
        
            
                
            
        

    
Hotwife Gets Blacked, Husband’s Friend Gets Cuckolded

She Cheated, Cuckolded, and Experienced BBC in One Day
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Hear what I didn’t write — I lived it.
Real confessions. Hotwife truths. My voice.
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Dylan had just touched down in Austin—new gig, senior dev at a fast-rising AI startup in North Loop. His phone was already blowing up with onboarding docs and Slack pings, and he hadn’t even unpacked yet. For now, he was crashing at a forgettable Airbnb off South Lamar: white walls, fake plants, a mattress that felt like a stack of napkins in a pillowcase.

Most nights, he found himself over at Alex and Sonia’s place in Travis Heights instead. They had a sun-washed craftsman tucked above the greenbelt, all ivy-covered charm and wide porch breezes. He and Alex went way back—college roommates at UC Davis, sleepless hackathons, Red Bull-fueled all-nighters, too many burritos and not enough judgment. Now Alex was married, five years in, and somehow made domestic life look effortless.

Sonia helped. She was thirty-five but moved like time bent around her. A runner. Yoga at sunrise. Skin kissed gold from the Texas sun, dresses that clung like they missed her when she took them off. Her 5'6" frame was all strength and grace, all motion and heat. She didn’t always wear a bra—often didn’t—and the way her nipples pressed against thin cotton made it hard to pretend he wasn’t looking.

Sometimes she caught him mid-glance. Sometimes she didn’t look away fast enough. Her smile said I saw that. Her eyes said maybe I wanted you to.

But Dylan’s heart was already elsewhere.

Rachel.

Graphic designer. Dark hair, long legs, sharp wit. Ink behind her ear he hadn’t worked up the nerve to ask about yet. They’d met at a downtown tech meetup and he hadn’t really come back from it. Problem was, she still lived with her older brother Marcus, out in Circle C Ranch—quiet streets, watchful neighbors, the kind of suburb where gossip traveled faster than Wi-Fi.

Marcus was ex-Army, now cybersecurity. Built like a fortress, with a jaw you could hang a medal on. He didn’t smile much. Always watching. Always measuring. The guy had converted the guesthouse out back into a slick, private rental—600 square feet, modern finishes, zero charm.

But the listing wasn’t just strict. It was a warning.

Married couples only.
No exceptions.
Background check required.

No singles.
No “just roommates.”
And definitely no one sniffing around his sister.

Dylan had tried every trick in the book, save for meeting Marcus in person. Offered double deposit, glowing references, even spun a half-baked story about a wife traveling abroad. Marcus had shut it all down with one clipped sentence:

“Not what I’m looking for.”

So now Dylan sat on Alex’s back patio, beer sweating in his grip, while dusk bled orange over the tree line and cicadas sang like background static.

“I’m screwed,” he muttered. “The cottage is perfect. Like—perfect. It’s literally twenty feet from Rachel’s bedroom window. But Marcus? The asshole’s such a goddamn vault.”

Alex stretched out in a chair, bottle tucked against his chest, smirking like he already had an answer. “So bring a wife.”

Dylan blinked. “What?”

“Not a real one. Just someone who can play the part. Show Marcus what he wants to see—photos, receipts, the whole married-couple vibe. You only need to pass the front gate.”

And then—Sonia moved. Not much, just a shift of weight, but it sent a ripple through the air like a spark before lightning.

She was sprawled sideways across a woven lounge chair, one leg tucked under her, the other stretched long, toes painted the color of dark cherries. Her sundress—thin, bone-colored cotton—caught the porch light and turned translucent in places. The breeze teased it over her body, pressing soft fabric against skin in ways that felt almost deliberate.

Her nipples stood out sharp beneath the fabric, hardened into points by the air or something else entirely. She didn’t flinch under the exposure—just shifted again, slow and fluid, like she owned the moment.

She tilted her head, lips curving into something between a smirk and a dare.
“I’ll do it,” she said.

Dylan stared. “You’re… married to Alex.”

“Exactly,” she said, voice husky, teasing. “We’ve got years of vacation pics. I’ll throw on a ring, slap together a joint lease app. Say I travel for work. Marcus won’t ask questions if we sell it right.”

Alex grinned, unfazed. “I can forge a couple utility bills. Set up a shared Zelle history. Easy.”

Dylan swallowed hard. His eyes darted to Sonia—her skin glowed in the amber light, her posture relaxed but predatory, like a cat stretching in a sunbeam.

“I’m not trying to live a lie forever,” he said, his voice lower now. “I just need to get in the door. Sonia visits on weekends, makes a few appearances. I keep my head down, play the boring, settled neighbor. If Rachel and I click… I come clean later. If not, I bounce. But this is my only angle.”

Sonia leaned forward, one strap slipping down her shoulder, exposing a hint of collarbone that made Dylan’s mouth go dry. Her eyes locked on his—deep, dark, and unreadable.

Then came the smile—slow, almost wicked.

“Then let’s give Marcus a show he’ll never forget.”

The air thickened. Dylan’s chest tightened with something he couldn’t name. The wind picked up, teasing the hem of Sonia’s dress just enough to hint at bare thigh beneath. Alex said nothing, only raised his bottle like a toast, eyes twinkling.

Dylan looked back at Sonia. She didn’t flinch.

And for the first time since landing in Austin, something—some dangerous, electric shift—clicked into place. 

They walked down the flagstone path that curved behind the main house, the stones still slick with dew, grass brushing Sonia’s ankles with each step. A late-autumn breeze stirred her loose hair and lifted the hem of her micro-denim skirt. The morning sun caught the smoked-glass door at the back of the detached cottage, casting sharp reflections that glinted off the frame like a warning.

Dylan knocked—twice. Firm, deliberate. Not nervous. But not cocky either.

The door swung open.

A tall Black man filled the doorway, late-30s, maybe early 40s. Bearded. Skin smooth and deep. Thick shoulders stretched the faded Longhorns tee he wore like it was second skin. Basketball shorts slung low on muscular hips, revealing a V-line and a teasing flash of waistband. His posture was casual, but not lazy—like someone who didn’t have to try to intimidate.

His eyes flicked to Dylan for half a second. Then locked—honed in—on Sonia like a sniper scope.

“Hi. Help you?” he asked. His voice was gravel dragged over velvet. Rough, but thick with syrup. Texas molasses.

Dylan cleared his throat. “Hope so. We’re here about the cottage rental.”

The man’s eyes drifted back to Dylan, slower this time. Measuring him. Judging. Not just his face, but the whole package—jeans, clean sneakers, wedding band that glinted when he shifted his weight.

“You know it’s couples only, right?”

“That’s why we’re here,” Dylan replied, injecting a calm that wasn’t quite real.

Another pause. Longer. The man didn’t hide the way he studied them. Sonia stood taller than Dylan, calm and unbothered, the kind of woman who knew how to be looked at—and made you feel it. White ribbed tank clinging to her chest, no bra, nipples stiff from the chill, her flat belly catching the light, hips bare beneath that barely-there skirt. Her wedding ring shone too, small but tasteful.

Dylan looked the part. But it was Sonia who held the scene like a loaded question.

Finally, the man stepped aside. “Alright. Come in.”

Sonia moved first. She bent slightly—graceful, practiced—and slid off her flip-flops at the threshold without being told. Bare feet touched the cool tile inside with a soft sigh. Dylan followed, closing the door behind him, heart thudding like it didn’t belong to him anymore.

The air inside smelled of weed and Febreze. Blinds half-drawn. The TV was paused on an old Cowboys playoff game, frozen mid-pass. Two leather recliners angled toward the screen like they’d been parked there for days. A low daybed crowded the corner. On the counter—an empty Whataburger bag, three Lone Star beer cans, and a gleaming YETI tumbler. Lived-in, slightly off. Like a man who didn’t expect company, or just didn’t care.

Dylan’s gut tightened.

Half-drunk. Hungover. High. With my best friend’s wife in a tank top and nothing underneath. What the fuck are we doing?

But Sonia stood still, unbothered. Expression unreadable. She curled her toes slightly on the tile—just enough to show she was feeling the cold. Or something deeper.

The man—Marcus, she assumed—closed the door behind him and leaned against it, one shoulder pressed to the frame, arms crossed tight across his chest. He didn’t smile. Didn’t blink much either. Just watched them.

Then his eyes dropped to her feet.

“Why’d you ditch the shoes?”

Sonia met his gaze without flinching, her voice low, warm. Almost shy, like she wasn’t used to explaining herself—but didn’t mind this time.

