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Chapter 1

I closed the door to the suite behind me and leaned against it. Cary, my husband’s friend from work — and the man who had been pretending I was his girlfriend all night — puffed his cheeks out, pushed his hands into the sides of his head, and flared his eyes out widely at me.
We both erupted in full-on laughter, doubled over, staggering and unbalanced. We reached to grab each other and hold ourselves up, having finally got ourselves alone after the most bizarre night out.
He needed to bring a “plus one” to the table his company purchased at the big annual charity gala they support. I thought it would be a gas to pretend to be his girlfriend, and my husband Ron thought it would be pretty funny, too.
Only, the older boss got super drunk, Cary was enlisted to make sure he and his wife got home okay, and then his wife hoped we’d spend the night “just to make sure.”
We couldn’t tell her we weren’t actually a couple, and we couldn’t leave her alone like that, either. She was useless and he was really out of it. 
“We have a pretty nice guest suite, down the end of the hallway,” she said.
“Nice” didn’t begin to describe it. The condo was top-end luxury all the way, and the guest suite was stunning. I phoned my husband right away.
“She’s already insisting on breakfast for us in the morning,” I gasped to Ron on the speaker. “We don’t know what to do!”
“Well I guess you have to keep pretending to be Cary’s girlfriend, then,” he laughed. He thought the whole situation was a big joke.
“The suite is unbelievable,” I told him, looking around at the high ceilings, the incredible surrounding view of the city at night, the art, the furniture. “It’s like a whole other life,” I said.
“Enjoy it!” Ron said, chuckling. “Call it a one-night holiday!”
I looked over my shoulder at the one — albeit huge — bed. “It feels like I’m a stranger to myself in here,” I said, biting my lip and glancing at Cary who was also looking at the one bed through the corners of his eyes.
“Well just explore that stranger, then,” Ron said.
I wasn’t sure he was understanding the situation.
Cary rotated the phone to face him. “It’s just kind of weird,” he said. “Your wife’s acting is Ocsar-worthy, pretending to be my girlfriend all night. Kind of hard not to forget . . . “ he chuckled, not finishing his sentence.
“Just have a good time, man,” my husband said. “Enjoy it. The place sounds fabulous. Breakfast in the morning! What’s so wrong with that?”
Me and Cary looked at each other with equally worried expressions. A lot could go wrong, and we both knew it.
“Are you sure?” I said to him. “I can come home. Cary can stay.”
“But then you aren’t pretending to be his girlfriend anymore, are you,” he pointed out. “No, I think you have to carry on with the act all night.”
It wasn’t so much the acting and pretending all night that was the issue, it was the chemistry. I wasn’t really acting very much.
I felt it the moment I got in his Uber alone with him, and I know he felt it too. We were both clearing our throats and avoiding the subject right off the bat. I was grateful when we got to the hall. But being alone again with him in the boss’s suite with the door closed, that chemistry was starting to rise up at full volume all over again, if it ever died down.
I wanted to tell my husband it might not be a good idea to say what he said, but there was no way to tell him without going into why. “We might have to pretend all night,” I said to him. “Especially in the morning.”
I was telling him what might happen in every way I could without telling him exactly would could happen.
“Have fun,” he said. “It’s a holiday from yourself. You’re no longer Crys, wife to Ron,” he said and he chuckled.
I bit my lip and looked through my fallen strands of hair at Cary across the table from me. His eyes were as wide and unblinking as mine. My mind was racing about how to tell him it was a bad idea.
“Okay, well,” Cary said, shrugging and making faces at me.
He almost made me burst out laughing and I had to cover my mouth.
“It’s a gorgeous place here. We’re like, locked into a room with one bed. You really want us to keep pretending to be girlfriend and boyfriend all night?”
I gaped and looked away and fanned my face. I couldn’t believe he would spell it out so clearly for my husband. I reached over the table and squeezed his hand and gulped.
“I think you have to, don’t you?” my husband said.
I dropped my mouth in a wide gape and swept my face sideways to look away.
“You’re in the boss’s condo. You’re only being what they all thought you were being all evening, right?” He just kept chuckling. He wasn’t getting it.
“She asked us all sorts of questions,” I said, “and wouldn’t let us just go to the suite.” I pursed may lips and stared at the screen of my phone. “We had to tell so many lies about how we met, what our plans were — it was crazy,” I said.
“Well relax now,” Ron said. “Lock the door!” he laughed.
I shook my head.
We said goodnight and I pursed my lips and studied the phone to make sure it was off.
“Um,” I said to the phone, and I shot a short puff of air out my nose and raised my eyebrows. “So that was a bit weird.” I brought my eyes up to Cary’s finally and chuckled with disbelief.
“I’m not sure what just happened,” he said.
I laughed and bent over and in my chair and came back up with my hands over my face except for my eyes. I threw my head back so my hair was flung over my shoulders. I inhaled sharply and dropped my mouth open wide. “I don’t know either!” I squeezed out in a tiny voice. “But look at this place!”
I got up and flashed my fingers at him at the end of my outstretched arm for him to take my hand and follow me. We peeked into the massive bathroom together. It was more like a spa.
“This could be fun,” he said.
“You wish!” I laughed, and I slapped his chest. “You’re just loving this, aren’t you!” I said to him and I shook my head and wondered over to the double doors that opened to a balcony.
“I’m just trying to keep in character,” he said.
“Oh, yeah, right!” I laughed at him. “Like in the car on the way there, trying to kiss me ‘just to get into character.’” I rolled my eyes and grinned at him.
He came out onto the balcony with me to check it out. It had a fire pit in the middle of a table, a sectional couch, and tiny point lights set into the tent roof. Pillows and blankets all over.
“Very, um, romantic,” I said, and I snorted at him when he leaned over the railing beside me.
“True,” he nodded.
“Like you’re not loving this,” I tittered.
“Hey, I’m as trapped in this as you are,” he said.
“You big fat liar!” I said, lightly slapping his cheek. “You’ve been dreaming of getting into my pants all night! I think you forgot I wasn’t really your girlfriend!” I said, sticking my tongue out at him and pushing him back from me as I darted playfully back through the double doors.
He followed me and tried to grab me by the waist but I scampered away from him, squealing and laughing.
“Old Mrs. Bond out there is going to be convinced we’re girlfriend and boyfriend if you keep screaming like that,” he said.
“I wasn’t screaming!” I flared my eyes at him. But he managed to catch me and reel me in against his his body. “You going to try to kiss me again like you did all night at the gala?” I said. I lowered my elbows on his shoulders and stretched my arms out behind his head and entwined my hands backward together. I looked down at his mouth an inch in front of my face.
He wrapped his hands around my waist and pulled me tighter against him. I was still in my gown, a long, tight, black sash style number with one shoulder, the other bared and showing half my chest. It was very elegant and came down to the floor.
He got away with a tux jacket, white shirt and tie, and blue jeans. With the right jacket and shoes, jeans work. He proved it.
“Like you weren’t enjoying it every bit as much as I was,” he said.
He was right. But I wasn’t ready to concede. “I was doing you a favour so you didn’t look like such a loser, going out without a girlfriend!” I snickered. We rested our foreheads against each others.
“No one to pretend in front of now,” he said.
“Never know,” I grinned. I couldn’t get my eyes off his mouth. “Maybe the Bonds have cameras installed,” I snickered with my shoulders rising up. I pinched the tip of my tongue between my teeth.
“Are you saying we need to keep acting?” he said, dropping his hands down over my ass.
I didn’t mind. I let him. “I’m saying you want to keep acting, because you’re loving this too much,” I said, but it was more a groan, and I dropped my head sideways and kissed him.
We kissed a lot from the car to the hall, in the hall, in the dark room outside the bathrooms behind the hall even when no one was around to witness us being girlfriend and boyfriend, and on the dance floor, too, where we probably did it a little too much. So kissing him in the suite seemed okay too. We kissed long and deeply because we had already been doing it like that all night — it would be weird to revert to the pecks of a friend.
“You’re loving it more than me,” he grinned.
“That’s what you like to think,” I said, and I pulled away from him and bent at my waist to get even further away and out of the grasp of his arms. “I think you’re getting carried away with this whole girlfriend-boyfriend thing, quite frankly. It’s gone far enough, and anyway, I’m taking a bath,” I said, and I went into the bathroom.
But I glanced over my shoulder before I went through. Of course he was staring at me — I was still in my long sexy and tight gown, wasn’t I. I grinned and chuckled and bent over to put the water on. I’d never seen or used a tub like this one. It was set down inside a walk-up level, huge and round and sporting jets all over the place.
“Don’t get any funny ideas, but come and unzip me, I’m stuck,” I called out.
He startled me when he replied right behind me because I didn’t know he was already there.
“At your service,” he said.
I turned my back to him and pulled my hair over my shoulder. “But no touching the merch,” I said.
“So . . . “ he squinted as he pulled the zipper down my back. “ . . . looking is okay?”
“Such a creeper!” I said, shaking my head as I let him hold the dress for me as I stepped out of it. I held his shoulder to keep my balance. “You’re going to start pawing me if I let you look,” I said, but I didn’t hide myself from him. I laughed when I leaned back on the edge of the counter and put one foot up on his thigh where he remained crouching on the floor. “Careful with the thin straps,” I said. “They’re new shoes and they’re expensive,” I warned him.
He was careful to wrap his hand around the back of my calve and I gave him my other foot to remove the shoe from it as well.
“Stop it,” I murmured, when he cupped his palm around my calf and dragged his hand up to the back of my knee, needlessly.
“Hard to stop, girlfriend,” he said.
“Well you’re just going to have to control yourself,” I said. I stepped up onto the tub level and glared over my shoulder at him with squinting eyes and an angry mouth. “Stop looking!” I said.
I widened my eyes at him. I undid the clasp of my bra behind my back and let it fall down from the front of my chest while I had my back turned to him. I tossed my bra at him and it hit him in his face and I laughed. “Put that on the counter, please,” I said. “And close your eyes.”
I guess I could have sent him out of the bathroom. But he leaned against the counter and smirked as he closed his eyes and covered them with one hand. He was probably using his hand to hide the fact he was peeking! I shook my head and snorted and bent at my waist and knees and peeled my panties over my butt and down my legs. I stepped into the sudsy water and threw my panties at him and hit him in the face with them, too. I shrieked and quickly lowered myself in the water and below the suds, but he probably caught a glimpse of my bare butt anyway.
“It’s big enough, I guess,” I said.
“You want me to join you, you’re saying?” he said.
“Well no need to waste the water, right?” I shrugged, and I picked up a handful of soap suds and blew them at him and laughed. I thought I was well enough hidden by the suds. It seemed safe, right?
“Well close your eyes then,” he said, hanging his thumbs on the waist of his jeans.
“No,” I said, and I giggled and played in the bubbles.
“You made me close my eyes,” he said.
“As if you did anyway! You stared at me, I know you did, perv!”
He opened the button of his pants. “You aren’t even going to pretend to look away?” he said.
“Girl’s prerogative,” I said lightly. “Anyway, I’m your girlfriend, so presumably it’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” I said and I chuckled. “You’re just getting in the tub, you know, we’re not doing anything in here!”
He chuckled and peeled his jeans down. I pretended to not care and hummed to myself and played with the soap bubbles. But I peaked over. He peeled his briefs down too, and then his tie, and then his shirt. I knew he worked out, but I didn’t know how toned he was. I bit my lip, looked out the windows to the dark outside and the city below, and I squelched a needy groan.
“You okay?” he said, stepping up on the tub level completely naked, his ropey-thing dangling free as a bird.
I shielded my eyes and turned away again to the windows. “Modest much?!” I said.
He stepped into the water and put his hand on my head to help keep his balance. “It’s a bathroom, what?” he said, as if he didn’t know.
“Windows open?” I said, gesturing to the windows all around us. I shook my face and rolled my eyes.
He just laughed and slipped down under the water and suds right beside me. “This is fucking unbelievable,” he said.
“It’s not bad, isn’t it,” I said, and I snickered and splashed water at him.
“I could get used to this,” he nodded.
“Well don’t get used to me in it with you, because this is a one time offer,” I said.
“Wait, what? What’s the offer?” he grinned.
“Never you mind, mister!” I stuck my tongue out at him. I knew he was teasing me. “And no trying to touch me under the water either.”
“Well just don’t come onto my side,” he said, and he drew a line under the water between us. He touched my bare thigh.
I giggled and found his thigh on the ledge under the surface and pushed him back. “The line,” I said, “is here.”
He pushed harder against me and I pinched his leg and he pushed his knee against my knee harder. We began to leg wrestle under the water and I squealed and snaked my ankle around his ankle and our toes curled and fought and our knees pushed twisted and we splashed water at each other and shrieked and laughed.
“No fair, you’re stronger!” I said, grimacing and laughing at the same time.
“I’m fine sharing, but you’re the one with all the rules.”
“Oh yeah sure, so you think it’s just fine if we end up on top of each other in here,” I snorted at him and I shook my head. We stopped struggling but our legs remained entwined.
“I’m just minding my own business,” he said, and he sank down lower until the water lapped his chin. He crossed his arms together behind his head and relaxed back.
“As if,” I said, and I splashed him again and slapped his face. I rolled over onto my hands so my body floated on the surface as I gently kicked my legs stretched out behind me like I was swimming.
“Do you think he minds if we’re naked in the bath together?” I said. My hands gripped the edge of the tub on either side of his resting head.
He opened his eyes and stroked loose strands of hair from my eyes and tucked them behind my ear. I let him. We were facing each other closely.
“Who?”
“My husband, you dummy!” I said, and I floated my body further over top of his and planted my hands on his shoulders. Our faces were closer together.
