
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
        
          Hotwife - The Night I Lost Her

        

        
        
          Elyse McCormick

        

        
          Published by Strangelove, 2025.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HOTWIFE - THE NIGHT I LOST HER

    

    
      First edition. August 31, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Elyse McCormick.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231818921

    

    
    
      Written by Elyse McCormick.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

Happy Hour

The look

Waiting

Finally his

Deep in

Return

A new day

Sign up for Elyse McCormick's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Night I Called My Husband:

Also By Elyse McCormick

About the Author

About the Publisher





  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Briarpatchwork and his lucky wife

      

    





  	
        
            
            Cuckolding teaches us that love is not about possession, but about embracing our partner's desires and finding joy in their pleasure
Unknown

      

    



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Happy Hour

[image: ]


I met Lauren when we were both still kids pretending to be adults. She was my best friend before she was my wife, though back then she’d been close to my college girlfriend too. That relationship turned rotten fast. My girlfriend cheated on me over and over, with the same guy most of the time, until jealousy ate into me so deep it flipped into something darker. I hated it, but I also got hard from it. Lauren saw it happen. She was the one I’d vent to, the one who knew how fucked up it left me. She’d seen me break apart and get turned on at the same time, and somehow she never walked away.

Years later, after the wreckage of that mess, Lauren and I had slipped into each other’s lives fully. Marriage came natural. We were a good pair. She knew all my sharp edges, all my twisted cravings, and she didn’t run. For years we didn’t touch that nerve, didn’t press it. Our sex was plenty, hot and frequent, but always just us. Until one night a few years in, drunk in bed after she’d told me about some classmate who hit on her, I asked the question I’d never asked before. If there were no consequences, if she had a free pass, who would it be? She laughed, teased, then went quiet. Finally she whispered a name. Marcus.

It shocked me how fast my cock jumped when she said it. Marcus was already in our lives then, my closest friend from work happy hours. Big, magnetic, every guy wanted to be him and every girl wanted to fuck him. Hearing her admit he was the one she’d choose twisted my gut with jealousy and made me pulse with want at the same time. That became part of our private game. In bed, half drunk, I’d tell her to imagine Marcus instead of me. She’d moan louder when I said it. I knew it wasn’t just a fantasy she played along with. The thought of him had already carved a space in both our heads.

It never went further than that. Not then. But it lived under the surface, waiting. And every Friday, when we walked into that bar and I saw her laugh at his lines, I knew the thought wasn’t mine alone.

Friday nights belonged to routine. I’d wrap work, walk the short stretch to the bar, and know who would already be there. Seven or eight of us most weeks, the corner table loud with bullshit about jobs, sports, girls. It didn’t take long before Lauren started joining. She’d come from class, hair down, books in her tote, and slide into the circle like she belonged. It was supposed to be a guy thing, but no one minded. She could drink most of them under the table, throw sharper lines than half of them, and listen when someone actually needed it. She made herself essential without trying.

Marcus always gravitated toward her. He was the one she laughed easiest with, the one she argued about music or movies with, the one she sat beside if I didn’t take the seat first. He had that draw. Big, calm, magnetic. I told myself it was harmless. She was beautiful, any guy would be drawn to her, and Marcus happened to be my closest friend. But sometimes I’d catch the way her body tilted toward him, knees brushing, her eyes flashing a little brighter when he locked in on her. Small tells. Easy to ignore if I wanted to. Not so easy to forget later when she was on top of me in bed and I whispered his name into her ear.

The more she came with me, the more the fantasy sharpened. It wasn’t just a name anymore. It was the memory of his arm brushing hers as they leaned close over some joke, or his hand resting casual on the back of her chair while he talked. I’d file those details away. She didn’t hide that she noticed him either. Once, drunk, she admitted she liked the way his voice went low when he teased her. I jerked off to that the next morning in the shower while she brushed her teeth two feet away.

By the time the weeks blurred into months, the pattern was set. Work, drinks, laughter, her sliding deeper into the group, and Marcus always in the middle of it with her. The free pass talk hadn’t been buried. It hovered. Every smile she threw his way pulled it closer to the surface, and I knew I was the one letting it live there.

Friday nights always carried the same rhythm. I’d finish work, let the week slide off my shoulders, and head down to the bar two blocks from the office. By the time I walked in, the guys would already have a table pushed into the corner, half-empty glasses scattered, and that faint smell of spilled beer mixed with fryer grease hanging in the air. The noise hit in a wall — low thump of music, bursts of laughter, clink of glass on wood.

Lauren arrived twenty minutes later, same as most weeks. She came in from work with her bag over her shoulder, hair down and loose, the ends brushing her tits when she laughed. Tonight she wore a fitted black top and jeans that hugged her hips and ass like they’d been sewn on her. She walked through the bar like she belonged to it, smiling at the guys as she reached us. I watched the way their eyes dipped, catching the sway of her body.

She slid into the seat beside me, kissed my cheek, and leaned forward to join whatever nonsense had the table buzzing. She had a knack for sliding right into male space without effort. Within minutes she was tossing comebacks at the guys, trading jabs, making them laugh harder than they would have on their own. She could outdrink most of them, could toss sharper insults, and she did it while crossing her legs in a way that pulled every set of eyes down to the line of her thighs.

The door opened again, and Marcus stepped in. Six-four, built like he could block a doorway without trying, dark skin catching the low light. Close-cropped hair, trimmed beard, shoulders filling out a plain white tee. His eyes scanned the room, found us, and he crossed over with that unhurried walk he had. His handshake swallowed mine, his grin just wide enough to pull you in. He clapped my shoulder, then leaned down to give Lauren a quick hug. She tilted her head up, smiling at him in a way that made my stomach give a small, sharp twist.

Marcus didn’t sit on the other side of the table like most of the guys would have. He slid into the open chair next to Lauren, shoulder brushing hers as he leaned back and signaled for a drink. She shifted slightly, not away but toward, and their arms grazed before she tucked her hair behind her ear. The chatter rolled on, jokes flying across the table, but I couldn’t pull my eyes off the small touches happening inches from me.

Lauren laughed at something he said, voice rising above the rest, and for a second she touched his forearm. Quick, casual, but too easy. He grinned, low and slow, the kind that pulled at his beard and showed teeth. Her cheeks were flushed already and we hadn’t even ordered the first round of shots. I kept my smile fixed, tossing in my own lines, but every time I glanced over she was leaning closer, caught in his orbit.

The waitress dropped a tray of shots on the table, glass clinking against glass, salt shakers rattling. Marcus handed one to Lauren before taking his own, fingers brushing hers longer than necessary. I felt my cock twitch just from watching it. We all raised glasses, the usual chorus of bullshit toasts echoing over the noise of the bar, and slammed them back. Tequila burned down my throat, heat spreading fast. Lauren winced, shook her head, then laughed again when Marcus teased her for it.

The group kept thinning as the night stretched. One guy left to catch a train, another dipped out for an early morning shift. Chairs scraped back, quick goodbyes, promises of next week. Every exit left the table smaller, tighter, and the focus sharper. Lauren was angled toward Marcus now, legs crossed, knee brushing his. He leaned in close to say something over the music, his lips almost at her ear. She threw her head back laughing, hand on his arm again, and this time she didn’t pull it away so quick.

By the time the last of the others left, it was just the three of us. The table felt smaller, quieter even with the music still pounding around us. Marcus stretched his arm across the back of Lauren’s chair, casual but claiming space, his fingertips grazing her shoulder. She didn’t shift away. She leaned back into it, legs crossed tight, jeans pulling up high enough to show the smooth skin above her ankle boots. Her smile lingered on him even when he wasn’t speaking.

I pretended to check my phone, anything to keep my eyes from locking on them too openly. But it was impossible not to see the way his gaze dropped to her tits when she reached for her drink, or how her lips parted just slightly as she caught him doing it. That kind of charge didn’t need words. It was in their bodies already, telegraphed in every brush of arm against arm, every laugh that lasted one second too long.

Marcus leaned forward, talking low enough I couldn’t make it out. Her eyes locked on his, her head tilted toward him, and for a second I thought she might actually kiss him right there in the middle of the bar. Heat shot through me, ugly and thrilling all at once. She giggled, covering her mouth with her hand, then dropped it and laid that hand right on his thigh before pulling it back. He didn’t move, didn’t flinch. He just let his grin spread wider.

When the waitress came back to ask about another round, it felt like the spell could have broken. But Lauren looked at me, bright-eyed, and suggested we take the drinks home instead. My throat tightened as I nodded. Marcus didn’t hesitate. He tossed some bills on the table, stood, and waited for her to rise. She slipped her arm through mine as we walked out, but her body brushed his on every step toward the door.

The ride back felt cramped, even with only the three of us in the car. Lauren slid into the middle of the backseat without hesitation, pressed between Marcus and me. Her thigh brushed his each time we hit a bump. She didn’t shift away. She let it happen, almost leaned into it. I could smell her perfume mixed with the faint sweat of the bar, a clean floral cut by heat. Marcus kept his arm stretched wide along the backseat, not quite touching her shoulders but close enough to cage her in.

We pulled up to the house, streetlights throwing yellow lines across the driveway. Lauren unlocked the door and led us inside, heels clicking against the floor. I grabbed glasses while she found the bottle we’d opened last week. Marcus dropped into a chair at the patio table like he owned it, legs spread, shoulders filling the space. Lauren poured drinks, handed him one, then sat across from him. The night air was cool, music low from the speaker I left on the counter, and for a minute it felt almost normal.

But I caught the way she angled her body toward him, not me. Her leg crossed, denim pulled tight, the hem rising high on her thigh. Marcus watched it, no attempt to hide it. He leaned back, sip slow, eyes steady. She caught him looking, smiled like she enjoyed being seen, and took a longer pull of her drink. My cock stiffened under the table, useless to hide from myself what was happening.

I stood after a few minutes, pretending I needed another beer from inside. The door shut behind me, the hum of the fridge filling my ears. I grabbed a bottle, twisted it open, and lingered longer than I needed to, heart pounding as if I already knew what I’d find when I went back out.

When I pushed the door open again, the air outside felt thicker. They were both leaning in, faces too close for casual. Lauren’s cheeks glowed, her laugh cut off quick when she saw me step out. Marcus leaned back in his chair slow, steady, but his eyes flicked to mine before dropping back to her. Her knees were angled toward him, body turned in a way that made it clear where her attention had been.

The patio light caught the curve of her tits under the black top as she shifted, pulling at the hem of her jeans like she’d been caught out of place. Marcus didn’t move his arm from the table. His shoulders filled the space, his grin soft but sure. Lauren sipped her drink like she needed it, the glass trembling just enough to show how much the charge between them had already built.

