
        
            
                
            
        

    
Hotwife Takes a Second Bull

(Anna’s Secrets. Vol.2)

Clever Wife Turns Husband’s Friend into Her Second Bull

Deep Inside

Copyright © 2026 by Deep Inside. 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

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

Chapter 1

The apartment was still warm from dinner. The smell of garlic, herbs, and olive oil lingered in the air. Plates sat stacked in the sink while the dishwasher hummed softly. Outside, city traffic murmured through the tall windows. The downtown skyline sparkled like diamonds against the black sky, casting a soft golden glow into the living room.

Sean lounged on the big sectional couch, sinking deep into the gray cushions. His legs were stretched out, one foot resting on the ottoman. He held a half-full glass of red wine and swirled it slowly, watching the deep crimson liquid catch the light from the floor lamp.

Anna walked toward him barefoot. Her silver anklets jingled lightly with every step. She wore her favorite post-dinner outfit — a loose ivory silk camisole and soft black lounge shorts. The thin camisole draped over her full breasts with no bra underneath. Her nipples were already slightly hard from the cool air, pressing visibly against the fabric. Her long dark hair fell in soft waves over one shoulder, carrying the sweet scent of jasmine and vanilla mixed with her own skin.

She carried a full glass of wine and settled beside him on the couch. Her warm thigh brushed against his jeans. She tucked her legs under her, and the anklets clinked again. Sean felt a familiar twitch in his groin. Those anklets had become his trigger — they always reminded him of the sound they made during sex.

Anna took a slow sip.

“Mmm, this is perfect after that meal,” she said softly. “You were quiet during dessert. Everything okay?”

Sean set his glass down and turned to her. He traced his fingers along her knee, feeling her smooth skin.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” he replied, his voice low and teasing. “Just thinking about last week. The night with Dylan.”

Anna’s cheeks flushed pink. The color spread down her neck to the tops of her breasts. She shifted, pressing her thighs together. A warm ache started between her legs. She took another sip of wine.
“Oh?” Her voice came out breathy. “We’ve already talked about it.”

Sean leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear.
“You know exactly what I mean.”

His hand slid higher up her thigh.
“How you pretended not to know it was him. Blindfolded. Wrists bound. Legs spread wide while Dylan slid his fingers into your soaked pussy.”

Anna’s heart raced. The memory washed over her — Dylan’s thicker cock stretching her, different from Sean’s. She had known halfway through but kept going anyway.
“Sean…” she whispered, her voice shaking with shame and excitement. “I did know. His hands were rougher. His scent was earthier. But I didn’t stop. It felt so wrong… so filthy. His tongue pushing inside me, licking my clit like he was starving.”

She bit her lower lip. Fresh wetness soaked into her shorts.

Sean’s cock grew fully hard in his jeans. He could already smell her arousal — sweet and tangy. His fingers moved higher, brushing the edge of her shorts.
“Tell me more,” he growled.

He cupped her breast through the silk, thumb circling her stiff nipple.
“How you moaned my name at first… then let him fuck you anyway. His thick, veined cock stretching your tight pussy.”

Anna arched her back into his touch. The camisole rode up, exposing her soft belly and the silver ring in her navel.
“Yes,” she breathed. “He went so deep. When he came inside me… twice, no condom. The thought scared me, but it made me so wet. So fucking aroused.”

She guided his hand higher, her fingers trembling. Her anklets tinkled as she parted her legs a little more.

Sean slipped his fingers under her shorts and found her dripping.
“You loved the risk,” he whispered, voice thick with jealousy and lust. “His seed filling you. Maybe breeding you. My wife carrying another man’s baby.”

He pinched her nipple gently, making her whimper. Then he kissed her, deep and hungry, tongues sliding together.

Anna kissed him back eagerly. She reached down, opened his jeans, and freed his cock. It sprang out, hard and leaking precum. She stroked him slowly while he pushed two fingers inside her wet heat.

“Tease me more,” she whispered, lowering her mouth to his cock. She licked the head, tasting the salty precum, then took him in, sucking gently.

Sean groaned. His fingers pumped deeper.
“Next time with Mark… that tall, muscular, soft-spoken guy. You’d wear something slutty — low-cut dress, anklets jingling. He’d bend you over and slide into your dripping pussy while I watch. Then fill you again. Risking everything.”

Anna moaned around his cock. Her hips rocked against his hand. She pulled off with a wet sound.
“I need you inside me. Fuck me while you keep talking about him.”

She climbed onto his lap and sank down slowly. His cock filled her in one smooth, wet glide.

They moved together in a slow, sensual rhythm.

Sean’s hands gripped her hips firmly as he guided her up and down his cock. Each deep thrust filled her completely, stretching her slick walls. Anna rolled her hips in deliberate circles, grinding her swollen clit against his pubic bone with every downward motion. Her silver anklets jingled softly at first, then louder — a rhythmic, tinkling soundtrack that filled the quiet room.

“Mark would pin you down,” Sean grunted, thrusting up harder, his voice rough with lust. “His bigger frame holding you in place. You’d moan his name by accident while your pussy clenches around him, greedy for every inch.”

Anna’s breathing quickened. She rode him faster now, her full breasts bouncing with each movement, nipples dragging against his chest through his shirt. Sweat began to slick their skin, making their bodies slide together hotter and easier. The pressure built low in her belly — a tight, coiling heat that grew more intense with every thrust.

“Sean… I’m close,” she gasped, her voice breaking.

“Cum for me,” he growled, gripping her ass tighter and driving up into her. “Think about Mark filling you. His thick cock breeding you while I watch.”

That pushed her over the edge. Anna came hard, her pussy pulsing and fluttering wildly around his cock. Strong rhythmic spasms milked him as a fresh gush of wetness soaked his shaft and balls. She cried out his name, loud and broken, her body shaking. Her anklets rang wildly through the room, the frantic jingling echoing off the walls.

Sean followed seconds later. His hips stuttered, thrusting deep as his cock throbbed violently inside her. He groaned long and low, spilling hot pulses of cum deep into her pulsing heat. Rope after rope mixed with her wetness, overflowing and leaking out around his shaft.

They collapsed together, chests heaving, bodies slick with sweat. Anna’s head fell to his shoulder as she tried to catch her breath. She nuzzled his neck, lips brushing his damp skin, and whispered with a tired, teasing smile,

“Fingers crossed for Mark… and legs uncrossed.”

Chapter 2

The apartment still carried the rich, musky scent of their recent sex. Anna’s wetness and Sean’s cum had soaked into the couch cushions. Her black lounge shorts lay crumpled on the floor, the crotch dark and shiny. City lights twinkled through the tall windows, throwing long shadows across the room.

Sean sat deeper in the couch, jeans zipped but unbuttoned. His cock rested soft and sensitive against his thigh, still warm from Anna’s mouth and pussy. He could still taste her on his lips.

Anna moved slowly through the kitchen, barefoot. Her silver anklets jingled with every step. She had pulled her shorts back on, but the damp fabric clung to her swollen pussy. Her ivory silk camisole was rumpled, one strap fallen off her shoulder, exposing the full curve of her left breast. The nipple stayed hard and glistening with sweat. Her dark hair was messy, strands stuck to her neck. The jasmine-vanilla perfume now mixed with the raw smell of sex.

She picked up the wine bottle and poured two fresh glasses.
“Refill?” she asked, her voice husky from all the moaning.

She walked back, hips swaying gently. The anklets chimed again. With every step, her thighs rubbed together, sparking her still-sensitive clit. She could feel their mixed cum leaking out of her, warm and sticky inside the shorts.

She handed Sean his glass. Their fingers brushed. Sean let his thumb linger on her knuckle. He sipped slowly, eyes locked on her exposed breast. Her nipple tightened even more under his gaze.

“Thanks,” he said. He set the glass down and rested his hand on her knee.
“That was intense earlier. Talking about Dylan got you so wet. Wetter than usual.”

Anna’s cheeks flushed hotter. She took a longer sip of wine.
“Yeah… it did,” she admitted softly. “Reliving it. Pretending I didn’t know it was him. The way you described his cock sliding inside me… cumming deep. The risk.”

Her pussy throbbed again. Fresh wetness seeped out.

Sean’s cock stirred and began to harden. He could smell her new arousal. His hand slid higher up her thigh, thumb drawing slow circles.
“You loved pretending,” he said, voice low and rough. “Moaning my name at first, then letting him fuck you anyway. His thicker cock stretching your tight pussy. Flooding you twice. What if it stuck, Anna? My wife bred by my best friend.”

Anna’s breath caught.
“It was so wrong,” she whispered. “Feeling him pulse inside me, his cum leaking out. The thought of getting pregnant scared me… but it made me cum harder than ever.”

She guided his hand higher. Her anklets jingled as she opened her legs.

Right then, her phone buzzed on the coffee table. Mark’s name lit up the screen.

Anna’s eyes widened.
“It’s him,” she breathed.

She answered and turned on speaker.
“Hey, Mark.”

Mark’s soft, gentle voice came through.
“Hey, Anna. Hope I’m not catching you at a bad time.”

Sean’s hand didn’t stop. His fingers slipped under her shorts and brushed her bare, dripping pussy.

“Not at all,” Anna replied, her voice dropping lower as Sean touched her. “We’re just relaxing with some wine. What’s up?”

Mark told them about his work trip. He would be in town next Friday evening and wanted to grab drinks. Then he hesitated and opened up.
“Things with Sarah have been rough. She’s not responsive in bed anymore. It feels like a chore. I feel like I’m starving.”

Anna’s pussy clenched hard around Sean’s finger. A fresh rush of wetness coated his hand.
“Oh, Mark… that sounds tough,” she said, sounding sympathetic but husky. “You deserve better. You’ve always had this quiet intensity. Makes a girl wonder what you’re like when you let loose.”

Sean’s cock throbbed. He pushed a finger deeper, then added another, curling them slowly. Anna bit her lip to stay quiet.

Mark chuckled softly.
“Friday at your place first? Then we can go out?”

“Absolutely,” Anna purred. “Come over. Stay as long as you want. Crash here if it gets late.”