“Maybe he wouldn’t like all the details. But he didn’t seem all that concerned, did he,” he said.
“I don’t think he understood what I was saying to him, or maybe he wasn’t really listening — he can do whole conversations, you know, when a game is on, and not hear a single word,” I said. I floated closer toward him and turned my face up to kiss him lightly on his lips.
“Maybe it turns him on,” he said.
I squealed with laughter and threw my arms around his neck. I kept my body above his as long as I kept paddling my feet behind me. “You’re such an idiot,” I said and I grinned and snorted.
“Some guys are like that,” he shrugged. “They like it.”
I laughed some more and I kissed him some more, too. “Would you like it?”
“I don’t have a wife to share with other men,” he said.
“I thought you said it felt like I really was your girlfriend tonight,” I said, and I stuck my tongue out. I pulled my arms tighter around the back of his neck and we made out. I stopped kicking my legs too. My body slowly floated down in the water until my knees came to rest on the ledge to either side of his hips.
“It’s feeling like that now,” he said.
“Stop getting ideas,” I whispered, and I kissed him all over his neck and ear and upper chest and chin.
“Not sure how I’d like it, but apparently, some guys love it,” he said, between the kisses we were enjoying privately together. I didn’t see anything wrong with kisses — it’s not like we hadn’t been doing that the moment we got into the car at the beginning of the night.
I kept sticking my tongue in his mouth just because. I could feel his penis poking up into my stomach under the water but I didn’t want to let him know that I felt it.
“You were saying?” I moaned against his lips accidentally, and I made him kiss me deeply again as soon as he tried to talk. It made me laugh.
“They feel like it’s the ultimate ownership of their woman, to share her out, as long as they control when and where it happens. Some guys like being the one to pick the man,” he said.
I sank down on him and felt his penis touch my breasts under the water. I guess he felt it too, now. I rolled my forehead over his and lashed my tongue out at his lips. “You’re such a bullshitter,” I groaned in a low, quiet tone at him, and I pulled myself higher up on his thighs.
Just getting more comfortable, right?
He reached forward and grasped both my breasts in his hands under the warm water.
“Uh-uh, you better stop,” I warned him. We kept kissing but he was bad, because he didn’t listen to me and he kept squeezing and rubbing my breasts.
“I told you,” I said between kisses in a private, intimate groan, “to stop that!” I seethed between my teeth. I pushed my hips forward and pressed his penis hard between our stomachs to show him I was serious.
But he kept rubbing his thumbs up and down and all around on my nipples because he knew that that drove me crazy.
“They enjoy using sexual feminine charms by proxy, as it were, through their wife’s body,” he kept talking.
I pushed my face into the side of his neck and I bit his ear hard. “You better stop doing that,” I whispered harshly with a deep exhalation of breath.
“Why?” he said with a grin.
“I think you know why,” I said, and I reached down between our bodies and seized his cock in my hand and squeezed it as hard as I could. I pulled my face back from his and glared at him to show him I meant business.
He was a bad man, though. He kept rubbing my breasts totally ignoring my repeated requests to stop doing that to my body.
“I’m going to tell him you played with my tits in the bathtub,” I said, and I wriggled my face at him. I rubbed my thumb over the top of his cock.
“Maybe he’s going to like the sound of that,” he said.
I laughed. He was funny. I hid my face because he was making me smirk too much and I was trying to be serious. “Anyway,” I pushed my face into his neck and licked and kissed him there. “Have your fun, because it’s all you get to do. My husband might be okay with it, I agree, but only if this is all that happens.”
“I’m telling you,” he kept on with it. “You heard him on the phone. He expects a lot more to happen.”
I guffawed so loudly I had to cover my mouth in case the Bonds heard me. “You might expect a lot more!” I flared my eyes at him and shook his cock hard in my hand.
“As long as he says when and where, he might like everything to happen,” he said. He grabbed me around my waist and yanked me up harder against him.
I sat high on his lap and pushed my chest, now up and out of the water, into his neck and chin. I played in his hair with my fingers and looked down at him. “It’s called cheating, and husbands generally don’t like it, as if you didn’t know,“ I said, and I reached between our bodies and sank my fingers around the length of his shaft and groaned harder than before. “Not one little bit,” I sighed.
“It’s called cuckolding,” he said.
I laughed. “Stop trying to get your thing in me!” I snorted and I draped my body over his. I lifted my hips up and pushed his cock down under me so that I trapped it downward and below my butt cheeks. “I will bite it off if you don’t stop!” I said, and I pushed my lips in his hair and kissed the top of his head and caressed him.
“But you made me so hard,” he said.
I laughed and pushed back away from him to sit on the ledge on the other side. I lifted my feet and rested them on his thighs and poked my painted toes into his stomach and chest.
“Aww, poor baby, got a hard on and nowhere to put it?” I said, and I pouted at him and tilted my head sideways.
“I can think of a couple places,” he said.
“I’m a married woman, so I believe that would have to be your right hand,” I bit my tongue at him, “and your left hand if you want to pretend it’s someone else!” I said, and I squealed with laughter and rolled over and held the edge of the tub behind me to kick my feet out toward him and float again. I looked over my shoulder. My feet smacked the surface of the water on either side of his half-sunken face and he had to scrunch his eyes because I was splashing him so much. He made me laugh.
“High and dry,” he moaned.
“Such a big baby!” I said. I rolled over again and floated over to him. “Fine! Sit on the edge. I will give you a hand job but only a hand job!” I said. “So you don’t have to pretend it’s someone else for like the first time in your life!” I snickered.
He grinned and pulled himself up to sit on the edge and out of the water.
“It’s just a handjob, don’t you be getting any ideas,” I said, and I knelt on the ledge under the water and rested my elbows on his thighs. I could tell Ron I had to because he was unable to control himself otherwise.
“You never heard of cuckolding” he said, and he stroked his hand through my hair and pulled it over my neck.
“Nn-nn,” I moaned, because the head of his cock was between my lips and accidentally inside my mouth. I was stroking him with my hand like I said I would, but I guess I forgot, and even though I should never have put him in my mouth and wrap my lips around his cock, he didn’t stop me, either, even though he knew full well I wasn’t supposed to do that.
“You know how it feels to use your feminine sexuality, the power of it?” he said.
I was breathing hard through my nose and pushing my mouth down over the full length of his cock, following my fist up and down over him. I was barely able to hear him. “Nn-hnn?” I groaned.
“Sometimes men — we don’t really have that kind of thing, and certainly not over other men, normally,” he said.
He continued to stroke my face and hair and neck. And talk. I rose up and down on my knees and whimpered with his cock deeper in my mouth. I hoped Ron would understand how it happened.
“So these guys,” Cary kept talking, bending sideways and lower down because he liked to watch his cock go inside my lips like all guys do. All men are the same!
“They use their wive’s bodies instead to feel that power over other men.”
I pulled off his cock with a loud suctioning pop and I stroked it against my cheek and nose and eyes. “That’s fucking bullshit,” I said, and I knelt up higher, I tried to catch my breath, and I poked my shoulders high, dropped my head down, and took him again as deep in my mouth as it would go. It was hard not to!
I moaned on him. He kept talking, but not so much after a few more deep and hard sucking strokes. If I thought giving him a handjob was going to be hard to explain, sucking him would be so much harder. But letting him cum in my mouth? That would be just straight up cheating.
But I was too late. He gripped the edge and dropped his head back and moaned so loud I thought for sure Mrs. Bond was going to come knocking on the door. Good thing we locked it, like my husband said to do!
His cum filled my mouth and I gagged and it spilled out from around my lips. I tried to swallow him because I bet that he was the kind of guy who liked that, but there was too much! I pulled off him and laughed and more of his cum shot me in the face. I swallowed twice and pushed my mouth back down over him and groaned hard and deeply on him. His whole body was as rigid as a plank and then, just like that, he sagged and rolled back to lie down.
I giggled and licked his cock clean because I also knew he was the kind of guy who probably thought that was just the best thing ever, and I licked my hand too, and my lips with my tongue. He got me all over!
I got out of the water and stepped over him lying there pretending to be dead. I went down the two steps and found a towel and tossed one over his dead body and laughed.
I got back into my bra and panties because I had nothing else to wear. I leaned over the counter and checked myself in the mirror. He came out and, without even asking, he pushed himself against my back and reached around my tummy and tried to push his fingers under my panties.
“I hardly think so!” I said to him over my shoulder. “No touching I said!”
“Fine, that’s it then,” he pouted like a big baby and pulled his jeans back on.
“Oh my god!” I spun around at him. But he spun me right back around toward the mirror again. I tried to get out from under his body but he pushed his hips against mine and pinned me to the edge of the counter. Then he put his fingers down my panties and started touching me and rubbing me there.
I looked at him through the mirror. “I’m warning you,” I said, glaring at his reflection. But he kept rubbing me. He could feel how wet I already was. “I am another man’s wife!” I said to him in a hushed voice so the Bond’s wouldn’t hear.
“And I’m telling you, he wants to give your body to me,” he said.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” I said, but I breathed it more than spoke it. He was touching me in pretty much the exact right spot. I stomped one foot down and hung my head. He wasn’t giving me a chance.
“He’ll want to know how I touched you, and what you sounded like when you came,” he said.
“I’m not going to cum,” I said but my voice was weak and shaky. “That would be cheating,” I said and I gasped and dropped my mouth wide open.
He kept doing it.
I pressed my ass back into his groin. He was going to make me cum, and he knew it. I couldn’t stop him. I couldn’t get away. I didn’t even manage to stay standing on my legs, I was so shaky.
I didn’t know he would get me so close so fast. I curled my fingers into fists and reached up and over the back of my head and tangled my fingers into his hair. “Cary,” I moaned, just as my knees gave out and I slid down the front of his body like my bones became jelly. It was like someone poured warm honey into my blood. Oh my god, it felt so good!
I ended on the floor clutching his legs and tittering to myself for the mess I was in. He helped me up and we went back to the bedroom. We looked at each other and shrugged. There really was just one bed, wasn’t there.
“Jeans off,” I said, as I crawled in to claim my side. “No outside clothes in my bed!” I chuckled at my own assertiveness with him “And no more than jeans off!” I said, and I nodded sharply at him. “We can watch a show or something for a bit before we go to sleep, if you like.”
We tried, or at least I tried. But it was hard! “Take your underpants off then,” I said.
He was surprised and looked dumb at me.
“Just take them off would you?” I said to him, annoyed. I pinched the skin on his upper thigh under the sheets.
He pulled them down under the sheets but I pulled the sheets off his body, irritated at him and how he was behaving, and I threw my leg over his lap and sat on his thighs. He sat up and we kissed a little first before I pushed his face away from mine.
“I usually sleep naked,” I said to him.
“Me too,” he said.
“Well then we’re going to have to do something about that, aren’t we,” I said.
“What do you propose?”
I kissed his mouth and tried hard not to kiss his neck and chest. “Surely,” I said, “two adults can sleep in a bed without doing anything.” I kissed him again. “And if we’re naked that shouldn’t make a difference, right?”
“Exactly what I was thinking,” he said.
“Come on,” I pleaded. “Try to be serious! I mean it!” I rolled off him and picked my knees up to my chest, hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties, and stripped them down my ass and over my legs.
I let him undo the clasp of my bra. “It’s not like you haven’t already seen me naked,” I said. “Okay, you too, now. Off with those.” I gestured with my face to his underwear.
He lifted his hips and threw them off his legs.
I climbed back into his lap. “Now just because we’re both naked,” I said, kissing and sucking on his bottom lip, “and just because we were in a big luxurious bed together,” I went on, kissing him and finding his penis between us. He was hard again. I liked that. I admit it.
“And just because we had a nice relaxing bath together,” I said, running my finger over his lips and kissing him again, lightly. “It doesn’t mean you get to do what I know you’re going to try to do!”
I bit my tongue at him and snickered.
“How about adding that your husband told you to go ahead and do it?”
“He didn’t say that! He said enjoy yourself,” I kissed him again, “he said have fun,” I pulled on his penis, “and he said relax.” I tried to control my breathing but Cary made me gasp. His penis touched me between my legs. I guess I did that: I pressed him against me there. But still, he wasn’t pulling away or stopping things.
“He wants you to,” Cary kept saying.
“That’s cheating,” I said to him and I lifted myself over his hips.
“He loves it,” he said.
“That’s just what you want me to believe,” I said.
“What are you doing then?”
“I’m testing you,” I said. I curled my spine and drew my hips forward and back. I held his cock straight up directly under me. “You mustn’t do it,” I said.
“Do what?”
“You know what! Oh my god!”
“You have to tell me what I mustn’t do,” he said, making fun of how I talk.
I rolled my head back and gasped at the ceiling. I draped my face over his shoulder and bit his ear so hard, he flinched. “You must not fuck me!” I whispered harshly into his ear. I pulled his cock in my fingers and I shook in my hips.
“It’s hard not to,” he said.
“I know!” I nodded sharply at him. “That’s why we have to do this — we have to test ourselves like this to make sure we don’t. Otherwise, how are we going to sleep?” I shook my head at him and dropped my mouth open. “Anybody might do anything when the other is asleep!”
It made perfect sense to me but he grinned like I was the dumb one.
“Well just touch it, let’s make sure that that doesn’t do anything,” he said. 
“Okay,” I said. “But remember: don’t you go inside me!” I pulled my hair out of our way and we both looked down. I gripped his penis in my hand and he held me by the waist. We both dropped our mouths open.
“Just a little, okay?” I said.
“Just a little,” he nodded.