I sat back down, the bottle cold in my hand, the sweat on the glass running onto my skin. Neither of them said much for a moment. Just the quiet pulse of music, the rustle of leaves outside, and the heat of whatever had been happening while I was inside.

Lauren glanced at me once, then back at him, the guilty look flashing before she masked it with another smile. My gut clenched, a mix of jealousy and arousal twisting until I couldn’t tell them apart. Something had shifted out here while I wasn’t looking, and it was written all over both their faces.
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The patio lights hummed above us, moths flicking against the glass, the night cooler than the air inside. Lauren leaned back in her chair, her body turned toward Marcus. Her laugh was softer now, less of the big belly bursts she threw out at the bar, more a low giggle that sat too close to a sigh. Marcus sat wide in his chair, shoulders loose, his glass resting easy in one huge hand. Every time she looked at him, her eyes stayed just a beat too long.

“So,” Marcus said, voice low enough that I had to lean in, “those guys at the bar don’t know what they missed tonight.”

Lauren smiled into her glass before answering. “True. With more people it would’ve felt crowded. This... feels better.” Her tone curled at the end, casual on the surface, but I caught the way her foot tapped quick against the deck boards.

I forced a laugh, swallowing the tight knot in my throat. “Yeah. Better this way. Feels like the night actually belongs to us.”

Marcus grinned, slow. “Can’t complain.” His eyes slid back to her, steady, unhurried. She tucked hair behind her ear, looked down, then looked back up. That look had weight. Heavy enough to make my cock stir even as my gut twisted.

The conversation thinned after that. A few more sips, a few stray words, but mostly just the charge that grew between the two of them while I sat there pretending to nurse my beer. I couldn’t ignore it. Her knees were angled toward him, her top stretched tight across her tits as she leaned on one arm. He never took his eyes off her for long. I felt like I was watching something begin, and every second of it made me harder.

Lauren stretched, fake yawn, then glanced at me. “We should head in. It’s late.” Her voice wavered just enough to give her away. I nodded, throat dry, and stood. Marcus rose behind her, tall enough to shadow her as we walked inside. I offered him the guest room across the hall, tried to make it sound casual. He smiled once, then disappeared down the short hall. 

Lauren slipped into our room quiet. The sheets shifted as she crawled in beside me. Her skin pressed hot against mine, bare and smooth, her thigh hooking lightly over my leg as if to hold me close. Her head found its usual place on my shoulder, her hand resting on my chest, fingers spread flat in that way that always calmed me. But tonight the touch felt absent. Her breathing didn’t match her body, shallow and quick where it should have been slow and even.

I turned my head, kissed her hair. The scent of her shampoo still lingered, fresh from her shower earlier, but her body carried the faint tang of sweat from the night. Normally I’d bury my face in her, drag her closer. Instead, I just let the silence stretch. She shifted once, then again, her chest rising unevenly against my side. Every tiny move told me her mind was spinning elsewhere.

“You okay?” I asked, voice low.

She lifted her head just enough to meet my eyes, then lowered it again without answering. Her fingers pressed harder into my chest, not tender but tense. The silence pulled long, heavy enough to crush the small space between us.

I brushed my hand over her shoulder, down her back. “Talk to me, babe.”

Her throat worked, a hard swallow. She opened her mouth, closed it again. I felt her body stiffen, the tremor in her fingers against my skin. For a moment I thought she might actually speak, but she only let out a shaky breath and pressed her face into my chest. My cock throbbed under the sheets just from the tension of waiting, from the certainty that something sat on the edge of her tongue.

She clung to me, silent, then let out another hard swallow, her whole body caught in hesitation.

Lauren shifted again, restless against me, her bare skin hot where it touched mine. She kissed my chest once, soft, like she hoped it would quiet the question I’d asked. Her lips lingered, but the way her hand trembled against me gave her away. I stroked her arm, waiting. She kissed me again, higher this time, close to my collarbone, then laid her head back down like she could bury the truth in silence.

“What aren’t you telling me?” I asked.

Her fingers curled tight into my chest hair. “It’s nothing,” she whispered, too fast, the words too thin to believe. She shifted, pressing her tits against me as if closeness could distract. “I’m tired, that’s all.”

I tilted her chin with my hand until she had to look at me. “No, it’s not.”

Her eyes darted away, then back, glassy and unsure. She opened her mouth, shut it, then let out a shaky laugh that wasn’t real. “I don’t want to ruin tonight. Let’s just sleep.”

The lie sat heavy between us. I could feel her heart hammering through her chest, the rise and fall of her breathing sharp against my ribs. My cock throbbed under the sheets anyway, feeding off her tension, the way she seemed on the edge of breaking.

“You’re not sleeping until you tell me,” I said.

She turned her face into my shoulder, muffling her voice. “I don’t know how.”

I held her tighter. “Then just say it. Whatever it is.”

Her hand trembled harder, the pressure of her palm on my chest unsteady. She pulled in a deep breath, let it out slow, and whispered, “Daniel, I have to tell you something.”

My gut tightened, every nerve sparking. I didn’t know what was coming, but I knew it had to do with Marcus. The silence stretched one beat longer, and my cock ached with dread and want tangled together.

Her hand pressed flat to my chest, shaking as she tried to form words. I felt the weight of them before she said a thing. She lifted her head, eyes wide, guilty, then dropped them again. Her lips parted, closed, parted. Finally she forced the words out in a rush.

“When you went inside... Marcus and I—” She stopped, breath catching. Her nails dug lightly into my skin. “We kissed.”

The confession ripped through me. My stomach twisted hard, heat flooding up into my chest. Jealousy hit sharp and immediate, a punch in the gut, but right behind it came the surge of lust. My cock stiffened like it had been waiting for this exact moment, straining against the sheets. My head spun from the clash of anger and need, adrenaline buzzing under my skin.

I clenched my jaw, fighting the swirl in my chest. The picture slammed into my mind uninvited—his mouth on hers, her lips parting for him, his big hands braced on her body. I could almost hear it, taste it, smell it. My throat went dry.

She pressed her face into my shoulder, muffling a sob. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have let it happen. I don’t know why I did. I didn’t mean to—”

Her words stumbled, her body trembling against mine. Shame radiated off her in waves. “It was just a second, but it felt wrong. I feel sick, Daniel. I don’t want to lose us.”

I wrapped my arm tighter around her, though my heart hammered against my ribs. “You kissed him,” I said, low, the words thick in my throat.

She nodded against me, silent tears dampening my skin. “I kissed him. And I can’t stop thinking about it.”

My cock throbbed harder at the way she said it. Jealousy burned me raw, but beneath it, stronger, hotter, was the pulse of arousal that wouldn’t quit. I held her shaking body, torn in half, and still couldn’t stop wanting more.

I tilted her chin up, forcing her to look at me. Her eyes were wet, guilt swimming there, but all I saw was the way her lips glistened, swollen from someone else’s kiss. My cock jerked at the sight. She shook her head, trying to drop her gaze again, but I held it firm.

“I should hate you right now,” I said, voice rough. “But I don’t. I’m so fucking hard thinking about you kissing him.”

Her mouth fell open, shocked. “Daniel... you can’t mean that.”

I slid my hand down her back, gripping her ass, pulling her tighter against me until she felt the thickness pressing at her stomach. “Feel how much I mean it.”

Her eyes widened as she pressed into me, her breath catching when she realized how hard I was. “You’re... turned on?”

“More than I’ve ever been,” I said. My teeth clenched with the honesty of it. “You let him taste you, and now I can’t stop imagining his tongue in your mouth, his hand on your tits.”

She whimpered, shaking her head. “It’s wrong. I love you. I don’t want to ruin us.”

“You’re not ruining anything,” I said, kissing her jaw, her neck, tasting salt and skin. “You made me harder than I’ve ever been. That kiss doesn’t scare me. It makes me want more.”

Her breath came faster, tits rising against my chest. “I don’t understand,” she whispered. “I thought you’d be furious.”

“I am,” I growled, grinding against her, the tension burning through me. “But I’m also so fucking turned on I can’t think straight. You remember how it was back in college? When my ex cheated? How fucked up it left me, how I hated it and still got hard from it?”

She nodded slowly, eyes wide. “You told me everything. I saw what it did to you.”

“This isn’t that,” I said. “This isn’t betrayal. This is us choosing it. Me watching you want someone else, and me wanting it too. It twists me up the same way, but this time I want the twist. I need it.”

She shook under my touch, torn apart by her own shame and the heat of my cock against her belly. “Daniel, if you really mean that... I don’t know if I can trust myself.”

I kissed her hard, teeth clashing, swallowing her gasp. When I pulled back, I said it again, low and certain. “I want you to want him. And I want you to let me hear it.”

Her breath shuddered out of her, the sound almost a whine. She buried her face against my chest, shaking her head. “If I go to him, if I let this happen... what if you wake up tomorrow and hate me for it?”

I cupped her jaw, made her meet my eyes again. “Look at me. Do I look like I’m lying to you?” My cock ground against her hip, stiff as iron. “I’m hard because you kissed him. I’m not scared of tomorrow. I want this tonight.”

She searched my face, desperate for some crack, some hint that I was bluffing. “You’re saying that now because you’re turned on. But later—”

“Later I’ll still be turned on. Later I’ll want to hear every filthy detail. Later I’ll want to know how he touched you, how you came for him.” I kissed her again, rough, pushing my tongue deep until she moaned against me. When I broke the kiss, my forehead pressed to hers, I whispered, “I want you to go to him, Lauren.”

Her hand trembled where it clutched at my chest. “Say it again,” she whispered. “So I know you mean it.”

“I want you to go to him,” I repeated. “I want you to open the door and climb into his bed. And I want you to let me hear what he does to you.”

Her eyes widened, pupils blown, her whole body caught between terror and arousal. She shook her head like she couldn’t believe me, then kissed me hard, pulling my lip between her teeth. “Daniel... if I do this, there’s no undoing it.”

“Good,” I growled, sliding my hand down to spread her ass and grind her bare pussy against my thigh. “I don’t want it undone.”

She gasped, clinging to me, her body rocking against mine once before she pulled away. She sat up, knees drawn under her, hair messy around her face. “You’re sure. You’re really fucking sure.”

“I’ve never been more sure,” I said, voice steady though my body shook with adrenaline. My cock throbbed under the sheets as I watched her wrestle with the decision, knowing she was already halfway there.

She dragged her hands over her face, fingers trembling, then dropped them to her lap. Her tits rose and fell fast with each breath, nipples hard from the tension strung tight between us. “Say it again,” she demanded, voice raw. “I need to hear it again.”