“Respect,” she said, tilting her head slightly. “I was raised to treat a home like sacred space. I don’t walk dirty into clean places. Barefoot’s how I do it at home.”

She let the pause settle, just enough.

“Always have.”

Her tone was soft, but there was something grounded beneath it—something old and unmoved. Dylan glanced at her, surprised by the shift in her voice, the way she suddenly sounded like someone older than her years.

That earned her something—a grin. Brief, but real. “Make yourselves comfy. Boss’ll be right out. Tea? Coffee?”

“We’re good,” Dylan said, voice clipped.

Marcus didn’t move right away.

He looked at them—really looked. Eyes sweeping over Dylan, then settling longer on Sonia. Not leering. Not friendly. More like a scanner processing shapes and silences, filing away anything that didn’t add up.

Then, without a word, he turned and walked down the hall.

A minute passed. Maybe two. Just long enough for the air to shift.

Then footsteps returned—slow, deliberate.

Same man.
But not the same man.

Now he wore a fitted black polo, the loose basketball shorts replaced by dark jeans. His hair was brushed back. Beard trimmed. As if in the time it took to boil water, he’d reassembled himself into something sharper, more deliberate. Interview-ready. Or interrogation-ready.

But the frame beneath the clothes hadn’t changed—solid, disciplined, still carrying that stillness that made you second-guess your posture.

He stopped three feet from them. No smile this time. Just silence.

“Name’s Marcus,” he said finally, tone flat, eyes unreadable. “Said it clear: married couples only.”

Dylan swallowed. Nodded.
“That’s us.”

Marcus crossed his arms. “Prove it.”

Dylan reached into the folder he’d prepped. Paperwork slid free—edited photos of their 'wedding,' a fake joint bank statement, Zelle receipts from Alex’s account with tags like “rent split” and “honeymoon.” Marcus flipped through the papers without reacting.

“Honeymoon?”

“Miami,” Sonia said, voice light. “South Beach.”

Marcus raised an eyebrow at Dylan. “Where exactly?”

Dylan hesitated. “Uh… Fontainebleau for two nights. Then Haulover Beach.”

He cleared his throat.

“The clothing-optional part.”

Sonia smiled. “We loved it. Very freeing.”

Marcus’s eyes narrowed. “Haulover? Y’all get buck-ass naked in front of strangers?”

Sonia didn’t even blink. “Honeymoon vibes,” she said. “We were all over each other. Didn’t care who saw.”

Marcus’s gaze dipped to her stiff nipples, clearly visible now through the white tank. Then back up to her eyes. “So you’re comfortable with nudity?”

Dylan started to answer, but Marcus cut him off with a sharp look. “Wrong answer,” he said. “I don’t rent to prudes. My sister Rachel lives upstairs. Pool gets wild—topless, thongs, whatever. I need tenants who won’t freak.”

He stepped in. Close. His cologne—subtle, woody—cut through the weed haze.

“But I need proof you’re really married,” Marcus said, his voice dropping an octave, smooth as sin now. The air shifted. The friendliness was gone. What was left in the room was something harder. He wasn’t smiling anymore. His eyes were locked on Dylan’s, but his body was angled toward Sonia. Like he already knew where this was headed.

“Not just faking it to creep on her.”

Dylan opened his mouth, words fumbling behind his lips. “We’ve got—”

Marcus cut him off with a slow, firm raise of his palm, like a teacher silencing a student. Not rude—just in control.

He stepped forward, the wood floor creaking slightly beneath his bare feet. He was close now. Closer than was polite. But he didn’t care. His scent carried—subtle cologne, sweat, weed, and something earthy that felt… male. It filled the space between them.

“Describe your wife’s pussy,” Marcus said.

Dead silence.

No smirk. No wink. Just words dropped like weights.

“Details only a husband knows. Then she shows us. If it matches, you’re in.”

He tapped the folder in Dylan’s hand with the back of two fingers—thwup-thwup.

“If it doesn’t…”
A pause.
“I shred this, and flag your asses on every Austin rental app. Craigslist. Zillow. Facebook groups. You’ll be sleeping in your car by the end of the week.”

The folder dangled stupidly from Dylan’s fingers. He looked like a man blinking in headlights. His throat bobbed once.

Sonia shifted—just slightly—but it made her tank ride up. The morning light through the blinds caught the swell of her breasts. Her nipples pressed hard against the cotton, now fully visible.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t move to cover them.

Marcus’s eyes didn’t leave Dylan’s face. He didn’t need to look at her.

It was all power now. Control.

“Well?” he said, voice low. “Clock’s ticking, Romeo.”

Dylan swallowed. Hard. You could see the wheels turning. His jaw tensed. He was trying to remember. Had he ever really looked? Of course he had. But not the way Marcus meant. Not like a man memorizing what was his.

“A… neat landing strip,” he said slowly. “Nice and pink. No moles.”

He stopped, like that was enough.

Marcus finally turned his head. Finally looked at Sonia.

And smiled. A different kind of smile. Slow. Knowing. The kind of smile that says: I already know you're going to do it.

“Skirt up, baby,” he said gently. “Panties down.”

He didn’t bark it. He didn’t shout.

Just said it like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Let’s see if hubby’s been paying attention.”

Marcus held her gaze like a pressure point, calm but unrelenting.
“I said skirt up, lady. Panties down.”

Silence.

Sonia froze—not visibly, not dramatically—but something subtle stiffened in her posture. Her arms remained by her sides, her feet still planted on the cool tile, but her body had gone still in that locked-between-decisions way. Her eyes didn’t dart; they stayed on Marcus, wide but not afraid. Just… processing.

She opened her mouth, then closed it. Her lips parted again as if a protest might come—but none did. Her breathing had changed. Shallow now. Rising just a touch faster.

Dylan shifted beside her, feeling the tension in her silence. He didn’t dare speak. Not yet.

Marcus watched her like a man who’d seen this moment before—hesitation not as a threat, but a checkpoint. He gave her the space to flinch… then closed it gently, deliberately.

He took a small step forward. Not aggressive. Just closer. His voice dropped, soft and reasonable now. Almost tender.

“Didn’t you say Haulover?” he asked, eyes warm but unblinking. “South Beach. Clothing-optional. All over each other, not caring who watched.”

Sonia’s eyes flicked, just briefly, to Dylan. Then back.

Marcus tilted his head, his voice like velvet around a quiet truth.

“You didn’t hesitate there, did you?” he continued. “Those men on the beach… they were strangers too. Just like me.”

He paused.

“But I’m not asking to fuck you in public. I’m not even asking to touch you. Just the truth. That’s all.”

His tone never rose. If anything, it got gentler. Coaxing. Steady as a hand on the lower back.

“We’re all adults here. This isn’t about showing off. It’s about honesty. About being who you say you are.”

He looked down at the paperwork in Dylan’s hand. Then back to her.

“If you’re really married, if all this is what you claim—then this shouldn’t be a problem, should it?”

Sonia’s heart was pounding against her chest now, so loud she could barely hear. Her skin buzzed with adrenaline, shame, heat… and something else. Something darker. Her throat felt dry. Her thighs pressed together, instinctively.

She knew Dylan was wrong.

She’d shaved two day earlier —clean but not bare. No landing strip. Just the slim triangle she always kept. Her choice, her shape.

Not that pale, baby-pink fantasy men seemed to carry around like gospel. Dylan had said it like it was fact—like he knew. But he didn’t. He’d never even seen her.

It was deeper than that.

Brownish, with a flush of rose. Warm. Real.
The kind of real that didn’t live in porn thumbnails or airbrushed skin.

Dylan should’ve known better. Her skin wasn’t porcelain. She wasn’t some pink-skinned fantasy pulled from a browser tab. And yet, he still guessed wrong—went straight for the default.

How dumb do they have to be?

A landing strip? Oh Please! Why?

Just habit, probably. Porn-fed. Predictable.

Men always imagined what they thought they were supposed to want—
not what was actually there.

And why did they always talk too much?
Why even mention the moles?

Even as her husband’s friend—someone who knew her only by imagination—he still defaulted to the same tired script.

Warped by pixels. Programmed by cliché.

They never saw what was real.
Only what they’d been taught to want.

And for some strange reason, Sonia’s thong felt damp. .
Fully.

She could feel it now—sticky between her folds, clinging to the heat building inside her. The arousal had crept up without warning, slow and unwanted, but undeniable.

Marcus stepped closer.
Gaze fixed on her face.
Not flinching. Not giving her modesty. Not offering a way out.

His voice dropped, dark silk wrapped around steel—meant only for her.