I curled my hips in and the lips of my pussy, which were embarrassingly wet, kissed the very tip of the head of his cock, and I sucked breath through my teeth and recoiled in my hips and pulled back away.
“Good boy,” I said to him.
“Did we pass the first test?” he said.
“I”m going to pull your hair out of your head of you try anything,” I said, and I pushed my hand into the hair in the back of his head and tangled my fingers up in him. My hips vibrated from the tension. “Yes, you passed. Now again, and this time, be careful!”
“Okay,” he said.
I pursed my lips and whimpered out loud, which I tried to stop doing. The head of his cock touched the cleft between my pussy lips and we let them stay touching like that for a couple of seconds before I pulled back from him again.
“Good boy,” I said. “Just for being well-behaved, I’ll reward you.” I draped my arms over his shoulders. “You can put it in a little, but just the head, okay? Promise!” I groaned and I bit his tongue.
The head of his cock was large and it spread my pussy lips apart more than I was anticipating. But then he pushed up into me and I pulled myself off him and pushed myself back on the bed. “I told you not to fuck me!”
“I didn’t really!”
“You pushed it in!”
“Just the head!”
“It was more than that, you think I can’t feel it!?”
“Let me do it again, you can see, it’s just the head that made it feel like that.”
“You’re just trying to trick me again,” I said. But I laid on my back with my knees pulled up and I spread my thighs. “But okay, fine, show me!” I said.
He crawled over me on his hands and knees. His big thing dangled from his pelvis and the head dragged over my thighs and abdomen. He was not careful at all!
“Just the head!” I warned him.
“But you have to watch,” he said.
He took his cock in his hand.
“I don’t trust you,” I said, and I put my hand over his hand. Together we pulled his cock down and he lowered his hips to mine.
“Pass me a pillow!” I ordered him. I folded it under my head so I could see better down my body.
He put the tip of the head of his cock against the parting of my pussy lips. I gasped and rolled my head back.
“Keep watching, you have to see what I mean,” he said.
“Okay,” I said, and I pushed myself up again.
He lowered himself a little bit more and the head of his cock stretched my pussy lips wider.
I caught my breath and went “Nnnn!” with my tongue between my teeth. But I was a good girl and I kept watching.
“Just a little bit more,” he said, and the head of his cock disappeared inside my pussy.
I groaned and arched deeply in my back. “Aw fuck!” I exhaled and I pushed myself up onto the backs of my elbows and hung my head of hair behind me. “It’s big!”
“Right?” he said.
And then he did it again! He pushed himself deeper into me.
I tried to push him off me, but he was stronger. “It’s cheating if you go past the head!” I cried up at him. But he muffled my voice when he ducked down and kissed me. I kicked my feet and locked my ankles together behind his back and tore with my nails sunk into the flesh of his waist, but he wouldn’t come back out of me. Instead, he went deeper inside me!
“Just one,” he said as breathless as I was.
“Okay, but then come out!” I groaned. “And hurry!”
He plunged into me and my whole body arched backward and I inhaled very noisily. I didn’t care anymore about the Bond’s. Anyway, weren’t we supposed to convince them we were boyfriend-girlfriend?
Cary pulled back up and nearly all the way out of me but I curled up into his body, sank my face in his neck and pushed my heels in the bed. I rammed my hips up into his hips. His cock, hard wide and long, penetrated me even deeper.
“You said just one,” I gasped and whispered with exasperation into his ear.
“One fuck, I meant,” he said into my ear and I laughed.
But I stopped quickly and bit his shoulder. He penetrated me so good I lost my mind.
After that, I guess it was too late. We fucked all over the bed, him on top, me on top, on our sides. I straddled him in reverse cowgirl style and laughed at him over my shoulder.
I got off him and teased him about not getting to cum but he chased me and we laughed and squealed, and when he caught me, he carried me to the bed and threw me on it. I tried to scramble away but me climbed over top of me. I shrieked and bit him and punched him but he pushed his penis into me again.
When he rolled me over, manhandling me and disrespecting me completely, I put my ass up for him to show him what I thought of him. He knelt behind me and thrusted himself so hard into me, and so deep, I nearly tore the sheets apart in my hands.
He made me climax like that. He was a brute!
I said not to but he came inside me anyway. I was going to pull away from him but the way he groaned and moaned and made a big scene, I thought it would be better to just let him do it. I guess he likes that, too. All guys do!
Here’s the thing. When we finally got up — he kept fucking me all night! — and we had breakfast with the Bonds, we drove home. I was nervous but Cary kept saying I was going to be surprised. And I guess I was.
I made Cary come with me inside when I went home to find Ron and confess to him about what happened. At first, he just listened like a man getting angrier and angrier. But then I glanced at Cary.
“Tell him about going to bed,” he said, right in front of Ron.
I glared at him and grinned behind my hand.
“Tell him how you pretended like you weren’t going to let me in you” he said.
I blushed and hit him and turned all the way around in my chair and directly away from my husband.
“He wants to know, look at him,” he said.
I glanced over my shoulder because Ron wasn’t saying anything. “Do you want to know about what we did in bed?” I said quietly to him. I punched Cary again and tittered, but not because I thought it was funny. I was super nervous.
But Ron just nodded. He cleared his throat and he said in a tiny, weak voice, “Tell me all the details you can remember.”
I widened my eyes at Cary and bit my lip. “Everything, you mean?” I squinted at my husband.
“Yeah,” he finally said.
I held his hand and told him every little detail, including how his friend was rude and ejaculated into me at the end. And then wouldn’t let me sleep but kept fucking me all night.
Cary just sat there with his arms crossed over his chest nodding and smirking the whole time.
The following weekend, Cary texted me and said that he wanted to go on a date with me again and that I should ask Ron if it was okay.
I told him no way was I going to do that!
But he made me do it.
That’s when my husband told me in no uncertain terms just how much he really liked it. And it’s also when he told me that he gave Cary permission to do me even before that first time! They’re both liars! Cary knew he would like it because my husband already told him so!
But my husband said there had to be one rule: I could only do it if I asked him. And if he said ‘No’, that was final. Also, if he wanted us to come home after the date, like together, we had to, or I wasn’t allowed to go.
“Cause you want to watch?” I asked him in a tiny voice and with narrowed eyes.
“It’s exciting,” he said.
So I guess Cary was right all along. My husband enjoyed using my body for feminine power by proxy. Or something like that!
I laughed, I kissed my husband, and I texted Cary right away: “Pick me up at 8!” 




Chapter 2

Cary’s knock came soft against the glass, just one tap, before I even had a chance to check my lipstick again. I swung the door open without looking through the peephole and stepped back. He had his hands in his pockets, his blazer unbuttoned, a plain white tee under it that hugged his chest tight. I didn’t say anything about that. I just tilted my head and backed up a step or two further. He stepped in and closed the door behind him without taking his eyes off me
“You ready already?” he said, looking me over, taking his time, too.
I turned around slowly, letting him see the full shape of the black slip dress Ron picked out for me to wear for the date. It clung just right. Thin straps, no bra, and the fabric clung and moved against my thighs with every step I took to the kitchen.
“You want anything before we go?” I asked, leaning on the counter and opening the wine fridge. “Ron said we’ve got time.”
Cary stayed in the hallway, his hand trailing along the trim as he walked. “I thought we were just going for dinner.”
“We are.” I took out a single bottle and two glasses and glanced over my shoulder. “He said you should come in and relax first.”
Cary moved closer, stopped just behind me. I heard him breathe. “So he knows what I’m doing here, right?”
I just stared at him sardonically, twisted the corkscrew into the bottle, the spongy wood creaking softly. I pulled, slow and even, and the cork gave with a dry pop. I poured half a glass and slid it toward him across the counter.
He picked it up, his fingers brushing mine, and only moved his eyes off my chest reluctantly. “He’s a strange guy,” he said.
I sipped mine and shrugged. “He wants to hear about it later, that’s all.”
Cary blinked slowly. “What if there’s nothing to hear about?”
I put the glass down. “We better make sure there is.”
He leaned in a little. “You just saying that? You just playing here?”
I turned and lifted the hem of my dress, just enough to show that I wasn’t wearing anything under it. I held his stare for the whole second it took him to step closer, glass still in his hand. I took it from him and set it down.
He reached for me.
“No kissing yet,” I said, letting the hem of my skirt fall and stepping past him and I headed toward the living room. “That’s for when we get back.”
He followed, brushing against the curve of my hip with the back of his hand. I didn’t stop him. He sat down. I sat on the arm of the couch and crossed my legs slow enough to make sure he watched. He did. I was always good at that.
“Dinner could be awkward,” he muttered, eyes not moving.
“Why?” I sipped.
He ran his hand along my calf. Bold of him, I thought. It betrayed him the way his words were not. “Because I’ve already got a hard-on.”
I smiled without showing it and stood. “Good. Then let’s go.” I played it cool, but he knew what that would do to me.
We didn’t talk in the elevator. I felt the warmth of his palm press against the small of my back, low and steady, as we waited for the lobby floor. I didn’t pull away. The bell chimed and I stepped out first, but he stayed close behind, his knuckles grazing the back of my thigh when the breeze from the revolving door caught my hem and lifted it just slightly. I let it.
He opened the car door for me. It was a small, low sports coupe, not his usual ride. I swung my legs in slow and leaned back against the leather seat, my dress catching on my thighs. He closed the door. The car dipped as he got in on the other side, one smooth motion. His hand landed on my knee when he turned the engine over, and he only moved it to shift his gears.
“You wearing perfume for him or me?” he said, pulling out into the street.
“Can’t be both?”
He laughed under his breath. His hand returned to my leg, thumb moving in a slow circle, right above my kneecap. The streets blurred by in the dark, orange light cutting through the windows and catching my chest with each pass. I reached over and adjusted the air vent toward me.
He parked in a side lot behind the restaurant that was nearly empty. I stepped out and the door clicked shut behind me. The moment I stood, he pressed up against my back. His hands slipped around my waist and flattened across my stomach. I didn’t turn around, but I felt him on me, all of him.
“Still no kissing,” I said quietly.
He pulled my hips back into his. “Just a preview?”
“You’ll get more if you wait.”
He held me for another beat, then let go. We walked in through the side entrance and the host seated us without delay, a quiet table against the wall, low lights above. He slid in beside me instead of across. His thigh pressed into mine under the table.
“Ron want pictures this time?” he asked.
I picked up the wine list and passed it to him. “He said I could do whatever I wanted.”
He draped his arm across the back of the booth, behind my bare shoulders. “Then tell me what you want.”
I reached down and moved his hand onto my thigh, then crossed my legs over his wrist. He was still looking down when the waiter came. I smiled at him while Cary’s fingers flexed lightly under the edge of my dress. We ordered.
When the server left, Cary leaned closer. “Tell me now.”
I slid his hand a few inches higher. “I want you to make it hard not to rush home.”
His fingers didn’t move right away. They stayed where I placed them, just under the hem, warm and still against my skin. The sound of plates and glasses from the kitchen clattered in the background. The restaurant was filled with a murmur of quiet conversations at other tables. Light piano music played across the room. I shifted slightly in the booth, just enough to trap his hand tighter between my thighs, and I flexed, hard. He looked over at me, jaw bulging.
“Just be careful,” I said without turning my head. “I’m still deciding how to answer your question.”
He pulled his hand back, slow and smooth, and reached for his wine instead. He took a sip, then set it down with deliberate care. “You’re going to make me beg, is that it?”
I folded my hands together on the table. “I’m going to make you behave. But barely.”
Our food came. Small plates, delicate. We ate in silence at first, him watching my mouth every time I bit into something, me watching his hand when it returned to my thigh. He moved it up half an inch every time the waiter left.
“You’re different tonight,” he said, cutting into his steak.
“I feel different.”
He reached for his glass. “You feel single,” he said, scrunching his nose up like an aggressive animal that smells meat.
I glanced at him. “I’m not, though, am I.”
He chewed slower after that. The wine got lower in both our glasses. He finished his plate and leaned back against the booth, arm draped behind me, hand skimming the top of my spine. I leaned forward slightly to let him touch more. He took it as an invitation, good boy. His fingers drifted along the top of my zipper, slow, playfully.
“Want dessert?” he asked.
“Not here.”
He nodded. “Car?”
I pushed my plate away and stood. He was already up and beside me before I reached the door. His hand stayed low on my back as we crossed the floor, his body close. No one looked. No one knew what was coming. He paid quickly, tapping his card while the waiter flustered with the machine.
We stepped out into the dark. The lot behind was still mostly empty. I reached the passenger door first and scanned around. The corner was out of view. I turned to face him. He was already reaching for the door handle, but I stepped between him and the car.
“I’m still deciding,” I said again.
He nodded. “Who’s rushing?”
I snickered and pressed him back against the car. His hands went to my waist. I leaned in and kissed him, hard, open, pulling his lower lip between mine until he groaned. Then I pulled back and got into the car without another word.
He didn’t say anything when he slid in beside me. Just turned the key, pulled out slow, one hand on the wheel, the other on my bare thigh up way too high for a married girl. But I didn’t stop him. I shifted in my seat and angled myself toward him, letting the seatbelt fall loose between my breasts, pulling one knee up across the seat.
His hand crept further up. My breath caught when he reached the edge of the dress. He didn’t go under yet. Just held his palm flat and warm and firm on my thigh. The hum of the road filled the silence between us. I stared straight ahead.
“Where to?” he asked.
“Back to the condo.”
He didn’t answer, but I saw his mouth twitch. The car picked up speed.
At a red light, he turned his head, just slightly. “You going to let me finish what you started earlier?”
“I didn’t start anything,” I said.
