being allowed inside me after everything.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper. One of my hands went to the back of his neck while the other slid down to grip his ass, encouraging him.

“That’s it, baby,” I whispered against his ear. “You’ve been so good tonight. Watching everything. You can let go now.”

He groaned, forehead dropping to my shoulder. His thrusts became faster, almost frantic. The couch creaked under us. I could feel how close he already was — his cock twitching inside me, his breathing ragged.

His eyes flickered downward for a moment, and I knew he could feel how much looser my pussy was after everything that had happened that night.

"Riley..." he groaned, sounding almost overwhelmed. "You're so loose."

I just smiled and pulled him closer, running my fingers through his hair.

"Baby, I don't care about that. I want you. Just keep going. “

That only seemed to push him closer to the edge.

I turned my head slightly and looked across the room.

Brandon was still watching. His eyes were dark, focused completely on us. On my husband fucking me. On my naked body moving under him. When our eyes met, I gave him a slow, soft smile — the same kind of smile I had given him earlier in the night when things first started.

Brandon’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t look away.

My husband didn’t notice. He was too far gone. His hips snapped forward harder, and then he was cumming — hard and sudden. A deep, guttural groan tore out of his throat as he buried himself as deep as he could and pulsed inside me. I felt every thick spurt. His whole body shook with it. He kept thrusting through it, like he couldn’t stop even if he wanted to.

I held him through it, stroking the back of his neck and whispering, “That’s it… cum for me, baby… good boy…”

When he finally stilled, he was breathing like he had just run a mile. His forehead was pressed against my collarbone. I could feel his heart hammering against my chest.

I turned my face and kissed his temple, then his cheek, then found his lips.

“Happy Independence Day, baby,” I whispered against his mouth.

He let out a shaky laugh, still trying to catch his breath. “Jesus, Riley…”

I smiled and kissed him again, slower this time.

Behind us, I heard the fridge close. Royce was walking back into the room carrying two glasses of water. He paused for a second when he saw us — me still under my husband, both of us flushed and breathing hard. A small, knowing smirk touched his mouth, but he didn’t say anything. He just set the glasses down on the coffee table and sat back down like nothing unusual had happened.

Douglas was still on his call at the other end of the couch, though his eyes kept flicking over to us every few seconds. He gave me a quick wink before turning his attention back to whoever was on the phone.

Brandon hadn’t moved. He was still watching us with that same intense, quiet focus. When I met his eyes again, I didn’t look away. I just kept smiling softly while my husband stayed buried inside me, slowly softening.

My husband eventually lifted his head and looked at me. His expression was soft and a little overwhelmed.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

I nodded, running my fingers through his hair. “More than okay.”

He kissed me once more, gentle and grateful, then carefully pulled out. I felt his cum start to leak out of me almost immediately. He grabbed a tissue from the side table and helped clean me up a little before tucking himself back into his pants.

I stayed lying there, legs still slightly open, completely unashamed. The room smelled like sex and sweat and the faint trace of the grill from earlier. Music was still playing low in the background. Douglas’s voice was a steady murmur at the other end of the couch.

Royce handed me one of the glasses of water. I took it and drank gratefully.

Brandon finally spoke, his voice low and rough.

“That was… something.”

I looked at him and smiled again, slower this time.

“Good something?” I asked.

He nodded once. “Very good.”

Douglas finally ended his call a minute later. He tossed his phone onto the cushion beside him and stretched, looking around at all of us with a lazy grin.

“Well,” he said, “that was one hell of a way to end the night.”

I laughed softly, still lying there naked and glowing.

The night wasn’t completely over yet. I could feel it in the air — the way Brandon was still watching me, the way Royce’s hand had settled on my bare thigh without asking, the way Douglas was already looking at me like he was ready for round two.

But for now, in this moment, I felt perfectly content.

I had taken what I wanted.

I had given my husband what he needed.

And the night was still young.

The night was still young, and I could feel the shift in the air the moment Douglas ended his call.

He tossed his phone onto the cushion beside him and stretched his arms above his head, the movement making the muscles in his chest and arms flex. His eyes immediately dropped to me — still lying naked on the couch, legs slightly parted, my husband’s cum slowly leaking out of my well-used pussy. The room smelled thick with sex, sweat, and the faint smoky trace of the grill from earlier. Low music played in the background, but it felt distant compared to the heavy silence that had settled between the four of us.

Douglas’s gaze darkened as he took in the sight of me. A slow, lazy grin spread across his face.

“Fuck, Riley,” he said, voice rough. “You look like you’ve been properly fucked tonight. And you’re still lying here with your legs open like you’re waiting for more.”