“Let’s stop pretending, baby girl. If it’s really yours—and he really knows—then show us. That’s all I’m asking.”

Sonia’s fingers trembled at the hem of her skirt.

She shot Dylan a panicked glance—do something—but his mouth had gone dry. Words wouldn’t come. The air was thick with cedarwood, old sweat, and the sticky-sweet scent of burned weed.

Marcus didn’t move. He leaned back against the daybed, arms folded over his chest like he owned the clock. His eyes—sharp, hungry—never left her.

She took a breath and began to inch the denim up, inch by inch.

Her legs parted without her meaning to.

Blue lace hugged her hips, clinging tighter now with the heat building underneath. At the center, a dark wet spot bloomed—spreading. Her thighs were slick where the arousal had begun to glisten, and she knew it. Knew what they’d see.

Alex would kill me.

But the throb between her legs made a liar of her fear. Her body didn’t care who was watching. It only knew what it needed.

Marcus’s gaze didn’t blink. It bore into her like a brand.

Dylan shifted beside her—legs crossed tightly, jeans pulled taut. He hated himself for the twitch of heat that stirred at the base of his cock. He wanted to look away. He couldn’t.

“Come on, girl,” Marcus growled, low and certain. “Ain’t got all morning.”

Sonia let out a shallow breath and hooked her thumbs into the thong.

Slowly, deliberately, she pulled it down—past the curve of her ass, over her thighs. The fabric slid past her knees and dropped to the cold tile.

She stood exposed. From the waist down, bare.

Her pussy lips were smooth, flushed and deep brown with heat, parted just slightly.
A trim triangle of dark hair crowned the top—deliberate, shapely.
And just left of center, barely visible even now… a mole.

A tiny mark he’d never known was there. Never imagined.
Never even thought to ask.

Dylan’s stomach sank.

“Damn. Your wife got a chameleon’s pussy or what? Changes color when you’re not lookin’?”
He tilted his head, eyes cutting straight through Dylan.
“You said no moles.” 

A beat.
“Well… there’s one. Pretty damn clear.”

He let it hang, letting the silence squeeze the air. Then came the final punch, low and amused:
“Fine-ass woman, and you don’t even know what the fuck her pussy looks like. That’s rich.”
A smirk.
“Oh—and shaved too. Even the landing strip vanished.”

Sonia’s cheeks flamed. “I… I shaved it fresh this morning,” she said too fast, yanking her thong back up, tugging the skirt down like a curtain.

Marcus snorted. “That ain’t a clean shave. Nah. That’s at least two, maybe three days old. I’ve seen enough pussy in my life to know a rushed razor job when I see one. But sure—let’s test you another way.”

He took a step closer. The air shifted.

“Tell me about your man’s dick. And I mean now. If y’all ain’t faking, you should know it by heart.”

Sonia swallowed, throat tight. “He’s… five inches. Uncut. Straight.”

Marcus’s eyes narrowed, calculating.

He turned slowly to Dylan. “Well? Time to prove it. Pants off, Romeo. Let’s see what five inches of uncut truth looks like.”

Dylan’s hands moved without thinking. Heavy. Numb. He unbuckled his belt, shoved down his jeans and boxers in one motion.

His cock dangled soft, half-shrunk from fear and shame.
An inch and a half at most.

Marcus barked a laugh.
“That ain’t five. And it sure as hell ain’t hard.”

He gave a shrug, voice dipping low, almost casual.
“I get it. Most guys shrink up when they’re stressed.”

Sonia cut a quick glance to the side—just long enough to see.
Her lips parted. She swallowed.

Marcus caught it instantly.
“Damn,” he said, smirking. “First time you’re seein’ it, huh?”

Sonia didn’t answer, just looked away again—face flushed, jaw set.

Marcus turned back to Dylan.
“Anyway—you want out of this lease or not?”

Dylan’s lips parted. No words came.

Marcus tilted his head toward Sonia. “You. Wifey. Get him up.”

Sonia’s mouth opened in protest. “I’m not—”

Marcus cut her off with a flick of the wrist. “Not asking. Door’s locked. I’ve got your fake rental papers and names. One text, and I’ll light up every landlord group from East Austin to Round Rock. Y’all be couch-surfing till Christmas. Or…”

His voice dropped.

“…you finish what you started. Get on with it.”

The message was crystal.

Sonia froze.
Still. Silent.

Dylan looked up at her—ashamed, aroused, afraid.
This was on him. He’d dragged her into this.
But even now, the image of her lips wrapped around him—on her knees in this stranger’s cottage—sent a slow, guilty pulse through his cock.

Without thinking, his hand moved—light, tentative strokes.
Almost involuntary.

Marcus grinned wide.
Of course he noticed.

“Clock’s ticking, lovebirds.”

Sonia hesitated.
Her chest rose with a slow breath—part frustration, part surrender. This wasn’t how she’d imagined it.

She’d thought about Dylan’s cock once or twice—quiet, late-night flickers. Nothing serious. Just the idea of it in her mouth, his fingers in her hair, the low sound he might make. Quick, dirty thoughts she never lingered on.

But not like this.
Not in a stranger’s rental, standing under two men's eyes with nowhere to hide.

Still… here she was.

She was seeing it up close now. Dylan’s cock—soft, heavy, resting low between his thighs.

Not so different from her husband’s in that state.
Same loose weight. Same hilariously cute shape—like an almond, soft and curled in on itself.

Same quiet mix of skin and sweat—faint, but familiar.
A cocktail of masculine warmth she’d long since gotten used to.
Something she could weather.

Familiar in shape.
Unfamiliar in presence.

Yes, there were differences.
Alex was thicker when soft, skin taut and smooth.
Dylan’s was narrower. A little darker. More veined. Less girth—but somehow more vulnerable.
Exposed in a different way.

She stepped forward—three careful, barefoot paces across cool floorboards—then slowly knelt in front of him.

Dylan held his breath.

Her fingers reached out—featherlight at first—then wrapped around the base of his shaft. Her touch was warm. Sure.

She slid the loose foreskin back, exposing the dark plum of the head.

And that’s when it hit—sharp and sudden.

A faint sourness. The stale bite of old pee, trapped beneath the skin. Not overwhelming, but unmistakable.
It slipped into the space between them—thin, but intrusive.

Sonia held her breath.
Just for a moment.

Then exhaled slowly through her nose.

She could handle it.
She had a husband at home—same predictable surprise, same lazy post-piss routine.

Ah, the things women braved but could never tell.

She blinked once, steeled herself, and focused.

The contrast of him against her fingers—golden-olive skin and soft cherry-red nails—remained strangely beautiful.

She stroked him. Not playfully. Not lovingly. Just a calm, steady rhythm. Wet-sounding. Mechanical.

His cock, caught between shame and arousal, began to swell.

Then came her tongue. Just the tip, flicking across the slit—light, deliberate. Testing.

Dylan inhaled sharply.

And then… she took him in.
No hesitation—just the slow, deliberate glide of her mouth over the flushed head, lips parting to welcome him like she’d done it a hundred times before.
Warmth enveloped him. Wet. Velvet-soft. The kind of wet that clung, kissed, claimed.


She kept the foreskin drawn back, tongue sliding under the ridge, tracing the tender edge with practiced precision as her cheeks hollowed around him, one hand steady on his thigh.

Not rushed.
Not loving.
Just intent.
Focused heat in the shape of a woman doing exactly what needed doing.

Her mouth moved with steady, quiet rhythm. Down—pausing just long enough to feel him twitch against her tongue—then back again, slow drag of suction and spit.

A thin thread of spit stretched from her lip to his cock as she withdrew—slow, deliberate—like she was unwinding herself from him, inch by inch. It caught the light, trembling, clinging to that last point of connection before it snapped and fell wet against his thigh.

Twenty seconds. Maybe less. But he was hard as iron now, breath stuttering from the pressure of it.

Shorter than Alex.
Slimmer, yeah.

But noticeably harder. Meaner. Like a blunt four-inch stick—thick-veined and unyielding, built for pressure, not comfort.  The kind of hardness that pulsed under the skin, tight veins standing out like cords.

Where Alex’s cock had weight—a plush, spongy give to it—Dylan’s had no softness. Just tension and heat, rigid from base to tip. She’d felt that sharp curve glide across her tongue, urgent and unyielding, pushing upward like it couldn’t wait.

She wondered if the two of them had ever exposed themselves to each other. Just stood there. Silent. Hard. Measuring.
The thought lingered—until she suddenly remembered where she was.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
Stood.
Met his gaze—calm, unreadable.
And turned away like it hadn’t meant a thing.