She looked at Sean, eyes dark with lust. Her pussy squeezed around his fingers.

The call ended. Anna put the phone down, breathing fast.
“God, Sean… he’s really coming here.”

A wave of embarrassment hit her.
“During the night with Dylan, I kept moaning Mark’s name. Dylan heard it all. What if he thinks I’m a slut?”

Sean added a third finger, stretching her slowly.
“Shh. It’s hot,” he murmured.

His thumb found her swollen clit and circled it.
“You moaned another man’s name while his best friend fucked you. Turns me on knowing you wanted Mark even then.”

Anna’s head fell back against the couch. Her breasts heaved. The camisole slipped further, fully exposing one nipple.
“I’ve always had a crush on him,” she confessed, voice shaky. “Tall, muscular, that thick beard. I’ve imagined it scratching my thighs while he eats me out. Soft-spoken but intense. I’m embarrassed… but so excited.”

Her hand rubbed Sean’s hard cock through his jeans.

They kept touching each other while they planned Friday. Anna would wear her new deep-blue silk dress — plunging neckline, no bra, thin straps that could slip off easily. Silver anklets jingling with every step. Candlelit dinner. Gentle teasing. Her foot brushing his leg under the table.

The dirty talk grew hotter. Sean described Mark bending her over, fucking her raw while he watched. Anna stroked him faster. Her hips rocked against his fingers.

“Imagine his beard between your legs,” Sean growled against her neck. “His tongue pushing inside you. Then pinning you down, no condom, filling you deep while I stroke myself and watch.”

Anna trembled. The fantasy pushed her over. Her body tensed, back arching. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers in strong, rhythmic pulses.
“Sean—fuck—yes!” she cried.

Her anklets jingled wildly as her legs shook.

Sean groaned and came seconds later. Thick ropes of cum spilled over her hand and dripped onto her thigh.

They collapsed together, sweaty and breathing hard. Sean’s fingers stayed lazily inside her, feeling the little aftershocks.

Anna rested her head on his shoulder and whispered,
“I can’t wait to see how he looks at me… knowing what we might let happen.”

Sean kissed her temple, his cock still twitching at the thought.


Chapter 3

The days after Mark’s phone call passed in a slow, heated haze. The apartment felt smaller and more electric, as if the walls had soaked up every dirty word they had whispered and now breathed it back at them.

It was Tuesday.

Sean left for work early, kissing Anna long and deep. His hand squeezed her ass through her robe before he walked out, leaving the faint woody scent of his cologne behind.

Anna stood in the kitchen, barefoot on the cool tile floor. She sipped her morning coffee, letting the bitter warmth spread through her. The silver anklets around her ankles jingled softly whenever she shifted. They reminded her of the frantic night on the couch after the call — how they had rung wildly while Sean’s fingers fucked her and she pictured Mark’s thick beard scraping her inner thighs.

Her mind kept drifting back to Sean’s low, growling voice describing Mark: tall, muscular, that quiet charm hiding something much deeper.

Guilt twisted in her chest.

She had already crossed that line with Dylan… and she hadn’t stopped.
She was a married woman.

Yet here she was, already wet and aching at the thought of her husband’s friend visiting in just a few days.

The guilt never lasted long.

Lust always swallowed it.

Her nipples tightened against the soft robe with every breath, sending little sparks straight to her core.

Friday still felt both too close and too far away. Three more days of this sweet, restless tension. Her body felt alive and needy. Every time she remembered Mark’s hesitant confession about his unresponsive wife, her pussy throbbed. She kept wondering what it would feel like to be the one who finally woke him up. To feel his stronger, rougher hands all over her skin.

By Wednesday the ache had become unbearable.

Anna decided to go shopping for the dress they had fantasized about.

Her heart beat faster as she stepped into the busy downtown streets. She wore a simple floral sundress. The light cotton hem fluttered against her thighs with every step. She wore nothing underneath. The warm breeze kept brushing her bare pussy, making her feel deliciously wicked and exposed. Her anklets jingled with each stride, drawing a few lingering glances from people on the sidewalk.

The city air was thick with car exhaust and the smell of street food, but underneath it all she felt her own growing wetness. Her clit throbbed gently.

Guilt tried to creep in — Are you really doing this? Planning to tease your husband’s friend? — but the lust pushed back harder.

Her favorite boutique on 14th Street welcomed her with soft lighting and exposed brick walls. The bell above the door tinkled as she entered. Cool air conditioning rushed over her, making her nipples stiffen against the thin sundress. The sweet scent of sandalwood and vanilla candles filled the air.

The sales associate smiled.
“Welcome back, Anna. Looking for something special?”

Anna felt her cheeks warm.
“Yes. Something stunning for a dinner at home. Deep blue silk, plunging neckline, sleeveless.”

In the dressing room, surrounded by mirrors on three sides, Anna slipped off her sundress.

She stood completely naked except for the anklets.

The cool air raised goosebumps across her skin. Her full breasts rose and fell with quick breaths. Her chocolate-pink nipples tightened into hard peaks. She turned slowly, admiring the smooth curve of her neck, her firm 34B breasts, and the soft swell of her belly with its silver ring.

Her eyes moved lower.

Her trimmed dark curls framed plump pussy lips that were already slightly parted and glistening. A faint, sweet-tangy scent of her arousal rose in the small space.

She ran a hand down her stomach, then lower.

Her fingers brushed her swollen clit.

A shiver ran through her.

For a moment she dipped two fingers between her folds, feeling how hot and slick she was. The thought hit her again — she was shopping to seduce another man — but the lust felt stronger.

She tasted herself on her fingertip before reaching for the dress.

The deep blue silk slid over her body like cool liquid. It clung to every curve. Sleeveless, the high armholes showed off her smooth, freshly shaved armpits. The plunging neckline dove low between her breasts, stopping just above her navel. The thin fabric clearly hinted at her hard nipples. It hugged her ass tightly, the hem landing mid-thigh.

Every small movement made the silk brush her bare pussy, sending sparks through her clit.

She posed in the mirror, arching her back. The neckline gaped, showing more soft skin. Wetness trickled slowly down her inner thigh.

She tried on two other dresses — a safe crimson wrap and an elegant navy satin — but the blue one was perfect. It made her feel powerful, sexy, and shamelessly desired.

She bought it.

Back at the apartment, she hung the shimmering blue silk on the closet door. It caught the afternoon light like liquid midnight.

That evening, Sean came home. The door clicked shut behind him.

He found Anna standing naked in front of the full-length mirror, admiring herself as the sun set and painted her skin golden. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath. Her nipples stood out dark and erect. Her trimmed pussy looked puffy and faintly glistening. The silver anklets gleamed on her ankles.

“Jesus, Anna,” he murmured, voice rough with instant hunger.

His cock stirred in his pants.

He stepped behind her, hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh. His breath felt hot on her neck.
“You look fucking incredible.”

She leaned back into him, pressing her bare ass against his growing bulge. The rough denim felt good against her skin.
“The dress is ready,” she whispered, voice husky. Her anklets jingled as she ground against him.
“Deep blue silk. Plunging neckline. Ass-hugging. Sleeveless, so he’ll see my smooth armpits.”

Guilt flashed through her for a second, but lust burned hotter. Her pussy clenched, leaking fresh wetness down her thigh.

Sean helped her into the dress. His hands trembled slightly as he pulled the cool silk over her head. He adjusted the thin straps, then cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples through the fabric until they poked out stiffly.

“No bra,” he growled, pinching them lightly.

She gasped and arched her back.

The dress hugged her ass like a second skin. The deep neckline framed the valley between her breasts beautifully. Her armpits looked soft, smooth, and inviting.

They stood together, his hands roaming over her body while they talked about boundaries. He slipped his fingers under the hem and teased her through the silk, describing more dirty fantasies. Anna moaned softly, hips rocking against his hand.

“If things escalate… I want to pretend again,” she breathed.

The tension kept rising until she finally whispered:

“What if he stays over?”

They stayed like that, breathing hard, the air thick with promise.

Both of them knew Friday was going to push them into something new and dangerous.


Chapter 4

Friday evening settled over the apartment with a quiet, electric tension. Outside the tall windows, the city shifted from bright afternoon sun to soft amber twilight. Cool air flowed steadily from the AC vents, carrying the fresh citrus scent of lemon cleaner Anna had used earlier. Beneath that, the space was filled with warmer layers — her jasmine-vanilla perfume mixed with the rich, savory aroma of dinner. Salmon simmered on the stove in a lemon-herb butter sauce, bubbles popping softly. Asparagus roasted in the oven, glistening with oil and crackling as the tips crisped.

Sean paced slowly across the living room rug, barefoot. His feet sank into the plush fibers. He wore a black button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up, showing his toned forearms. His heart beat hard and steady. A mix of jealousy and raw arousal ran through him with every beat. This was his wife he had invited Mark over to see — possibly to touch. Guilt gnawed at the edges, but the lust burned much hotter. His balls felt heavy. He kept imagining Anna’s moans and her anklets jingling under another man.

Anna stepped out of the bedroom. The door creaked softly. She moved with slow, deliberate grace, bare feet padding across the hardwood. Her silver anklets chimed lightly with every step — a clear, melodic sound that went straight to Sean’s groin.

The deep blue silk dress looked incredible on her. It clung to her body like liquid, shimmering under the lights with every movement. Sleeveless, the high armholes showed off her smooth, freshly shaved armpits. The plunging neckline dove low between her full breasts, the thin silk hinting at her chocolate-pink nipples. No bra underneath. The dress hugged her ass tightly, the hem stopping at mid-thigh and riding up slightly as she walked, flashing the smooth skin beneath. She had skipped panties completely. The cool air teased her bare pussy with every step.

She paused in front of the full-length mirror in the hall and turned slowly, admiring herself. Her long dark hair fell in loose waves over one shoulder. Smoky eyes and deep red lips gave her a sultry look.  Her oxidized silver jewelry glinted softly against her skin, drawing the eye to every movement.  She could already feel her pussy lips rubbing together, growing slick with nervous excitement.  She was dressed like this for Mark, her husband’s friend. The thought alone made her clit throb gently.