I didn’t close my legs. Instead, I met his eyes and gave him a small, deliberate smile.

“I’m not done,” I said quietly, but clearly.

That single sentence changed everything.

Douglas stood up and walked over to the couch, stopping right in front of me. He looked down between my thighs at the mess my husband had left inside me, and something hungry flashed in his expression. Without another word, he dropped to his knees between my spread legs. His hands gripped my thighs and pushed them wider apart. Then he leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly, deliberately, through my folds — tasting everything.

I gasped sharply, my back arching off the couch. The wet, filthy sound of his tongue working through the mixture of my arousal and my husband’s cum filled the quiet room. He didn’t hesitate. He pushed his tongue inside me, then licked upward to circle my swollen clit with slow, firm strokes.

Royce’s hand was still resting on my bare thigh, but now his grip tightened. He was sitting right beside me on the couch, watching Douglas eat me with dark, focused eyes. His other hand slid up my stomach to cup one of my breasts, thumb brushing over my sensitive nipple.

Brandon still hadn’t moved from the armchair across from us. But his posture had changed. He was leaning forward now, elbows on his knees, completely locked on what was happening. His jaw was tight. I could see the thick outline of his cock straining against his jeans.

I reached down and ran my fingers through Douglas’s hair, guiding him as he licked and sucked at me. My hips rolled up against his mouth when he pushed two fingers inside me at the same time, curling them just right.

“God… yes,” I breathed, my voice already shaky.

Royce leaned in from the side and kissed the side of my neck, then lower, dragging his lips down to my breast. He took my nipple into his mouth and sucked gently while his hand continued to tease the other one. The dual sensation — Douglas’s tongue and fingers between my legs and Royce’s mouth on my chest — made my toes curl.

I turned my head and looked straight at Brandon.

He was still watching, but now his hand had moved to rest over the hard bulge in his jeans. Our eyes met and held. I didn’t look away. Instead, I let him see exactly how good it felt. Then I spoke, my voice low but steady.

“Brandon… come here.”

He stood up immediately.

While Douglas kept licking me with long, slow strokes of his tongue and Royce kept teasing my nipples, Brandon walked over and stopped beside the couch. I reached out with one hand and undid his belt, then slowly pulled his jeans and boxers down. His cock sprang free, thick, hard, and already leaking at the tip. I wrapped my fingers around him and stroked him slowly, deliberately, while looking up at him through my lashes.

“You’ve been so patient tonight,” I said softly. “Just watching. Letting everyone else have me first.”

Brandon’s breath hitched. His hand came up to gently rest on the back of my head, but he didn’t push. He just held me there as I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.

The groan that left him was deep and rough.

I sucked him slowly, taking him deeper with each bob of my head while Douglas continued eating me and Royce’s mouth moved between my breasts. My body felt like it was on fire in the best way. I was already sensitive from everything that had happened earlier, but the slower, more deliberate pace of this second round was making every sensation sharper.

Douglas pulled back after a few minutes, his mouth shiny and wet. He stood up and started unbuttoning his shirt, eyes never leaving mine.

“Ride me,” he said, voice low. “I want to watch you take my cock while you suck him.”

I nodded.

Douglas sat down on the couch and pulled me onto his lap so I was straddling him, facing him. I reached between us, lined him up, and sank down onto his thick cock with a long, shaky moan. He filled me so well. I rolled my hips slowly, taking him all the way inside before lifting up again. Douglas’s hands gripped my waist, guiding me but letting me set the pace.

Royce moved behind me on the couch. He kissed the back of my neck and reached around to rub slow circles over my clit while I rode Douglas. The extra stimulation made my legs tremble.

Brandon was standing right in front of me now. I reached for him again and took him back into my mouth, sucking him while I bounced on Douglas’s cock. The angle let me take Brandon deeper, and he groaned every time I swallowed around him.

Douglas’s hands slid up to my breasts, squeezing them as I rode him. “Fuck, Riley… you feel so good. So wet.”

I pulled off Brandon’s cock just long enough to answer, my voice breathy. “Because I want this. All of it.”

I kept riding Douglas in slow, deep rolls of my hips while I alternated between sucking Brandon and stroking him with my hand. Royce’s fingers on my clit never stopped. The combination was overwhelming in the best way. I could feel another orgasm building — slower this time, deeper.

When it hit, I came with a broken moan around Brandon’s cock, my pussy clenching hard around Douglas. My whole body shook. Douglas held me through it, murmuring praise against my neck while Royce kept rubbing my clit, drawing it out.

I was still trembling when I lifted myself off Douglas’s cock. I turned around on the couch so I was on my hands and knees, facing Brandon. I looked up at him and said the words I knew he’d been waiting for.