Dylan stood there, hard, breath uneven. His cock bobbed visibly.

From the couch, Marcus let out a low chuckle. “Well… that thing’s got no doubts about what it wants.”

Dylan glanced at him, still flushed, but didn’t speak.

Marcus leaned forward, elbows on his knees, tone casual but firm. “See, I get that people can be… complicated. Labels don’t mean much these days. But you say you’re married. Real married.”

He gestured between them. “That didn’t look like two pals trying something out. That looked like you’ve had your mouth on him before.”

Sonia didn’t answer. She just exhaled, quietly.  Dylan was about to put his cock back in his underwear when Marcus motioned him to stay put.

He studied them both for a moment longer, then added, voice dry: “Tell you what. You want to prove something? Show me. Fuck in front of me.”

The words dropped like lead.

Dylan blinked. “What?”

Marcus shrugged. “You say you're married. Most people don't go down on acquaintances like that—unless they're drunk or lying. These are fucked-up times, sure. But if you’re saying there’s love here, sex here… then act like it.”

He stood slowly, arms crossed, gaze level. “Otherwise, I don’t buy any of this.”

The silence stretched.

And Dylan realized he was still rock hard. Sonia’s scent lingered in the air.

Sonia crossed her arms over her chest, chin raised but her voice trembling.
“That’s enough. I won’t let him fuck me in front of you. What married people do in their bedroom is private. Even at Haulover Beach, we never had to perform like this.”

Dylan nodded beside her, his jaw tight. “Yeah. Come on. Please. We’re not into that kind of thing. House or no house—why torment her like this?”

Marcus leaned back in the lounge chair, legs wide, calm but with a mocking glint in his eyes.
“I admire your guts, lady. You’re saying this guy is your husband? Interesting. Because—pardon me—but neither of you seems to have the faintest idea what the other’s body looks like. You haven’t seen his cock. He hasn’t described your pussy once right. So what is this, an open marriage? An experiment?”

His smile faded. “Or were you just cheating all this while? Or maybe you’ve got amnesia?”

Dylan’s fists clenched at his sides. “Hey. Watch it.”

“Watch what?” Marcus snorted. “I’ve watched your wife’s pussy. It’s a good one. But you? You’ve got this whole other idea of what she looks like down there. So either she’s been riding another man’s dick behind your back—or you’ve been fucking someone else while pretending it’s her. Or both.”
He leaned forward. “So tell me. Who’s the real husband here, lady? Want me to find out for you? I can.”

Dylan kept his eyes locked on Marcus, refusing to blink. “Do what you want.”

Marcus nodded slowly, lips pursed. “Look at that. That’s confidence. So if you’re really married, but don’t even remember what each other’s genitals look like, then you might as well keep doing what you’ve been doing. Right?” He cocked his head. “You fucked in secret. You sucked cock in silence. Just continue.”

Sonia stepped back, her voice breaking. “No. I’m stopping. Right now.”

But Marcus chuckled, low and dismissive.
“Come on, sweetheart. You’ve done this before. With him, right? Experience tells me women don’t show their pussies so easily. Takes time. Takes intent. But once the pussy is exposed, boobs are not big deal.”

He gestured lazily with two fingers. “What’s the big deal in showing your breasts? That’s nothing. That’s not even punishment. I’m not forcing you to do anything you haven’t already done. I’m just asking you to keep doing what you clearly enjoy—without the lies this time.”

Sonia’s hands trembled at her sides. Dylan reached for her, but she didn’t move.

Marcus let the silence hang for a moment, letting the tension thicken between them like smoke. Then he tilted his head, voice low and deliberate.

“You said you were married,” he repeated, eyes shifting between them. “So prove it. Because right now, neither of you looks like you belongs to the other.”

He stood up, slow and unhurried, the casual dominance in his movements making Sonia flinch slightly.

“I don’t think this is about a house anymore,” he said. “I think one of you—or both of you—is lying. And to be honest?”
He stepped closer, voice dropping just above a whisper.
“I don’t give a fuck who’s lying. I just want to see how deep the lie goes. How far you're both willing to pretend.”

Sonia’s jaw clenched. Dylan’s breathing was shallow, chest rising and falling under the weight of Marcus’s words.

“You’ve already let him watch you suck his cock,” Marcus said, nodding toward Dylan. “That wasn’t hesitation. That was muscle memory. Practice. So what are we pretending now? That you’re shy? That this wasn’t real?”

Sonia swallowed, her eyes flicking toward Dylan—who looked as if he wanted to speak but didn’t trust himself to.

“Strip,” Marcus said flatly. “If you’re a wife, show me how a wife claims her man. If you’re a stranger, let’s just all stop pretending and call this what it is.”

His voice wasn’t angry. Just cold, curious, and sharp like a blade.

Sonia’s breath hitched. She looked at Dylan—eyes wide, lips parted, chest rising and falling fast. “This is insane,” she murmured under her breath. “Let’s just get on with it… do it and leave. Please.”

Her voice wasn’t angry—it was tight, wound with nerves—but beneath it, Dylan could see the shimmer of heat she was trying to suppress. She looked nervous. But she was also wet. Something had shifted in her, and he saw it in the way her thighs squeezed and her nipples pressed through the thin fabric of her tank.

Then she turned.

Without another word, Sonia reached down and peeled the sides of her micro-denim skirt up, revealing the soft indent where thigh met hip. Her hands slipped under the hem, caught the sides of her pale blue lace thong, and tugged them down slowly, letting them trail along her smooth legs until they bunched at her ankles. She stepped out of them with practiced grace. The skirt came next—unfastened with a flick, falling around her feet like a puddle of sin. Her ribbed tank was yanked over her head, and with a twist of her arms behind her back, her bra unclasped. Her breasts tumbled free—full, high, natural—the dusky rose areolas tightening in the cool air, nipples stiff and begging for attention.

She was fully naked now, and Dylan could hardly breathe.

Her skin was glowing. She stood still for a moment, letting Marcus take in the sight, her profile lit by the daylight slipping in through the blinds. Then, without a word, she walked over to the daybed and lay back—legs crossed at the ankle, like she wasn’t about to be fucked in front of another man. Like she still had some control.

Dylan stepped out of his jeans and boxers, his cock already thick and upright, throbbing with a mix of urgency and disbelief. She opened her legs only when he came close, deliberately—slowly—just enough to let him kneel between them.

Her eyes found his. She licked her lips. Then reached down and wrapped her fingers around his shaft, guiding him to her soaked entrance.

“I don’t want to talk,” she said, her voice low but clear. “Just… do what you have to. And don’t stop till it’s done.”

He nodded, heart thudding in his chest.

The tip of his cock slid between her slick folds. She was warm. Wet. Ready in a way that made his head swim. He pushed in gently—short strokes, easing her open, her walls gripping him tight. Every inch he gained felt like a blessing. Her thighs rose around his hips, locking loosely. Her fingers curled against his back.

When he was buried deep—when her pussy had taken all of him, the foreskin rolled back, his shaft gleaming with her arousal—he paused, his face hovering above hers.

Her lips brushed his ear. She spoke again, softer now, her breath humid and hot.

“Don’t drag it out,” she whispered. “Just fuck me properly. Cum when you’re ready. I am on the pill. I can take it.”

Dylan began to move—long, slow thrusts that filled the small cottage with the rhythm of flesh against flesh and the soft creak of the daybed. Her body welcomed every stroke. Her wetness coated him, making it easy, messy, real. He kissed her neck. She arched her back, nipples grazing his chest. She was biting her lower lip, eyes half-shut, somewhere between restraint and surrender.

And Marcus watched.

But in that moment, she only had eyes for Dylan.

Dylan’s hips began to pump harder, each thrust deeper, more frantic—the last of his restraint slipping like a frayed thread. His breath was ragged against her throat, his hands gripping her thighs like he was afraid she might vanish if he let go.

Sonia responded without thought. Instinct ruled now.

Her legs curled around his waist, ankles locking tight. Her thighs squeezed him closer, tighter, guiding his rhythm, driving him deeper with every pulse of her hips. She could feel the flex of his muscles beneath her heels, the sweat slicking their skin where bodies met.

Her arms wrapped around his back, fingertips pressing in—then nails dragging down his spine, just enough to leave a sting. She arched beneath him, matching his rhythm, her breasts slick against his chest, her breath hitching in time with each thrust.

The slap of skin echoed through the small cottage—sharp, wet, relentless. Each impact a messy percussion that filled the room, swallowed up by the squeak of the daybed and the obscene sound of slick heat between her thighs.