“I want you to go to him,” I said, slower this time, deliberate. My cock throbbed as I spoke. “I want you to let him kiss you again, touch you again. And I want you to let me hear all of it.”

Her eyes glistened, searching mine. “You won’t hate me?”

“I’ll never hate you,” I said, gripping her thigh, sliding my hand up until my fingers brushed her wet pussy. “I’ll only hate it if you don’t go.”

Her hips twitched at the touch, but she caught my wrist, holding me there. “You’re not just saying this because you’re drunk?”

“I’m saying it because I’ve wanted it for years,” I shot back. “And right now I want it more than I’ve ever wanted anything.”

She gasped, pressing her forehead to mine. “If I go... if I climb into his bed... I won’t stop myself.”

“Then don’t,” I whispered, my breath hot against her lips. “Don’t stop. Let it happen.”

Her whole body trembled as she pulled away again, her hand still clutching mine like she needed it for balance. “God, Daniel. You’re sure. You’re really fucking sure.”

I nodded, stroking her thigh with slow, rough fingers. “I’m serious, Lauren. Go.”

She sat frozen for a long moment, eyes wide, body shaking. Then she slipped off the bed, legs unsteady, and crossed the room to the dresser. She grabbed one of my oversized tees, pulled it on over her naked body. The hem hung halfway down her thighs, clinging to her tits, doing nothing to hide how bare she was underneath. She turned back to me, lips parted, eyes pleading for one last confirmation.

“Go,” I said again, fist closing around my cock under the sheet. “And leave the door open.”

She lingered a second longer, then pulled the door open. The light from the hall painted her silhouette, bare legs flashing under the hem. Her heavy tits bounced under the thin cotton as she stepped out, no bra, nipples pressing through. My breath caught, imagining Marcus’s huge hands wrapping around them soon, squeezing, lifting, holding her in ways that would make her moan. The sight of her walking away like that made my cock throb so hard it hurt. She left the door cracked, her bare legs vanishing into the hall, and the sound of her soft steps fading toward him.

I lay back in the dark, staring at that thin strip of light cutting across the floor. My fist tightened around my cock, pumping slow, edging myself on the nerves burning through me. Adrenaline crashed in waves, making me shake. Every sound outside the room sharpened—floorboards creaking, a door clicking soft, hushed voices I couldn’t make out. I held my breath, waiting for more.

The house felt suspended, time stretched to breaking. I wanted to hear the moment it shifted, when whispers turned to touches, when touches turned to gasps. I whispered to myself, almost chanting, reminding my body this was real now. She was across the hall. She was with him. The door was open, and I would hear it all.

My cock pulsed in my fist, leaking already, but I held back, forcing myself not to finish. Not yet. The night had just broken open, and everything we’d only talked about was about to become louder than any fantasy we’d ever shared.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Waiting

[image: ]


The dark pressed heavy around me, broken only by the thin strip of light spilling from the cracked door across the hall. I lay still, cock in my fist, stroking slow just to bleed off the pressure building in me. Every nerve was sharp, every sound in the house magnified until I thought my heart might pound out of my chest. The hum of the fridge, the faint tick of the thermostat, the creak of wood outside—all of it louder than it should have been. But from the guest room, nothing yet.

My breath caught as the silence dragged on. Had she climbed into his bed just to talk? Was Marcus lying stiff under the covers, afraid to move, afraid to touch her? My cock pulsed harder at the thought that he might be staring at her right now, that she was standing there in only my shirt, hesitating, unsure how to begin.

The mattress finally gave a soft groan, weight shifting on it. I froze, listening. At first the voices were whispers, too low to make out. Lauren’s tone carried light and nervous, Marcus’s deeper rumble steady beside it. They thought I was asleep. They thought they had to keep quiet. I tightened my grip, precum slicking my palm as I strained to hear more.

Then a sound broke through clear—the quick burst of Lauren’s laughter, higher than usual, the nerves spilling over. Marcus’s answering chuckle followed, deep, unhurried, filling the quiet space. The normalcy of it, the ease between them, twisted inside me worse than anything else. They weren’t strangers fumbling. They were already comfortable, already close.

The bed creaked again, louder, and I whispered to myself in the dark, “Come on. Don’t stop there.”

The quiet broke with the faint shift of the mattress, springs groaning under new weight. I gripped my cock tighter, stroking slow, heart hammering. I knew she’d gone in there wearing only my oversized tee, nothing else, bare legs and tits loose underneath. The image of her standing by his bed like that made precum spill over my fist.

Her voice came through first, breathless, nervous. “God, Marcus...” She paused, and I could hear the awe in her tone even before the words fell. “You’re... so fucking big.”

The ache in my chest sharpened, jealousy and lust twisting together. My cock jerked in my hand as I imagined her kneeling on the mattress now, shirt falling off her shoulders, eyes wide as she looked at him.

Marcus’s reply rolled out steady, no hesitation. “Wrap your hand around it.”

The bed creaked louder, fabric shifting, then her sharp gasp carried over, clear as if she stood at my door. “It’s so thick,” she whispered, voice shaking, but strong enough that I caught every word. “Harder than anything I’ve ever felt.”

Her nervous laugh followed, breaking into a groan that sounded dragged from her chest the second she touched him. My grip on my shaft tightened painfully, precum dripping hot across my knuckles. I stroked in rhythm, whispering to myself, “That’s it, baby. Take it in your hand. He doesn’t know I’m listening. Show him how bad you want it.”

Marcus’s low growl reached me next, satisfied. “Stroke it slow. Let me feel you.”

The springs groaned again under their weight, and I shut my eyes, seeing it as clear as if I were there—her fist sliding over his cock, my shirt hanging open, her tits swinging free as she gave in completely.

The steady squeak of the mattress grew sharper, in rhythm now with the sound of her hand working him. Each slide carried through in Marcus’s deep breaths, low grunts that made my cock twitch hard in my fist. I stroked myself to match it, precum slicking my grip, every noise painting the picture sharper in my head.

Lauren’s voice trembled as she praised him, the awe spilling out unfiltered. “God, Marcus, it barely fits in my hand... you’re so fucking thick.” She let out another shaky laugh that broke into a moan as she stroked faster. “You’re hard as stone—so much harder than Daniel ever gets...” Her words slammed into me, brutal in their honesty, her voice thick with awe.

Marcus groaned, pleased, his tone rougher now. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

The bed creaked harder with every pump of her fist. I imagined her tits bouncing loose under my shirt, hair falling over her shoulders as she bent to him. My cock jerked in my grip at the thought of her eyes locked on him, her mouth watering.

Then she gasped again, sharp and eager. “I need to taste it,” she blurted, her words carrying clear across the hall. The admission knocked the air out of me. My chest heaved as I stroked harder, whispering into the dark, “Yes, baby... put it in your mouth.”

Marcus’s growl came deep and certain. “Do it. Get your lips around it.”

The wet sound hit first, loud in the stillness, her lips parting around him. Marcus let out a grunt that carried across the hall, low and guttural. My cock jerked violently in my fist as I heard her gag lightly, then moan, the noise vibrating around his shaft. The slick slide of her mouth working over him filled the space, messy and obscene, every detail crystal clear through the cracked door.

Lauren pulled off just long enough to gasp, voice breaking with awe. “Fuck—Marcus—you’re so huge—I can’t even get it all in.” She laughed breathlessly, then moaned again as she dove back down. The sounds of her sucking, wet and sloppy, reached me like they were inches away. I stroked harder, precum spilling over my fist, my chest heaving with every gulp and gag she gave him.

Marcus’s voice came deep and commanding. “Take more. Relax your throat. You can do it.”

She moaned around him, choked once, then came up gasping, spit dripping as she praised him. “It’s so fucking hard—so thick—I can feel it stretching my jaw.” Her awe cut me open, every word slamming into me while I writhed in the dark, cock leaking.

The mattress groaned as she shifted, sucking him again, the rhythm faster now, the sounds wetter, filthier. Marcus growled his approval, voice rough with control. “Good girl. Get it deeper.”

I pumped furiously, whispering hoarse into the dark, “That’s it, baby... choke on it for him.”

The wet slurps cut off, replaced by the rustle of movement and the thud of the mattress as Marcus shifted her. His voice carried, clear and firm. “Take this off. I want to see you.”

The fabric dragged faintly, and Lauren gasped as he pulled my shirt over her head. Marcus’s groan followed, raw and awed, echoing straight across the hall. “Fuck... those tits. You have no idea how long I’ve wanted these in my hands.”

The bed groaned as he shifted, and then Lauren moaned, high and startled, as he grabbed her tits, squeezing them hard. “Marcus—” she cried out, her voice cracking, then broke into laughter that melted to gasps. “God—you love them that much?”

“I’ve dreamed about this,” he growled, voice vibrating low. “So full... so fucking perfect.” Wet sounds followed as he kissed them, sucking her nipples, groaning between each mouthful. Lauren’s moans carried high, raw pleasure tumbling from her throat. “Oh god—your mouth—my tits—fuck, that feels so good—”

He sucked harder, growling into her chest, his words muffled but still sharp. “These belong in my hands.” She whimpered under him, crying out louder, the bed squeaking with every shift as he mauled her tits. Her breath came broken, desperate, until finally he growled again, clear and commanding. “On your back now. Spread those legs for me.”

My cock ached in my fist at the thought of her obeying, now naked, pussy bare and dripping. The bed groaned as she moved, then her breathless laugh reached me, nervous and needy. “God, Marcus... I’ve never—” Her words cut off in a gasp that tore straight through the hall.

The sound that followed was wetter, softer, rhythmic. His tongue. I knew it instantly. Lauren’s sharp intake of breath became a whimpering moan. “Oh fuck—Marcus—your mouth—” she cried out, her voice quivering in awe. “God, you’re so good at that—”

The slick noise of him eating her out carried with every shift of the bed, every gasp that broke out of her throat. She moaned louder, words spilling free without thought. “Oh fuck—yes—right there—don’t stop—” Her voice cracked, desperate, the pitch climbing.

Marcus growled low between her thighs, the sound vibrating against her. “Taste so sweet. Keep those legs open.”

The mattress thudded as she writhed, but her voice only grew more frantic. “Marcus—I’m gonna—oh god—I’m gonna cum—” She gasped and cried out, her voice peaking before breaking into ragged moans. I stroked myself furiously, precum slicking everywhere, whispering in the dark, “Yes baby, let him make you scream.”

The wet slurps had barely faded before the rhythm changed. The mattress groaned under shifting weight, Marcus moving lower. His voice came deep, controlled. “Hold still. I want to taste you.”