“I want you inside me now.”

He moved behind me and rubbed the head of his cock along my soaked pussy, coating himself in my wetness and Douglas’s precum. Then he pushed in slowly, stretching me open inch by inch. I moaned loudly as he filled me. He was thicker than Douglas, and the feeling of him sinking all the way inside made my arms shake.

Brandon started fucking me with deep, steady strokes. One of his hands gripped my hip while the other reached around to rub my clit. Every thrust pushed me forward slightly, and I took Royce back into my mouth to muffle my moans.

Douglas had moved to sit beside us on the couch. He stroked himself slowly as he watched Brandon fuck me. Every now and then he would reach out and run his hand down my back or squeeze one of my breasts.

They took their time with me.

Brandon fucked me for a long time — slow and deep, then faster, then slowing down again when he felt me getting close. He seemed to want to draw it out, to make this moment last. I came again while he was inside me, my arms giving out so that my upper body dropped to the couch while he kept thrusting through my orgasm.

When Brandon finally came, he buried himself deep and groaned my name, pulsing inside me with thick, hot spurts. He stayed there for a long moment afterward, breathing hard against my back before carefully pulling out.

Royce took his place almost immediately.

He flipped me onto my back and hooked my legs over his shoulders. The new angle let him go even deeper. He fucked me with long, rolling strokes that made me see stars. Douglas moved beside my head and I turned to take him into my mouth again while Royce fucked me. Brandon sat on the floor right beside the couch, watching everything with heavy, satisfied eyes. His hand rested on my calf, thumb stroking my skin gently.

Royce made me cum one more time before he pulled out and finished across my stomach and breasts with a low groan. Douglas came shortly after, finishing in my mouth. I swallowed what I could and let the rest drip down my chin and onto my chest.

By the time we were all finished, it was past 2:30 in the morning.

The living room was quiet except for our heavy breathing. I was lying in the middle of the couch, completely spent, covered in sweat and cum, my body aching in the best way. My legs felt like jelly. My pussy was swollen and sensitive. But I felt powerful. Satisfied. Exactly where I wanted to be.

Royce was the first to move. He disappeared into the bathroom and came back with warm, damp cloths. He cleaned me gently and carefully between my legs, then wiped my stomach and chest. His touch was surprisingly tender. Douglas brought more water and helped me sit up so I could drink. Brandon stayed close the entire time, his hand never leaving my leg.

My husband had moved back to the armchair at some point during the second round. He hadn’t said much, but his eyes had never left me. When our gazes met across the room, I gave him a tired but happy smile. He smiled back — soft, proud, and a little overwhelmed. That look told me everything I needed to know. He was okay. More than okay.

Douglas eventually stood up and stretched, glancing toward the hallway.

“I should probably crash for a few hours,” he said with a tired grin. “That couch is looking pretty damn inviting right now.”

Royce nodded as he pulled his shirt back on.

“Same. No way I’m driving anywhere tonight.”

Brandon looked at me, his expression gentle.

“Do you want me to head home, or… can I stay?”

I reached out and took his hand.

“You can stay if you want. There’s no rush.”

He looked relieved.

“I’d like that.”

Douglas chuckled and grabbed one of the spare blankets from the living room.

“Looks like we’re having a sleepover.”

Royce shook his head with a quiet laugh.

“Wouldn’t be the weirdest thing that happened tonight.”

Douglas leaned down and kissed my forehead before stepping away.

“You were incredible tonight, Riley. Seriously.”

Royce kissed my cheek and gave my thigh one last gentle squeeze.

“Get some sleep.”

The house slowly settled into a comfortable quiet as everyone found a place to crash. Douglas claimed the couch in the living room, Royce took the guest room down the hall, and Brandon followed my husband and me toward the bedroom.

Within half an hour, the lights were off throughout the house.

For the first time all night, everything was still.

Brandon helped me up from the couch. My legs were shaky, so he kept an arm around my waist as we walked to the bathroom. He waited while I cleaned up a little more thoroughly, then carried me to our bedroom when I asked him to. My husband followed behind us, turning off lights as we went.

Brandon laid me down gently in the middle of the bed. He didn’t try anything else — just pulled the blanket over me and sat on the edge for a while, talking quietly with my husband and me about nothing important. The three of us stayed like that until almost 3:30 in the morning, voices low in the dark room.

Eventually Brandon stood up. “I can sleep on the couch if that’s better.”

“You can stay in here,” I said sleepily, already half-asleep. “There’s plenty of space.”

He looked at my husband, who just nodded once.