Her cunt clenched around him—wet, swollen, hungry. She felt herself flood again, the rush of arousal coating him, sticking to her skin and his, making everything wetter, louder, more feral.

And still he moved—deeper, faster, like he was trying to disappear inside her.

She was soaked now—soaked and open, every stroke driving deeper into the fluttering grip of her pussy. Dylan could feel it—the way she clenched around him with hungry, rhythmic pulses, like her body was trying to wring every drop from his cock. Her lips parted in breathless gasps, eyes shut tight, brow damp with sweat. If she saw Marcus was watching, she didn’t show it.

But Dylan was aware.

He glanced sideways—brief, instinctive—and caught the other man on the recliner. Marcus hadn’t moved. Still seated, relaxed, one leg stretched out… except his right hand was slow and deliberate, cupping the heavy bulge in his jeans through the dark denim, thumb running along the outline like he was tracing the shape. His expression wasn’t leer or gloat—just calm, predatory interest. Watching. Waiting.

Dylan grunted and looked away, focus snapping back to the woman beneath him. Sonia’s body was clinging to him, soft and sticky and trembling. Every time he pushed in, she met him with a little tilt of her hips—welcoming, pulling, tightening. His cock throbbed inside her, his balls tightening with every slippery, desperate plunge.

And then it hit.

A low, guttural groan tore from his throat—nothing like the voice she knew. Not the one he used on those long, warm evenings out on the patio with her and Alex, where stories flowed easily and laughter came soft and unhurried beneath the glow of string lights. Back then, his tone was steady, a little dry, touched with quiet amusement. Always in control. Never rushed. Never like this—raw, broken, utterly undone.

Now, his rhythm faltered, hips jerking with helpless release. His cock twitched deep inside her, flooding her with hot, pulsing spurts of cum. He let out another fractured breath, barely coherent, as though he couldn’t quite remember how to be that calm, composed man anymore.

She moaned beneath him—not loud, not showy—but raw. Her back arched slightly, pussy fluttering as she took every drop, her fingers clutching his back, grounding them both. For a suspended moment, it was just breath and heat and the strange, shattering intimacy of seeing him like this—nothing left of that easygoing guy sipping beer under patio lights.

He buried his face in her neck as he emptied himself, her scent, her skin, her sweat closing in around him. Sonia noticed, absently, that his timing wasn’t much different from his best friend—her husband. Maybe even a little quicker. Maybe he was just overexcited.

Her pussy kept milking him in aftershocks, thick and slow, clinging to his shaft as if unwilling to let go.

And somewhere across the room, Marcus watched it all—silent and still, save for the steady motion of his hand.

Marcus rose slowly from the recliner, the leather creaking under his weight. His voice cut through the thick, humid air like a blade—low, taunting, soaked in cocky menace.

“Well damn,” he said, his eyes raking over Sonia’s bare, glistening body. “That was it? Poor girl barely got warmed up.”

He stepped closer, unzipping his jeans with deliberate slowness. “You call that fucking, white boy? Shit, no wonder she’s dripping and still clenching—her body knows she didn’t get fed right. If you are the husband, she is definitely getting help outside. And fi you are not, she should make better choices.”

His cock sprang free—thick, veined, angry-hard, the dark skin stretched taut over muscle and lust. A glistening bead of precum shimmered at the tip, catching the light like something obscene and holy. Marcus gave it a slow, deliberate downward stroke, his palm sliding over the length with practiced ease, and then let go.

It bounced back up with a heavy slap against his lower belly, defiant, proud—a weapon, a promise.

It was rich ebony black, glossy with arousal, and looked like something straight out of a porn movie—a thick, unrelenting slab built to wreck and ruin. Not just big, but sculpted, heavy, almost unreal in how perfectly obscene it was.

Sonia’s eyes locked on it. She didn’t mean to stare—but she did. Her breath hitched, mouth parting slightly as her gaze followed the twitch of that thick shaft. Her chest rose and fell, sweat still clinging to her skin, nipples flushed and hard.

She blinked once. Then again. But her eyes didn’t move.

Marcus saw it—the trance in her expression, the subtle clench of her thighs, the pink of her tongue flicking across dry lips. And he smiled, slow and wicked.

“See the difference, huh?” he murmured, taking another step forward. “That’s not for show, sweetheart. That’s for you.”

She didn’t answer. Just kept staring—like she was trying to remember how to breathe.

“But then as they say,” he said brandishing his 8-inch black baton.  “Size isn’t everything.”

Sonia tried her best not to look but her pussy was twitching for better pounding and an orgasm that felt shortchanged with Dylan.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart,” he said, voice turning syrupy and brutal, “Daddy’s home now.”

He pointed at her pussy with his chin. “Open those fuckin’ legs wider. I don’t want to have to force ‘em.”

She twitched.

“Yeah, just like that. Show me that needy little hole. It’s still hungry, ain’t it? Gonna stretch you open till you scream. Gonna fuck you so deep you forget his name, your name, your fuckin’ wedding vows.”

He stepped out of his jeans completely, stroking his shaft again, letting a drop of precum drip onto the wooden floor.

“Now keep your eyes open, Dylan,” Marcus said without looking at him. “Watch and learn.  House or no house, at least you both get a memorable experience.”

Sonia’s thighs trembled, but she still hadn’t opened her eyes.

If she did—if she looked down and saw him there, between her legs, worshipping her with that mouth—it would make it real. Make her complicit. So she lay still, breath shallow, heart thudding so hard she could hear it in her ears. But her hips kept tilting upward, her body begging without permission, her skin flushed and hungry under his slow, possessive mouth.

Marcus knew it too. She felt it in the way his grip tightened—those big hands spreading her wider, one thumb sliding up the inside of her thigh, tracing the slick trail of Dylan’s fading mark. He paused there, thumb resting at the edge of her pussy, not inside… not yet.

His voice came again, low and thick with promise. “Still pretending you don’t want it?” he said, almost amused, his breath curling over her soaked folds.

Then he kissed her. Sonia had wondered if he’d hesitate—if the fact that someone else had just cum inside her would give him pause. But if Marcus had any hangups, he didn’t show them. Not even for a second.

Not a lick. Not a tease. A full, open-mouthed kiss to her pussy—hot and wet, sealing over her clit as he sucked her into his mouth like he meant to drink her down. Like it belonged there. Like she did.

No flinch, no hesitation—just heat, suction, tongue. He sucked her into his mouth like she was clean and sacred and filthy all at once.

Sonia gasped, hips jolting off the mattress in a sharp, uncontrolled thrust. The sudden pleasure lit up her spine, white-hot and blinding. A sound tore from her throat—raw and broken—too loud for the quiet of the room, too honest to hide.

Her eyes snapped open, wild and searching, breath stalling in her chest. She hadn’t expected it—not like that. Not with that kind of hunger. Her thighs trembled around his head, muscles tensing as his tongue flicked and pressed and stayed, unrelenting.

And there he was—his face buried between her thighs, eyes half-lidded in focus, beard glistening, tongue relentless. He sucked again, slow and deep, then licked her in long strokes, like he was trying to claim every drop that had ever belonged to another man. He didn’t seem he was going to stop anytime soon.

“Fuck,” she breathed, finally admitting it, head falling back, lips parting in surrender.

Marcus chuckled into her. “That’s more like it.”

His hands slid underneath her thighs, lifting her higher, folding her open like a dirty secret. And then he really began.

Sonia barely had time to breathe.

Marcus didn’t give her that mercy. He was taking to her cunt like fish to water—mouth locking onto her clit like a man starved, tongue swirling in tight, punishing circles that made her thighs quake around his head.

“I love to know my women inside out,” he murmured into her folds, his voice muffled by heat and slickness. “Happy to help, madam.”

His fingers slid beneath her—two thick, calloused digits, pushing deep in one smooth thrust, knuckles pressing into the heat Dylan barely touched. Sonia cried out, no longer trying to be quiet. Her head thrashed against the cushion, sweat beading at her temples, chest heaving as her body opened around him.

“Oh fuck—feels so good—”

He growled in response, fucking her slow and deep with his fingers while his tongue circled higher, then lower, then back again. The rhythm was cruel. Calculated. Too much and never enough. She had gone too far to bother about a call ringing softly on her phone.

Dylan sat frozen nearby, useless, silent, his face pale and stunned as he watched Marcus wreck the woman he couldn’t even satisfy minutes ago. His cock lay spent between his thighs, softening in the aftermath of a climax that now felt small, almost meaningless.

Marcus didn’t even glance at him.