“You look like pure temptation,” Sean said, voice low and rough. He stepped behind her and placed his hands on her hips. The silk felt cool and smooth under his palms. He pressed closer, letting his semi-hard cock nestle against her ass through his jeans. “Mark won’t be able to keep his eyes off you. That plunging neckline… your nipples already hard. And those smooth armpits — they look like an invitation to lick the sweat from them later.”

Anna shivered. Her anklets jingled as she leaned back into him, grinding her ass subtly against his growing bulge. “Mmm,” she murmured, eyes meeting his in the mirror. “I can feel you getting hard already.” A fresh trickle of wetness coated her inner lips. “Thinking about him staring… maybe more.”

The doorbell buzzed sharply, cutting through the tension. Anna’s heart leaped, the flutter shooting straight down to her clit. Sean’s hands tightened on her hips for a moment, fingers digging in possessively, before he let go with a reluctant groan. He adjusted himself quickly. “That’s him.”

Anna smoothed her dress one last time. The silk whispered against her skin. Her anklets tinkled as she walked to the door, thighs rubbing together, her bare pussy growing wetter with every step.

She opened the door.

Mark stood there — tall at 6’2”, his muscular frame filling the doorway. He wore dark jeans that hugged his thick thighs and a fitted gray Henley shirt stretched across his broad chest and shoulders. His sleeves were pushed up, showing strong forearms dusted with dark hair. His thick, neatly trimmed beard framed his jaw. His soft brown eyes lit up with a warm smile.

“Anna,” he said, voice deep and soft-spoken. He stepped forward without hesitation and pulled her into a hug.

The embrace lingered. His strong arms wrapped around her waist and pulled her close. His muscular chest pressed firmly against her breasts, her nipples hardening instantly against him. His beard brushed her cheek, the coarse hairs tickling her skin and sending a shiver down her spine. His sandalwood-and-citrus cologne mixed with her jasmine-vanilla perfume in a heady cloud. She felt the firmness of his abs against her belly and the subtle brush of his bulge against her thigh. Her pussy clenched hard. A fresh gush of wetness coated her folds.

Guilt surged through her, but the raw lust burned hotter.

Sean watched from the hallway. His cock hardened fully, straining painfully against his jeans. Jealousy flared hot in his chest as he saw Mark’s hands rest low on her waist, fingers spreading over the curve of her silk-covered ass. But that jealousy twisted quickly into sharp arousal.

“Mark, good to see you, man,” he said, stepping forward and clapping him on the back, feeling the solid muscle there.

Mark pulled back slowly. His eyes dropped to Anna’s deep neckline, watching her breasts rise and fall with quick breaths.

“You too, Sean. And Anna… you look stunning.”

His voice carried a deeper, warmer note. His beard twitched with his smile as his gaze lingered on her exposed armpits when she lifted an arm to tuck her hair behind her ear.

“Come in,” Anna said, her voice husky. She stepped aside. Her anklets tinkled. The dress rode up her thighs as she moved, showing more smooth skin.

Sean led them into the living room. The savory scent of the salmon grew stronger — buttery, lemony, mouthwatering.

“Drinks first?” he asked, heading to the bar cart. Ice clinked in glasses as he poured mezcal old fashioneds. The orange twists added a sharp citrus zest to the air.

They settled down. Mark took the armchair, his muscular legs spreading casually, jeans tight across his thighs. Anna sat on the couch and crossed her legs slowly. The dress hem rose higher. Her anklets jingled. The silk shifted, showing more cleavage and the smooth hollows of her armpits. Sean handed Mark his drink.

“To old friends,” Sean toasted.

The glasses clinked crisply.

Over drinks, conversation flowed easily back to their university days. Laughter started light and grew warmer. Mark’s soft-spoken voice shared old prank stories, his thick beard moving as he spoke, eyes crinkling at the corners.

“You two always had that perfect vibe,” he said, a clear note of envy in his tone. He sipped his drink, the liquid cool on his lips. “Sean’s got the dream life — with you, Anna.”

His gaze dropped again to her breasts. The plunging neckline gaped as she leaned forward. Her nipples hardened visibly under his stare, tenting the thin silk.

Anna leaned in with genuine interest.

“Tell me more about Sarah… it sounds hard.”

Her voice stayed sympathetic but carried a husky edge that betrayed her growing arousal. She leaned forward slightly while laughing at one of Mark’s jokes, letting her fingers rest on his arm a moment longer than necessary. The touch lingered, her soft, manicured hand warm against his skin.

As she did, her deep blue dress shifted higher up her thigh, the silk whispering against her skin. She uncrossed her legs slowly and deliberately, then recrossed them the other way. The movement caused her bare pussy lips to rub together slickly, sending a fresh spark of heat through her core. She was getting wetter by the minute.

The alcohol had brought a pleasant, light buzz that relaxed everyone’s shoulders and loosened their smiles. Anna took another slow sip of the smoky mezcal. The liquid burned warmly down her throat and spread a golden heat through her veins, making her skin tingle and her inhibitions melt away just a little more.

What started as subtle flirting grew steadily bolder. Her hand returned to Mark’s arm again and again, resting there longer each time. Shared laughter came easier, richer, more intimate. Their eyes held contact a fraction longer than normal. Mark’s gaze kept drifting down to the deep plunge of her neckline, to the way her hard nipples pressed visibly against the thin silk whenever she laughed or leaned in. Anna noticed every glance and felt a fresh rush of wetness between her thighs.

Sean’s cock throbbed steadily in his jeans, painfully hard now. He watched it all with dark, hungry eyes — the way Mark stared at Anna’s breasts, the subtle way her dress rode higher with every shift, and especially how Mark’s attention followed every delicate jingle of her silver anklets. The jealousy burned hot in his chest, but it only fueled the fire lower down.

The air in the room felt thick, charged, and heavy with raw, unspoken promise. Every glance, every lingering touch, every soft laugh seemed to pull them closer to the edge of something dangerous and thrilling.


Chapter 5

The group moved from the living room to the dinner table slowly. The air felt thicker now, warm and charged, as if the tension between the three of them had thickened like fog. The AC still hummed softly, but it could not cool the rising heat in the room. City lights sparkled through the tall windows like distant stars.

Anna led the way, barefoot. Her silver anklets jingled lightly with every step. The deep blue silk dress clung to her body, whispering against her skin. It hugged her ass tightly. The hem rode up slightly as she walked, showing more of her smooth thighs. Sleeveless, it revealed her soft, shaved armpits. The plunging neckline framed her full breasts, the thin fabric hinting at her hard nipples. No bra, no panties. Cool air brushed her bare pussy with every movement, keeping her wet and sensitive.

She carried the platter of salmon to the table. The fish looked perfect — skin crispy and golden, flesh flaky and tender, covered in glossy lemon-herb butter sauce. Steam rose in fragrant waves: bright citrus, rich butter, and fresh herbs. Roasted asparagus sat beside it in neat bundles, tips charred and glistening with olive oil.

Mark followed close behind her. His tall 6’2” frame moved with quiet confidence. His gray Henley stretched across his broad chest and shoulders. His dark jeans hugged his thick thighs. His trimmed beard twitched as he smiled. His eyes stayed on the way the silk dress clung to Anna’s ass and hips. He pulled out a chair for her.

“After you, Anna.”

As he leaned in, his sandalwood-and-citrus cologne wrapped around her. Anna’s pussy tingled. Fresh wetness formed between her folds.

Sean watched everything from the head of the table. His jeans felt tight over his growing bulge. Jealousy coiled in his stomach as he saw Mark’s eyes tracing Anna’s curves, but that jealousy only made his cock harder.

“Dig in,” he said, voice steady but tense.

He served the salmon. Steam rose with a fresh burst of lemon scent.

They settled into their seats. Chairs creaked under their weight, especially under Mark’s muscular frame. Anna crossed her legs slowly. The dress hem slid higher up her thigh. Her anklets jingled. She uncrossed and recrossed them on purpose, pressing her thighs together. Her bare pussy lips rubbed slickly. Warm wetness seeped onto the leather seat beneath her.

The first bites were quiet. The salmon melted on the tongue, rich and tangy. The asparagus snapped with a fresh, earthy crunch. Mark chewed slowly, his beard moving.

“This is incredible, Anna,” he said warmly. “You’ve really outdone yourself.”

His eyes kept drifting to her deep neckline and the clear outline of her hard nipples through the silk.

Conversation started light — funny university stories, old pranks, late-night memories. Laughter came easily. They refilled their wine glasses. The bold Cabernet spread warmth through their bodies. As the wine worked, the talk grew deeper.

Mark’s soft-spoken voice turned more honest.

“You two seem so in sync,” he said, envy clear in his tone. His beard twitched with a small, rueful smile. “Sarah and I… it’s not like that anymore. Sex feels like a duty to her now. Quick, mechanical, no passion. I try, but she’s completely unresponsive. It’s been months since it felt real.”

Anna’s heart twisted with empathy. Her pussy clenched at his raw confession. Fresh wetness trickled down her inner thigh. She leaned forward, her neckline gaping wider, nipples pressing obviously against the thin silk.

“Oh, Mark,” she said softly, her voice husky and warm.

She reached across the table and touched his hand, letting her fingers linger on his rough knuckles.

“That sounds really difficult. You deserve someone who wants you just as badly. Someone who craves the connection, the effort, the spark. You’re such a good man — you should have a partner who matches your energy.”

Sean listened quietly. His cock throbbed hard in his jeans. He watched Mark’s hungry eyes on Anna’s breasts and felt a sharp rush of jealousy mixed with intense arousal. Under the table, his hand brushed Anna’s thigh, fingers tracing her warm, smooth skin.

After dinner, as they cleared the plates with soft clinks, Mark stood up.

“I should probably head back to the hotel,” he said.

“No way,” Sean replied quickly, voice rough. “It’s late, you’ve had wine, and the hotel is too far. Stay over. The guest room is already ready.”

Anna touched Mark’s arm again, her hand warm and lingering.

“Stay,” she echoed, voice husky.

Her nipples stood out clearly against the silk. Mark’s eyes dropped to them.