Brandon smiled, stripped down to his boxers, and climbed into bed on my right side. My husband got in on my left. I ended up in the middle, warm and safe between them. Brandon’s arm draped loosely over my waist. My husband’s hand rested on my thigh.

I fell asleep feeling sore, satisfied, and completely content.

The night had been exactly what I wanted.

And tomorrow was still waiting.

I woke up slowly, the soft morning light slipping through the gaps in the curtains and painting warm golden stripes across the tangled sheets.

My body felt heavy, thoroughly used, and deeply satisfied in a way that only came after a long, intense night. Every muscle ached with that pleasant, lingering soreness — the kind that reminded me exactly how much had happened the night before.

My thighs felt tender, my hips slightly stiff, and there was a deep, warm ache between my legs that pulsed faintly with every small movement.

I was lying on my side, completely naked, sandwiched between two warm male bodies. The sheets had slipped down during the night, leaving most of my skin exposed to the cool morning air.

On my left, my husband was already awake.

I could feel the steady rise and fall of his chest against my back and the warmth of his skin pressed along the length of my body. His bare chest was solid and familiar against me. His hand rested on my hip, his thumb moving in slow, lazy circles over my skin, like he’d been doing it for a while even before I woke up.

The gentle, repetitive motion was soothing and possessive at the same time.

On my right, Brandon was still asleep, his breathing deep and even. His arm was draped heavily over my waist, holding me close even in sleep. I could feel the solid weight of his body behind me and the unmistakable hardness of his morning erection resting hot and heavy against the curve of my ass. Every so often, it twitched slightly against my skin.

For a long moment, I didn’t move.

I just lay there and let myself feel everything.

The dull, pleasant soreness between my legs was the most noticeable. My pussy felt swollen and tender, still a little puffy from how thoroughly I’d been fucked the night before. There was a faint stickiness on my inner thighs — a mixture of my own arousal and the cum that had leaked out of me while I slept. The sheets beneath me felt slightly damp in places.

The faint, unmistakable scent of sex and sweat still clung to the bedding and to my skin. It was musky and intimate, a quiet reminder of everything that had taken place in this bed and on the couch just hours earlier.

My mind drifted lazily through fragments of the night before.

I remembered Douglas on his knees between my legs, eating me while I was still full of my husband’s cum.

I remembered the stretch of Brandon inside me while I sucked Royce.

I remembered the way my husband had watched it all from the armchair, his eyes dark and hungry.

And finally, I remembered the moment he had climbed on top of me later that night — desperate and overwhelmed — and came hard and fast inside me with a broken groan.

A small, secret smile curved my lips at the memory.

My husband must have felt the subtle change in my breathing or the slight shift in my body because he leaned in closer.

I felt the warmth of his breath first, then the soft press of his lips against the back of my shoulder.

He kissed me slowly, open-mouthed, letting his tongue brush lightly over my skin.

“Morning,” he whispered against me, his voice low and rough from sleep.

“Morning,” I whispered back, my own voice still husky.

His hand slid from my hip down between my thighs with deliberate slowness.

He didn’t push his fingers inside me right away.

Instead, he simply cupped my pussy in his warm palm, feeling how swollen and sensitive I still was. His middle finger traced lightly along my slit, gathering some of the mess that had leaked out of me during the night.

The touch was gentle, almost reverent.

I let out a soft breath and instinctively pushed my hips back against him, seeking more of that contact even though I was sore.

Behind me, Brandon stirred.

His arm tightened around my waist as he began to wake up. I felt him nuzzle sleepily into the back of my neck, then press a slow, warm kiss there. His morning erection pressed more firmly against my ass as he shifted closer.

“Fuck…” he murmured, his voice thick and gravelly with sleep. “Last night actually happened, right?”

I smiled at the wonder in his tone and reached back to run my fingers through his messy hair.

“It happened,” I confirmed softly.

He groaned quietly at my answer and pressed his hard cock more deliberately against the curve of my ass, letting me feel exactly how turned on he already was.

At the same time, my husband’s fingers between my legs began moving in slow, gentle circles over my clit.

The combination made my breath catch.

I was already getting wet again, my body responding eagerly even though I was sore and tender from the night before.

We didn’t rush.

There was no urgency in the way we touched each other. The atmosphere in the bed felt slow and hazy, like we were all still half-dreaming.

My husband leaned in and pressed a warm, open-mouthed kiss to the side of my neck, right below my ear. His lips lingered there, soft and unhurried, while his fingers continued their gentle exploration between my legs. He traced slow circles over my swollen clit, barely applying any pressure, just enough to make my breath catch.