His hand moved. Fingers slipped under the fabric this time, so slowly. He didn’t speak but he didn’t have to. I spread my knees an inch wider. The light turned green. He drove one-handed, his fingers brushing softly, rhythmically, just enough to keep me focused. But not enough to allow me to fully forget who I was. What I was. That I had a husband.
I rolled my head back against the seat and stared out at the night sky. My thighs trembled when he pressed me more firmly. I reached over, gripped his forearm hard, but I couldn’t pull him away. His fingertips circled, teasing the edge of me, but never quite dipping in. I dug my nails into his skin.
“You want I should stop?” he said.
I couldn’t answer because I didn’t know the answer. His fingertips touched further up. I gripped him harder, but didn’t pull him away.
The car turned into his underground garage. Darkness wrapped around us. The tires echoed on the concrete.
I unbuckled without looking at him. I stepped out and walked toward the elevator. I didn’t wait, I had to get out of there. But I knew he’d follow. I heard the car door slam, then his footsteps.
He caught up to me just as the elevator dinged. His hand grabbed mine and pulled me in. The doors closed.
I turned, backed him into the corner, and kissed him again, mouth open, tongue deep. He pressed himself hard into my hips, grinding against me. The elevator climbed. I reached down and grabbed him through his pants. He was rock hard, of course. I squeezed once, slowly, and then let go.
The doors opened.
We didn’t speak hurrying down the hall. I pulled my keycard out of my clutch and unlocked the door and we stepped inside.
“Lights?” he said.
“No,” I whispered.
I let my dress fall in the hallway.
He kicked the door closed behind us. I stepped out of my heels, one, then the other, and walked barefoot toward the bedroom. The air was cool against my skin. He followed me without a word, his breath audible now, heavier. I heard the rustle of fabric as he pulled his jacket off and let it fall somewhere behind him.
I climbed onto his bed without pulling the covers back. The sheets were smooth and cool against my thighs as I settled onto my knees, facing the wall, my back to him. I didn’t look over my shoulder. I didn’t need to, didn’t have to, didn’t want to. I wasn’t ready to face what I’d become. The sound of his belt coming undone was enough to remind me.
The bed dipped like his car did earlier. He crawled up behind me, his hands coming to my bare hips first, then sliding up my back. He leaned in and kissed my bare shoulder. I stayed still, regulating my breath, trying not to fall over so soon.
“No talking,” I said quietly, barley able to annunciate.
His lips grazed the side of my neck. His hands moved down again, firm and slow, shaping themselves around my ass, pulling me back toward him. I arched for him, not all the way, just enough. He groaned behind me. I felt the heat of him, the weight of his cock brushing against my skin.
Another man’s cock. But it wasn’t the first time, was it. I already knew what it felt like, and I wanted more.
He pushed forward, rubbing against me, but not in yet. I stayed still, unable to move away, but unable to fully give in just yet. But it was coming, I knew that. I knew what I was inside.
His hands moved faster over me now. He squeezed my thighs, then spread them wider. I let my knees drift apart on the bed until I felt the head of his cock rest right between. He pressed again, harder now, sliding along me, very wet already. He gripped my hips and he waited for the signal.
So I pushed back once. Just enough. Just barely. And he took that as a yes, and rightly so.
He pushed forward slowly, the head of his cock slipping between my lips and holding there, thick and hot. He didn’t thrust. He just stayed, letting me feel every ounce of pressure. I stayed still, too. My hands gripped the sheets, my forehead lowered to the bed. His hands tightened around my hips.
He eased in, just the tip, then paused. I bit the sheet, groaning into the fabric. He pulled back. Waited. Then did it again, deeper, slower. I didn’t stop him, I couldn’t stop him. As per my husband’s wishes.
His breath came harder. He leaned over my back, his chest pressing to my skin, his cock buried halfway in, held there like he was trying not to move too fast. His mouth brushed my shoulder blade.
“I can stop,” he said, voice shaking.
I reached back and grabbed his thigh, nails digging into him. “Don’t.”
He shoved all the way in with that. I arched under him and gasped. The sound that left my mouth wasn’t controlled. It was loud, it was high. He stayed buried inside me for a long second, his cock throbbing there,, then he started to move.
He fucked me slow at first, deep strokes, both hands on my hips pulling me back onto him. The bed creaked. The sheets twisted under my knees. I rocked with him, meeting every push, my body open and slick and pulsing.
He got rougher. One hand gripped my hair. The other slid under me, his fingers searching between my thighs and finding what they wanted. I moaned hard and loud. He didn’t slow down.
I grabbed a pillow, shoved it under my chest, and let him take me how he wanted to.
He yanked me back by the hips, driving in harder now, his thighs slapping against mine with each stroke. My knees slid wider apart on the sheets, the pressure between them burning. He buried himself deep every time, grinding at the end of each thrust like he needed to be deeper, like he wasn’t satisfied with just being inside me all the way.
His hand left my hair, grabbed the back of my neck, pressed me down flat. I turned my head sideways and gasped against the mattress, my breath catching with every push. His other hand came down hard on my ass, not to spank, just to hold me there, to keep me from moving even if I tried. I didn’t try.
He leaned over me again, hips pumping faster, breath ragged now. His fingers slid under my stomach, found the spot between my legs, and circled it without mercy. I let out a sound that didn’t even sound like me. He did it again, pinning me powerfully to the bed under him.
“You’re close,” he grunted, his cock thick and hard and relentless inside me.
I couldn’t answer but I nodded into the sheets. He thrusted only harder. I screamed into the pillow. My body clamped down around him so tight it stalled his next stroke. He groaned and held himself inside me, my whole body twitching under him as the climax tore through me. I gripped the sheets, legs shaking.
He pulled out suddenly. I flipped over, breathless, hair wild, chest rising hard. He stood at the edge of the bed, fist wrapped around his cock, eyes locked on mine.
“Do it,” I whispered.
He stroked twice, maybe three times, then groaned low and deep as thick ropes shot across my chest, my stomach, my throat. I let it land all over me. Let him finish. Let him mark me.
He wiped his hand on the edge of the blanket, then looked down at me, still breathing hard.
“You’re gonna have to tell him everything,” he said.
“I know.” I closed my eyes.
I didn’t bother cleaning up. I sat up slowly, legs crossed under me, cum dripping down between my breasts, the sheets twisted around my thighs. Cary reached for his pants on the floor but didn’t pull them on. He stood there, still half-hard, staring at the mess he’d made on me.
I grabbed my phone from the nightstand, tapped it awake, and handed it to him.
“Take the picture,” I said.
His eyebrows lifted. He looked down at the screen, then back at me.
“For him?” he asked.
I nodded. “He wants details.”
Cary crouched slightly and framed the shot. I tilted my head back, opened my legs a little wider, and let my fingers smear his cum across my chest. He snapped the photo.
“Send it,” I said.
He hesitated for a second, then tapped it through. I watched the little circle spin, then disappear.
The phone buzzed in my hand thirty seconds later.
“Was that the first one?” the message read.
I showed it to Cary. He chuckled, wiped a hand over his face, and climbed back onto the bed.
“He’s not gonna sleep tonight,” he said.
I tossed the phone aside and pushed him back against the pillows. “Neither are you.”
He grabbed my hips as I climbed over him, his hands firm, fingers digging into my sides like he already knew what was coming. I straddled him slow, the slick warmth between my legs pressing against his stomach, my breasts still sticky, cooling now in the air. His cock twitched against my thigh.
I shifted forward. He reached down to guide himself but I slapped his hand away.
“Don’t touch,” I said, grinding against him just enough to make him grit his teeth.
He obeyed. I leaned down and kissed him, mouth open, my weight on his chest, my body pressing him flat into the bed. I rocked against him slowly, dragging my wetness along the length of his shaft without letting him in. His hips bucked. I stopped him with a single push of my hand.
“Not yet.”
He groaned into my mouth. I reached behind me and held him still, sliding my body higher until his cock pushed between my cheeks, not inside me, just riding the heat. I stayed like that, teasing, hips rolling slow, until his hands clutched the sheets on either side of us.
“Fuck, please,” he said.
I reached back, held him at the base, and slid the head just inside me.
“Just one more,” I whispered. “But you don’t get to cum this time.”
He nodded, barely, his breath ragged, his eyes locked on mine like he didn’t trust himself to blink. I kept him right there, just the tip, holding him still with my hand and clenching around him so tight he couldn’t move even if he tried. His jaw tensed. I felt his thighs shake.
“Don’t move,” I said.
He didn’t. I let my hips drop an inch, took more of him, then held again. His hands twitched at his sides. I kept control, a slow grind, then another inch, all heat and stretch and pulse. My nails dug into his chest as I sank down fully, wet and tight around him, until our hips touched, and I stopped.
He grunted, deep and low. His cock throbbed inside me.
“I said no cumming,” I reminded him.
He clenched his teeth. “You’re making it impossible.”
I started to move, slow circles, hips rolling, every movement dragging him against every nerve inside me. I leaned forward, breasts brushing his chest, my hands flat on his shoulders to pin him down.
He tried to thrust. I stopped him with a hard squeeze.
“I said no.”
He groaned. I kept going.
“You’ll wait,” I said, right in his ear. “You’ll fucking wait until I say.”
His hands gripped the edges of the mattress, muscles straining, his whole body tense under mine. I rode him slow, deep, staying tight, dragging him through every second without release. My breath caught every time he twitched inside me. His chest rose hard under mine. I stayed close, our skin stuck together from sweat and everything else.
He bucked once. I stopped, clenched down, held him still.
“Control yourself,” I whispered.
He let out a hiss through his teeth. “I’m trying.”
I shifted forward, grinding instead of lifting, the pressure building between us sharp and heavy. My clit rubbed against the base of his shaft with every pass. He groaned again, louder, desperate. I slid up, then slammed back down once, hard enough to knock the breath out of him.
“You like being used, don’t you,” I said, voice low, steady, right against his mouth.
He nodded, eyes shut tight. I slapped his cheek lightly.
“Eyes open.”
He looked at me. I dropped my hips again, riding him harder now, thighs burning, heat pulsing between us. I saw it in his face, how close he was. I slowed down just enough.
“Not yet,” I warned.
He bit his lip. I tightened again.
“You cum when I do,” I said. “Not before.”
He held on, face twisted, eyes locked on mine like he was begging without saying it. I rode him slower now, grinding in tight circles, letting every inch stay buried. My thighs trembled. My stomach tensed. I could feel it building again, the burn low and deep, the need turning sharp. He felt it too.
“Now,” I cried with a weak whimper.
His hands flew to my hips. He slammed up into me once, then again, then held, grinding hard as I came on him, body jerking, mouth open, soundless at first, then a full cry as I clenched down and rode it out.
He moaned my name and came with me, cock pulsing deep, his whole body locking under mine. I didn’t move. I stayed on him, both of us shaking, my chest pressed to his, our sweat mixing.
He wrapped his arms around me and held tight. I let him.
We didn’t speak for a long time, only breathed.
Then I felt him harden again inside me.
I smiled against his neck. “You better pace yourself.”
He rolled me onto my back without a word, still inside me, his body slick and heavy over mine. He stayed buried, grinding slow, not pulling out, just keeping pressure. His mouth found my throat, then my collarbone, then lower. I let my legs fall open, heels digging into the backs of his thighs.
“You’re not done,” I said.
He shook his head. “Not close.”
He thrust again, slow, deep, deliberate, his cock thick and swollen, already fully hard again. I winced and grabbed his waist. “You’re still full of cum.”
“I know,” he said, and drove in harder.
My back arched. His hands pinned mine down beside my head, fingers laced, his hips rocking into me with more force now. Each thrust pushed a messy wet sound out of me. I didn’t care. He fucked me through it, jaw tight, eyes fixed on where our bodies met.
“You feel it?” he asked.
I nodded, breath catching.
“Tell him,” he said. “Tell him exactly how it felt when I kept going after I came inside you.”
I bit his shoulder and moaned into his skin. He didn’t slow down. My whole body started to tighten again.
“You’re gonna cum again, aren’t you,” he said.
I dug my nails into his back and gasped, “Keep going” I cried out weakly.
He fucked me harder, hips slamming into mine, his cock thick and slippery from everything he’d already left inside me. I wrapped my legs around his back, locked my ankles, and held him in. Every stroke filled me deeper, wetter, hotter. His chest crushed against mine, his mouth dragging across my neck, my shoulder, my jaw.
“You’re gonna make a mess,” I whispered.
He grunted. “Already did.”
I cried out as his cock hit the right spot again, sharp and deep. My body jolted. He felt it.
“Right there?” he said, slamming again, same angle, same pressure.
“Fuck, yes, don’t stop.”
He didn’t. He pinned my hands above my head and kept going, faster now, unforgiving, cock drilling into me with thick, wet thrusts that got louder, filthier. I screamed into the sheets. He clamped a hand over my mouth.
“You’re loud,” he growled in my ear.
I nodded under his hand, eyes rolled back, thighs shaking again.
Then it hit, hard, violent, a full-body quake that ripped a cry from deep in my throat. My pussy clamped around him like a fist. He growled and shoved deep, held still, and exploded again inside me, cock pulsing, body locked tight.
He collapsed on top of me, both of us soaked, breathless, shaking.
I finally whispered, “He’s going to want every fucking detail.”
He stayed inside me, heavy and pulsing, his body flush with mine, both of us slick and shaking. I kept my legs wrapped around his waist, heels dug into the small of his back, my breath still catching in short, shallow bursts. The sheets were twisted beneath us, the bed damp with sweat and cum and heat. He didn’t move. Neither did I.
“I’m serious,” I said quietly, my lips against his ear. “He’ll ask about every part. About cumming inside, I mean.”