Lauren’s gasp carried sharp, her breath catching high in her throat. “Marcus—oh god—” The wet sound of his tongue pushing into her filled the silence, obscene and clear. She moaned helplessly, the sound rising through the hall. “Oh fuck—your tongue—it’s so good—”

The slick rhythm quickened, his mouth working over her pussy, every shift of his jaw sending another desperate noise spilling from her lips. “God—yes—don’t stop—fuck—” she cried, voice breaking again and again. My cock pulsed violently in my hand, precum running down my knuckles as I pictured her spread wide, his shoulders forcing her thighs open, his tongue sliding deep.

Marcus growled between her thighs, his words vibrating against her cunt. “Stay open for me. Take it all.”

She screamed at that, bucking against his face, tits bouncing as she begged. “Marcus—I’m gonna—oh fuck—I’m right there—” Her voice peaked, a ragged wail threatening to tear the air apart. I stroked myself faster, every muscle locked with the urge to cum.

Then his voice came again, firmer now, halting her climb. “Not yet. You’re not cumming yet.”

Her whine tore across the hall, desperate, undone. “Please—Marcus—don’t stop—I need it—” She gasped as he slowed, dragging his tongue over her slower, teasing her body instead of finishing her. She sobbed in frustration, still begging, her words frantic. “Please let me cum—oh god—I’m begging—”

I shook under the covers, cock slick and aching, whispering through gritted teeth, “Make her beg, Marcus. Keep her right there.”
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The first creaks of the bed carried across the hall, faint at first, then sharper as weight settled into rhythm. A gasp tore out of her throat, high and sudden, followed by a wet groan that sent heat straight through me.

“Oh god—Marcus—” The words broke off in a moan, cut by the thud of his hips meeting her.

The mattress squealed again. Heavy breaths, her voice trembling as it rose higher. “You’re so big—” Another moan swallowed the end of it.

His reply was too low to catch, only a rumble under the slap of their bodies. She answered with a cry that stretched into a whine, the kind she never gave me.

The rhythm steadied. Wet, sharp, each thrust a new collision that rattled the air. Her gasps grew quicker, each one higher than the last. The pace shifted, faster, louder, and she choked out another broken line. “Deeper—fuck—yes—”

I lay stiff, cock in my hand, precum slicking my fingers. I squeezed hard at the base, holding myself back. The sheets stuck to my back with sweat as I forced air through my teeth, whispering into the dark, Don’t cum. Not yet.

The sound didn’t stop. Skin smacked, her moans cut raw, the bed hammering with each push of his weight. Another squeal, sharper, like the air had been punched out of her. “Marcus—fuck—” Her voice cracked, then turned into a long, quivering moan.

I gripped tighter, leaking into my palm, every nerve on fire. The rhythm across the hall drove through the wall, sharp and relentless. Each thrust echoed like it landed inside me. My cock twitched violently, the ache pulling me to the edge. I fought it, clenching my fist, chest heaving with every breath. Precum smeared across my shaft and hand, sticky and hot, a constant threat to spill.

The mattress groaned louder, her cries now desperate, high and broken. The slap of his body against hers grew heavier, more brutal. She gave another scream, short and sharp, that shattered into gasping praise. “So deep—so fucking deep—”

My body shook under the covers, every sound drilling through me, dragging me closer to release. I shut my eyes tight, whispering to myself again, don’t cum, don’t you fucking cum yet.

The pace across the hall grew sharper, the squeal of the bed louder as weight slammed down again and again. Her voice carried clearer now, the words tumbling between gasps. “Oh god—it’s so much—Marcus—” She moaned, the sound breaking in the middle as if her lungs couldn’t keep up with the thrusts driving into her.

The slap of skin echoed steady, wet and brutal, each impact pulling a new cry from her throat. The rhythm left no pause, no space for her to catch breath. Her voice turned frantic, higher with each thrust. “Yes—harder—fuck me harder—” The plea ripped out of her, raw and desperate.

Marcus’s growl rumbled low beneath it all, thick with control. I couldn’t catch every word, only the tone—commanding, certain, like he owned every sound coming out of her. She answered him with a squeal that stretched into a moan, shaking through the air until it frayed apart.

I gripped myself tighter under the sheets, cock leaking steady, precum slicking my hand and belly. The ache was unbearable, each throb pulling me closer to the edge. I clamped down hard, whispering into the dark, holding the orgasm back. My body trembled with the effort, chest heaving, teeth clenched.

Her moans rose again, sharper, like she was breaking. “You’re splitting me open—so fucking deep—” The words dragged into another cry, high-pitched and quivering. The bed slammed harder against the wall, a savage rhythm that filled the house. Her screams poured out unrestrained, raw and high, so much louder than anything she had ever given me.

Precum smeared across my palm in thick strings as I squeezed my cock harder, edging with violent control, the need to release crushing me. The sound of her begging shook through me, every scream pushing my body closer to spilling. The slap of their bodies never slowed, the wet crack carrying sharp with each thrust.

Her cry tore out again, desperate, cracking into sobs. “Marcus—yes—yes—don’t stop—oh fuck—yes!” I writhed in the dark, leaking hot across my hand, whispering hoarse to myself, don’t cum, don’t fucking cum yet.

The bed slammed steady now, each thrust heavier, wet cracks echoing down the hall. Her moans pitched higher, gasps spilling ragged between the smacks of skin. She sobbed out another broken praise, voice wrecked. “You’re pounding me—oh god—it’s so hard—”

Marcus’s voice carried clearer, deep and commanding. “Take it. Wrap those legs tight. Feel this cock split you open.” His growl rumbled sharp with each drive of his hips. “This is how you get fucked, slut. Not with weak little thrusts. With real cock.”

Her cry rose over his words, frantic and breathless. “Yes—fuck me like that—I need it—so deep—”

The bedframe squealed under their weight, each slam harder than the last, the rhythm brutal and relentless. His grunts filled the spaces between her screams, low and guttural. “Your pussy’s clamping so tight. Greedy little cunt wants more.”

She wailed at that, her voice raw. “I can’t stop—it feels so good—you’re stretching me apart—”

I writhed under the sheets, cock swollen in my hand, precum spilling thick across my fist. I squeezed hard, holding back, every muscle tense with fear of spilling too soon. My teeth clenched, chest heaving as the sounds battered me.

Marcus slammed into her again, the impact rattling through the wall. “You love this cock. Say it louder. Scream it.”

Her voice broke into a scream, jagged and desperate. “I love it—I love your cock—fuck—it’s perfect—”

The wet slap of his hips, her screams spilling constant, his growl of satisfaction—every noise drilled through me, dragging me closer to the edge I was terrified to cross.

The rhythm across the hall broke into chaos, the bed squealing sharp under their weight. Her scream ripped through the air, high and shattered. “Marcus—oh god—I’m cumming—” The words turned into a wail, her body thrashing against his thrusts.

His growl followed, thick and triumphant. “That’s it. Cum on this cock. I want to feel this white pussy squeezing my black dick raw.” The slap of their bodies grew savage, his weight hammering her down into the mattress.

She sobbed through the orgasm, voice cracking. “Yes—yes—I can’t stop—it’s tearing me apart—I love it—” Her praise turned into frantic gasps, her skin no doubt pale against the dark weight pounding her open.

I clenched my cock, precum smeared across my hand in thick streaks. The image burned in me—her soft white thighs split wide, his black body pressed down over her, owning every inch. My body shook, the effort to hold back shredding me from inside.

Marcus grunted, breath rough. “Look at you, taking it all. This tight pussy was waiting for me. You’ll remember my skin on yours every time you spread your legs.” His thrusts didn’t slow, hammering through her cries.

Her scream split again, ragged, pure surrender. “Oh fuck—it’s too much—I’m cumming—I can’t—oh god—Marcus—” Her voice pitched into a sob, her orgasm tearing out of her throat unrestrained.

The sound shattered me. My cock jerked in my fist, and I spilled into the sock clutched in my other hand, hot and messy, the release tearing out of me too soon. My body spasmed with each weak spurt, shame flooding me even as I groaned into the dark.

Across the hall, her voice still rang wild, her orgasm screaming for him while I lay sticky and ruined, breath ragged, the sock wet and heavy in my grip.

The bed across the hall never quieted. Even after her scream split through the house and broke into sobs, the pounding carried on. Springs squealed, wood rattled, skin smacked fast and wet. Her moans turned ragged, the words gasped between thrusts. “Marcus—please—I can’t—oh fuck—”

He didn’t ease. His grunt cut through, rough and relentless. “You can take it. This black cock doesn’t stop because you’re crying. You begged for it, now you stay open and give me everything.”

Her reply came as another cry, high and broken, the sound of her body wrecked under his weight. The bed hammered faster, brutal, until her whimpers bent back into sharp moans, need mixing with exhaustion. The squeal of the mattress and the slap of his hips landed in a brutal rhythm that didn’t let up. Her voice pitched higher, then dropped into gasps that sounded torn from her chest, only to rise again when he drove into her harder.

I lay on my back, the sock still damp in my fist, chest heaving, cock twitching useless after spilling too soon. The shame clung hot on my skin while the rhythm across the hall only grew louder. My body shook with each cry she gave him, every sound like a reminder of how much she was giving away. The wet slap echoed steady, cruel in its consistency, while I lay ruined, holding the evidence of my weakness in my hand.

Her moans twisted back into pleas, trembling but clear. “Marcus—don’t stop—please—keep fucking me—” Her voice cracked, torn in half between exhaustion and raw want.

He roared again, breath tearing out of him. “Tight white cunt milking me like it’s starving. Don’t you dare let go. You’re mine until I’m done.”

The bed slammed the wall harder, shaking through the house. Her cries shot higher, the pitch sharp and frantic, each one cutting through me while my body twitched uselessly. She screamed again, voice ragged, every syllable proof that he was still going strong while I lay spent and hollow, clutching the sock like a fool.

Her voice cracked sharp as he drove into her harder. “Deeper—Marcus—please—ruin me—” The words tumbled out desperate, half sob, half praise. The squeal of the mattress carried under her cries, each thrust making her sound higher, more frantic.

Marcus’s growl filled the hall, low and brutal. “This pussy’s mine now. You’re spread wide for my cock, and I’ll break you open till you scream my name.” His weight hammered her down, the slap of his hips wet and cruel, each impact sending another broken noise spilling out of her throat.

She wailed in answer, her voice climbing past control. “Yes—oh god—don’t stop—you’re ruining me—I love it—” Her words tore apart into ragged gasps, her body clearly giving him everything he demanded. The bed thudded in savage rhythm, wood rattling, the wet slap of their bodies echoing sharp through the walls. She moaned again, louder this time, a scream choked off into sobs as he pounded her deeper.