Just then, the lights flickered. The bulbs dimmed with a low electric buzz, then came back. The AC stuttered. A few minutes later, the power went out completely. Total darkness swallowed the apartment. Only faint city light filtered through the windows.

“Fuck,” Sean muttered in the dark.

He tightened his grip on Anna’s thigh. Mark stood up, his chair scraping loudly. Sweat started forming on their skin as the room grew warmer without the AC.

Sean grabbed his phone. The blue glow lit their faces.

“Looks like a fault in the building’s power line. Most of the building is out… but the master bedroom AC is still running on a different circuit.”

The words hung heavy in the darkness.

Mark shifted uncomfortably. “I should probably head back…”

Sean insisted, “No chance. Stay. If the guest room gets too hot, there’s plenty of space in our room with the AC.”

Anna’s breath caught. Her anklets jingled softly as she moved toward the bedroom in the dark, one hand trailing along the wall.

“Yeah, stay,” she said, voice low and husky.

Her pussy throbbed at the idea. Fresh wetness trickled down her thigh.

In the master bedroom, the AC hummed steadily, creating a cool, crisp oasis. The king bed had fresh white sheets. Anna slipped into the bathroom, leaving the door slightly ajar. Using her phone’s flashlight, she changed. She let the blue silk dress pool at her feet, then slid on a sheer black lace nightie. The thin fabric clung to her curves. The hem barely covered her thighs. No panties. Her full breasts were barely contained, nipples clearly visible. Her swollen, wet pussy felt completely exposed.

They got into bed. Sean lay in the middle. Anna curled against him, pretending to fall asleep quickly from the wine. Her sheer black lace nightie had already ridden up her thighs. One breast was nearly spilling out, the nipple dark and hard against the thin fabric. Between her legs, her pussy remained swollen and wet, aching with unspoken need.

Mark stood beside the bed for a moment, unsure. Then he climbed in on the far edge, keeping as much space as possible. His muscular body looked tense even in the dim light. The sheets shifted as he lay down, his broad shoulders and thick arms clearly outlined. He stayed on his back, staring at the ceiling, breathing carefully.

Later, Mark got up and stepped onto the balcony for fresh air. Sean joined him briefly. They talked quietly about old university memories while the city hummed far below.

Sean “dozed off” on the balcony chair on purpose. His heart pounded. Guilt sat heavy in his chest, but lust felt much stronger. He stayed outside longer than necessary, imagining what might happen in the cool, dark bedroom.

Inside, Mark and Anna were now alone. The AC hummed softly. Thick tension filled the air. Anna’s sheer nightie had shifted, her breasts nearly spilling out. Her pussy stayed wet and aching. Her anklets lay silent on her ankles… but ready to ring again at any moment.

After a while, Mark sighed quietly and got up.

“I need some air,” he muttered.

He slid open the balcony door with a soft whoosh and stepped outside.

Sean waited a few moments, then followed him. The two men stood on the balcony, leaning on the railing. Warm night air brushed their faces. The city hummed far below with distant traffic and lights. They talked quietly about old university days — stupid pranks, late-night parties, wild stories from their past. Their voices stayed low, almost whispers.

Sean pretended to grow sleepy. He settled into one of the balcony chairs, stretching his legs.

“I’ll just rest my eyes for a bit,” he said casually.

Inside, his heart pounded hard. Guilt sat heavy in his chest, thick and uncomfortable. But the lust felt much stronger. He stayed outside longer than necessary, eyes half-closed, imagining exactly what might happen in the cool, dark bedroom behind him.

Inside the room, Mark eventually came back in from the balcony. He closed the sliding door softly. Now it was just him and Anna.

The AC continued its steady hum. The cool air moved over Anna’s skin, making her nipples tighten even more. Her sheer nightie had shifted higher while she “slept.” One full breast was almost completely exposed. The lace barely covered her other nipple. Her legs were slightly parted. Her bare, swollen pussy lips glistened faintly in the low city light coming through the windows. A thin trickle of wetness had already run down her inner thigh.

Mark stood beside the bed for a long moment, completely still, looking down at Anna in the dim city light filtering through the windows.

His chest rose and fell with heavier breaths now, each one deeper and more ragged than the last. The front of his boxers was stretched tight, showing a clear, thick bulge where his cock strained against the fabric, the outline unmistakable and heavy.

Tension filled the room like electricity — thick, crackling, and impossible to ignore.

Anna kept her eyes closed, pretending to sleep, but every nerve in her body was wide awake and screaming with anticipation. Her heart hammered in her chest. Her skin felt flushed and overly sensitive.

Between her slightly parted thighs, her clit throbbed steadily, swollen and aching for touch. Her bare pussy clenched rhythmically, leaking fresh wetness that slowly trickled down toward the sheets. The sheer black nightie had ridden up almost to her waist, leaving her completely exposed.

Her anklets lay silent on her ankles for now… but they were ready to jingle again at any moment.


Chapter 6

The clock on the nightstand glowed a faint green in the heavy darkness of the apartment, reading 2:17 AM.

Sean stirred on the couch in the living room. His body felt heavy and sore from the long, chaotic evening dealing with the storm and power outage.  Power had finally returned; he could hear the refrigerator humming back to life in the kitchen. But the lights stayed off,  leaving the entire apartment wrapped in thick, inky blackness, broken only by the faint glow of city lights through the curtains.

Sean rubbed his gritty eyes and sat up slowly. The couch cushions creaked under him. His mouth tasted stale from old coffee. A chill clung to his skin. The air smelled faintly humid, carrying the sharp metallic tang left behind by the power outage. Rain tapped softly against the windows.

He glanced toward the bedroom door, which stood slightly ajar. Earlier, when the power first went out, they had all crowded into the bedroom together. He had eventually excused himself to the couch to give them space. Now curiosity — mixed with a vague sense of unease — pulled him forward.

He swung his legs off the couch and padded silently toward the bedroom, socks muffling his steps. His heart beat faster than it should. He stopped at the door and peeked through the narrow crack instead of entering.

Inside, the room was a sea of shadows. Mark lay rigid on the far side of the bed, eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling. Tension showed in his clenched jaw. His chest rose and fell in uneven, frustrated breaths. One hand gripped the sheet tightly, knuckles pale. He looked wired, almost haunted, his eyes darting occasionally toward the figure beside him.

Anna appeared to be asleep. She lay curled on her side, breathing slow and steady. Her dark hair spilled across the pillow like silk. Sean felt a strange twist in his chest — protectiveness, jealousy, something he couldn’t quite name. He watched for another moment, then quietly stepped back. Whatever was bothering Mark could wait until morning. He returned to the couch, but sleep refused to come. His mind kept replaying the day’s frustrations.

Little did Sean know, in that shadowed bedroom the air had already grown thick with something far more dangerous.

Anna’s eyes snapped open in the total darkness. Her heart pounded from a fading dream of crashing waves pulling her under. Power had returned — she could hear faint electronic buzzing — but the lights remained off. The room stayed pitch black.

She lay still, trying to orient herself. The sheets felt tangled around her legs, slightly sticky with sweat on her lower back. The air was warm and heavy, scented with sleep-warmed bodies and the woody-citrus trace of Sean’s cologne.

Beside her, she sensed Mark. His breathing was ragged — short, frustrated huffs instead of deep sleep sounds. She remembered his earlier outburst, pacing the room and venting about the ruined vacation, the power outage, feeling trapped here. Poor Mark. He had seemed so wound up and frustrated. Sympathy washed over her, mixing with the lingering heat from her dream.

She shifted slightly on the mattress and reached out tentatively in the darkness. Her fingers brushed a firm, warm arm. She assumed it was Sean. But Sean had gone to the couch… hadn’t he? The cologne was everywhere, clinging to the sheets. In the complete blackness, her half-asleep mind convinced her that Sean had quietly slipped back into bed. The thought sent a flutter of relief and desire through her chest.

She let her hand linger, tracing slowly up the arm to the shoulder. The body beside her tensed but didn’t pull away. Emboldened by sympathy for Mark’s frustration — now projected onto this familiar-scented form — she decided to offer comfort. Or maybe more. The air felt charged, electric with unspoken need.

Anna sat up slowly. The sheet slid down her body with a soft whisper. Goosebumps rose across her skin as the cooler air touched her. Her nipples tightened under the thin nightie. With deliberate, sensual movements, she hooked her fingers under the straps and peeled the nightie off inch by inch. The fabric glided over her shoulders, down her arms, and bunched at her waist before she lifted her hips and slipped it off completely. She was now fully naked in the darkness. Her full breasts felt heavy and free, nipples aching in the cool air. Heat pooled low in her belly.

She reached out again, found the hand she believed was Sean’s, and gently guided it to her breast. The palm felt rougher than usual, but she dismissed it. The moment his fingers made contact, a sharp jolt of pleasure ran through her. He cupped her breast firmly. His thumb brushed the soft underside, then circled her nipple slowly. It hardened instantly under his touch.

Anna arched into his hand and let out a soft, throaty sigh.
“Sean…” she whispered, voice husky with desire.

Mark’s heart slammed in his chest. He had been wide awake for hours, body rigid with frustration and growing lust. Now Anna had taken off her nightie and was guiding his hand to her bare breast. Her skin was warm and incredibly soft. He knew this was wrong — Sean was right outside — but the darkness hid everything. The cologne he had borrowed earlier had completely fooled her. He could have stopped. Instead, he cupped her breast more possessively, fingers digging in just enough to feel the supple give. His thumb teased her nipple, rolling and pinching gently until it stood out like a hard peak.

Anna moaned softly. The touch felt hungry and insistent. She guided his other hand to her second breast. Both were now being kneaded and worshipped. Pleasure rolled through her in warm waves. Her pussy grew slick and aching.

Mark’s cock throbbed painfully against the sheets. Quietly, he kicked off his boxers. Heart racing, he leaned down and kissed her ankle. The delicate silver anklet jingled softly as he lifted her foot. He sucked her big toe into his mouth, tongue swirling around it, tasting the faint salt of her skin and vanilla lotion. The anklet chimed with every movement. He moved to the next toe, sucking harder, teeth grazing lightly. Anna gasped.