Cary lifted his head slowly, resting his forehead against mine. His cock was still hard, still thick inside me, twitching slightly with each deep breath. I reached up, ran my fingers through his hair, then down his back, nails trailing lightly along his spine.
“What do you want me to say?” he asked.
I clenched around him gently. “Everything. Including how it made me cum so hard.”
He pulled out with a slow, wet drag, both of us groaning at the loss. I rolled onto my side, cum leaking down my thigh. He sat back on his heels between my legs, his cock glistening, still half-hard, hanging heavy. I leaned back on one elbow, let my knees fall open.
“You want to take pictures, don’t you,” I said.
He didn’t deny it. He grabbed his phone from the nightstand, angled it down, and snapped one. Then another. I reached down, dragged two fingers through the mess between my legs, and held them up to the camera. He groaned, snapped again.
“That’s enough,” I said, wiping my hand on the sheets. “Get back here.”
He climbed over me, lowered himself between my thighs, and kissed the inside of my knee. I closed my eyes as his mouth moved higher, trailing up my thigh, his breath hot, slow. I felt his tongue next, soft at first, then firmer, then deliberate. My fingers gripped his hair before I even realized I’d moved.
He ate me slowly, methodically, dragging it out until I was panting, thighs trembling around his ears. I bucked my hips, but he held them down, flattened his tongue, and worked in tight circles until I was grinding against his face and gasping his name through clenched teeth.
I came again, sharp and fast, crying out and yanking his hair as I pulsed against his mouth. He didn’t stop until I shoved him away.
“We’ll need a third round,” I whispered. “For the final details.” I stayed on my stomach, legs parted, letting the air hit everything, the room silent but for our breath. He didn’t go far, just down the bed, crouching low to watch the mess he left. I felt his fingers spread me open again, casual, inspecting, like he was memorizing how ruined I looked.
“You’re disgusting,” I murmured into the sheets.
He pressed a kiss to the inside of my thigh. “You said one more round.”
I rolled onto my side, propped up on one elbow, and wiped the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand. “You think you’re ready again?”
He nodded once, eyes low. “If you want it.”
I pulled him up by the wrist and straddled him again, slower this time, not playing, not teasing. Just taking. His cock slid in easy, coated in everything, no resistance. I didn’t bounce. I rocked. Deep, slow rhythm. His hands gripped my thighs. I gripped his face, held his mouth an inch from mine.
“You’re gonna look him in the eye,” I said, hips moving, voice steady. “You’re gonna tell him what it felt like when I made you cum inside me three times.”
He groaned and nodded, eyes wide.
“Tell him I asked for it,” I whispered. “Every time.”
“I will.”
I kissed him hard and rode him until he did.
I didn’t get off him when he finished. I stayed seated in his lap, his cock softening inside me, the slick heat of our third finish running down over his balls, onto the sheets. He didn’t try to move. Just lay back against the pillows, arms behind his head, his chest still rising hard.
I reached for my phone again.
“What are you doing?” he asked, voice rough.
“Documenting,” I said.
I turned on the front camera, aimed it down at where we were joined, our bodies soaked, his cock still buried in me. I snapped one picture. Then another. I let it catch the mess on his stomach. The red marks on my hips. The shine between my legs. I set the phone down.
“You gonna send those?” he asked.
I nodded. “Later.”
He reached up, grabbed my hips, and slid his hands up my sides.
“You think he’ll believe you asked for all of it?”
I leaned down, my lips brushing his ear. “I didn’t just ask.”
I licked his throat, rolled off him slowly, letting him slip out. More of his cum spilled down my leg. I stood beside the bed, wiped it with my fingers, and smeared it across my stomach.
“Now get dressed,” I said, tossing him his shirt.
He caught the shirt mid-air but didn’t move right away. Just sat there, naked, eyes on the mess between my legs, his chest rising slow. I watched him watching me. Then I turned, walked to his bathroom without covering up, grabbed a towel off the rack, and dragged it between my thighs with one slow pass and that was all. 
When I came back, he was still sitting there, shirt in his lap, cock soft but twitching again.
“Clothes on,” I said. “Now.”
He stood, pulled the shirt over his head, grabbed his jeans off the floor, and stepped into them. No underwear. He zipped up, barefoot, hair messy. I was already slipping back into my dress, no bra, no panties, just skin under silk. I grabbed my heels, but didn’t put them on. I was feeling feral.
“We’re gonna tell him everything?”
“Every stroke,” I said.
I smiled, picked up my phone and handed it to him. “Everything.”
He checked the screen, saw the last photo, and swallowed hard.
“Let’s go,” I said, already opening the door. My thighs were still sticky. My dress clung between my legs. His cum was still leaking out. And we hadn’t even made it to the elevator yet.
We stepped into the hallway. The door clicked shut behind us. He stayed close as I walked down the carpet barefoot, heels dangling from my fingers, the hem of my dress swaying just above the backs of my thighs. The elevator was at the far end. I could feel him watching the way I moved, his cum still sliding between my legs with every step.
“You sure you want to walk in like that?” he asked.
I hit the button. “He told me to enjoy myself.”
The doors opened. We stepped in. Mirrors on three sides. I faced the front. Cary stood behind me, close enough that I felt his breath on the back of my neck. He didn’t speak. I could see his reflection, though. Shirt wrinkled, hair wild, jeans still unzipped just slightly at the top.
He reached up and moved my hair off my shoulder. I didn’t stop him.
“You still leaking?” he whispered.
I nodded once.
His hand slid down, fingers pressing against the small of my back. Then lower. I spread my stance slightly. The elevator hummed. I kept my eyes on the floor number ticking down. He pressed his palm up between my thighs. I didn’t flinch. I let him feel me, enter me, probe me.
When the doors opened, I stepped out first, heels still in my hand, no shame in the way I walked.
“Let him smell it on you,” Cary said as the doors shut behind us.
I smiled.
“I plan to.”
We crossed the lobby without a word. The concierge didn’t look up. The glass doors opened, and the city air hit my skin, warm and heavy. I stepped out barefoot, my dress clinging in places that gave everything away. Cary stayed close, hands in his pockets, walking like he didn’t just fuck me raw three times upstairs.
The streetlights caught the sheen on my thighs. I didn’t bother adjusting the hem.
We lived only three blocks away.
“You didn’t want to clean up a little more first?”
I looked over. “You think I want to be clean? You think he does?”
He didn’t answer, he just smiled.
We walked past a couple on a bench, a cab idling, the smell of street food curling through the air. I saw the way the guy looked at me. I saw Cary see it, too and he grinned. It was obvious the girl he was with had just been freshly fucked. You can’t hide that. My husband will know without any words.
“You should let him know you’re taken,” he said with a smirk.
“But I’m not,” I said, walking ahead, not needing to check his expression.
At my building, I stopped at the door and turned. Cary stepped close. I pressed a hand to his chest, the other between my legs. I rubbed once, lifted my fingers, and smeared the slick across his lips.
“Proof,” I said. “For when he asks what I tasted like.”
Then I turned and walked inside.
The lobby was quiet. I didn’t look back. The door clicked shut behind me. My bare feet padded softly across the tile, the hem of my dress brushing the backs of my calves, the weight of everything still between my legs. I stepped into the elevator, hit the button for my floor, and caught my reflection in the mirrored walls.
Hair messy. Lips swollen. Skin flushed.
I looked like I’d been taken. Because I had.
The doors opened. I walked the hall slow, heels still in one hand, phone in the other. I opened our door without knocking. Ron was on the couch. TV still on. He turned the volume down but didn’t speak.
I stood in front of him, silent. Let him look me over.
His eyes dropped first, followed the streak down my inner thigh, the stickiness still drying. My dress clung between my legs. I didn’t adjust anything.
“You walked home like that?” he asked, voice low.
“Yeah.”
He swallowed. “You got pictures?”
I handed him the phone.
He didn’t say a word while he scrolled. I stepped closer, slipped between his legs, and straddled him. My cunt was still leaking when it settled against his jeans.
“Want to know everything?” I asked.
He nodded. Of course he did.
I leaned in closer.
“Good,” I said. “Because I’m not leaving anything out.”
I reached down, unbuttoned his jeans, and pulled the zipper slow. He didn’t stop me. I slid my hand inside, found him hard, already leaking, straining. I gripped him tight, then let go, stood up, and pulled my dress off over my head without a word. No panties. No bra. Just skin, marked and sticky, thighs still shining with someone else’s cum.
He leaned back, staring. I climbed into his lap, took his cock in one hand, and rubbed the head against myself, letting it smear through the mess already there. His eyes locked on it, jaw tight, hands clenched on the couch cushions.
“He didn’t hold back,” I said, stroking him against me.
“No.”
I lined him up. Didn’t rush. Just let the tip press against my entrance, still open, still dripping. I looked him in the eyes. “Want to know what it felt like inside me right after the first time?”
He nodded, barely.
I sank down slowly, took him all the way in. His breath caught. I stayed still, his cock buried deep in everything Cary left behind.
“That,” I whispered. “Exactly that.”
And then I started to ride him.
He groaned through clenched teeth, hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise, but he didn’t stop me. I moved slow, hips rolling, letting him feel every inch, every slip of his friend’s cum slicking his way inside his wife. I stayed upright, back straight, thighs wide, riding him deep and steady, watching his face tighten every time I sank down further.
“This is how full I was when I got home,” I said.
He shuddered.
“Still leaking,” I whispered. “Still stretched.”
He grabbed my ass, pulled me down harder. I slapped his hands away, took control again, grinding deeper.
“He came in me three times,” I said. “You feel that?”
His jaw flexed. “Yeah,” he barely said.
I leaned in close, breath hot in his ear. “I didn’t even clean up.”
He let out a broken sound, bucking up into me once, hard. I slapped his chest.
“Don’t,” I warned. “You don’t get to finish before I do.”
I reached down, found my clit, rubbed fast, tight circles. His cock twitched inside me. I was soaked, his, mine, Cary’s, all of it mixed, dripping down his balls, soaking the couch.
I came hard, breath punched out of me, body locking around him.
Then I nodded once.
“Now,” I said.
And he came like he’d been holding it for hours.
He grunted as I pressed down harder, hips rolling slow but firm, every inch sliding deeper into me, slick with the mix of us all. His hands gripped my hips, fingers digging in like he wanted to hold on forever. My breath hitched, chest rising and falling fast against his. I tightened around him, feeling him throb inside, pulsing heavy and hot.
“You feel it?” I whispered, voice low.
His jaw clenched. “Every damn inch.”
I rocked with him, slow, dragging out the pressure, riding the burning stretch and slick heat that coated us both. His cock twitched as I squeezed tight, then pulsed again. I leaned down, lips brushing his neck.
We stayed like that for a while, breath to breath, skin to skin, until the night began to stretch thin and the first hints of dawn light crept through the curtains. The moment felt fragile, suspended between what had happened and what was yet to come.
I slid off him carefully, muscles still trembling from the aftershocks, and reached for my phone. “I have pictures for you,” I said. 




Chapter 3

Ron leaned back, legs spread, his jeans still open. His eyes tracked me as I scrolled. I stopped on one shot, Cary’s cum thick on my chest, my fingers spreading it lower. I held the phone where Ron could see every detail. His jaw tightened.
“You’re gonna tell me what was happening in that one,” he said.
I set the phone down on the cushion beside him and stepped between his knees. My hand went to the back of his neck, my thumb pressing into the tendon there as I lowered my mouth to his ear. “That was after the second time he came in me,” I said, my voice low, steady. “I didn’t wipe it off. I just let it dry while he stayed inside.”
Ron’s breathing changed. I felt it in the way his chest rose against mine. My other hand slid down, finding his cock still wet inside his jeans, still half-hard but twitching under my palm. I pulled him out slow, letting the cool air hit him before wrapping my fingers around the shaft.
“Still warm,” I murmured, stroking once, then twice.
He looked down at my hand, then back up into my eyes. “What’d he say when he finished in you the first time?”
I leaned in closer, my lips brushing his jaw. “That he wanted to see me walk home like that.”
Ron’s grip on my waist tightened. “And you did.”
I nodded, my hand still moving on him. “Every step, it leaked out of me. I could feel it running down my thighs.”
His breath hitched. I bent my knees, lowering myself until my bare ass rested on his thighs, his cock pressing against my stomach. My hand didn’t stop. “Want me to tell you what it tasted like when I licked him off my fingers?”
Ron’s head tilted back slightly. “Yeah.”
I pulled away just enough to watch his face. “Salty. Thick. Still warm from being inside me.”
His cock jerked in my hand. I smiled, slow, deliberate. “You want to taste him now?”
Ron’s eyes darkened. “Yes.”
I let go of him and stood, took a step back, then lifted the hem of my dress. I hooked two fingers between my legs, scooped up the slick heat still gathered there, and brought it to his lips. He opened his mouth without hesitation. I pressed my fingers in. His tongue curled around them.
When I pulled my hand away, he swallowed. His eyes stayed on mine. “More.”
I stepped forward again, straddling his lap, lowering myself until the head of his cock pushed against my entrance. I didn’t rush. I let the tip slip just inside, enough for both of us to feel how wet and messy I still was.
“That’s more,” I whispered, and sank down all the way.
Ron’s hands went to my hips the moment I seated all the way down on him, his fingers digging in like he was trying to keep me there. I stayed still at first, letting him feel every inch, the wet heat between us thick and unbroken from the mess already inside me.
“You feel that?” I said quietly, my palms flat on his chest.
He nodded once, jaw tight. “All of it.”