Marcus grunted louder, each word jagged with breath. “I always knew you’d be a great fuck. Should’ve taken you years ago. Now I’ve got you and I’m not letting go until I ruin you for every other man.” His thrusts drove her higher, the squeal of the mattress stretching into sharp rhythm as he pinned her down.

She cried out again, voice wrecked. “Yes—Marcus—oh fuck—ruin me—don’t stop—please—” Her praise poured raw, frantic, every line louder than the last until it broke into a scream that shook me under the sheets.

I lay flat in the dark, the damp sock still clenched in my fist, sweat cooling on my chest. My cock twitched weakly, spent, but my mind raced. The high had vanished. Clarity hit like a stone in my gut, cold and brutal. Fear clawed through me, sharper than the lust had ever been. I had pushed her here. I had told her to go. I had wanted to hear her moans, to feed my sick craving. Now the sounds were real, her screams given to him, and I couldn’t take them back.

The thought twisted deeper with every sound that followed. Her voice was pure surrender, praising his cock, begging him to ruin her while I lay empty. Every thrust, every cry proved what I had done—traded our marriage for a twisted high that was already fading, leaving only dread. My chest ached with it, my breath ragged as the fear hollowed me out, while across the hall his body still drove into hers without pause.

The bed hammered the wall in savage rhythm, each slam wet and brutal. The sound carried sharp and merciless, the frame rattling as if it might split apart. Her cries pitched high, torn from her throat with every thrust. I could hear the way her voice broke, desperate and raw, filled with a need that clawed into me. She screamed for him, voice shaking, “Marcus—oh god—your cock—so deep—I can’t stop—I need it!”

His roar filled the hall, guttural and raw. “This tight pussy’s mine. These fat tits bouncing under me, this round ass gripping me—you’re my cock-hungry slut and I’m filling you till you can’t take another inch.” His words struck between grunts, every thrust pounding her down harder. The slap of skin was heavy, the wet rhythm obscene and clear even through the wall.

Her voice dissolved into a ragged wail, sobbing and moaning all at once. The pitch of her cries carried high, but under it I could hear the squeal of the mattress, the smack of his hips, the deep grunt with each drive of his cock. “Yes—ruin me—fuck me—please, Marcus—cum in me—make me your whore—” she cried, her tone splintered.

Marcus groaned heavy, his breath tearing ragged. “You’re clamping me so tight—this wet pussy begging for my cum. Take it all, slut.” His roar broke into the night as he slammed deep, hips grinding, cock buried to the hilt. I could hear the shift of weight, the drag of skin, the bedframe straining under him.

Her scream split through the house, wild and desperate. The sound tore sharp through me, louder than anything she had ever given me. “Yes—fill me—fuck—I’m cumming—” Her voice shattered, shaking, body breaking apart under him. The noise of her orgasm was tangled with the relentless smack of his thrusts, her body still taking every inch even as she cried his name.

Flat on my back in the dark, chest heaving, the smell of sex still clinging to me, I stared at the ceiling while their sounds carried clear through the hall. My cock had spilled long ago, but as Marcus groaned, release pumping into her bare, loud and thick as he finished inside her, I felt it twitch again, stirring with life. Shame hollowed me, hot and cold at once, as I listened to her sob his name, her orgasm tangled with his, while I lay ruined, weak and broken, only a witness to the man who now owned her body.
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The house sank into silence. For a moment I thought it was done, that maybe she had collapsed under him, drained of everything. My chest rose and fell fast, ears straining for proof it was really over. The bed no longer hammered, no squeal of springs, no cries ripping through the walls. Just faint breaths and a quiet that let me almost believe it had ended. Relief trickled in, thin and shaky. Maybe he had left. Maybe she would come back to me, wrecked but mine again.

The quiet stretched on, too long, until I caught faint panting. The sound of her voice came low, shaking with a small laugh. It was soft, intimate, carried through the stillness like it was meant to linger. “That was the best fuck I’ve ever had.” Her words struck deeper than her screams had. Screams belonged to lust, to frenzy. But that tone, that laughter—that belonged to satisfaction. My stomach clenched and twisted. Yet I still tried to believe. Maybe it was over now. Maybe she’d slip back across the hall and into my arms.

Then his voice cut through, low and sharp, the tone of a man not finished. “We’re not done. Suck my cock.”

Her moan followed instantly, eager, breathless. Sheets rustled, the shift of bodies against the mattress, and then the wet sound began—thick, sloppy, unmistakable. The drag of her lips down his length, the gagging choke when he pushed deep, the messy slurp as she sucked him back in. The noises punched through the wall, sticky and raw, too close to my ear.

He groaned deep, the sound heavy with satisfaction. “That’s it. Get it soaked. Show me how much you love my fat cock.”

Her muffled whimper answered him, throat stuffed and straining. The sucking grew louder, spit bubbling, gagging as she forced more of him down. She moaned around his shaft, the vibration obscene, and my stomach lurched. I bit my lip, but the pulse of blood had already brought my cock stiff again, twitching against my thigh though I had emptied myself long ago.

The bed creaked as he shifted, likely holding her head still, feeding himself deep into her throat. “Take it all, slut. You’ve got the mouth of a whore made for this cock.” His growl was broken only by her wet gagging, the sloppy choke of her throat trying to swallow him whole.

Shame surged through me as precum leaked already, my cock jerking without permission. My hand hovered close, shaking, terrified to touch, terrified of spilling too soon. I had almost believed it was finished. Instead, the night was beginning all over again.

The wet sounds only grew louder, filling the dark with obscene rhythm. Slurps and gags mixed with her muffled moans, each one wet and desperate. She sucked greedily, her throat stretched, spit spilling, and the mess of it all carried straight through the wall to me. I could hear how eager she was, how much she wanted to please him, her mouth working like she was starved for his cock.

Marcus groaned low, his voice thick with pleasure. “Good slut. You love it, don’t you? Love choking on my fat cock.” His words came in broken grunts, heavy with control. The mattress squealed again as he shifted, holding her head still, driving deeper. She gagged hard, the choke sharp and raw, then moaned around him, a trembling sound that vibrated down the length of him.

My cock throbbed in response, precum smearing sticky against my skin without me even touching. The shame burned hot, every noise proof of how far she had gone, how far I had pushed her. I could hear the suction, thick and relentless, her tongue slapping as she licked and swallowed around him. She pulled back just long enough to gasp out a breath, then her voice floated through, ragged and worshipful. “God, you’re so huge—I can’t get enough.”

He growled in answer, satisfied and cruel. “Keep working it. You’ve got the perfect mouth, made to drain me.” The slap of his hand echoed, sharp against her cheek or maybe her tits, followed by a muffled moan as she took him deeper again.

I clenched my fists in the sheets, fighting the urge to stroke, edging on the knife’s point. My cock pulsed hard, wet at the tip, each sloppy gag and hungry swallow pushing me closer to losing control. She was sucking him like her life depended on it, and I was left listening, weak and trembling, drowning in every filthy sound they made.

The sloppy rhythm faltered, wet sucking broken by the creak of the mattress and a grunt as Marcus pulled her up. Sheets rustled, her muffled protest caught off in a gasp. Then his voice cut sharp, commanding. “On your hands and knees. I want that ass up.”

The bed groaned under shifting weight, her moan low, obedient, as she moved. A loud slap cracked through the wall, skin on skin, followed by her sharp yelp. “Yes—Marcus—” she panted, voice shuddering. Another slap, then the heavy drag of his cock sliding into her, wet and thick.

Her scream split through, raw and shaking. “Oh god—so big—fuck—” The sound tore at me, her body opened wide while he drove deep from behind. The squeal of the springs fell into rhythm again, sharp and brutal, the wet smack of hips slamming flesh filling the air. He grunted low with each thrust, breath heavy, claiming her.

“Look at this ass,” he growled, his words rough, broken by motion. “Round, white, perfect—made to take my cock. You’re mine like this.” His voice carried savage pride, every thrust punctuated by her cries.

Her moans came louder, frantic. “Yes—yes—oh god—I’m your slut—don’t stop—” The squeal of the mattress matched the clap of their bodies, the rhythm relentless. Her tits had to be swinging under her, clapping with every hard drive of his hips. She sobbed and moaned, begging him deeper.

I clenched the sheets in both fists, my cock stiff and dripping against my thigh. The shame pressed heavy, edging me to the brink. Each scream made me twitch harder, each smack of flesh a reminder of how far she had gone, and how powerless I was to stop it.

Another sharp crack sounded, his hand meeting her ass again, followed by her shriek that slid into a whimpering moan. I could picture the red bloom of his palm across her white skin, her body arching for more even as he slammed her open. The bed rattled without pause, her cries tumbling fast, and his growl carried through, low and savage, “Take it, slut—take every inch of this cock.”

The bed’s squeal turned savage, the rhythm sharper, more punishing. Each thrust landed with a wet smack that echoed through the wall, relentless and merciless. Her cries rose in pitch, no longer just moans but ragged screams, torn from her throat as he drove her open. She begged between sobs, voice breaking. “Harder—Marcus—don’t stop—I need it—”

His growl answered, steady and harsh. “That’s it, whore. This tight little pussy was made for my cock. You’re bouncing those fat tits for me, swinging while I split you wide.” The slap of skin shook the frame, his voice hot with dominance.

Her scream cracked into wild gasps. “Yes—fuck—yes—I’m your slut—stretch me—oh god—” The bed hammered the wall, wood straining with the force of his thrusts. Her sobbing cries bled into loud, broken moans, her body wrung out by the brutal pace.

I bit the inside of my cheek hard, the taste of blood flooding my mouth, trying to keep control. My cock jerked, wet at the tip, aching with need while I fought the urge to stroke. The shame tore through me—he was pounding her through walls while I lay shaking, trembling on the edge.

Another sharp crack filled the silence, his hand on her ass, followed by her squeal that broke into pleading. “Spank me again—please—fuck—your cock’s so huge—I can’t stop—” Her praise poured through, frantic, needy.

His reply came guttural, broken by thrusts. “Good slut. Bounce that white ass back on my cock. Show me how much you crave it. No one else will ever fuck you like this.” The pace quickened, his growls heavier, her screams louder, and the brutal rhythm swallowed the night.

The wet smacks came faster, louder, his thrusts slamming her body down into the mattress until the bed squealed with every impact. Her voice cracked, torn between pleading and screaming, begging him to keep going, begging for more. “Marcus—fuck—harder—don’t stop—I can’t take it—I need it—” Her cries filled the dark, shaking me to the core.