Behind me, Brandon’s hand joined his. I felt the warmth of his palm slide over my hip before his fingers moved lower. While my husband kept rubbing my clit in lazy, unhurried circles, Brandon gently pushed two fingers inside my pussy. He moved slowly, carefully, clearly aware of how tender I still was from the night before. The stretch made me exhale shakily into the pillow. I was still a little sore, but the soreness was mixed with a deep, lazy kind of arousal that made my toes curl.

They worked together without speaking, their hands moving in a quiet, coordinated rhythm. One of them would rub slow circles over my clit while the other gently fucked me with two fingers. Sometimes they switched. Sometimes they moved at the same time. I moaned softly into the pillow, the sound muffled and low. My hips rocked gently between them, caught between my husband’s chest and Brandon’s body. The dual sensation was overwhelming in the gentlest way.

It stayed gentle the entire time.

No one tried to fuck me. There was no urgency to chase an orgasm. We simply touched and kissed in the quiet morning light, letting the moment stretch out. My husband’s mouth moved slowly along my shoulder while Brandon pressed soft kisses to the back of my neck and the top of my spine. Their hands stayed between my legs, exploring me with a kind of lazy possessiveness that made my stomach flutter.

I lost track of time like that — caught between their bodies, their hands moving over and inside me with unhurried care. My breathing had grown heavier, and I could feel myself getting wetter around Brandon’s fingers, but none of us pushed for more. It felt intimate in a different way than last night had. Softer. More connected.

We stayed like that until the sound of voices from the living room slowly pulled us out of the haze.

Douglas’s voice carried clearly down the hallway, loud and casual, breaking the quiet spell we had been under.

“Anyone still alive in this house?”

I laughed quietly into the pillow, the sound soft and a little breathless. Brandon groaned behind me and buried his face between my shoulder blades, his breath warm against my skin. I felt the vibration of his quiet laugh against my back.

Eventually, I forced myself to sit up.

My body protested with a delicious, lingering ache. My thighs felt tender, my hips slightly stiff, and there was still that deep, warm soreness between my legs that pulsed faintly with every movement. I stretched slowly, feeling the pull in my muscles, then carefully climbed out of bed.

I walked over to the chair in the corner and picked up one of my husband’s old button-up shirts — the soft, worn one that always smelled like him. I slipped it on and buttoned it loosely. The hem hung down to the tops of my thighs, leaving most of my legs bare. I didn’t bother putting on panties. The thought of walking around the house with nothing underneath felt strangely natural after everything that had happened last night.

Brandon sat up and pulled on his boxers, while my husband stayed in just his gray sweatpants. The outline of his cock was still visible, half-hard from the slow touching we had just done. None of us said much as we got ready. The air between us felt comfortable and charged at the same time.

When the three of us finally walked into the kitchen, Douglas and Royce were already there.

Douglas was standing at the counter, making coffee. He was still wearing the same clothes from last night, though his hair was damp like he had showered. Royce stood at the stove, cracking eggs into a pan with practiced ease, like he had done this many times before. Both of them looked relaxed, a little tired around the eyes, but clearly in a good mood.

Douglas turned when he heard us enter and grinned wide, his eyes sweeping over the three of us.

“Well, well. Sleeping Beauty and her two princes finally decided to wake up.”

Royce glanced over his shoulder at the sound of Douglas’s voice. His eyes dropped briefly to my bare legs before flicking back up to my face. He gave me a small, knowing smile — quiet and a little amused — then turned back to the eggs without saying anything.

The morning felt strangely normal, almost domestic, despite everything that had happened the night before.

We moved around the kitchen together with an easy rhythm, like this wasn’t the first time we had all woken up in the same house after an intense night.

I helped Royce with the toast, standing beside him at the counter while he finished scrambling the eggs. My husband poured juice into glasses and set them on the table. Brandon sat at the kitchen island, still looking half-asleep but quietly content, his hair messy from sleep. Douglas poured coffee for everyone, moving comfortably around the space as he made a few teasing comments about how quiet the house had become after he and Royce had left the bedroom last night.

We eventually sat down to eat together at the dining table.

The conversation stayed light and casual at first — what time everyone needed to leave, how well we had all slept, and whether anyone had plans for the rest of the day.

I sat between my husband and Brandon, still wearing nothing but the oversized button-up shirt. The fabric was soft against my skin, but it was short enough that I had to be careful when I moved. Every time I shifted in my chair or crossed my legs, the hem rode higher up my thighs, exposing more skin. I could feel the cool air against my bare pussy, a constant reminder that I wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

The atmosphere around the table was relaxed but charged with a quiet undercurrent.