He had Sonia’s body memorized now—the way her hips jolted with each stroke, how her belly fluttered when his teeth scraped her clit, the little stifled whimpers she made when he curled his fingers upward just right.

“Say it,” he demanded, licking her slow and wide. “Say you needed this.”

Sonia shook her head, eyes wet, jaw trembling and just started grunting “Nnnnhh..nhnnhhh…nnnnnh, nhnhhhh”

But her body said it all.

She was grinding into his mouth, chasing release like a drug, the slick sounds between her legs growing louder, wetter, filthier.

Marcus chuckled low against her pussy, the vibration unbearable. “That’s alright, baby girl,” he said, voice thick with hunger. “Your moans speak louder than your mouth ever could.”

And then he sucked her clit again—deep, ruthless, like he was trying to pull her soul out through it.

Sonia shattered.

Her cry ripped through the cottage, wild and raw, as her legs clamped around his head and her cunt pulsed hard around his fingers, soaking them—then squirting in a sudden, uncontrollable gush that left her thighs slick and trembling. Everything she’d been holding back came pouring out of her, all at once.  It was the finest oral she’d ever received—unreal, overwhelming. She hadn’t even known she could squirt.

Her eyes were glazed, dazed, her chest rising in quick, shallow bursts as she struggled to process the sheer force of it.

Her hands flew to his shoulders, clutching, anchoring, her body trembling from the inside out.

Marcus didn’t stop until she pushed his head back with both palms, gasping, “Enough. Please. I can’t.”

He finally pulled away—lips wet, beard drenched, eyes glowing with that same calm dominance. He wiped his mouth on the back of his hand, then reached for her chin, tilting it up.

“You’ll take more,” he said gently. “You just don’t know it yet.”

And Marcus went to town again.

Sonia’s chest rose and fell in wild, broken heaves, nipples flushed and tight, her entire body humming like a live wire. Marcus’s tongue was poetry and punishment—drawing slow, molten circles against her trembling inner thigh, inching closer with every pass but never quite where she needed him. She could feel her skin tightening under each wet stroke, her core clenching, begging. Her toes curled against the daybed’s cushion, the silver anklet at her ankle letting out its soft, maddening chime every time her leg twitched.

Her pussy throbbed—puffy, swollen, slick, coated in Dylan’s earlier mess, her own arousal now smeared over it like a second coat of shame. Every second Marcus avoided her center felt like cruelty. She was dripping, her folds slick and parted from the slight pressure of his hands beneath her ass, lifting her just enough to make her feel utterly exposed.

Then the phone buzzed again.

A cruel, sharp vibration. Real life crashing in.

“Fuck,” she gasped, a hand reaching toward the floor like it was moving through water.

Dylan got there first, pale and jittery. “It’s Alex,” he stammered, holding her phone out to her like he was offering water in a crisis. “H-he’s calling again…”

Sonia cursed Dylan under her breath, shooting him a glare sharp enough to slice. Of course he’d pick up the call now—because nothing says “perfect timing” like your husband ringing while someone else’s face is buried between your legs.

Marcus didn’t even blink. His mouth was there now, beard scraping her inner thigh, his lips brushing the skin so close to her folds that her entire body flinched. One soft kiss to the crease. Then a pause. Then another, even closer. He was savoring the build, knowing what it was doing to her.

His voice didn’t rise. Didn’t change. Just a dark, velvety command:
“Answer it.”

Sonia stared at the screen, pulse hammering in her throat. Don’t answer. Don’t—
But her finger moved before her brain caught up.

Accept. Speaker on.

“Hey babe,” came Alex’s voice, casual and warm, floating into the room like smoke. “You still at the cottage? Dylan said y’all were close to sealing the deal.”

Right then, Marcus’s tongue parted her—one long, deliberate lick up her slit, tasting everything. Sonia bit down hard on her bottom lip, a moan trapped in her throat, her thighs jumping slightly.

“Y-yeah,” she forced out, voice cracking. “Just… just finishing up.”

Marcus’s fingers were stroking gently now, not quite touching her clit—just circling it, teasing, cruel in their precision. His tongue swirled lower, lapping up her slick in slow, greedy strokes, savoring every trace of her. Then he looked up at her, eyes glittering with heat, and pressed his thumb right onto her clit.

Just the pad. Just enough pressure to send a jolt like lightning through her core.

“Everything okay?” Alex asked, a little quieter now. “You sound… out of breath.”

She tried to answer. She couldn’t. Her hips jerked up, seeking friction, helpless.

“F-fine,” she gasped, hand flying to cover the mic. “Went back down… to p-photo-copy some—something.”

Marcus’s mouth latched on.

He sucked—deep and filthy—pulling her clit into his mouth like he was tasting something forbidden and divine. His tongue flicked underneath it, fast little lashes that made her see black behind her eyelids.

“Oh shittt”, Sonia let out a protracted moan.

“Shit?” Alex again, his voice sharper now. “What was that?”

She opened her mouth, but nothing came.

Marcus wasn’t playing anymore. He slid two thick fingers inside her, curling them just right, just there, while his mouth devoured her, slurping and sucking and fucking her with his tongue and hand like she wasn’t someone’s wife, like she was his to ruin.

“I—I dropped something!” she blurted into the speaker, voice ragged. “Gotta go—love you—bye!”

She didn’t wait for a reply. Smashed End Call.

The phone slipped from her hand, clattering to the floor. She barely heard it.

Marcus leaned in deeper, fingers pumping, tongue unrelenting, lips and beard slick with her. He let out a satisfied hum that vibrated right against her clit—and that’s what broke her.

Her thighs clamped around his head, trapping him there. Her hips rolled wildly, chasing it, grinding into his mouth as the orgasm slammed through her—white-hot, brutal, violent. Her pussy clenched around his fingers in tight, rhythmic waves, her whole body spasming.

This one didn’t burst out of her—it dragged her under. Deep. Unrelenting. No gushing release, just tight, blinding waves that refused to let her go.

“F-FUCK—Marcus—” she sobbed, her cry raw, eyes glassy, arms flying back to grip the daybed’s cushion, nails clawing into the fabric.

She shook. Back arched, legs trembling, breath gone.

Still, he didn’t stop. He licked her through it, gently now, teasing little strokes that kept her on the edge of madness. Her thighs tried to pull away but he held her open, tongue lapping up every drop, fingers slowing but never retreating.

By the time he finally pulled back, her legs were jelly, her cheeks damp with tears, lips parted and gasping.

Marcus rose slowly, his face slick, beard glistening with her orgasm.

He looked down at her ruined, glowing body and smiled like he’d just conquered something holy.

“So little guy, this is how you make your wife or someone else’s wife forget her name,” he said, looking at Dylan.

Marcus paused to really look at the slick entrance of her pussy, his breath hot against her swollen folds.

Sonia’s moans had turned raw, needy, her hips rolling in tiny, desperate circles beneath him.

“You want this dick inside you?” he murmured, voice a low rumble against her clit.

She nodded, eyes squeezed shut, lips parted, body trembling with need.

He chuckled, dark and slow.

“Your ‘husband’ just came in you ..in what 2 minutes? That don’t bother you?”

Her eyes snapped open—glassy with lust, burning with defiance.

“If I say it does,” she rasped, “you will not?”

Marcus grinned—all teeth, all threat, all hunger.

“Not what, baby girl?”

“Fuck me,” she hissed, the words tearing from her throat like a confession.

Marcus inhaled deep, nose buried in her trimmed mound, savoring the thick, musky scent of her arousal mixed with traces of Dylan’s cum—a dirty perfume he wore like victory.

Then his tongue flattened, dragging up her slit in one long, filthy, open-mouthed lick.

“Oooohhhh—”

The sound ripped from her chest as her back bowed off the daybed. Her hand flew up instinctively, fingers tangling in the short curls at the back of his head.

Marcus pulled back, just enough to growl:

“Hands down. Don’t move ’em.”

She obeyed.

Palms slammed against the leather. Nails dug in. Legs spread.

He dove back in—mouth sealing over her pussy, sucking hard, tongue spearing deep into her clenching heat. He curled it, flicked it, twitched it inside her, teeth grazing her clit with ruthless control.

Sonia thrashed, thighs clamping around his ears, juices flooding his tongue as he tongue-fucked her in slow, deep thrusts. Her hips bucked wildly, chasing his mouth —still desperate, somehow, even after two overwhelming, unrelenting climaxes. The sounds between them were obscene—wet, loud, primal—echoing in the quiet cottage.

Then he pulled off with a slick, wet pop, lips shiny.