His grunt ripped through the wall. “Take it all, slut. This black cock owns you. Your pussy’s squeezing like it was built for me.” Another slap landed, skin on skin, followed by her high-pitched squeal that melted into a moan. The rhythm never faltered, his body hammering her open while she praised him, sobbing for more.

I broke. My fist wrapped tight around my cock, slick with precum. One stroke and I was gone, spilling into the sock clenched in my other hand. Hot spurts soaked the fabric, my chest heaving, body shaking as shame and relief tangled together. I groaned low, muffled in the pillow, terrified she might hear.

But Marcus didn’t stop. The bed still rattled hard against the wall, his thrusts pounding, her cries ragged and loud. I lay limp, emptied too soon, the damp sock sticky in my hand while his stamina carried on without pause. The difference carved into me—me already spent, him still using her like she was his to break.

Her voice trembled, almost sobbing now. “So deep—Marcus—stretch me open—I’m your slut, your whore—don’t stop, please—” Her body was still being driven past limits while I shook with the weakness of my own release. I pressed my forehead into the sheets, listening to her worship him while he owned her, every thrust making the walls quake as if to remind me of just how useless I was beside him.

Marcus’s pace didn’t falter. If anything, it grew heavier, each slam deep enough to shake the frame. Her cries poured ragged through the wall, broken screams and breathless moans tangled together. “Marcus—oh god—harder—fuck me—” The words cracked, her voice wrecked, but her praise was still desperate.

His growl rumbled low, jagged with breath. “This pussy was made to be ruined. You’ll never take another man the same way. Only this cock stretches you right.” The slap of his hips echoed loud, the wet smack carrying as he pounded her. Her scream answered, high and trembling, then fell into sobbing gasps.

I lay shaking, the sock heavy in my hand, my cock already twitching again despite how empty I’d just been. The surge of horniness came cruel, clouding thought, blinding reason. For a moment I forgot myself, forgot everything except the sounds of her body breaking for him. Then clarity stabbed back: I had given her away. I had put her in his bed. My own wife was sobbing on another man’s cock—a huge black friend who clearly fucked her harder, better, deeper than I ever had.

She wailed louder, her voice splintering into frantic praise. “Yes—yes—Marcus—oh god—you’re so big—don’t stop—” The squeal of the springs rose again, joined by the steady crack of his hand striking her ass. Each sound was proof of what I had unleashed, of the truth I couldn’t escape. I had delivered her to a man who dwarfed me, who owned her body while I lay useless in the dark, hard again but too ashamed to touch.

He grunted, voice low and rough. “Good slut. Push back on it. Show me how hungry you are for this cock.” The bed slammed the wall, her sobs pitched high, and I realized with hollow fear that this wasn’t ending. He had no limits, no finish line. My wife was his now, and I had made it so.

The rhythm finally slowed, the hammering pace easing into heavy breaths and the creak of the mattress under shifting weight. Her cries softened into shaky moans, still desperate, still hungry. I could picture her limp, body wrecked, yet reaching for him even as he pulled free. Then his voice came, deep and commanding. “Turn around. Get on top. I want to see those tits bounce while you ride my cock.”

Sheets rustled, her eager gasp answering him. The bed groaned again, springs squealing under their movement, followed by her sharp moan as he slid back inside. The pitch of it broke higher, her voice carrying through the wall. “God—so deep—Marcus—” she cried, breathless.

The wet slap of their bodies rose again, different now, sharper, her weight dropping down onto him while his groans grew rougher. “Ride it, slut. Show me how much you love this cock. Bounce those jugs for me.” His words hit between guttural growls, each one edged with possession.

Her moans broke into a rhythm that matched the squeal of the mattress, desperate and loud. “Yes—yes—I love it—so huge—I can’t get enough—” Her cries built higher, the bounce of her tits and the clap of her ass echoing through with each slam down his length. Then her voice carried sweet and cruel at once: “Marcus—you’re so beautiful. That black body of yours is like a god’s. No wonder you fuck me like one.” A giggle followed, soft and breathless, broken by her sharp cry as he slammed her down harder.

I lay frozen, chest hollow. Every squeal, every sharp cry reminded me she wasn’t mine to hold. She was astride him, body given fully, praising his cock and worshipping his body while I listened from the shadows, useless, trapped in the shame I had built for myself.

The pace quickened, the bed springs shrieking under the force as Marcus drove her down harder onto him. His growls came louder, each thrust pushing words through clenched teeth. “That’s it, slut—bounce on this fat cock. Show me that hungry body was made to serve me.” The slap of his hands on her ass echoed, sharp and raw, punctuating every demand.

Her squeals rose into high cries, voice cracking as she praised him between gasps. “Yes—oh god yes—I’m your whore—so deep—never stop—” The clap of her ass against his thighs carried strong, mingled with the wet slap of her pussy swallowing him down to the base. I could picture her tits bouncing wildly, her moans breaking each time she crashed onto him.

Then a sharp smack sounded different, higher, more hollow, followed by her shriek and then a shuddering laugh. “God—yes—grab my jugs rougher—I never get them treated like this—fuck—I love it.” I froze, cock jerking, knowing his hands were on her chest, twisting and slapping what she begged him for. Wet sucking noises followed, low and obscene, and her squeal cracked higher before melting into a moan. In my head I saw his mouth at her nipples, biting, pulling, while she praised the roughness she claimed she craved.

“Look at you—cock-hungry slut riding like you’ll never get enough. These jugs, this pussy—it’s all mine.” His voice growled low, filled with possession, every word underscored by the sharp rhythm of their bodies colliding. She cried out, frantic, her voice trembling, “Harder—don’t stop—fuck—I love it rough.”

Her giggles broke through the cries, delirious, twisted with pleasure. “Fuck—you’re ruining me—no one will ever fuck me like this.” Her laugh cracked into another sharp scream as he hauled her down again, the bed rattling, her body clearly thrown open by his size.

I stared up into the dark ceiling, hollow and ruined, every word another knife. The sounds of her surrender were complete—praise, laughter, screams—all given to him. I lay still, knowing she had given him everything, while I was left on the outside, listening, shame hardening heavy in my chest.

The squeal of the mattress rose into a frantic rhythm, her cries climbing higher, desperate and wild. Each slam echoed sharp, the wet claps pounding through the wall, her voice breaking into sobs and shrieks. “Marcus—oh god—I’m cumming—fuck—I’m cumming—” Her scream tore through the silence, raw and shuddering, her body pushed past the edge again.

His roar followed, guttural and deep, filling the air like thunder. “Take it, slut—take every drop—this cock owns you.” The pounding turned brutal, savage thrusts driving her down hard until the sound broke into sharp groans. His growl turned into a ragged shout as he emptied inside her, the bed shaking under the weight of it.

Her sobs shifted into moans, her voice wrecked but blissful, the words spilling unguarded. “So full—oh god—you’re flooding me—I can feel it spilling—” She cried out again, another tremor hitting, her orgasm tangled with his, their voices tangled in the kind of release I had never heard from her before.

I stared up into the dark ceiling, my chest caving with each sound. The sock in my hand was heavy with my own weak release from earlier, sticky and cold, and still my cock twitched shamefully at the noise of him filling her again. The contrast was merciless: Marcus roaring, her body convulsing on his cock, while I lay broken and hollow, ruined by the reminder that she had given him what I could never reach.

The room fell into gasping silence at last, her panting soft, his growl fading into low breaths. I listened, chest tight, the image burned into me: my wife clinging to his godlike body while he poured himself inside her, and me left with nothing but a damp sock and the ache of knowing she belonged to him now.
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The bed creaked softer now, the violent rhythm fading into broken thrusts and ragged panting. Each sound carried clear through the hall, muffled but undeniable. The wet slap of their bodies eased, replaced by breathless gasps and little groans. I lay stiff under the covers, every muscle tight, staring into the dark. My ears strained for every detail, proof that none of this was some twisted dream.

Her voice floated faintly, still shaking with the aftershock. A soft moan, followed by a low giggle, then silence, then another breathy sound. The bed groaned again, slower this time, as if he still held her, still grinding into her, unwilling to let go. My chest clenched with jealousy so sharp it ached, but my cock was already swelling again, hardening against my thigh despite how empty and drained I felt.

I shut my eyes but couldn’t shut out the noises—the shift of the mattress, the rustle of sheets, her little gasps that sounded too content, too satisfied. Awe and pain mixed inside me until I felt sick. She had given him everything. She had screamed for him in a way she had never screamed for me, not once in all our years of marriage. The thought hollowed me, cut me open. And still my body betrayed me, cock throbbing, twitching, begging for release I couldn’t control.

I squeezed the sheets tight in both fists, forcing myself not to touch, not to stroke again. Shame pressed down, heavy as stone, but the sounds continued, and with each faint moan from her throat my chest caved deeper. There was no undoing what I had heard, no taking it back. Only the silence left behind, and my own pulse pounding loud in the dark.

Their noises shifted again, no longer the sharp slap of flesh or her screams tearing down the hall. What reached me now were softer sounds—her giggles breaking into little sighs, his low voice rumbling, almost tender. I couldn’t make out every word, but the tone was unmistakable. They were pressed close, kissing, whispering. Lovers’ sounds. Not just fucking—something gentler, more dangerous.

My stomach twisted as I lay there listening. I wanted it to stop, wanted to block it out, but my ears refused. I caught her voice, faint but clear enough. “You feel so good,” she breathed, followed by another hushed laugh. The sound hit me harder than her screams had. Those screams belonged to lust, to frenzy. But that laugh—that softness—belonged to something else. She had never laughed like that after being with me.

His voice followed, low and smug. “Tightest pussy I’ve ever had,” he murmured. The bed creaked as if he pulled her tighter into him. She giggled again, a sound that felt like needles under my skin. My cock throbbed against my thigh, hard and insistent, but the shame of it made me shake.

I dug my nails into the sheets, biting the inside of my cheek until I tasted blood. I should have been furious, I should have gotten up, dragged her back—but I stayed frozen, listening to her whisper back to him, her tone playful, affectionate. Every soft sound poured into me like poison and fuel at once, jealousy burning hot in my gut while my body betrayed me, stiffening harder the more tender she sounded with him.

The sounds tapered off at last, the creak of their bed replaced by silence. I held my breath, waiting, wondering if she’d stay there with him, if she’d dare fall asleep in his arms. My cock pulsed against my thigh, shame and jealousy grinding through me in waves. The quiet stretched until I thought I might go mad. Then I heard it—soft footsteps crossing the hall.