Douglas was in a playful mood, making jokes and keeping the conversation flowing. Royce was quieter, but I caught him glancing at me every now and then, his eyes lingering on my bare legs before he looked away. Brandon sat close on my other side, his knee occasionally brushing against mine under the table. My husband’s hand rested on my thigh for most of the meal, his thumb occasionally stroking my skin in a way that felt both comforting and possessive.

At one point, Douglas leaned back in his chair and stretched his arms high above his head with a loud, satisfied groan. The movement made his shirt ride up slightly.

A second later, a low, unmistakable sound broke through the comfortable quiet of the room.

ppppprrrrt

It wasn’t loud, but it was very clear in the small dining area.

Douglas froze for half a second, his eyes widening slightly.

Then he burst out laughing, rubbing the back of his neck in mild embarrassment.

“Shit. My bad. That one snuck up on me,” he said, still chuckling.

Royce smirked into his coffee mug, trying (and failing) to hide his amusement.

Brandon let out a surprised chuckle beside me.

I looked across the table at Douglas, slowly raising one eyebrow.

A slow, teasing smile spread across my face as I held his gaze.

“Wow,” I said, keeping my tone light but unmistakably playful. “You’re really marking your territory this morning. Now that you’ve claimed the woman of the house and all.”

The table went quiet for a beat.

Then Douglas threw his head back and laughed loudly, the sound filling the room.

Royce actually snorted into his coffee, his shoulders shaking with suppressed laughter.

Brandon’s eyes widened for a moment before a wide grin spread across his face.

My husband turned his head and looked at me — really looked at me.

There was something new in his expression. Surprise, pride, and a deep, unmistakable heat. He was seeing how much bolder and more confident I had become overnight, and I could tell he liked it.

Douglas shook his head, still grinning as he looked at me with clear amusement.

“Goddamn, Riley. You really have gotten bold as hell.”

I just shrugged, trying to appear casual, and took another sip of my coffee.

But inside, I felt a warm rush of satisfaction spreading through my chest.

My husband’s hand found my thigh under the table again and gave it a gentle, approving squeeze. I could feel the heat of his palm through the thin fabric of the shirt.

After breakfast, the energy in the house began to shift again.

Douglas stood up from the table and looked at me with a familiar glint in his eyes. The teasing look from earlier had been replaced by something heavier, more intentional.

“We should probably head out soon…” he said, his voice dropping slightly. “But shower first?”

I understood immediately what he meant.

I glanced across the table at my husband.

He gave me a small, almost imperceptible nod, his eyes dark but soft with quiet understanding.

Brandon didn’t say anything out loud, but I could feel the weight of his gaze on me from the side — steady, focused, and clearly waiting to see what I would do.

We all ended up in the large master bathroom together.

Steam quickly filled the space as the water heated up, fogging the large mirror above the double sinks. The sound of the shower running was loud and steady, creating a kind of white noise that made everything feel more private.

I stepped into the shower first, letting the hot water cascade over my sore body. The heat felt good against my skin — soothing the tenderness between my legs and the slight ache in my hips and thighs. I closed my eyes for a moment and tilted my head back, letting the water run through my hair and down my chest.

One by one, the others joined me.

Douglas stepped in first, followed by Royce, and then Brandon. The shower was large, but with four of us inside, it still felt intimate. Water droplets clung to skin and steam rose around us.

It wasn’t frantic or rushed like last night had been.

There was no desperate grabbing or intense fucking.

This felt slower.

More relaxed.

Almost gentle.

I started with Douglas.

I dropped to my knees on the wet tiles in front of him. The water streamed over both of us as I looked up at him. He groaned softly when he realized what I was about to do. He braced one hand against the wall for balance while his other hand gently gathered my wet hair, holding it away from my face.

I took his cock into my mouth slowly, letting my tongue glide along the underside as I took him deeper. I sucked him with long, unhurried strokes, taking my time. The hot water ran down my back and over my breasts while I worked him with my mouth.

Douglas’s breathing grew heavier, and his fingers tightened slightly in my hair, but he didn’t push or rush me.

When he got close, I pulled back and wrapped my hand around him, stroking him firmly until he came with a low, satisfied groan.

Thick ropes of cum landed across my chest and neck, mixing with the water running down my skin.

Next was Royce.

He was quieter than Douglas, more reserved even now.

When I turned to him, he didn’t say anything — he simply looked down at me with dark, focused eyes.

His hand was firm but not rough as he placed it on the back of my head.

I took him into my mouth and began sucking him slowly, using my tongue in the way I knew he liked.

He let out a quiet grunt when I took him deeper.

His fingers tightened in my hair, but he still let me set the pace.