His mouth trailed slowly up her calf, licking and nipping. Her skin tasted warm and slightly salty. He pushed her legs wider apart. His tongue moved higher, hot and insistent, until he reached her inner thighs. He could smell her arousal — rich, musky, and sweet.

Anna’s mind spun. The rhythm felt different — pushier, more aggressive than Sean’s usual gentle style. The shoulders felt broader. Doubt flickered, but the secret thrill only made her wetter.

Is it Mark?

The forbidden thought sent a fresh rush of heat through her core.

When his tongue finally reached her pussy, she knew for certain. It was Mark. But she didn’t stop him. She moaned “Sean” again, the lie making everything even filthier.  A wicked thrill shot through her — this was Mark tasting her, her husband’s best friend, and she loved every second of it. She spread her thighs wider and pushed her dripping pussy harder against his mouth, silently begging for more.

Mark licked her slowly at first, savoring every inch of her. His broad, warm tongue glided along her slick folds, parting the swollen lips with long, deliberate strokes. He tasted her fully — that rich, salty-sweet nectar with a subtle metallic tang that coated his tongue and made him groan deeply against her pussy. The low vibration buzzed straight through her swollen clit, sending sharp sparks of pleasure racing up her spine.

He licked from her entrance all the way to the hood in slow, hungry strokes, savoring her taste and the way her hips twitched under his mouth. Then he latched onto her clit, sucking it with a steady, rhythmic pull that made her gasp sharply. Anna’s hips bucked hard against his face. Her juices flowed freely now, coating his chin and dripping down his jaw in warm, slippery trails. He pushed his thick tongue inside her, fucking her with it in deep, thrusting motions while his strong hands gripped her thighs hard enough to leave marks on her soft skin.

The wet, obscene sounds filled the quiet room — loud slurping, filthy licking, and Anna’s soft, broken gasps. Her hands fisted the sheets tightly, knuckles turning white. Her toes curled hard, making her silver anklets jingle with every involuntary twitch. Guilt and lust warred violently inside her, but lust was winning by a landslide. The forbidden thrill of knowing it was Mark’s mouth devouring her only made her wetter.

Outside, Sean shifted on the couch, still completely unaware. The rain continued to tap steadily against the windows, masking the sinful noises coming from the bedroom.

Mark’s breath came in hot, heavy puffs against her inner thighs. He slid one large, rough hand under her ass, lifting her hips slightly for even better access. His tongue lashed her clit with fast, firm strokes — relentless and demanding. Then, without warning, he slowly pushed a thick finger deep inside her, curling it perfectly against her g-spot while his mouth kept working her swollen nub. The dual sensation was overwhelming.

Anna trembled on the edge, her entire body wound tight like a spring. She was so close — so painfully, desperately close — her thighs shaking, her pussy fluttering around his finger. But Mark slowed down deliberately, drawing it out, teasing her mercilessly. He kept her right on the brink, building the fire higher and higher until it became an unbearable, blazing inferno inside her.


Chapter 7

Anna's body trembled on the precipice, every nerve ending alight with unfulfilled need. The frustration boiled over, a hot, insistent ache that pulsed between her legs, her clit swollen and throbbing from Mark's relentless teasing. He'd pulled back just as the coil in her belly tightened to breaking point, his tongue and fingers abandoning her slick heat, leaving her gasping in the void.

The darkness pressed in, amplifying the betrayal of her own body—wet, open, desperate. She could feel the cool air kissing her exposed pussy, a stark contrast to the fiery slickness coating her inner thighs, her arousal dripping slowly onto the sheets below, forming a damp patch that grew with each frustrated twitch of her hips.

Her hand moved almost of its own accord, sliding down her sweat-slicked abdomen, the skin there taut and warm under her fingertips. She traced the curve of her mound, feeling the soft, trimmed curls matted with moisture, the heat radiating like a furnace. Her middle finger dipped into the folds, encountering the slippery evidence of her desire—thick, viscous fluid that strung between her fingers as she parted herself.

The touch was electric, a jolt that made her back arch off the bed, the sheets rustling softly beneath her. She circled her clit slowly at first, the nub hard and sensitive, each revolution sending sparks of pleasure radiating outward, but it wasn't enough. Not after the pushy intensity of his mouth. Frustration mingled with guilt—this was Mark, not Sean, and yet here she was, chasing release in the shadows of deception.

Mark watched—or rather, sensed—her movements in the impenetrable black, his own breath ragged, cock straining against nothing but air. The scent of her arousal filled the room, musky and potent, undercut by the fading cologne that had started this mess.

He could hear the wet sounds of her fingers working herself—schlick, schlick—a filthy symphony that made his balls tighten. Guilt clawed at him, sharp and insistent: Sean was out there, oblivious, his best friend. But the lust overpowered it, a raw, animal hunger that had him reaching out again, his hand brushing hers aside with gentle but firm insistence.

His fingers replaced hers, two thick digits sliding into her channel with excruciating slowness. The intrusion stretched her, the walls of her pussy gripping him greedily, hot and velvety, pulsing with each inch he claimed. He felt the ridges inside her, the spongy spot that made her gasp when he curled upward, pressing firmly.

The texture was exquisite—slick, yielding flesh that quivered around him. He pumped slowly, in and out, the motion deliberate, building the tension anew. His thumb found her clit, rubbing in tight circles, the pressure varying—light then firm, teasing the hood before direct contact that made her hips buck.

Anna's mind fractured under the assault, thoughts tumbling in a whirlwind of sensation and emotion. The fingers were rougher than Sean's, more insistent, coaxing her toward the edge with a pushiness that thrilled and terrified her. Guilt surged—this is betrayal, pure and filthy—but it twisted into fuel for her lust, the forbidden nature making every thrust of his fingers feel dirtier, more intense. Her breasts heaved with each breath, nipples tight peaks begging for attention, the air cool against them. She moaned low, “Sean... please,” the name a shield, a lie that hung heavy in the air, tasting bitter on her tongue even as it excited her.

Mark savored the way she clenched around him, her fluids coating his hand, warm and sticky, dripping down his wrist. He added a third finger, the stretch making her whimper, her body accommodating with a wet squelch. He twisted them, scissoring slightly to open her further, his thumb relentless on her clit.

The sounds were obscene—wet plunging, her ragged breaths, the distant rain pattering like an accomplice. He could feel her building, the tension in her muscles, the way her thighs trembled against his arm. Emotions warred within him: triumph at her surrender, guilt at the deception, lust that made his cock leak pre-cum onto the sheets.

The orgasm crept up on her slowly, agonizingly, each stroke of his fingers winding the spring tighter. Anna's toes curled, the anklet jingling faintly, a tinkling reminder of her vulnerability. Heat built in her core, spreading like wildfire through her veins, her skin flushing hot despite the room's chill. She chased it, hips grinding against his hand, the friction delicious, the pressure perfect.

Guilt flashed—what if Sean heard?—but it only heightened the rush, making her pussy flutter wildly. Then it hit, a wave crashing over her, her walls spasming around his fingers, gushing fluid that soaked his palm, hot and copious. She bit down on her lip to muffle the cry, tasting blood, her body convulsing in ecstatic surrender.

Waves of pleasure rolled through her, each contraction drawing out the bliss, her clit pulsing under his thumb as he milked her through it. The release was cathartic, leaving her limp and panting, but the aftershocks lingered, tiny sparks that made her twitch. Mark withdrew his fingers slowly, the wet slide audible, bringing them to his mouth to taste her essence—salty-sweet, tangy, addictive. His cock throbbed in response, hard and insistent, demanding attention.

Anna lay there for a moment, catching her breath, the air thick with the scent of sex—her release mingling with his sweat. But desire hadn't ebbed; it shifted, a new hunger blooming. She sat up slowly, the mattress creaking, and reached for him in the dark. Her hand found his thigh first, muscular and tense, then trailed upward to his cock.

The girth shocked her—much thicker than Sean's, or Dylan's from that fleeting college fling years ago. It was hard as steel, veined and pulsing under her fingers, the skin silky-smooth over the rigid core. Pre-cum coated the head, slick and warm, stringing between her fingers as she stroked experimentally.

She was aware now, fully, that this was Mark—his body unmistakable in its power. But the cologne still lingered on him, a cruel irony; perhaps he thought she still believed it was Sean. The thought twisted in her mind: he was playing along, silent, letting the deception deepen. She wished she could voice it—tell him how beautifully endowed he was, how the thickness made her mouth water, how it dwarfed the others in her memory. But she couldn't; the silence was part of the game, the risk. She yearned to switch on the light, to see it in full radiance—the veined shaft, the swollen head glistening—but the darkness protected them, hid the sin.

Lowering herself, she guided the tip to her lips, the heat of it searing against her mouth. The taste hit first—salty pre-cum, musky skin, a faint bitterness that made her salivate. She licked the slit slowly, collecting the bead of fluid, feeling it coat her tongue, thick and slippery. The texture was divine—the smooth glans giving way to the ridged corona, then the veiny shaft. She sucked the head in, her cheeks hollowing, the suction drawing out more pre-cum that she swallowed greedily. Her hand wrapped around the base, barely encircling the girth, pumping slowly as she bobbed.

Mark stayed silent, savoring every moment, his body rigid with restraint. The wet heat of her mouth enveloped him, tongue swirling around the underside, tracing the prominent vein that pulsed with his heartbeat. Sensations bombarded him: the soft drag of her lips, the occasional graze of teeth that sent shivers down his spine, the warmth of her breath puffing against his balls. Guilt simmered—this was his friend's wife—but the pleasure drowned it, raw and overwhelming. His hand threaded into her hair, not guiding, just feeling the silky strands, the way her head moved.

Anna took him deeper, the thickness stretching her jaw, filling her mouth to capacity. She gagged slightly as he hit the back of her throat, the reflex making her drool, saliva dripping down his shaft, cooling in the air before she lapped it up. The filth of it aroused her anew, her pussy clenching emptily, fresh wetness seeping. She wished for light again—to see the veins bulging, the way her lips stretched obscenely around him. Emotions clashed: lust for this forbidden cock, guilt for craving it more than Sean's. She hummed around him, the vibration making him twitch, pre-cum flowing steadily now.