I started to move, slow, steady rolls of my hips that made the slick sound between us louder. His cock slid through it easily, the stretch deep, constant, every movement pushing his friend’s cum further around him. I kept my eyes locked on his, watching the strain in his face.
“This is how it felt the whole walk home,” I told him.
His fingers tightened on my hips, pulling me down harder. I let him once, then slapped his hands away and set my own pace again, grinding instead of bouncing, dragging him across every part of me. His breathing was heavier now, his eyes dropping to where we were joined, then back up.
“You’re not clean,” he said.
“Wasn’t planning to be.”
I leaned forward until my breasts pressed against his chest, my mouth at his ear. “He finished so deep I could feel it in my stomach.”
Ron groaned under me. I sat back up and lifted, letting him almost slip out before dropping down again, the wet slap between us sharp in the quiet room. I did it again, slower, keeping him right on the edge.
“You want the rest of the pictures now?” I asked.
He shook his head. “After.”
I smiled and braced my hands on his thighs, riding him harder now, my ass lifting off his lap with each stroke, dropping fast to take all of him again. The couch creaked. His grip moved to my waist, holding me steady while I fucked him deep, my body opening around him with every thrust.
“You’re gonna make me, ” he started, but I cut him off with a shake of my head.
“Not yet. You wait like he did.”
Ron’s breathing was ragged now, his cock swelling thicker inside me, twitching with each squeeze of my muscles. I slowed again, a tight grind, making him feel every second drag out. My clit pressed against him just right. My nails dug into his thighs.
“Tell me,” he rasped. “Tell me what you did when he pulled out.”
I met his eyes. “I begged him to put it back in.”
His jaw clenched hard. I rocked once more, deep and slow, then leaned in, my mouth just above his. “You gonna be able to hold it?”
He swallowed, breath hot. “Barely.”
“Good,” I said, and started to ride him faster.
His hands shot back to my hips as I picked up the pace, holding me down each time I slammed onto him, the sound between us getting wetter, filthier. I could feel him swelling inside me, his thighs tensing under mine.
“You’re close,” I said, not slowing.
He grunted, eyes locked on mine. “So are you.”
I was. Every grind sent a jolt through me, the pressure building sharp and hot. I reached between us, my fingers finding my clit, rubbing fast in tight circles while I kept riding him. His eyes dropped to watch, his breathing uneven.
“This is how he had me,” I told him. “Fingers there, cock deep, wouldn’t let me stop until I came.”
Ron’s head fell back for a second, his grip bruising on my hips. “Fuck.”
I pushed harder, my movements getting rougher, chasing it. The slick between us spilled down my thighs, soaking the tops of his jeans. My stomach tightened, my breath catching on every downstroke.
“You gonna cum with me?” I asked.
His hands flexed against me. “If you say so.”
I leaned forward, my forehead almost touching his, my hand still working fast between my legs. “Now,” I whispered.
It hit me first, my body locking tight around him, my thighs trembling, my voice catching in a sharp cry. He held me there, buried deep, and I felt him throb hard inside me, pumping heat into the mess already filling me.
I stayed on him through every pulse, my nails digging into his shoulders, our skin stuck together with sweat. When the last wave passed, I didn’t move right away. I just sat there, catching my breath, his cock still thick inside me, the mix of us dripping down over him.
Finally, I leaned back, still holding him inside. “Now you can have the rest of the pictures.”
I reached for the phone on the cushion, still seated on him, scrolling with one hand while my other stayed braced on his chest. Ron’s eyes flicked down every time I stopped on an image, me on Cary’s bed, legs spread, his cum smeared across my stomach, dripping between my thighs.
“This one,” I said, angling the screen toward him. “That was after the first round. Still on my knees. He told me not to move so it wouldn’t run out.”
Ron’s jaw flexed. “And you listened?”
I nodded slowly. “I wanted it to stay inside.”
His hands tightened at my waist. I scrolled to another, me bent over the edge of the bed, Cary behind me, his hands gripping my hips. Ron stared at it for a long second.
“That’s where you came?” he asked.
“One of the times,” I said, my voice steady.
I felt him twitch inside me. My hips moved once, a slow roll, dragging him through the mess. I kept showing him more, close-ups, wide shots, some I’d taken myself, some Cary had snapped. With each one, his breathing got heavier.
“This is the last one,” I said, holding the phone low. It was me straddling Cary, both of us spent, his cum running down over his balls onto the sheets. My hand was wrapped around him, milking the last drops out.
Ron swallowed hard. “Send it to me.”
I tapped the screen, sent it, then set the phone aside. “Now you’ve got everything.”
I lifted off him slowly, his cock sliding out thick and slick, strings of it connecting us. His eyes followed the spill down my thighs. I stood in front of him, legs parted just enough.
“You gonna clean me up,” I asked, “or make me walk to the shower like this?”
His hands slid up my thighs, stopping just short of where I was still open and leaking. “I’m not cleaning you up,” he said, his voice low. “Not yet.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Then what?”
He leaned forward, his mouth brushing the inside of my knee, his hands moving higher. When his lips finally pressed against me, it was slow, deliberate, his tongue catching the taste of everything Cary left in me. I let my head fall back, one hand in his hair, holding him there while he worked.
“You’re swallowing it,” I said quietly.
He looked up for half a second, his mouth wet. “All of it.”
I pushed his head back down. He didn’t resist. His tongue slid deep, curling against me, lapping up every trace, his fingers spreading me wider to get at more. The couch creaked under us. My knees went weak, but I didn’t sit. I let him keep going until my thighs were trembling.
When he finally pulled back, his chin was slick. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and sat back against the couch.
“Shower now?” he asked.
I shook my head. “Bedroom. I’m not done making a mess yet.”
His cock was already hard again when he stood. I turned without another word, walking toward the bedroom, knowing he was watching every step, the wet trail on my inner thighs catching the light.
I stepped into the bedroom without turning on the light, the faint glow from the street spilling across the bed. Ron came in behind me, closing the door with a soft click. I didn’t wait for him to touch me, I bent forward onto the mattress, legs apart, my dress riding up high on my hips.
“Take it off,” he said from behind me.
I slid the straps down my arms, let the fabric fall to the floor, and stayed bent over, bare and open. He came up close, his hands gripping my ass, thumbs parting me so he could see exactly what Cary had left. I felt his breath there before anything else.
“You’re still full,” he murmured.
“Do something about it.”
He pressed the head of his cock against me, slow at first, letting it smear through the mess, coating himself. The sound was obscene in the quiet room. Then he pushed in, steady, filling me in one long stroke until his hips met mine.
I groaned into the mattress. “Like that.”
He started to move, long, deep thrusts that dragged every drop forward and back with him. His hands stayed locked on my hips, pulling me into each stroke harder. The slick between us got louder, wetter, until I was rocking back against him, matching his rhythm.
“This is what you walked home with,” he said, voice rough.
I turned my head just enough to meet his eyes over my shoulder. “And now you get to feel it.”
His pace picked up, the slap of our bodies quickening, his grip bruising on my skin. I reached one hand between my legs, finding myself already sensitive, already on edge again.
“Make me cum like he did,” I said.
He growled low, driving into me harder, every stroke hitting deep enough to make my breath catch. I spread my knees wider, bracing for him, my fingers working fast until I felt it building sharp and hot all over again.
It hit fast, my whole body locking around him, the sound that came out of me sharp and unsteady. Ron didn’t slow; if anything, he drove harder, holding me in place while I pulsed around him.
“Don’t stop,” I gasped, my cheek pressed to the mattress.
His grip on my hips shifted, one hand sliding up my back, pressing me down flat. He stayed deep, grinding at the end of each thrust, the weight of him keeping me pinned. I felt him swell inside me, the rhythm breaking for a second as he fought it.
“You’re gonna make me, ”
“Do it,” I cut in, my voice rough.
That was all it took. His hips slammed forward, burying himself fully, his cock throbbing hard as he came, the heat spilling deep into what Cary had already left there. I clenched around him, holding him inside, keeping all of it.
When he finally stilled, we stayed like that, his chest against my back, both of us breathing hard, the bed damp under us. He eased out slowly, the wet sound between us obscene in the quiet, and watched as it ran down my thighs.
I pushed up onto my elbows, looking back at him. “You’re not taking a picture?”
He smirked, reaching for his phone on the nightstand. “Oh, I’m taking plenty.”
I stayed where I was, legs parted, my weight on my elbows, letting him frame the shot however he wanted. The shutter clicked once, then again, each sound making me more aware of the heat still sliding down between my thighs.
“Turn a little,” Ron said.
I shifted onto one hip, my knee bent forward, opening myself up more to the camera. He crouched low, snapping another, then leaned in to get a close-up. His breath was warm on my skin.
“That’s staying in my phone,” he muttered.
“Send him one,” I said, my voice flat but sure.
His eyes flicked up at me, then back to the screen. A few taps, and it was gone, out in the world, waiting for Cary to see. I reached back, dragging two fingers through the mess and bringing them to my mouth. I sucked them clean while he kept taking pictures.
The phone landed on the nightstand a second later, and Ron’s hands were back on me, pulling me onto my back. He crawled over me, his cock already thick again against my thigh.
“You’re still ready?” I asked.
He didn’t answer, just pushed my knees wide and slid in with one slow, deep thrust, the leftover slick making it effortless. I gasped, my hands gripping his arms, and he started moving immediately, steady and unrelenting.
“This one,” he said between breaths, “is just for me.”
His pace was controlled at first, long, deep strokes, his hips pressing into mine at the end of each one. His eyes stayed locked on my face, watching every twitch of my mouth, every shift in my breathing.
I hooked my legs around his back, pulling him closer. “You’re not holding back,” I told him.
“Not tonight.”
He pushed harder, faster now, his hands braced on either side of my head. The bed creaked under us, the wet slap between us louder with every thrust. I dug my nails into his shoulders, meeting him stroke for stroke.
“You’re gonna cum in me again?” I asked, voice catching.
His jaw tightened. “Yeah. You’re not walking away clean.”
That pushed me closer, my back arching, my breath quickening. His cock felt swollen, heavy inside me, and each drive forward rubbed right where I needed it. I reached between us, rubbing myself fast, my eyes never leaving his.
“Do it with me,” I said, my voice low but sharp.
His thrusts turned rough, almost desperate. My body tensed, every muscle locking as it hit me hard, pulling a gasp from my chest. He groaned deep, hips slamming into mine, spilling hot and full again until I felt it seeping out around him.
We stayed tangled together, breathing heavy, the air thick with sweat and sex. He didn’t pull out right away.
“Now,” I said finally, my voice steady again, “you’ve got enough to tell him every detail.”
Ron eased out slow, the stretch turning to a slick slide, and we both looked down to watch the spill trail over my ass and onto the sheets. He dragged two fingers through it, then pushed them back inside me, curling them deep until my hips jerked.
“You think he’s checking his phone right now?” he asked.
“Without a doubt.”
He pulled his fingers free, brought them to my lips. I opened without hesitation, sucking them clean while holding his stare. His cock twitched at the sight, already thickening again.
“You’re not done,” I said, my voice low.
He grabbed my ankle and flipped me onto my stomach, pulling my hips up so my knees were under me. His hands spread me wide, his thumbs pressing into my skin as he looked down at the mess between my legs.
“Still open for him,” he said.
“And for you,” I answered.
He lined up and pushed in hard, no warning, his hips hitting mine in one solid thrust. I gasped into the pillow, gripping the sheets, and he started to move, deep, fast strokes that left no room to think. His chest pressed to my back, his mouth at my ear.
“This one,” he growled, “isn’t going in the pictures.”
“Good,” I said, and pushed back into him harder.
Ron was already dressed when I came out of the shower, sitting at the kitchen counter with his phone in his hand. The smell of coffee was sharp in the air. He looked up once, eyes dragging over the towel knotted low around my chest, then back to the screen.
“He texted,” Ron said.
I stepped closer. “Already?”
He turned the phone so I could see. Cary’s message was short. When can I see her again?
My towel loosened as I leaned in. “What did you say?”
“Nothing yet.”
I took the phone from his hand, typed two words, Tonight works, and hit send before he could stop me. He didn’t try. He just watched the way my hand dropped the phone back onto the counter.
“You’re not even pretending this time,” he said.
I poured myself coffee, the towel slipping lower as I reached for the milk. “Didn’t last time, either.”
Ron’s eyes stayed on me while I sipped. “Where’s it happening?”
“His place.” I set the mug down. “But you’re coming.”
That got him leaning forward. “You want me there?”
I nodded. “You’re going to watch.”
The line of his jaw tightened. “He doesn’t know that yet.”
“He will.” I took another slow sip, then turned toward the bedroom. “Pick something for me to wear.”
When I came back out, Ron had laid a dress across the couch, short, clingy, black. No underwear on the side. I let the towel fall, stepped into it, and pulled it up over my hips. He zipped the back without being asked, his hands staying a moment longer than they needed to.
“You’re wet already,” he said.
I smiled over my shoulder. “Good. Saves time.”
We drove to Cary’s in silence. My hem rode up each time I crossed my legs in the passenger seat, the streetlights catching the inside of my thighs. Ron’s hand stayed on the wheel, but I saw the way he kept glancing over.
Upstairs, Cary opened the door shirtless, barefoot, his hair still damp. His eyes flicked from me to Ron and back again. “Wasn’t expecting both of you.”
“You are now,” I said, stepping inside.
Ron closed the door behind us. Cary’s gaze lingered on him for a second, then settled on me. “So how’s this supposed to work?”
I walked right past him, into the living room, and sat on the arm of his couch. “You do whatever you want with me,” I said, “and he stays right there.”
Ron didn’t sit. He leaned against the wall, arms folded.