When he came, it was with a low, controlled sound.

He finished in my mouth, and I swallowed without hesitation, the warm, slightly bitter taste mixing with the water on my tongue.

Afterward, he gently pulled me up to my feet and kissed me deeply under the spray, his tongue sliding against mine as he tasted himself.

Brandon was last.

I turned toward him under the steady stream of water.

He was already rock hard, his cock standing thick and flushed against his stomach.

I sank down onto my knees again and took him into my mouth without hesitation.

He let out a soft groan the moment my lips wrapped around him.

His hand was much gentler than the others — he rested it lightly on the back of my head, his fingers occasionally stroking through my wet hair rather than gripping it.

I sucked him with long, slow movements, taking him as deep as I comfortably could while the hot water ran over both of us.

Brandon’s breathing grew heavier, and his thighs tensed under my hands.

When he got close, he warned me softly, his voice low and strained.

“I’m gonna cum…”

I kept him in my mouth, and he came with a quiet groan, pulsing against my tongue.

I swallowed every drop, then slowly pulled off him and looked up.

He was breathing hard, looking down at me with a mix of gratitude and lingering desire.

No one tried to fuck me.

They seemed to understand without anyone having to say it out loud that this morning was different.

Last night had been about intensity, taking, and losing control.

This morning was slower, more about connection and quiet intimacy.

They were content to let me give without expecting anything more in return.

After the shower, we dried off together in the steamy bathroom.

The air was thick with warmth and the scent of body wash and sex.

Douglas and Royce stepped out first and began getting dressed in the bedroom.

I stayed wrapped in a large, soft towel, my skin still warm and slightly pink from the hot water.

My husband and Brandon remained with me.

They helped me dry my hair a little — my husband gently squeezing the water out with another towel while Brandon used a wide-tooth comb to carefully work through the tangles.

Their hands were gentle and attentive.

It felt strangely domestic and intimate, standing there between them while they quietly took care of me after everything that had happened.


When it was finally time for Douglas and Royce to leave, the goodbyes felt like a strange mix of awkward and quietly charged.

The energy in the house had shifted after the shower. Things felt softer and more grounded now, but there was still an undercurrent of everything we had shared the night before lingering in the air.

Douglas pulled me into a hug first. His arms wrapped around me firmly, and he leaned down to press a warm kiss to my cheek. His voice was low and sincere when he spoke.

“Last night was one of the best we’ve had. You were fucking incredible, Riley.”

There was genuine warmth in his words, mixed with a hint of lingering desire.

I hugged him back, feeling the solid weight of his body against mine for a moment longer than necessary before letting go.

Royce stepped forward next.

His hug was quieter and more reserved, but it carried meaning. His hand rested low on my back, his palm warm against the thin towel I was still wearing. He held me for a few extra seconds before pulling back slightly.

“Take it easy today,” he said gently. “Text if you need anything.”

I nodded, appreciating the quiet care in his voice.

They both turned to my husband and shook his hand, exchanging a few low words I didn’t quite catch. Then they said goodbye to Brandon with casual nods before heading out the front door.

The sound of it closing behind them seemed louder than usual in the quiet house.

Once they were gone, the house felt much quieter.

The absence of their voices and presence made the space feel bigger, almost too still after everything that had happened.

Brandon stayed a little longer.

He didn’t seem in any rush to leave. He helped us clean up the kitchen and living room, moving around the space comfortably, like he belonged there. He wiped down the dining table, gathered stray glasses, and even helped folding the blanket that had been left on the couch from the night before.

The three of us worked together in a surprisingly easy silence, broken only by the occasional soft comment or small laugh.

Around noon, Brandon finally got ready to leave.

He pulled his clothes back on and stood near the front door, looking between my husband and me.

There was a moment of quiet before he spoke.

“Thank you,” he said simply, his voice sincere. “For trusting me last night. It meant a lot.”

I stepped forward and kissed his cheek, letting my lips linger there for a second.

“Thank you for being good to me,” I replied softly.

He gave me a small, genuine smile, then nodded at my husband before walking out the door.

After Brandon left, it was finally just me and my husband.

We didn’t speak much at first.

The silence between us wasn’t uncomfortable — it felt full and heavy with everything we had experienced together.

He simply pulled me into his arms in the middle of the living room and held me for a long time.

I buried my face in his chest, breathing in his familiar scent, and let myself relax completely against him.

His arms were strong and steady around me. One of his hands slowly stroked up and down my back over the towel while the other rested at the nape of my neck.

I could feel the steady beat of his heart against my cheek.

Eventually, he took my hand and led me back to our bedroom without saying a word.