She worked him rhythmically, sucking harder, her free hand cupping his balls—heavy, drawn tight, the skin wrinkled and warm. The scent here was stronger—musky sweat, pure male—and she inhaled deeply, the aroma intoxicating. But she stopped before he came, pulling off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his tip. The denial was deliberate, building his tension as he'd built hers.

Mark moved then, mounting her chest, his knees straddling her ribs. His cock, slick from her mouth, rested heavy between her breasts, the heat of it branding her skin. He gathered her mounds in his hands, pressing them together around his shaft, the soft flesh enveloping him like a warm glove. The texture was plush, yielding, her nipples hard points that he teased with his thumbs, rolling them firmly.

Anna gasped at the sensation, the weight of him on her chest, the slide of his cock through her cleavage—slick with saliva and pre-cum, the friction deliciously teasing. Her breasts ached from the pressure, nipples sending jolts straight to her core with each tweak. “Oh fuck, Sean, oh yes,” she breathed, the words a gasp, covering the deception even as her body betrayed her true knowledge.

He thrust slowly, the head of his cock emerging from her cleavage with each forward motion, bumping her chin, leaving a trail of pre-cum that she licked away. The taste lingered, salty and addictive. Tension built again, her pussy throbbing in sympathy, the risk of no protection flashing in her mind—a thrill that made her wetter.

Finally, he shifted, folding her legs over his shoulders, her ankles crossing behind his neck. The anklets brushed his skin, cool metal and jingling chains that tickled with each movement. Her pussy was exposed, folds parted, wet and inviting. He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging her entrance, embedding just the tip in her slick heat. The stretch was immediate, his girth parting her slowly, the pressure exquisite.

Inch by inch he entered, the full thrust coming after agonizing teasing—the head popping past the ring of muscle, then the shaft filling her completely, hilting with a wet slap of skin on skin. Anna chanted “Sean” like a mantra, to cover, but her heels dug into his back, pulling him deeper, the action belying the words.

They fucked rhythmically—slow withdrawals that left her empty and aching, then deep hilts that ground against her clit. Her pussy clenched around him, milking the thickness, fluids squelching with each thrust. Mutual build to orgasm: his cock swelling, her walls fluttering. He gushed inside her, hot spurts with no condom, the risk thrilling. Anna bit her lip to suppress cries, Mark growled softly.

Mark's body hovered over hers like a storm cloud heavy with rain, the radiant heat pouring off his skin in waves that clashed against the lingering chill still clinging to the bedroom air. Every inch of exposed flesh on Anna's sides prickled as the cool drafts slipped between them—tiny, insistent bites that made her shiver even as his warmth blanketed her front.

Sweat had begun to bead along his collarbone, the salty sheen catching what little moonlight leaked through the blinds, turning his skin into something almost luminous in the near-dark. She could smell him now, properly: the sharp, clean bite of his borrowed cologne warring with the deeper, earthier musk of his exertion, the faint metallic tang of adrenaline-sweat, and underneath it all the raw, animal scent of arousal that made her mouth water despite herself.

He shifted his weight forward, deliberate and controlled, folding her legs higher until her knees pressed firmly toward the soft swell of her breasts. The stretch in her hamstrings ignited—a slow, delicious burn that traveled up the backs of her thighs like liquid fire, reminding her exactly how open, how exposed she was. Her calves draped over his broad shoulders; the thick cords of muscle there flexed under her weight, warm and solid.

The anklets—delicate silver chains she’d bought on a whim in Goa two summers ago—dangled freely now, brushing against the short, coarse hairs at the nape of his neck with every tiny shift. Each contact produced a faint, crystalline chime, soft as distant wind chimes, yet impossibly loud in the hushed room. The metal felt cool against his overheated skin; she felt the microscopic tremor that raced through his arms when the chains grazed him, felt the answering clench of his jaw even though she couldn’t see it.

His cock—still glossy from her mouth, still flushed an angry plum at the tip—hovered at her entrance. The blunt, flared head nudged her outer lips apart with the gentlest pressure, parting swollen, fever-hot flesh that had already bloomed dark and slick from his earlier attentions. She felt the first exquisite breach: the thick ridge of his glans catching just inside her entrance, a sudden pop of stretch that forced a sharp, involuntary gasp from her throat. The burn was immediate and profound—far wider than Sean had ever stretched her, a thick, unyielding intrusion that made her inner walls flutter in panicked welcome. Pleasure and discomfort braided together so tightly she couldn’t separate them; every nerve ending screamed at once.

He didn’t rush.

He pushed deeper in torturously measured increments, letting her feel every single centimeter of the veined shaft as it glided through her copious wetness. The lubrication was obscene—her own arousal mixed with the remnants of saliva she’d left on him earlier—creating a slick, hot channel that eased his passage even as the sheer girth forced her to open wider, wider, wider still. She could feel the thick ridge of each vein dragging against her sensitive walls, could feel the steady, heavy throb of his heartbeat transmitted directly into her core. Her pussy clenched reflexively around the invading thickness, trying to grip, to slow him, to pull him deeper all at once. Displaced fluids welled up with every incremental advance, trickling in warm rivulets down the cleft of her ass, pooling beneath her on the already damp sheet. The contrast was maddening: the cooling wetness against her overheated skin, the furnace of his cock searing her from the inside.

Internal monologue crashed through her in frantic bursts:
This is Mark.
Not Sean.
Mark’s cock—so much thicker, so much heavier, splitting me open like I’ve never been split before.

Guilt stabbed, bright and vicious, right beneath her sternum.

But lust roared louder, drowning it, turning shame into fuel. The forbidden fullness made her crave more, made her hips tilt upward in tiny, helpless increments, silently begging him to finish claiming her.

When he finally hilted—balls pressed flush against the curve of her ass, pubic bone grinding hard against her swollen clit—the depth was devastating. The blunt head kissed her cervix with a dull, delicious pressure that hovered on the knife-edge of pain before tipping fully into ecstasy. His heavy sac rested against her, warm and slightly tacky with sweat, the coarse hair there rasping against the tender skin of her perineum with every micro-movement. Anna’s heels dug instinctively into the meat of his shoulders, nails biting crescent moons into muscle as she pulled him impossibly closer. The anklets jangled wildly now, frantic little bells that rang out every shallow breath, every tiny rock of their joined bodies.

“Sean… oh God, Sean…” The name spilled from her lips in a broken chant, each syllable tasting like ash and lies and molten want. She said it louder than she meant to, as if volume could somehow make the deception real, could erase the knowledge burning behind her eyes: this cock belonged to Mark. Saying the wrong name only made the act filthier, only wound the coil of wrongness tighter until it hurt so good she could barely breathe.

Mark exhaled—a low, ragged hiss—as he began the first slow withdrawal. The drag of his shaft against her clutching walls was excruciating in its precision; she felt every vein, every ridge, every inch of him leaving her empty and aching. Cool air kissed the slick length of him as he pulled almost all the way out, leaving just the fat head lodged inside her, stretching her entrance in a cruel tease. Her pussy spasmed around the emptiness he left behind, greedy and protesting. Then he thrust back in—smooth, deep, unhurried—bottoming out with a wet, meaty slap of skin meeting skin.

The rhythm established itself gradually, mercilessly patient.

Out to the tip—slow enough that she felt the cool air lick along her stretched entrance.
In to the hilt—hard enough that his pubic bone mashed her clit, sending bright sparks up her spine.

Out.
In.
Out.
In.

The sounds were pornographic, shameless: the wet squelch of her arousal being churned around his girth, the rhythmic slap of his balls against her ass, the creak of the old bedframe protesting their weight, their mingled breathing turning harsh and syncopated. Her breasts bounced with each measured impact, nipples scraping against the wiry hair on his chest. The abrasion was electric—tiny shocks of pleasure-pain that arrowed straight to her core and made her clench harder around him.

Guilt still flickered, a dying ember: Sean is asleep on the couch. Sean trusts us both. This is betrayal in its rawest form.

But the guilt only sharpened the lust, turned it vicious. The bare risk—no condom, no barrier, just his thick cock flooding her unprotected depths—sent fresh gushes of wetness coating him, easing each deep plunge. The thought of his cum already inside her, the possibility of consequences, made her head spin with dark, dizzy exhilaration.

His pace built so gradually she almost didn’t notice until it was undeniable. Hips rolling now, grinding on the in-stroke so the root of his cock pressed and rubbed her clit with brutal accuracy. Each pass dragged the thick ridge along her front wall, catching that spongy patch inside her that made stars burst behind her closed eyelids. Her orgasm coiled low in her belly again, heavier this time, more inevitable. Her walls fluttered wildly around him, milking the invading thickness, trying to pull him deeper even as he was already buried to the root.

Mark’s cock swelled noticeably inside her—veins bulging, shaft thickening further until the stretch bordered on too much. His balls drew up tight against her ass, heavy and pulsing. A low growl started in his chest, vibrating through both their bodies like distant thunder.

They crested together in a slow, shattering wave.

Her orgasm hit first—walls spasming violently, clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses that milked every inch. A hot gush of her release soaked his base, trickled down his balls, drenched the sheets beneath them. The contractions were so strong they almost pushed him out; she felt him fight to stay buried, hips grinding harder to keep himself locked inside her fluttering heat.

Then he broke.

A deeper, rougher growl tore from his throat—animal, possessive—as the first thick spurt of cum erupted inside her. Hot. Copious. Jet after jet flooded her depths, painting her walls, filling every crevice until she could feel the pressure of it, the obscene warmth spreading. No condom. No pulling out. Just the raw, pulsing reality of him emptying himself into her, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

Anna bit down hard on her lower lip to stifle the cry that wanted to rip free. Copper bloomed on her tongue—sharp, metallic—as she tasted her own blood. Her body convulsed around him, aftershocks rippling through her in endless waves, each one drawing another tremor from his buried length.

Mark’s growl softened into ragged panting. His arms shook as he held himself above her, muscles locked, sweat dripping from his brow onto the valley between her breasts. He stayed buried to the hilt, letting the last weak pulses of his release seep into her, letting her feel every twitch, every aftershock.