Cary’s mouth pulled into something between a smirk and a challenge. “And you’re fine with that?” he asked Ron.
Ron’s answer was quick. “More than fine.”
Cary came closer, standing in front of me now. His hand slid up my thigh, under the hem, finding bare skin all the way up. “No warm-up, then?”
I shifted my knees apart, my voice steady. “I’m already warm.”
Cary’s fingers traced higher until they pressed exactly where I was wet. His eyes stayed on mine, testing how far I’d let him go with Ron right there. I didn’t flinch.
“You weren’t kidding,” he said quietly.
I leaned back on my hands, my dress sliding higher on my hips. “Do something about it.”
He hooked a finger inside me, slow at first, then deeper, curling just enough to make me shift my hips toward him. I heard Ron’s breath change from across the room. Cary smirked without looking away from me.
“Your husband’s watching me finger you,” he said.
“I know.”
He pulled out, slick on his hand, and dragged it over the inside of my thigh before stepping back. “Get up.”
I stood, the hem barely covering anything now. Cary’s hands went to my waist, turning me so my back was to Ron. “Bend over,” he said.
The couch arm dug into my hips as I leaned forward, my palms flat on the cushion. Cary lifted the dress over my ass, exposing everything. I heard Ron move, but he didn’t come closer.
Cary’s hands spread me open. “He’s got the best view in the room right now.”
I glanced over my shoulder at Ron. His eyes were locked on me, his jaw tight. I held the look while Cary slid his fingers back inside, working me slower this time, his other hand gripping my hip.
“You gonna let him fuck you while I watch?” Ron asked, his voice low.
Cary answered for me. “She is.”
I pushed back into his hand, my breath catching. “Yeah. She is.”
Cary pulled his fingers out and wiped them down the back of my thigh, then stepped in close, pressing the hard line of his cock against me through his shorts. “Tell him to sit,” he said.
I looked straight at Ron. “Sit down.”
Ron didn’t hesitate, he moved to the chair opposite the couch, angled so he could see everything. His eyes never left mine.
Cary hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his shorts and pushed them down, his cock already thick and flushed. He lined himself up, sliding the head through the slick between my legs without pushing in yet.
“You want it right now?” he asked.
I braced my hands harder into the couch. “I walked in the door ready.”
He eased forward, the head pressing into me slow, stretching me until he was buried halfway. I exhaled through it, my fingers curling into the fabric under me. Cary’s hands clamped down on my hips, holding me still as he pushed the rest of the way in.
Ron shifted in the chair, leaning forward, elbows on his knees. Cary noticed. “You seeing this?” he said over my shoulder.
“I’m not missing a thing,” Ron answered.
Cary started to move, long, deliberate strokes that made me rock forward into the couch arm each time. His grip on my hips was solid, keeping me exactly where he wanted me. I kept my eyes on Ron, watching the way his breathing changed with each thrust.
“This is how she felt when she came home last time,” Cary said, his voice rough in my ear.
I bit my lip, holding Ron’s gaze. “Exactly like this.”
Cary’s pace picked up, the slap of our bodies sharper now, his grip tightening like he didn’t want to give me an inch. I braced myself, pushing back into him to meet every drive.
“Tell him,” Cary said, his breath hot at my ear.
I looked straight at Ron. “He’s fucking me deeper than you did this morning.”
Ron’s jaw flexed, his eyes locked on the way Cary’s hips hit mine. His hand moved to his thigh, fingers curling tight.
Cary slid one hand around my front, finding my clit and circling hard. My knees shifted wider without me thinking about it, the couch arm pressing into my stomach as he worked me.
“She’s already close,” Cary said over my shoulder.
I didn’t deny it. “Yeah,” I breathed.
Ron sat back, his legs spread, watching me rock under Cary’s weight. His breathing was heavier now, his eyes never leaving where we were joined.
“You gonna cum for him right here?” Ron asked.
“Yes.” The word came out sharp, certain.
Cary’s fingers pressed harder, his thrusts turning rough, and it broke over me, my body locking around him, a sound tearing out of my chest that filled the room. I felt him swell inside me, his pace hitching.
Ron leaned forward. “Finish in her.”
Cary’s hands clamped my hips, pulling me tight against him as he shoved deep, groaning low while the heat spilled into me. I stayed bent forward, catching my breath, letting every drop stay right where it landed.
Cary stayed inside me for a long moment, his grip firm like he didn’t want to pull out yet. When he finally eased back, the wet slide was loud in the quiet room. I felt the spill run down my thighs instantly.
Ron’s voice was steady. “Don’t cover it.”
I straightened slowly, my dress still bunched at my waist. Cary’s hand stayed on my hip as he turned me toward Ron. I stood there, legs apart just enough for him to see everything, open, slick, still leaking.
“Come here,” Ron said.
I stepped between his knees. He looked up at me once before lowering his gaze to the mess between my legs. His hands came up, spreading me wider, his thumb brushing lightly over the wet heat.
“You’re dripping,” he said, almost to himself.
“That’s the point,” I answered.
Ron leaned forward, his mouth right there without hesitation. His tongue was slow at first, tasting all of it, his hands locking me in place so I couldn’t back away even if I wanted to. Cary watched from behind me, silent but close enough that I could feel the heat from his body.
When Ron finally looked up, his chin was slick. “You want more?” he asked.
I nodded. “Both of you.”
Neither of them hesitated.
Ron stood, keeping one hand on me as he stepped back just enough to strip his shirt off. Cary moved in front, his cock still heavy and wet, and brushed it against my lips.
“Open,” he said.
I did, taking him in slow until he hit the back of my throat. His hand settled in my hair, guiding me down again, deeper this time. Behind me, Ron’s hands slid over my hips, pulling me back into him. I felt the hard press of him against my ass, bare now, the heat of him unmistakable.
Cary’s breathing changed as I worked him, my tongue dragging along the underside, my lips tight around him. Ron pushed my legs apart with his knees, his fingers sliding between them from behind, finding me already slippery.
“She’s soaked,” Ron said to Cary.
Cary’s grip in my hair tightened. “I can see why.”
Ron’s fingers slipped inside me, slow at first, then matching the rhythm of my mouth on Cary. I groaned around him, the vibration making him hiss through his teeth.
“Let him fuck you while you do that,” Ron said in my ear.
Cary stepped closer, his cock sliding deeper into my mouth just as Ron’s fingers curled inside me. My knees went weak, but Ron’s arm around my waist kept me upright. Every movement from the front and back met in the center of me, heat building fast.
“You’re gonna make a mess,” Cary muttered, his hips starting to move against my mouth.
Ron’s voice was low. “That’s the idea.”
Cary’s thrusts into my mouth got sharper, his grip in my hair keeping me exactly where he wanted me. Ron pulled his fingers out and replaced them with the thick press of his cock, pushing into me from behind in one slow, full stroke that made my eyes roll.
I moaned around Cary, the sound muffled but clear, and felt Ron’s hands clamp down on my hips to hold me steady. They moved in opposite rhythms, Cary driving forward when Ron pulled back, Ron filling me when Cary eased out. It left me no space to breathe, no space to think.
“Look at him while I fuck you,” Ron said from behind me.
I lifted my eyes to Cary, his jaw tight, the veins in his neck standing out. His cock slid over my tongue again, deeper, and I swallowed around him.
“Good girl,” he muttered, his thumb brushing my cheek.
Ron’s pace picked up, each thrust landing hard enough to push me further onto Cary. My throat tightened, my nails digging into Cary’s thighs for balance.
“Don’t stop,” Ron growled.
I didn’t. I took every inch they gave me, my body shaking from the intensity, the wet sounds between all three of us filling the room.
Cary pulled out suddenly, holding my chin so I had to look up at him. “I want to finish in your mouth while he’s still inside you.”
I licked my lips, breathless. “Then do it.”
Cary stepped in again, the head of his cock sliding over my tongue before he pushed all the way to the back of my throat. Ron’s hands tightened on my hips, his thrusts from behind harder now, each one rocking me forward onto Cary until my nose was almost against his stomach.
“Hold her there,” Cary said, and Ron’s grip in my hair joined his, keeping me in place while he fucked my mouth in short, deep strokes.
My throat worked around him, the mix of pressure from both ends making my legs tremble. Ron’s hips slapped into me from behind, the wet heat between us getting louder, filthier.
Cary’s breathing went ragged. “She’s close, isn’t she?” he said over me.
“Yeah,” Ron answered. “She’s gripping me so tight I can barely move.”
That sent a jolt through me. My hands gripped Cary’s thighs harder, my moans vibrating against him. He groaned, his cock swelling in my mouth.
“Don’t pull back,” he warned, and a second later I felt the rush of heat as he came, the thick pulses hitting the back of my throat. Ron didn’t slow, his cock driving into me even as I swallowed everything Cary gave.
Cary eased out, my lips wet and parted, and stepped back to watch as Ron fucked me harder, chasing his own finish.
“Fill her again,” Cary said, his voice low. “I want to see it run out of her while she’s still dripping from me.”
Ron’s hands locked on my hips, his thrusts turning sharp, deliberate, like he was taking Cary’s words as an order. I braced my palms on the couch, my knees sliding wider on the rug, every push driving me forward.
“You hear him?” Ron said behind me, his voice rough. “You hear what he wants?”
“Yes,” I breathed, my head dropping between my shoulders.
He slammed into me harder, the wet slap between us echoing in the room. My cunt clenched around him without control, pulling him deeper, making his rhythm falter for a second.
“Don’t stop,” Cary said from somewhere to my side, his tone tight. “Fill her up.”
Ron’s pace broke into hard, grinding thrusts, burying himself to the base each time. His grip was bruising now, holding me exactly where he wanted me. My body tightened again, the pressure building fast and sharp.
“You’re gonna cum on me first,” Ron growled.
It hit hard, I cried out, my whole body jerking, every muscle locking as I pulsed around him. He groaned into my back, hips driving forward one last time before the heat flooded me, thick and deep, mixing with everything Cary had left.
Ron stayed buried for a long moment, then pulled out slow. I felt the spill slide down my thighs instantly, warm and heavy.
“Stay like that,” Cary said, his phone in his hand now. “Don’t move.”
I held still, bent forward, my hands on the couch, my legs parted just enough. The air hit the mess between my thighs, making the drip more noticeable. Cary crouched low in front of me, his phone angled up.
“Wider,” he said.
I shifted my knees, opening more. Ron’s cum and his own were sliding in slow trails down my skin. Cary’s eyes flicked from the screen to the real thing, his breathing changing as he snapped picture after picture.
“Get closer,” Ron told him.
Cary moved in until I could feel his shoulder brush my knee. The next flash caught every detail, open, glistening, still leaking.
“Perfect,” he muttered.
I looked over my shoulder at Ron. “You want one from your angle?”
He nodded once. Cary stood, handed him the phone, and Ron circled behind me. I felt the lens close to my lower back, the click of the shutter as he got the shot he wanted.
“Good,” Ron said. “Now get on the floor.”
I turned my head toward him. “Me or him?”
“Both of you,” Ron answered, his voice leaving no space for a question.
Cary smirked and stepped closer. “Looks like we’re not finished.”
I lowered myself onto my knees, the rug rough under my skin, my dress still bunched at my waist. Cary knelt in front of me, his cock already hanging heavy again, still damp from my mouth. Ron stayed standing behind me, one hand in my hair, the other on my shoulder, keeping me in place.
“Face him,” Ron said.
I looked up at Cary as he stroked himself slowly, the tip wet and flushed. Ron’s grip tightened in my hair, angling my head back just enough.
“Open,” Cary said again.
I parted my lips, and he pressed the head in, dragging it over my tongue. Ron pushed my knees wider with his foot, the movement spreading me open behind for him to see everything. His fingers trailed down my spine, then lower, sliding between my cheeks until he found me slick and warm.
“She’s still full,” he said to Cary.
Cary’s mouth curved. “Then don’t waste it, push it back in.”
Ron’s fingers slid inside me, two deep at once, curling to keep everything from spilling out. I moaned around Cary’s cock, my hands gripping his thighs for balance.
“She’s tight,” Ron muttered. “Still holding both of us.”
Cary groaned, his hips moving shallowly against my mouth. “Then keep her there until she’s begging.”
Ron’s fingers started to move inside me, slow but relentless, each press making my throat tighten around Cary. I tried to breathe through it, but the combination left me shaking, my nails biting into Cary’s skin.
“You want more?” Ron asked over me.
I pulled off Cary’s cock just long enough to answer. “Yes.”
Ron didn’t waste a second, his fingers slipped out, replaced by the thick push of his cock, sliding in deep from behind while Cary stepped forward again, pressing the head of his back against my lips.
“Take us both,” Ron said.
I opened and let Cary fill my mouth while Ron filled me from behind, their movements offset, when one pushed in, the other eased back. My body rocked between them, the rhythm leaving me no space to think, just feel.
Cary’s hand cupped my jaw, guiding me to take him deeper, his cock hitting the back of my throat. Ron’s grip on my hips tightened, his thrusts getting sharper, each one pressing me further into Cary.
“You’re dripping down my balls,” Ron growled, his breath rough behind me.
Cary’s thumb brushed over my cheek. “And swallowing me at the same time.”
I moaned around him, the sound muffled but enough to make both of them groan. My knees burned on the rug, my thighs trembling as Ron drove into me harder, forcing my mouth further onto Cary with every push.
“She’s close,” Ron said.
Cary looked down at me, his jaw tight. “Then let her cum like this, full at both ends.”
Ron’s thrusts turned relentless, the wet slap behind me syncing with the deep push of Cary’s cock in my mouth. My body locked, heat surging sharp and fast, and I came hard, my cry vibrating around Cary until he cursed under his breath.