The door eased open wider, and the glow from the hallway framed her for an instant before she slipped inside. Naked, her skin glistened faintly with sweat, her hair damp, sticking to her cheeks. She looked flushed, glowing, but her eyes carried a flicker of something else—uncertainty. She hesitated by the bed, watching me as if unsure what she’d find. Fear threaded her features, fear that I might lash out, that I might shove her away.

I stayed still, heart hammering, pretending to be calm. She climbed in beside me slowly, her bare tits brushing my arm as she curled up close. Her body was hot against mine, her breathing uneven. I could feel the tremble in her as she whispered, almost too soft to catch. “Are you... are you angry?”

I didn’t answer right away. My chest ached, but I forced myself to swallow it down. She pressed closer, testing, her lips grazing my shoulder. “Did I ruin everything?” she breathed, voice shaking with the question. My cock throbbed harder beneath the sheets, cruel proof that my body had no interest in anger at all. I turned slightly toward her, eyes still on the dark ceiling, trying to mask the storm tearing through me.

I lay stiff under the covers, heart pounding, cock twitching hard against my thigh, but I forced my face to stay calm. Jealousy tore at me from the inside, sharp and relentless, but I buried it, unwilling to let her see. My pulse roared in my ears as she curled close, her tits warm against my arm, her breath trembling against my skin. The heat of her body pressed into mine only made the ache sharper. She smelled of sweat, sex, and something that wasn’t mine. I wanted to recoil, but I couldn’t. I wanted to drink her in, but I hated myself for it.

I swallowed and asked, quiet, steady, though my chest ached with the weight of it. “How was it?” My voice sounded calm, but it scraped my throat raw on the way out. I could feel my heart in my neck, pounding so hard I thought she’d hear it.

She froze at the question, her whole body tightening against me. For a moment she didn’t breathe, didn’t speak. Then her lips brushed my shoulder and her voice slipped out low, careful. “It was... good. Different. Overwhelming.” The pause after each word stretched, as if she feared I might shatter with the wrong detail.

Her words came measured, deliberate, as if each one had to be chosen so it wouldn’t cut too deep. She hesitated after every phrase, waiting, listening for the shift in my tone, the change in my breath. “I didn’t expect to feel so much,” she whispered at last, voice shaking but honest. Her chest pressed harder into me as if she wanted to anchor herself against whatever storm might come.

Her hand rested lightly on my chest, trembling as she touched me. The warmth of her palm lingered, hesitant, testing. She stayed still, waiting for me to break, to lash out, to say something that would end it all. Her breaths shortened, her lips brushed my skin again, timid, afraid. I kept my voice quiet, steady, though my cock throbbed cruelly under the sheets, betraying every storm I tried to hide. Inside, my jealousy screamed. Outside, I only let her feel stillness.

Her hand lingered on my chest, warm and trembling, as if she were testing the ground before stepping further. For a while she stayed there in silence, her breathing shallow, almost waiting for permission. My body burned with conflict—every nerve raw from what I had heard, yet my cock pulsed harder, alive and hungry under the sheets. I didn’t move, didn’t answer, only lay still as she edged closer, her tits pressing firmer into my arm.

Finally she whispered again, her voice more certain now. “He... he was so strong. The way he held me down—I couldn’t move.” Her words shook, but not from fear. There was a tremor of excitement under them, like she was reliving it as she spoke. She hesitated, then went on. “And his cock—” she stopped to breathe, her lips brushing my skin, “it filled me in a way I didn’t think was possible.”

My throat clenched. Each word dug into me, yet my hand twitched toward my cock, aching to move. She kissed my shoulder lightly, testing me, then her tongue traced my skin. “I’ve never felt that stretched. So deep. So hard. It was...” she sighed, trembling against me, “it was incredible.”

I stayed silent, hiding the storm behind my stillness. Inside, I was unraveling, caught between agony and arousal. My cock strained against the sheets, wet at the tip, begging for my hand. She nipped softly at my shoulder now, her voice lowering. “You want me to tell you more, don’t you?”

The words cut and thrilled me all at once. I didn’t answer, but my sharp inhale must have been enough. She giggled softly, the sound cruel and sweet. “I’ll tell you everything,” she whispered, lips dragging along my skin. “If you want me to.”

Her hand didn’t stay still on my chest this time. Her fingers began to draw slow circles over my skin, drifting lower, grazing my stomach before sliding back up again. My cock twitched violently under the sheets, my hand already edging toward it. She felt it, knew it, and leaned in closer, her tits warm and heavy against me. Her mouth found my nipple, lips closing over it before she gave it a wet suck.

I hissed through my teeth, unable to hold the sound. She bit gently, then licked, her tongue swirling while her hand traced over my chest. “He grabbed me like this,” she whispered between licks, “pinned me so tight I couldn’t move.” Her voice dropped to a hush, her breath hot on my skin. “And then he pushed in... so slow... so big... I thought I would break apart.”

My hand slipped under the covers and wrapped around my cock. I was already slick with precum, my shaft throbbing in my fist. I stroked slowly, trying to stay quiet, but the sound of my breath gave me away. She chuckled low in her throat, her teeth grazing my nipple again. “I can feel you,” she whispered. “I can feel how hard you are while I tell you about him.”

Her other hand slid lower, rubbing my stomach in lazy circles, inching closer to where I stroked myself under the sheets. She didn’t stop talking, her words soft but merciless. “He stretched me so deep, Daniel. I screamed for him. I couldn’t stop. I’ve never lost control like that.” Her tongue flicked my nipple again before she sucked harder, biting gently, teasing me with every word. My strokes grew quicker, my chest heaving, every detail she fed me cutting me open and pushing me closer all at once.

Her mouth never left my chest, sucking and biting, her teeth grazing until my breath came ragged. Every word spilled into my ear like fuel, burning me up inside. “He owned me,” she whispered against my skin, “took me deeper than I thought I could go. I begged him not to stop. I came so hard I thought I’d pass out.”

My hand worked faster, fist sliding over my cock in slick strokes. Precum smeared across my stomach, the wet sound of it hidden under my panting. My body shook as I listened, every filthy detail she fed me both agony and pleasure. She kissed higher, dragging her lips along my chest, then bit down on my nipple again. I groaned loud, unable to swallow it back.

She giggled low, cruel and tender all at once. “You like hearing it. You love hearing what he did to me.” Her tongue swirled, her teeth tugging gently before she let go. “I loved it too, Daniel. I loved every inch of him inside me. I can still feel him stretching me open.”

The words broke me. My hand pumped frantically now, hips jerking, my cock swollen and pulsing against my fist. My chest heaved, sweat slicking my skin, every nerve stretched tight. Her mouth clung to me, sucking hard, her breath hot as she whispered one more truth. “You’ll never fuck me like that. Only he can ruin me like that.”

The pain of it tore through me, but the release came anyway. My cock jerked in my fist, then gave almost nothing — just a thin dribble that leaked weakly across my stomach. My body shook as I groaned, the pathetic spill running down my skin while she giggled and kissed my nipple, lips wet. “Good boy. Cum for me,” she whispered as I twitched under her.

Her whispers faded at last, her lips softening against my chest. She shifted, her tits pressing into me, her eyes catching the small, wet mess on my stomach. Her giggle came low, cruel and playful. “Is that all you manage to produce, hon?” she teased, brushing her lips against mine before laying her head on my shoulder.

“I love you,” she murmured, almost timid, as though afraid of how it would sound after everything she’d said. Her fingers traced gently over my chest, skimming the mess she’d coaxed out of me, and then she tucked herself into the crook of my arm.

I didn’t answer. My throat was too tight, my chest too hollow. My cock twitched weakly, spent but unwilling to let go, each pulse a reminder of the shame and need tangled up inside me. I stared into the dark, listening to her breathing slow as she settled against me, content and calm, while my mind reeled.

Sleep crept up heavy, dragging me down. The storm still raged in my head—jealousy, humiliation, the raw memory of her cries for him—but my body gave out, too exhausted to hold it off. My last awareness was the warmth of her skin pressed into mine, her breath steady at my shoulder, and the ache in my chest that refused to ease as the dark swallowed me whole.
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I jolted awake, lungs heaving, the sheets clinging damp to my skin. My chest hammered, the echo of the nightmare still burning behind my eyes. I had seen her—Lauren—laughing as she spread her thighs for every friend I had, one after another, her moans echoing through the house while I stood frozen, watching. Faces I knew from years ago crowded around her, each of them inside her, her body welcoming them with a shamelessness that hollowed me out even in sleep. She screamed for them, clung to them, never once looking for me.

I wiped at my face, slick with sweat, the room spinning as the dream clung too vividly. My cock was hard, heavy against my thigh, pulsing despite the sickness twisting my stomach. I threw the covers back, trying to calm myself, to remind myself it wasn’t real. Just a dream. Just my head fucking with me. But the ache in my chest wouldn’t let go.

I reached across the bed without thinking, searching for her warmth, for proof that she was here with me. My hand brushed only cool sheets. Empty. Her side of the bed was cold, as if she’d been gone for longer than a moment. The pillow carried only the faintest trace of her scent. The hollow space beside me gnawed at my ribs, fear clawing its way up into my throat.

I sat up, heart pounding harder, ears straining against the silence. The nightmare had left me shaking, but the absence beside me was worse. A truth sharper than the dream whispered through me: she wasn’t here. She was somewhere else in the house, and I already knew who with. My cock throbbed again, cruel and insistent, as though it wanted the confirmation I dreaded. I pressed my palms into my face, breathing hard, caught between wanting to bury myself back in the sheets and needing to know.

The silence pressed heavy, broken only by the thump of my pulse in my ears. I sat on the edge of the bed, staring into the dark, trying to convince myself she was just in the bathroom, just in the kitchen grabbing a glass of water. Anything but what I feared. My cock twitched again, mocking me, stiff as my chest tightened around the truth I didn’t want to face.

Then it came. Faint at first, muffled by walls and distance, but unmistakable once my ears caught it—the low grunt of a man, followed by the sharp, wet slap of skin on skin. My stomach lurched. I froze, head tilted, every muscle straining to listen. Another sound rose above it, higher, cracked with breathless need. Her moan. Lauren’s moan, clear and raw, carrying through the house like a knife sliding under my ribs.

I clenched my fists in the sheets, my whole body shaking. It wasn’t the dream. This was real. She was downstairs, her voice lifting with each thrust that shook the walls just enough for me to hear. Every whimper, every gasp belonged to her, and every one of them stabbed me deep. Yet my cock surged harder, swelling against my thigh until it hurt, betraying every bit of agony twisting inside me.