Bodies remained entwined, sweat-slick and trembling.

The deception hung thicker than the scent of sex in the room—musk, salt, the faint metallic bite of spent arousal.

In the afterglow, neither moved to speak.
Neither moved to separate.

The anklets gave one final, faint chime as her legs trembled against his shoulders.

Then silence—except for the soft patter of rain against the window, and the slow, heavy thud of two guilty hearts trying to find their rhythm again.

Chapter 8

In the dim haze of the afterglow, Mark's body still trembled faintly, his skin slick with a sheen of sweat that cooled rapidly in the restored air conditioning's subtle hum. The power had flickered back on moments ago—unnoticed at first amid their shuddering release—but now the faint glow from the hallway light seeped under the door, casting elongated shadows across the rumpled sheets. His cock, softening slowly inside her, twitched one last time, a final weak spurt of warmth seeping into Anna'ws already flooded depths. The sensation was intimate, filthy—a sticky fullness that made her inner walls clench involuntarily, milking out every drop. Cum leaked lazily from where they joined, warm rivulets tracing down her ass cheeks, pooling in the crease before soaking into the mattress fabric, turning it damp and musky.

Mark's breath came in heavy, uneven gusts against her neck, his chest hair rasping against her breasts with each inhale. The scent of him enveloped her: salty sweat mingled with the fading citrus notes of Sean's cologne, now undercut by the raw, pungent aroma of sex—her arousal, his release, a heady cocktail that hung thick in the room like incense. Guilt crashed over him in waves, sharp and nauseating; this was his best friend's girlfriend, for fuck's sake. The deception, the silence—he'd stayed mute to savor it, but now reality clawed back. He pulled out with agonizing slowness, feeling the wet drag of her pussy reluctant to release him, a soft, obscene schlick echoing in the quiet. His cock emerged glistening, coated in their combined fluids—thick strands of cum and her slickness stringing between them before snapping free.

He rolled off her carefully, the bed creaking under the shift, his muscles aching from the exertion. In the low light, he could just make out her form: breasts heaving, nipples still pebbled and flushed, her thighs parted slightly, a sheen of moisture visible even in the shadows. Shame burned in his cheeks as he fumbled for his discarded boxers, the fabric cool and slightly damp from earlier sweat. He tugged them on hastily, the waistband snapping against his skin, then stood on unsteady legs. The floorboards were cold under his bare feet, a stark contrast to the heat still radiating from his core. He glanced back once—Anna's eyes half-lidded, her lips parted in sated exhaustion—and felt a pang of something deeper than lust: regret mixed with an unwelcome tenderness. Without a word, he slipped out the door, closing it softly behind him, the latch clicking like a guilty secret. He padded down the hall to his own room, the air cooler there, untainted, but his mind replayed every thrust, every moan, leaving him sheepish and unsettled as he collapsed onto his bed.

Sean, meanwhile, had stirred again on the couch, the restored power's hum pulling him fully from his shallow doze. The living room lights remained off—perhaps a tripped switch—but the faint illumination from the kitchen appliance clocks cast a greenish glow. He rubbed his eyes, feeling the grit of fatigue, and stretched, his back popping audibly. The storm outside had eased to a drizzle, rain tapping irregularly on the windowpanes like impatient fingers. Curiosity—or perhaps an unspoken intuition—drew him back to the bedroom door. He pushed it open gently, the hinges whispering, and stepped inside. The room smelled different: heavier, with an undercurrent of something primal he couldn't quite place—sweat, maybe, or the faint tang of arousal masked by the pine-scented air freshener.

Anna "woke" fully then, though she'd been drifting in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss, her body hyper-aroused, every nerve singing. Mark's cum still filled her, a warm, slippery presence that made her pussy feel fuller, wetter than usual—slippery and sensitive, clenching around nothing now but echoing with the memory of his thickness. Her skin flushed hot, breasts tender from the earlier mauling, nipples tingling as the sheet brushed them. She blinked sleepy-eyed at Sean, her vision adjusting to the dim light filtering in, his familiar silhouette comforting yet stirring a fresh wave of guilt-laced desire.

“Where... where is Mark?” she murmured, her voice husky, cracked from suppressed cries, the words slurring slightly as if from genuine slumber.

Sean crossed to the bed, sitting on the edge, the mattress dipping under his weight. He brushed a strand of hair from her face, his fingers cool against her fevered cheek. “He's in his room. Power's back on—the lights are working now.” His tone was casual, but his eyes lingered on her, noting the flush in her cheeks, the way her chest rose and fell a bit too quickly. He leaned in, kissing her forehead, tasting the salt of her skin, and something stirred in him—the closeness, the vulnerability.

Anna's hand reached for him, pulling him down, her body igniting anew despite the exhaustion. The extra wetness between her legs—Mark's legacy—made her thighs slick as she shifted, a subtle squish that she hoped he wouldn't notice.

But Sean did notice as their kiss deepened, his lips parting hers with familiar tenderness that quickly turned hungry. His hand trailed down her side, over the curve of her hip, dipping between her thighs. Fingers encountered the soaked folds, slippery beyond what he'd expect from mere anticipation.

“You're so wet,” he whispered against her mouth, a note of surprise and arousal in his voice.

He attributed it to a dream—maybe one of those vivid ones she sometimes mentioned—his mind shying away from darker suspicions in the heat of the moment. Anna moaned into the kiss, her tongue tangling with his, tasting the faint coffee from earlier on his breath. Guilt twisted in her gut like a knife—Sean's touch so different from Mark's pushy intensity, yet now amplified by the forbidden residue inside her—but it fueled her lust, making her grind against his hand desperately.

They made love with an intensity that bordered on frenzy, uninhibited and mind-blowing. Sean peeled the sheet away, exposing her fully, his eyes drinking in the sight: her breasts full and marked faintly from Mark's earlier grips (though he didn't notice in the low light), her pussy glistening, puffy from recent use. He stripped quickly, his cock hardening swiftly—thinner than Mark's but familiar, curving slightly in a way that hit her just right. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock nudging her entrance, sliding easily through the copious wetness—Mark's cum easing the way, a secret lubricant that made the penetration smooth and deep. Anna gasped as he filled her, the sensation layered: Sean's length pressing against the lingering fullness, stirring the mixture inside her, creating a wet, churning heat.

He thrust slowly at first, savoring the slick glide, each withdrawal pulling strands of fluid with him, the air cooling the exposed skin before he plunged back in. The sounds were wetter, filthier than usual—squishing, slurping echoes that made Sean's breath hitch.

“God, Anna, you're dripping,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh where Mark's had been moments before.

She wrapped her legs around him, heels pressing into his ass, urging him deeper, her anklets jingling softly with each rock. Internal conflict raged: this was her boyfriend, the one she loved, yet the extra slipperiness reminded her of the betrayal, heightening every sensation—the contrast of Sean's rhythmic, loving strokes against Mark's raw power. Lust won out, her pussy clenching around him, milking him as he ground against her clit.

Sean's pace built, hips snapping harder, the bedframe thumping rhythmically against the wall. Sweat beaded on his back, trickling down his spine, the salt stinging tiny scratches from her nails. He buried his face in her neck, inhaling her scent—vanilla lotion mixed with the musky evidence of arousal, something subtly different that nagged at him but was drowned by desire. Anna's hands roamed his body, feeling the lean muscles, so unlike Mark's bulk, yet now she craved this familiarity laced with the taboo. Her orgasm built slowly, a tidal wave from the dual stimulations—Sean's cock stirring Mark's cum, the friction on her swollen clit. She came hard, walls spasming, gushing fresh fluid that mixed with the old, soaking his balls. Sean followed soon after, groaning as he emptied into her, his release adding to the mess, hot spurts blending seamlessly.

They collapsed together, panting, bodies entwined in the afterglow. Sean kissed her lazily, attributing her fervor to the storm's adrenaline, the "dream" wetness to subconscious desire. But a seed of suspicion planted itself—her wakefulness, Mark's earlier rattle—though he pushed it aside for now.

The next morning dawned gray and drizzly, the apartment air cooler now, rain-washed city light filtering through the windows. Breakfast was a tense affair: scrambled eggs sizzling in the pan, bacon crisping with pops of grease, coffee brewing with its rich, bitter aroma.

Mark emerged from his room, eyes averted, trying his best to act normal—joking weakly about the storm, passing the salt with a forced smile. His hand brushed Anna's accidentally as he reached for the toast, a spark of electricity that made her flush, her mind flashing to the night's intimacies.

She knew what they'd shared was special—raw, unspoken connection born of frustration and darkness—and thought, in that moment, she would tell Sean soon. The guilt weighed heavier in daylight, but so did the thrill, a secret heat pooling low in her belly.

Mark left quickly after, mumbling excuses about work calls, his bag slung over his shoulder, the door slamming shut with finality.  Anna watched him go from the window, his figure disappearing toward the elevator, a pang of loss mixing with relief.”

She turned to Sean, intending to confess, but the doorbell rang—Sean's parents arriving unannounced with aunts, uncles, cousins in tow, a boisterous family gathering to “check on them after the outage.” Laughter filled the apartment, plates clattering, stories overlapping in a cacophony. Anna plastered on a smile, exhaustion creeping in from the sleepless night, her body sore in hidden places. 

Chapter 9

The rain had finally tapered off by the time Sean's family descended upon the apartment like a whirlwind of warmth and chaos. Their cars pulled up below one after another, headlights flashing briefly through the rain-streaked windows. Sean's mother bustled in first, arms laden with foil-covered dishes, her floral perfume drifting in with her.

“We couldn't just sit at home worrying about you kids in that storm!” she exclaimed, pulling Sean into a tight hug.

Behind her came his father, clapping Sean on the back, followed by Aunt Clara and Uncle Ted with booming laughter and coolers in hand. Cousins tumbled in next—little Mia and Jake—racing across the floor, already arguing over beds and games.

The kids built forts from blankets and chairs, fabric draping soft and tent-like, their giggles muffled inside. Anna participated, her smile genuine at times, but fatigue dragged at her, body sore, thoughts drifting to Mark's departure, the secret pulsing like a hidden heartbeat.