“You’re soaked,” he said, cocky and dark. “Love this, don’t you?”

Before she could answer, he rasped:

“Now let’s get to the real reason you got married in the first place… a good fuck.”

Sonia’s eyes fluttered open, hazy and wild. She didn’t need to be told twice.

But she didn’t go to lie back, didn’t open her legs.

She slid down instead, shifting onto her knees between his thighs—and reached for his cock. It was already slick and shining at the tip, proudly upright and unapologetic.

Not like Alex. Not like Dylan.

This was something else entirely—a size, a shape, a presence that didn’t feel familiar. Cocks like this lived in her private, late-night fantasies—flashing across X or Reddit clips when she was alone and needy. She never imagined she’d ever be face to face with one in real life.

It was one majestic piece of black masculine triumph.

She wasn’t even sure she could take that beast inside her.

Unlike Alex and Dylan, this circumcised cock didn’t carry that faint, sour tang of stale piss—just heat and musk, deep and virile. The black skin stretched smoothly along the thick shaft, elegant despite its menace. Veins coiled like tension beneath the surface. His sac hung heavy, full, crowned with a broad, swollen head that seemed to say: suck me now.

She kissed the tip, soft and teasing. Then opened her mouth and took him in.

The taste hit her—salt, skin, the faintest trace of pre-cum—but her tongue moved anyway, swirling around the ridge, sucking the head with slow, deliberate pressure until Marcus groaned low in his chest.

His hips rolled forward, slow but insistent.

“Deeper, baby. Take it all.”

She did—mouth stretching, throat relaxing, saliva spilling down his shaft as she swallowed him, inch by thick inch. His pubic hair tickled her nose as she bottomed out, gagging softly, eyes watering with effort.

She kissed the tip, soft and teasing, then opened her mouth and took him in.

The taste hit her—salt, skin, a trace of pre-cum.

But her tongue moved anyway, swirling around the ridge, sucking the head with slow, deliberate pressure until he groaned low in his chest.

Marcus’s hips rocked forward, slow but insistent.

“Deeper, baby. Take it all.”

She did—mouth stretching, throat relaxing, saliva dribbling down his shaft as she swallowed him, inch by thick inch. His pubic hair tickled her nose as she bottomed out, gagging softly, eyes watering with effort.

He let her work him for a moment, her hands planted against his strong thighs.

Then he pulled free with a wet, slick sound.

“Enough,” he said. “On your back. Legs open. You let me do exactly what I want. No fighting. Just feel it.”

Sonia obeyed, collapsing back, chest heaving, pussy fluttering, her entire body throbbing and soaked.

Marcus loomed above her, cock in hand, dragging the thick, slick head through her soaked folds, gathering the mess and smearing it across her swollen clit.

“Brace yourself for some pleasure and good times, baby girl,” he muttered, voice thick with heat.

Then he pressed in—just the tip—stretching her slowly.

“Let my fucking cock,” he grunted, pushing deeper, making her whimper, “make some room inside the real estate of your cunt. You need some solid plumbing.”

And then—he sank in.

“Make some room,” he grunted—then smirked. “Yeah… there it is. Already opening up for me.”

Slow. Brutal. One inch at a time.

Her body arched beneath him, spine taut, breath stuck in her throat as every thick, pulsing inch forced its way inside. The stretch was intense—too much, not enough—her pussy gripping him like a vice, trying to adjust, trying to take him.

Marcus didn’t rush. He watched her face, the flutter of her lashes, the way her mouth fell open without a sound.

By the time he bottomed out—balls flush against her, cock buried to the hilt—Sonia was trembling. Her walls clutched at him, slick and greedy, like her body knew something her mind hadn't caught up with yet.

“Fuck,” she gasped, voice raw, eyes wide, legs wrapping around his waist like instinct, like possession.

Marcus leaned in, mouth at her ear, breath hot.

“That’s right,” he murmured, beginning to move—long, dragging thrusts that scraped against every nerve ending she had. “Now you’re gonna learn what full really feels like.”

Her nails sank into his back. Her head tipped back. And all she could do was take it.

He thrust deeper, slower, filling her with the full weight of him.
“Taking it so well,” he growled. “Just like a good wife should.”

Another hard stroke.

“And when I’m done—”

Another.

“You’ll be dripping with gratitude.”

Marcus’s voice had shed every last trace of play.
It was steel now—rough, controlled, a low murmur vibrating through her like a frequency tuned to her clit.

She was pinned beneath him, thighs splayed wide, the daybed’s cracked leather sticking to the sweat on her back.
 

He was deep inside her—thick and unrelenting—each rotating thrust dragging against her swollen walls like he meant to leave his name behind.

Her body writhed, caught between pleasure and something that felt close to surrender.
Every time he drove in, her back arched. Every time he pulled out, her cunt clenched, trying to hold onto him.

He dropped his mouth to her breasts, tongue flicking over a peaked nipple before closing his lips around it, sucking deep, teeth scraping just enough to make her cry out.

“Look at you,” he muttered against her skin. “Already fucked open. Still hungry.”

One nipple disappeared between his lips—hot, wet suction, tongue flicking the stiff peak like a spark on dry tinder. The other he rolled between calloused thumb and forefinger, pinching hard enough to make her gasp, then soothing it with a slow, lazy circle.

He alternated—suck, bite, tug, soothe—until her tits throbbed in time with her pulse, until every nerve in her body funneled straight to the aching hollow between her legs.

Five minutes. Five fucking minutes of that exquisite, unmentionably delicious torment.

Sonia’s hips rolled in tiny, desperate circles, with his grinding hips trying to drag him deeper. Her pussy clenched around the tip of his cock, fluttering, begging.

A fourth orgasm coiled low in her belly—tight, vicious, ready to snap.

Fuck this.

Her left hand shot to the back of his head, fingers knotting in his short curls, yanking him down hard. Her nipple speared into his mouth; his teeth grazed the sensitive bud—sharp, perfect—and a bolt of white-hot pleasure shot straight to her clit.

Her right hand clamped onto his ass—firm, muscular, dusted with coarse hair.
She pulled.

Marcus surged forward.

One brutal thrust and he was buried—eight thick inches splitting her open, stretching her walls until she felt every ridge, every vein, the blunt head kissing her cervix.

His balls slapped heavy against her ass, the sound wet and filthy.

He didn’t ease in.
He fucked like only she mattered

Out—all the way—until just the fat head kissed her entrance.
Then in—hard, deep—headboard smacking the wall with every brutal stroke.

His sack smacked her ass in a steady, obscene rhythm: slap-slap-slap.

Sonia’s back arched off the daybed, a raw, guttural scream tearing from her throat.

“AAAAAHHHH—FUCK—HARDER. MARCUS—KEEP DOING- YES YES”



The orgasm didn’t just hit. It detonated.

Her pussy convulsed, a violent, rhythmic clamping that seized his cock like a vice, spasming in relentless waves that seemed to go on forever.

Juices gushed—a hot, slick flood that soaked his shaft, splashed his balls, dripped in thick rivulets down her ass crack, pooling beneath her in a warm, sticky puddle.

Her entire body locked, rigid, then shuddered—thighs quaking uncontrollably, toes curling so hard the anklet snapped against her skin.

Her vision whited out.
Sparks exploded behind her eyelids.
Every muscle seized, her back bowed so high only her shoulders and heels touched the daybed.

A second, smaller climax ripped through her on the heels of the first, her clit throbbing in time with her heartbeat, pulsing against the base of his cock.

She squirted again—a sharp, involuntary jet that sprayed his lower abs, streaking down his thighs.
Another followed, weaker but no less intense, her pussy fluttering wildly, milking him in desperate, greedy pulls.



The sensation—her walls sucking at him, clenching and releasing in a rhythm that felt like it would never end—snapped Marcus’s control.

His thrusts turned erratic.
Harder. Deeper. Sloppier.
The wet slap-slap-slap grew louder, faster, echoing off the cottage walls.

His breath came in ragged grunts, muscles tensing under her nails.

“Fuck, baby girl, take it,” he growled, voice breaking. “I am gonna cum. Eaaahhhh”

His cock swelled inside her, impossibly thicker, veins pulsing against her fluttering walls.

One final, brutal thrust—buried to the hilt—and he erupted.

Hot, thick ropes of cum shot from him in powerful pulses, flooding her completely.
She felt every spurt—deep and scorching—filling her until it overflowed.
His release mixed with hers, and Dylan’s, leaking around his cock in creamy, messy streams.

His balls drew tight, emptying completely, his entire body shuddering as he ground against her, prolonging the release.