I pushed myself to my feet, legs trembling as I moved across the room. The house seemed too quiet otherwise, every creak of the floor beneath me loud enough to give me away. But the sounds from below never stopped, never wavered. His groans, her cries, the steady rhythm of their bodies colliding. I swallowed hard, chest heaving, and stepped into the hallway. Each noise pulled me forward, dragging me toward the stairs, toward the sight I both dreaded and craved.

The hallway stretched out before me, every step a battle between turning back and pushing forward. The carpet muffled my feet, but each creak of the old wood beneath still felt like a gunshot in the silence between their cries. My chest squeezed tighter with every sound that floated up from below, no longer muffled but sharp, clear, undeniable. Her voice carried high, broken into gasps that shook through me. Marcus’s grunts followed, deep, steady, the rhythm of ownership.

I pressed my hand against the wall for balance, my legs weak, my cock throbbing harder with every moan. Shame burned hot in my gut, mixing with the ache of jealousy until it was impossible to tell one from the other. I should have hated her voice, but instead it dragged me forward, my pulse hammering, my body betraying me with every step closer.

Halfway down the stairs, the sounds filled me completely. The wet slap of their bodies crashing together. Her sharp squeal as he drove harder. The couch groaning under the force of his thrusts. My teeth clenched so tight my jaw ached, but I couldn’t stop. My breath came fast and shallow, each inhale laced with the scent of sex drifting faintly up the hall.

I crept lower, heart thundering, until the banister opened my view into the living room. Shadows moved with brutal rhythm, her body bent forward over the couch, his frame towering behind her. I froze, caught between horror and need, staring down at the scene that twisted my chest and hardened my cock all at once.

Marcus slammed into her from behind, the sound of their bodies colliding echoing through the living room. Her tits swung wildly as she clutched at the cushions, hair sticking to her sweaty back. His hands gripped her hips like iron, dragging her back onto his cock with every thrust. From where I stood frozen on the stairs, I could see everything.

“Oh fuck, Marcus!” Lauren cried, her voice breaking as he pounded her harder. “You’re splitting me in two—oh god—don’t stop!”

Marcus growled, low and rough, his chest rising and falling as he bent over her back. “This pussy’s mine now,” he snarled, slapping her ass with a crack that made her yelp. “So fucking tight, so wet for me. You love it.”

“Yes!” she squealed, her knuckles white as she clawed the couch cushions. “Yes—I love it—I can’t get enough of you!” Her words rang out, shameless and raw, stabbing through me like knives. She had never spoken like that for me. Not once.

Marcus’s pace grew rougher, the couch creaking under their weight. “Take it all,” he demanded, dragging her hips back harder, his thick cock disappearing into her slick cunt with every thrust. “Take every inch like the slut you are.”

Her head lifted, back arching as her cry tore out of her throat. “I am! I am your slut, Marcus—oh fuck—you’re filling me so deep—” She gasped, squealed again, her voice breaking into a sob of pleasure.

I gripped the banister so tight my knuckles hurt, jealousy and arousal twisting together, my cock throbbing at every filthy word that spilled from her mouth while she gave herself to him completely.

Marcus suddenly let go of her hips and reached up, grabbing her tits from behind. His huge hands swallowed her chest, fingers digging into the soft flesh as he hauled her upright. She cried out, her back arching against him, her sweaty body trembling as he clamped her against his chest.

“Look at these perfect fucking tits,” he growled into her ear, squeezing them hard until she squealed. “I’ve wanted these in my hands for so long. Now they’re mine.”

Lauren gasped, her mouth falling open as her head tipped back on his shoulder. “Yes, Marcus—god yes—hold me, squeeze me!” Her tits bounced in his grip as he thrust up into her, each motion making her moan louder. “Cum in me, Marcus—fill me up—I need your cum so bad!”

He groaned deep, burying his face against her neck while his hands kneaded her heavy tits. “So soft, so fucking perfect. This body was made for me to use. You love how I claim you.”

“I do!” she cried, writhing in his hold as he slammed up into her. “I love how you take me—fuck, Marcus—you make me feel like I’m yours!” Her moans turned to wails, each thrust forcing another sound from her throat.

I stared from the stairs, my stomach twisting as the word mine echoed in my head. My wife, pinned in his grip, her tits crushed in his hands, begging for him like she never begged for me. My cock pulsed painfully, leaking under the fabric of my shorts, each groan from her lips burning hotter shame into my chest.

Marcus shoved her forward, then dragged her down with him as he dropped onto the couch. He didn’t slip free for an instant—just pulled her down into his lap, his cock still buried inside her. She gasped loud, hands clutching his thighs for balance as he forced her to straddle him.

“Ride me,” he ordered, his voice thick with lust, hands gripping her ass. “Show me how bad you need it.”

Lauren moaned and began to move, bouncing in his lap, her tits jiggling wildly with every rise and fall. “Oh god, Marcus—yes—fuck—I need it so bad,” she wailed, throwing her head back. “Give it to me, give me all of it—fill me again, please!”

He groaned, shoving her hips harder, guiding her down until his cock slammed deep inside her. “Look at you taking every inch. You’re fucking perfect on my dick. You were made to ride me.”

She screamed, clawing at his chest, hips grinding faster. “I’m gonna cum—Marcus, I’m gonna cum all over you!” Her voice was broken, raw, carrying through the whole house. She pounded herself down on him, tits bouncing, her body shaking as she lost control.

“Do it,” he growled, smacking her ass with a heavy slap that echoed. “Cum for me, slut. Show me how much you love this cock.”

Her cry split the air as she convulsed in his lap, thighs trembling, juices spilling as she came hard on his cock. She clung to him, sobbing with the force of it, moaning his name over and over while he held her steady, making her ride through the quake of her orgasm.

From the stairs I shook, my cock throbbing in my hand where it pressed through my shorts, every sound she made cutting me open, every word she screamed sinking deeper into me.

Marcus’s grip tightened on her ass, lifting her up before slamming her back down onto his cock. The wet slap echoed through the room as he drove himself deep, over and over, forcing her to take every inch. She wailed, her hands clawing at his shoulders as he pounded up into her.

“Take it,” he snarled, sweat dripping down his chest, muscles straining as he thrust from below. “Take all of it, slut. You love how I wreck this pussy.”

“Yes! Oh god yes!” Lauren screamed, her tits bouncing as he used her, her voice shattering into raw cries. “Don’t stop—don’t you dare stop—fuck me harder, Marcus—make me yours!”

He roared, slamming up with brutal force, his thighs smacking against her ass. His arms wrapped around her, crushing her to his chest as he thrust like a machine. “I’m gonna fill you again—gonna pump every drop inside you.”

Her head tipped back, hair flying, her moans breaking into sobs of pleasure. “Yes—yes—please cum in me, Marcus—give me all of it—fill me up, make me full of you!”

With a final growl he drove deep and held, his whole body jerking as he emptied into her. His roar filled the room, primal and raw, while her body shook against him. She clung to him tight, shuddering, crying out his name as his cock pulsed inside her, flooding her with his cum.

From the stairs I gripped the banister, my knees weak, cock aching as the sight and sound of it gutted me. She was lost in him, trembling with satisfaction, every word of hers a dagger in my chest, every drop of his release inside her making me sick with jealousy and yet impossibly hard.

Their bodies softened at last, the brutal rhythm fading into small tremors. Marcus leaned back against the couch, his chest heaving, sweat shining on his skin. Lauren slumped against him, still straddling his lap, her tits pressed to his chest as her breath slowed. His big hands slid over her back, gentler now, rubbing her skin as if she belonged to him completely.

She sighed, long and broken, nuzzling her face into his neck. “Mmm... you’re still inside me,” she whispered, her voice lazy and satisfied. “So full, Marcus. I can feel every drop of you.”

He groaned low, kissing her shoulder, then her throat, his lips softer than before. “I told you I’d fill you. This pussy was made for me. Perfect fit.” He squeezed her ass lightly, rocking her just enough to make her whimper again.

She giggled breathlessly, wrapping her arms around his neck. “You’ve ruined me for anyone else. You know that, right?” Her words were playful, but the glow in her smile made them sound frighteningly real. She kissed him slow, lips parting, their tongues sliding together in a kiss that was all possession and tenderness.

Marcus murmured something too soft to catch, stroking her cheek as if she were his. She nodded, smiling, eyes shining as she kissed him again, deep and passionate. Her hands roamed his shoulders, her nails dragging lightly down his skin as if she wanted to memorize the shape of him. Their whispers tangled together, soft promises, her laugh blending with his quiet groans. They weren’t just fucking anymore—they were pledging to repeat it, to keep this new bond alive.

She whispered into his mouth, words clear enough to pierce me. “I want this again. I want you again. As often as I can.” He growled in response, pulling her tighter against him, kissing her like he’d never let go. Her moan was sweet and steady, her body melting into his as though she had found exactly where she belonged.

From the stairs I watched them tangled together, not just fucking anymore but holding each other like lovers, and it made my chest ache worse than any scream or moan had. Marcus finally shifted, breathing hard as he eased her off his lap. His cock slid from her with a wet sound, and she whimpered softly at the loss, still glowing from everything he’d given her. He kissed her again before standing, pulling on his pants, his eyes never leaving her naked body sprawled across the couch, as if promising silently that this would never be the last time.

“You’re perfect,” he told her, tugging his shirt over his shoulders. “I’ll be thinking about this all day.”

Lauren beamed, stretching out on the cushions, her tits rising with each breath, sweat glistening on her skin. “Come back soon,” she whispered, voice thick with affection. “I’ll be waiting.”

He leaned down, kissed her long and deep at the door, then slipped out into the morning with a satisfied grin. The door closed softly behind him, the click echoing in the hollow of my chest.

She lingered in the quiet a moment, smiling to herself, still naked and flushed. Her skin glowed faintly in the dim light, her body slack with satisfaction but carrying a softness that was almost tender. She stretched her arms overhead, a lazy movement that made her tits sway, then drew in a long breath as if she wanted to hold onto the moment forever.

Turning toward the stairs, she padded slowly, hair damp with sweat, thighs still trembling from what Marcus had poured into her. She looked lighter than I had ever seen her, glowing with the kind of contentment she had never brought back from my arms. For a heartbeat I thought she might slip past, sneak upstairs without a word.

Then her eyes lifted—and froze. I was sitting at the top of the stairs, staring down at her, my face pale, my chest tight with everything I had just witnessed. For a second she didn’t move, didn’t breathe. Then her lips curved into a smile, soft and devastating in its calm, as though she couldn’t see the wreckage she’d left inside me.

She tilted her head, her voice light but certain, carrying a sweetness that cut sharper than cruelty. “Why don’t we go to bed,” she whispered, almost like an invitation. “You can touch yourself while I tell you every detail about Marcus... and how much I loved it.”
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