Dinner was simple but noisy — takeout boxes, reheated dishes, drinks, laughter, and kids running between rooms.

The guests left the next morning, hugs lingering, cars loaded with empty coolers, engines rumbling to life.

"Come visit soon!" Sean's mother called, waving from the window, perfume trailing faintly.

The apartment fell silent, doors closing with final clicks, elevator doors closing and footsteps fading down the hallway. Anna sighed, the quiet oppressive yet relieving, her body finally able to slump. Sean wrapped his arms around her from behind, chin on her shoulder, his breath warm on her neck.

"That was fun, but exhausting," he murmured, lips brushing her ear.

She nodded, turning to kiss him softly, tasting the faint sweetness of breakfast syrup on his tongue.

That night, in bed, the sheets fresh and cool, moonlight slanting through blinds in silver stripes, Anna lay beside Sean, her heart pounding a nervous rhythm. The air smelled of clean linen and their shared warmth, bodies close under the covers. She turned to him, hand tracing his chest hair, feeling the steady thump of his heart.

"Sean," she whispered, voice tentative, "promise me you won't be angry? I need to tell you something."

He propped himself on an elbow, eyes searching hers in the dim light, brow furrowing slightly. "Of course, baby. What's wrong?"

She took a deep breath, the words tumbling out slowly, her fingers twisting the sheet nervously.

"That night... with Mark. Yes, something happened. I... I wanted to do something with him, but I wanted it to happen naturally. After dinner, we were all so sleepy, and the lights went out. It was pitch black. Later, when I woke up, I thought it was you beside me. Mark had worn your cologne—I smelled it, and in the dark, it fooled me. I initiated, thinking it was you, Sean. But midway... I realized. His build was taller, more muscular. His tongue felt different—pushier, rougher. And his cock... God, it was thicker, the way it stretched me was nothing like yours."

Sean's breath hitched, his cock stirring against her thigh, hardening visibly under the sheet.

She continued, voice husky, eyes locked on his.

"He started at my feet—sucking my toes, the anklet jingling with every lick, his tongue hot and wet, trailing up my calves, nipping the skin. It sent shivers up my spine, my pussy getting wetter just from that. Then his hands on my breasts—cupping them firmly, thumbs teasing my nipples until they were hard peaks, pinching just enough to make me moan. I guided him, but when he went down on me... his licks were aggressive, tongue thrusting into me like he was starving, lapping up my juices, the sounds so filthy, slurping and wet."

He groaned softly, his hand sliding down to grip his now rock-hard cock, stroking slowly as she spoke.

"Tell me more," he rasped, eyes dark with arousal.

Anna's own body responded, nipples tightening, pussy clenching with memory.

"I sucked him after—his cock was so thick, precoated with pre-cum, salty on my tongue, stretching my jaw. Thicker than yours, Sean, veined and heavy. I wished I could see it, but the dark made it all feel dirtier. Then he mounted my chest, fucking my breasts, the slide slick from my saliva, his thumbs rolling my nipples until I gasped. Finally, he folded my legs over his shoulders, anklets brushing his neck, and entered me slowly—the head embedding in my wet folds, stretching me wide, then the full thrust, deep and filling. His technique... God, different from you. You're rhythmic, loving—deep but steady, grinding against my clit with each stroke. Mark was pushier, more animal—long withdrawals that left me empty and aching, then slamming hilts that hit my cervix, his girth splitting me open, balls slapping wet against my ass."

Sean's cock throbbed in his hand, pre-cum beading at the tip, slicking his strokes.

"Fuck, Anna... keep going."

"The creampie... he gushed inside me, hot spurts flooding me, no condom, the risk making it hotter. I bit my lip to stifle cries, tasting blood, while he growled low, body shuddering."

She admitted, voice raw, "I loved it, Sean. Felt good helping Mark—he was so frustrated. He needs a better woman who understands him. His cock is thick, and he knows how to use it—wonder what's wrong with his wife. Probably after his money."

Sean pulled her closer, his erection pressing hot against her hip.

"I suspected... and fuck, it's thrilling. Hearing this... I'm so hard."

He kissed her fiercely, tongue invading, tasting her confession.

He paused, breath ragged.

"Who was better—Dylan or Mark?"

She smiled slyly, hand wrapping around his cock, stroking firmly.

"Both have their ways. Dylan's someone to fuck—raw, quick, intense. Mark's someone to make love to—deep, lingering, emotional."

They fucked passionately then, Sean rolling on top, entering her with a groan, her pussy slick from arousal and memory.

"Mark's transferring nearby," he panted, thrusting deep. "We could invite him to stay over."

Anna moaned, legs wrapping around him, heels digging in.

"Yes... oh God, yes."

He shifted, and his cock slipped halfway out on its own. Her cunt clenched hard around the thickest part of him, greedy, trying to drag him back in. A slick, obscene sound filled the quiet room—wet flesh parting and sucking—and they both froze for half a second.

“You really thought it was him at first?” Sean’s voice came low, rough at the edges. His fingers drew slow, possessive circles over the soft dip of her hip, feeling the way her body yielded under his touch.

“Yeah,” she breathed. Her palm slid up the sweat-slick length of his back; nails scraped lightly, leaving thin pink trails that would fade by morning. Inside, her walls fluttered again, a hungry little pulse. “I did.”

Sean rocked forward, feeding every inch back into her with deliberate slowness. Their combined mess made the glide filthy-smooth.

“And when you figured out it was me…?”

“I kept going anyway.”

Her voice cracked on the last word. She pressed her lips to his shoulder, then added, quieter, “He still doesn’t know… that I know.”

Sean’s next thrust came harder, deeper, pinning her to the mattress.

“Know what?”

Her breath hitched.

“How badly I wanted him to fuck me again.”

The confession snapped something in him.

His hips snapped forward—sharp, punishing—skin meeting skin in soft, wet smacks. Sweat rolled down the groove of his spine, cooling instantly in the night air. He fucked into her faster now, chasing the sound she made every time he bottomed out: that tiny, broken gasp she couldn’t quite swallow.

She hooked her legs higher around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper.

“Harder,” she whispered against his throat. “Make me forget whose cock I was imagining.”

He growled low, teeth grazing her pulse. One hand slid under her ass, tilting her so he could grind right against that swollen spot inside her. The wet squelch of their bodies grew louder, shameless.

They came almost together.

Anna shattered first. Her cunt spasmed violently around him, clamping down in powerful, rhythmic pulses that milked his cock with greedy intensity. A hot gush of her release flooded around him, soaking his balls and the sheets beneath them. Her whole body arched and trembled, thighs shaking, toes curling hard as wave after wave ripped through her. She buried her face against his shoulder to muffle her cry, nails digging deep into his back.

Sean followed just a heartbeat later. His hips stuttered, losing their rhythm as pleasure slammed into him. He thrust deep one final time and held himself there, buried to the hilt. Thick ropes of cum erupted inside her, hot and forceful, mixing with her slick and Mark’s earlier load. Each heavy spurt flooded her already full pussy, the pressure building until it began leaking out around his pulsing shaft in warm, messy trails.

They shuddered through the aftershocks together, bodies locked tight. Anna’s inner walls continued fluttering and squeezing around him, drawing out every last drop. Sean’s cock twitched inside her with each weakening pulse, prolonging the intense pleasure for both of them. Their combined fluids leaked steadily now, slick and warm, coating her thighs and his balls, creating a wet, obscene mess between them.

For a long moment neither of them moved. They stayed glued together, panting harshly, skin slick with sweat. The air around them was thick with the raw scent of sex. Something darker hung between them too — something neither wanted to name yet — a potent mix of guilt, lust, love, and the thrilling knowledge of what had happened in the dark just hours earlier. Sean’s softening cock remained nestled inside her, still twitching occasionally. Anna’s legs stayed wrapped around him, holding him close as their breathing slowly steadied in the quiet room.

Just then, Anna’s phone vibrated on the nightstand. She reached over lazily, still fully impaled on Sean’s cock, and picked it up. A slow, naughty smile spread across her face as she read the notification.

Sean, still catching his breath, chuckled softly.
“Who’s messaging you this late, baby?”

Anna turned the phone toward him, her eyes sparkling with mischief.
“It’s Ryan… the architect from the 12th floor. You know, the divorced guy.”

Sean’s cock twitched hard inside her again.
“Ryan?” he asked, voice low. “That short muscular guy we met at the rooftop party last month?”

“Mmm-hmm.” Anna nodded, clearly enjoying herself. She tapped on the video and pressed play, holding the phone so both of them could watch.

In the video, Ryan was shirtless in the gym, muscles glistening with sweat as he did heavy deadlifts. Every time he lifted the bar, his thick, heavy bulge swung and flapped obviously in his tight workout shorts.

Anna let out a soft, amused laugh.
“Mmm… he looks pretty big down there, doesn’t he?” she purred, her voice low and teasing. “Look how it’s moving. God, I bet half the women who liked this post were staring at the same thing I’m staring at right now.”

Sean groaned deeply, his hands gripping her ass tighter as he started hardening again inside her.

Anna kept watching the video, biting her lower lip.
“Seriously… I’d love to see how it looks when it’s fully hard and tenting those shorts,” she whispered, her tone dripping with naughty curiosity. “It already looks so heavy and thick when it’s soft. Imagine what it would feel like when it’s properly hard…”

She put the phone down slowly and rolled her hips in a lazy, teasing circle on Sean, grinding on him as she continued speaking.

“He’s been sending me these kinds of videos for the last couple of weeks,” she said playfully. “At first they were normal gym clips, but now he’s clearly showing off for me. He wrote under this one: ‘This is the kind of motivation I need in the mornings. Thought you might like it too.’”

Anna leaned forward, pressing her soft breasts against Sean’s chest. Her lips brushed his ear as she whispered seductively,

“So tell me, baby… should I reply? Should I tell him I watched his little video very carefully… and that it got me quite motivated? Or should I be a really bad girl and ask if he wants to give me a private workout session one morning downstairs?”

She kissed his neck slowly, then pulled back just enough to look into his eyes with that dangerous, clever smile.

“Want me to make Ryan my third bull?”
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