He laid me down gently on the bed and slowly pulled the towel away from my body, letting it fall open.

For a while, he didn’t do anything else.

He just stood there and looked at me.

His eyes moved slowly over my naked form — taking in the faint marks and light bruises on my skin, the slight redness and puffiness between my thighs, and the way my body still carried the evidence of everything that had happened the night before.

There was something tender and reverent in the way he looked at me.

Then he climbed onto the bed and kissed me deeply.

This time, it was only us.

He took his time.

His mouth moved slowly and deliberately over my breasts, sucking gently on my nipples until they tightened and grew sensitive under his tongue.

I arched into him with a soft sigh, running my fingers through his hair.

He kissed his way down my stomach, his lips warm and unhurried, until he settled between my legs.

He licked me with long, slow strokes of his tongue, moaning softly against me as he tasted how wet I already was.

He took his time, building me up gradually until my thighs were trembling around his head.

When I came, it was with a soft, broken cry, my fingers tangled in his hair as he held my thighs open and gently worked me through it.

When he finally pushed inside me, I was already shaking.

He fucked me slow and deep, his eyes never leaving mine.

Every thrust felt intentional, almost emotional.

Like he was reclaiming me in the quietest, most intimate way possible.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him closer, needing to feel all of him.

The stretch of him inside me felt different this time — not just physical, but deeper.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against my ear as he continued to move inside me.

“Fuck, baby… Watching you last night drove me insane,” he whispered roughly. “Seeing you on your knees, taking them one after another…”

I moaned softly and tightened around him.

“You liked that?” I whispered back, my voice breathy.

“I fucking loved it,” he groaned. “Tell me what you liked about them.”

I bit my lip, feeling a fresh wave of arousal as I spoke.

“I really liked Brandon’s ass,” I admitted softly. “It’s so firm and round… I actually felt like biting it a few times while he was fucking me.”

My husband let out a low, aroused sound and thrust deeper.

“Fuck… what else?”

“Douglas has a really nice ass too,” I continued, my voice getting a little dirtier. “Thick and strong. I loved how it looked when he was on top of me. And Royce… his cock felt so good. He knows exactly how to use it. Slow and deep, like he was trying to ruin me.”

My husband groaned again, clearly getting more turned on with every word.

“Keep going,” he rasped.

“I liked how different they all felt,” I whispered, running my hands down his back. “Douglas is thick and rough. Brandon is thick too but he fucks with this quiet intensity. And Royce… he makes me feel completely full. I liked having all of them inside me.”

He was breathing harder now, fucking me with deeper, more deliberate strokes.

“You’re such a fucking slut for them,” he growled against my neck, though his tone was full of lust rather than judgment. “My wife… letting three men use her while I watch.”

“I am,” I moaned, loving how turned on he was getting. “And I loved every second of it.”

When he finally came, he pushed as deep as he could and stayed there, pulsing thick and hot inside me.

I held him through it, stroking his back and whispering his name as he filled me completely.

We stayed like that for a long time afterward — him still buried inside me, both of us breathing hard.

After a while, he carefully pulled out and lay on his back beside me.

I turned onto my side and reached down, gently playing with his soft, cum-slick cock with my fingers.

He watched me with heavy eyes as I slowly stroked him.

I was quiet for a moment, then spoke in a soft, thoughtful voice while still lazily playing with him.

“It’s my birthday this September…” I said quietly. “Can we up the number to 4?”

My husband’s cock gave a small twitch in my hand even though he had just cum.

He turned his head to look at me, his expression a mix of surprise and clear arousal.

“Four?” he asked, his voice low.

I nodded, still gently stroking his softening cock.

“Yeah… I was thinking about it last night,” I admitted. “Having one more person there. Someone new. Or maybe even someone we already know. I liked how it felt with three… but I think I want more.”

He let out a slow breath, clearly turned on by the idea.

“You really want to add another guy?” he asked.

I looked at him and gave a small, shy but honest smile.

“I do,” I said softly. “If you’re okay with it.”

He was quiet for a few seconds, then leaned in and kissed me.

“We can talk about it,” he murmured against my lips. “For your birthday.”

I smiled and rested my head on his chest, still gently playing with his cock as we lay there in comfortable silence.

We stayed in bed for another hour after that, talking quietly and touching each other with no rush and no pressure.

Just the two of us reconnecting after everything that had happened.

By the time we finally got up to make lunch, the sun was high and bright outside.

The house still smelled faintly of last night and the morning’s activities, but it didn’t feel overwhelming anymore.

It just felt like something we had shared.

And for the first time in a very long time, I felt completely at peace with exactly who I was becoming.
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