“Goddamn,” he roared, head thrown back, hips jerking with each pulse.



They stayed locked like that—sweat-slick, trembling—for a long, breathless minute.
His cock twitching inside her.
Her pussy still fluttering around him in aftershocks.

Finally, he pulled out—slow, deliberate—his cock glistening with their combined mess, a thick strand of cum stretching between them before snapping.

He rolled off, stood, jeans already halfway up.

“That was a ride.
But y’all lied.
Cottage is off the table.”



Sonia sat up, legs jelly, cum trickling down her inner thigh in a warm, sticky trail.
She grabbed her tank and yanked it over her head—nipples still hard, visible through the thin fabric. 

She spotted her skirt, crumpled in a sad heap at the foot of the daybed, and reached for it.
As she shook it out and glanced around the floor, she realized something was missing.

Her thong?
Gone.

“You looking for something?” Marcus asked, still holding his half-hard cock lazily in one hand.

“My thong,” she muttered, cheeks flaming.

He shrugged, holding it up with two fingers—then brought it to his nose and inhaled, slow and unapologetic.
“Souvenir,” he said, eyes on hers. “I love your smell.”

Dylan—still half-naked, cock soft as a limp poodle and face etched with guilt—muttered under his breath,

“Give it back.”

Marcus didn’t even look at him. “You may leave now,” he said smoothly. “We’ve got refreshments, though.”

Sonia rolled her eyes, stepping into her skirt commando. The denim rasped against her raw thighs, the cool air kissing her swollen, overused pussy with every step. She winced—and smirked.

“Fantastic. I’m riding home like a goddamn breeze tunnel.”

Marcus chuckled.

“You’ll survive.
Might even like it.”

She reached the door with a dressed-up Dylan in tow, slipped on her flip-flops, and raked her fingers through tangled hair.

Marcus didn’t look back. He walked down the hall, disappearing into the same room he’d first emerged from, unbothered—panties dangling from his hand like a trophy.

“Let’s go, Dylan.
Christ, he was a bear—hair everywhere.
Prickly as fuck.”



In the car, Dylan gripped the wheel, knuckles white.

“Sonia, I’m so sorry.
You got fucked twice because of me.”

She stared out the window, thighs still trembling, pussy throbbing with aftershocks.

“What’s done is done.
I’m sorry you didn’t get Rachel’s backyard.
Just… don’t tell Alex.
Ever.”

“I am sorry about Marcus, “Dylan began

“Drop it,” Sonia said, “I am not going to meet that beast again. You okay?”

Dylan nodded. 

She squeezed his hand, voice soft.

“Promise me, this is just between us.”

“Swear to God.”

The Prius hummed along South Lamar, the late-morning sun already brutal through the windshield, turning the leather seats into a slow furnace.

Sonia sat shotgun, skirt rucked high on her thighs, the denim hem barely covering the sticky mess between her legs.

No thong.
Nothing to catch the slow, warm trickle of Marcus’s cum—thick, copious, still oozing out of her with every shift of her hips.

Plap.

A pothole.

The seat jolted.
Her bare pussy lips dragged across the hot leather, clit swollen and hypersensitive, sparking like a live wire.
She bit her lip hard enough to taste copper, a low whimper trapped in her throat.



Dylan’s knuckles whitened on the wheel.
He hadn’t spoken since they pulled out of Circle C, the silence thick with the smell of sex still clinging to her skin. He could smell her pussy with a lingering smell of cum on it.

Another bump.

Plap.

Sonia’s thighs parted on instinct—just an inch—letting the AC vent blast icy air straight across her slick folds.
The sudden cold on overheated flesh made her gasp, a full-body shiver that rolled from her nipples to her toes.

Marcus’s load shifted inside her, a fresh pulse of warmth sliding down her perineum, pooling in the crease of her ass.             



“You okay?” Dylan finally muttered, eyes flicking to her lap, then away.

She didn’t answer.
Couldn’t.

Her head fell back against the headrest, eyes fluttering shut.
The city blurred past—taco trucks, hipster coffee joints, the greenbelt flashing green and gold—but all she felt was the throb between her legs.

Marcus’s cock stretching her open.
His balls slapping her ass.
The way he’d growled “take it” as he flooded her.



Her clit pulsed in time with the engine.

Another pothole.

Plap.

She spread wider, shameless now, skirt riding up until cool air kissed the cum-slick curls above her slit.

A soft, wet sound—her own arousal mixing with his, dripping onto the seat.
She should care. Should grab a napkin. Wipe it away.

Instead, she pressed her thighs together, trapping the mess, letting it smear hot and filthy across her skin.



Alex can never know.

But every bump.
Every blast of cold air.
Every slick slide of cum inside her…

Was a brand.

She would never forget.

Marcus didn’t rent the cottage.

He left the listing live on Zillow and Facebook Marketplace, the photos pristine—sun-dappled hardwood, that sleek daybed now scrubbed clean of their mess—but every inquiry pinged straight to his phone.

He’d tap out the same canned response:

“Property under review. Check back in a week.”

A lie.
The place sat empty, waiting.
The air still thick with the ghost of her moans.



The blue lace thong lived in his jeans pocket, a secret talisman.
Every night, alone in the main house with Rachel blasting music upstairs, he’d fish it out.

The fabric was soft, worn from her body, stained with dried streaks of his cum and hers.

He’d bring it to his face and inhale deep—
the sharp tang of her pussy, the salty musk of their fucking, a faint trace of her coconut lotion.

His cock would thicken instantly, straining against his boxers.

He’d wrap the lace around his shaft, the delicate threads catching on his veins, and stroke—slow.
Tight. Wet. Hot.

Her words echoed in his head as he pumped, imagining her golden-olive thighs spread wide, her berry-dark nipples hard under his tongue.

He’d edge himself for an hour, thong pressed to his nose, until his balls ached.
Then he’d explode—thick ropes of cum soaking the lace anew, marking it again.

Mine.



A week stretched.
He needed the real thing. Miss Fake with the Real Deal.

He had her number.

It was child’s play.
When Dylan had shoved that fake application across the counter—joint bank statements, photoshopped wedding pics, the works—Marcus had snapped a discreet photo with his phone.

Names: Dylan & Sonia Whitaker.
Emails. Phones.
Hers was right there: 512-555-0192, listed as “spouse/co-applicant.”

He’d memorized it—the digits burning into his brain like her pussy had burned around his cock.



One week later.
Friday night. 11:47 PM.

Sonia was in bed, the Travis Heights house dark and quiet.
Alex snored beside her, one arm flung over her waist, his breath warm on her neck.

She wore nothing but an old UC Davis tee, the hem riding high on her thighs, her pussy still bare under the sheets—no panties since that day, a secret thrill she couldn’t shake.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.
Silent mode, but the screen lit up like a flare.

Unknown Number:
[Photo attached]

She tapped it open.



The image loaded slow. Torturous.

Marcus’s thick, veined cock—half-hard, heavy against his thigh—draped with her blue lace thong.
The fabric was stretched taut over the shaft, the crotch panel dark with fresh wetness.
A fat bead of pre-cum glistened at the tip, soaking into the lace, making it cling translucent to his skin.  Veins curled down his shaft like ropes, thick and pulsing—a lickable roadmap of lust etched into dark chocolate skin, carved from a slab of ebony

Below it:

“Tell your husband, you left something behind.
Cottage is still empty.
Key under the mat.
Bring the real husband this time… or don’t.”



Her breath hitched—sharp enough to stir Alex.

Fuck.

Heat flooded her—shame, rage, and something darker, wetter.
Her pussy clenched, a fresh gush of arousal slicking her thighs.
She could smell herself—musky and needy, the memory of his cum flooding her crashing back.

She deleted the message.
Blocked the number.
Stared at the ceiling, heart hammering.



Two minutes later:
Unblocked.
Deleted again.

Her thumb hovered.

Save photo?

She did.
Buried it in a hidden album labeled “Taxes 2025”, password-protected.



Alex mumbled, rolling closer.

“Babe? You okay?”

“Yeah,” she whispered, voice husky. “Work bullshit.”

She slipped a hand between her legs under the covers, fingers gliding through her slick folds, circling her clit once—just once—before pulling away.



The key was under the mat.
The cottage was empty.
And Marcus knew exactly what she tasted like when she came.

She closed her eyes, thighs trembling.

Alex can never know.

But tomorrow?

She might just drive to Circle C alone.

_________________________________________________________________________________

If Hotwife Gets Blacked, Husband’s Friend Gets Cuckolded made you purr like Sonia…
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