Neither of them pulled away.
Cary’s hips jerked first, his cock swelling in my mouth before the rush of heat hit the back of my throat. His hand held me there, making me swallow every pulse while Ron kept fucking me from behind, his rhythm only breaking to drive deeper, harder.
I choked out a muffled sound, my nails digging into Cary’s thighs for balance. He pulled out slow, a strand of slick hanging from my lips, and stepped back just enough to watch what was happening behind me.
“Fill her again,” he said to Ron.
Ron’s grip on my hips turned bruising, each thrust now deliberate, pushing into me all the way before grinding at the end. I was still shaking from the first climax, every stroke sending aftershocks through me.
“You want it?” Ron growled.
“Yes,” I breathed, my voice breaking.
It only took a few more pushes, he buried himself deep, holding me there as the heat flooded inside, the pressure making me gasp. I stayed perfectly still, letting every drop stay where it landed until he finally pulled out.
The wet spill ran instantly down my thighs, pooling on the rug beneath me. Cary crouched to watch it, his eyes dark.
“Don’t close your legs,” he said.
I didn’t. I stayed open, on my knees, both of them standing over me now, the air heavy and hot between us.
Ron’s hand went to the back of my neck, holding me in place as he looked over at Cary. “You want to taste her like this?”
Cary crouched lower, his face level with the mess between my thighs. “Yeah.”
Ron let go, and Cary’s hands slid under me, spreading me wider before his mouth closed over me. His tongue was slow at first, lapping up everything that was running out, then pressing deeper, chasing more. My hips twitched, but he held me steady, his thumbs digging into my skin.
“She’s still full,” Cary said without looking up.
Ron stepped in front of me, his cock hanging heavy, still slick. He tapped it against my lips once. “Open.”
I took him in, my mouth stretching around the thickness, my tongue working him while Cary kept licking from behind, his mouth messy against me. The combination made my breath quicken, my moans vibrating around Ron until he hissed.
“Don’t stop,” Ron said, his voice sharp.
I didn’t. I took him deeper, my throat tightening, while Cary’s tongue pressed hard against my clit, flicking in fast, deliberate strokes. My knees slid on the rug, my hands gripping Ron’s thighs for balance.
“She’s shaking,” Cary said, his voice low against me.
“Good,” Ron answered. “Make her cum on your face while she swallows me.”
Cary’s tongue moved faster, his grip on my hips locking me in place. I felt the tension coil hard and fast, my thighs trembling as I worked Ron deeper into my mouth. His hand settled at the back of my head, guiding my pace so each thrust into my throat matched the press of Cary’s mouth against me.
I tried to hold it back, but the pressure was too sharp. My body seized, a shudder tearing through me as I came hard on Cary’s tongue, my cry muffled around Ron’s cock. Cary groaned against me, his mouth staying locked on my clit, drawing every last pulse out of me.
Ron hissed, his cock swelling in my mouth. “Don’t pull off.”
I didn’t, I kept him deep, swallowing as the heat spilled over my tongue in thick, hot pulses. His grip in my hair eased as he caught his breath, his hips slowing.
When I finally pulled back, my lips were wet, my chest heaving. Cary’s mouth left me, his face slick, his eyes fixed on mine.
Ron stepped back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “On the bed,” he said, his voice low but certain.
I stood, my legs unsteady, and moved toward it. Behind me, I could hear them following, no hesitation, no break in the pace.
I reached the bed and climbed onto it without looking back, dropping onto my hands and knees in the center. The sheets were cool under my palms, my dress still bunched high around my waist.
Ron came up on one side, Cary on the other, both of them watching me like they’d already decided who would take which end. Ron’s hand slid down my back, over the curve of my ass, then between my legs, testing how wet I still was.
“She’s ready,” he said to Cary.
Cary stepped in front of me, stroking himself slowly, the head flushed and slick. “You want me here again?”
I nodded. “Yes.”
He moved closer until the tip brushed my lips. Ron pushed into me from behind at the same time, filling me with one long, solid stroke. My mouth opened, taking Cary in while Ron set a slow, deep rhythm, each thrust pressing me forward onto Cary’s cock.
“Keep her there,” Ron said, his voice tight.
Cary’s hand cupped the back of my head, guiding me down until my nose touched his stomach. I swallowed around him, the motion making Ron groan behind me as my body clenched around him.
They moved together, perfectly timed, Cary sliding deeper into my throat as Ron buried himself in me from behind, their pace unrelenting. The room filled with wet sounds and low, rough breaths, my body caught completely between them.
“You’re not gonna last like this,” Cary muttered to Ron.
“I don’t plan to,” Ron shot back, his hands gripping my hips harder.
Ron’s thrusts got sharper, driving me harder onto Cary’s cock. My throat worked to take him, every movement making Ron groan louder behind me. Cary’s grip in my hair tightened, holding me exactly where he wanted me.
“She’s dripping down my legs,” Ron said, his voice rough.
“Let me see,” Cary answered.
Ron pulled out just enough for the wet sound to echo in the room, then slammed back in, forcing a gasp from me around Cary. “You feel that?” Ron asked him.
Cary’s jaw clenched. “Yeah. She’s milking you while she swallows me.”
Ron’s pace broke into quick, deep drives, his hips hitting hard. My knees slid on the sheets, my body jerking between them. Cary pulled back just far enough for me to catch a breath before pushing in again, slower this time, making me feel every inch.
“She’s close,” Ron said, his grip bruising on my hips.
I moaned around Cary, the vibration making him hiss through his teeth.
“Let her cum with you still in her mouth,” Cary said.
Ron’s thrusts turned relentless. The pressure built fast and sharp, my thighs trembling, my cry spilling around Cary’s cock as I came, gripping Ron so tight it made him curse.
Neither of them stopped.
Ron held me in place, still buried deep, riding out every pulse while Cary stayed in my mouth, his hips rolling slow so I had to keep swallowing him through the aftershocks. My whole body felt wired, every muscle tight.
“You’re still shaking,” Ron said, his voice low.
I hummed around Cary in answer, my hands gripping his thighs for balance. Cary groaned at the vibration, his fingers tightening in my hair.
Ron pulled out halfway, then slammed back in, the wet slap loud in the quiet room. “Keep her just like that,” he told Cary.
Cary pushed deeper, holding me there until my eyes watered. Ron’s thrusts picked up, each one harder than the last, his breathing turning ragged.
“She’s gonna make me, ” Ron cut himself off with a sharp grunt, driving deep and holding, the heat spilling inside me fast and full.
Cary pulled out of my mouth and watched over my shoulder, his hand on my jaw, tilting my face up toward him. “Don’t close your legs.”
Ron eased out, and we all saw it, thick and slow, running down the inside of my thighs. Cary’s gaze followed it, his cock twitching in his hand.
“On your back,” he said.
I rolled over without a word, the sheets cool against my skin, my dress still bunched at my waist, my legs falling open for him.
Cary stepped between my knees, looking down at the mess already spread across my thighs. He gripped his cock at the base, stroking once, letting the head drag through the slick before pressing it to me.
“You want more?” he asked.
I held his stare. “Yes.”
He pushed in slow, the slide effortless, filling me to the hilt on the first thrust. My back arched, the wet heat surrounding him making him groan. Ron moved to the side of the bed, watching closely, one hand resting low on my stomach as Cary started to move.
“Deeper,” Ron told him.
Cary obeyed, grinding in at the end of each stroke until I could feel him against my cervix. My hands gripped the sheets, my breath breaking into short bursts. Ron’s palm pressed firmer into me, like he wanted to feel every inch of Cary moving inside.
“She’s gripping you hard,” Ron said, almost to himself.
Cary’s pace quickened, the sound between us getting louder, wetter. I lifted my hips to meet him, every push sending a jolt through me.
“Don’t stop,” I breathed.
Ron’s hand slid up to my chest, his thumb brushing my nipple through the thin fabric bunched above. “Make her cum again,” he told Cary.
Cary leaned over me, his hips snapping faster, his eyes locked on mine until my head tipped back against the pillow and I cried out, the climax hitting sharp and deep. He kept moving through it, chasing his own.
Cary’s thrusts turned rougher, his grip locking around my hips to hold me exactly where he wanted me. My thighs trembled, still pulsing from the orgasm, each deep drive making me gasp.
“She’s still clenching,” he said, his voice strained.
Ron leaned closer, his hand sliding down between us to feel it for himself. “Yeah… don’t pull out.”
That pushed Cary over, his hips jerked hard, burying himself to the base as he groaned, the heat spilling deep again. I felt every pulse of it, the pressure building until it started to run out around him.
“Stay in her,” Ron ordered, his tone low.
Cary obeyed, breathing hard, his forehead resting near my shoulder. Ron’s fingers trailed over where we were joined, sliding through the mix before bringing it to my lips. I opened and sucked them clean, my eyes on his the whole time.
“Good girl,” Ron murmured.
Cary finally eased out, the wet sound making my cheeks flush. The spill rolled down over me, pooling on the sheets. Ron’s gaze followed it, then shifted back to Cary. “You’re not done yet.”
Cary smirked, still catching his breath. “Neither are you.”
Ron stood, stripping his shirt off again, his eyes moving from me to Cary like he was deciding who would take the next move. I stayed on my back, my knees bent, the mess between my thighs plain for both of them to see.
“Turn her over,” Ron said.
Cary grabbed my hip, flipping me onto my stomach. My cheek pressed to the sheets, my hips still lifted from the way he’d left me. Ron climbed onto the bed behind me, his hands spreading me open wider.
“She’s leaking everywhere,” he said, almost to himself.
“Then fill her again,” Cary told him.
Ron lined himself up and pushed in slow, the wet slide deep and heavy. I exhaled into the sheets, my fingers curling into the fabric as he started to move, steady, unhurried thrusts that sank all the way in each time.
Cary moved to the side of the bed, watching from above, one hand stroking himself lazily. “You feel what we left in her?” he asked Ron.
Ron groaned low. “Every bit of it.”
He sped up, his hips hitting harder, the slap echoing in the quiet room. Cary’s free hand went to my hair, pulling my head back so I was looking at him while Ron fucked me from behind.
“You want both of us again?” Cary asked.
I nodded, my breath catching. “Yes.”
“Then get ready,” Ron said, his pace unbreaking.
Cary moved in front of me on the bed, his knees against the mattress, his cock already heavy and flushed. He held it in his hand, brushing the head over my lips.
“Open,” he said.
I parted my mouth, and he slid in slow, letting me feel the weight of him on my tongue before pushing deeper. Ron’s thrusts from behind stayed steady, each one driving me forward onto Cary’s cock until my lips were almost at the base.
“Hold her there,” Ron told him.
Cary’s hand tightened in my hair, keeping me in place while Ron fucked me harder, his grip on my hips bruising. I moaned around Cary, the vibration making him hiss through his teeth.
“She’s taking us both like she was made for it,” Ron said, his voice rough.
I swallowed around Cary as Ron’s pace picked up, the wet slap between us louder, faster. My knees dug into the mattress, my body rocking with their rhythm, my hands gripping the sheets for balance.
“Don’t stop,” Cary muttered, his hips moving shallowly against my mouth while Ron drove deep from behind.
The tension built sharp and fast, every nerve lit. Ron felt it, his thrusts growing harder. “You’re close,” he said, his tone certain.
I could only nod, my cry muffled around Cary as it broke over me, my body clenching hard around Ron while my throat tightened around the cock in my mouth. Neither of them let me go.
Ron kept driving into me through every pulse, his rhythm unbroken, the sound between us slick and loud. Cary held me down on him, the thick weight of his cock still filling my mouth until I could barely breathe. My eyes watered, my nails digging into the sheets, but neither man let up.
“She’s still gripping me,” Ron said, his voice low and strained.
“Don’t pull out,” Cary told him, his own breathing ragged.
Ron’s thrusts grew harder, deeper, until his hips locked to mine and the heat rushed into me again, spilling thick and full. I moaned around Cary at the sudden pressure, swallowing more when Cary groaned and his cock swelled in my mouth. The first hot pulse hit my throat, then another, until I was taking both at once, full at both ends, every movement slick with it.
When Cary finally eased back, a line of wet stretched from my lips to the head of his cock. Ron pulled out slowly, the mess between my thighs running in heavy trails onto the sheets.
“Don’t close your legs,” Ron said, his voice still rough.
I stayed open on my knees, chest low, feeling their eyes on every drop sliding down my skin.
“You’re going to get back on your back,” Cary said, his tone certain. “And we’re not stopping until the bed’s ruined.”
I rolled onto my back, the sheets already damp under me, my dress still bunched high at my waist. My legs fell open without either of them needing to tell me. Cary moved between my knees first, his cock still slick, sliding easily against me as he stroked himself.
Ron stayed off to the side, watching, his hand resting on my ankle. “Go slow,” he told Cary.
Cary pushed in steady, filling me all the way in one unbroken stroke. My breath caught, my hips tilting toward him without thought. He stayed deep for a moment, grinding lightly before pulling back and starting to move.
“She’s still messy inside,” he said, his tone low.
Ron’s fingers curled around my ankle, lifting my leg higher to give him a better view. “I can see that from here.”
Cary’s pace picked up, his hips hitting hard enough to push me up the bed. My hands gripped the sheets, my chest rising fast with each thrust. Ron let go of my ankle and slid his hand between my legs from the side, his thumb finding my clit while Cary kept fucking me deep.
“Don’t stop,” Ron told him.
The combination sent a sharp rush through me, my thighs tightening around them. I felt it building too quickly to fight, my voice catching as my body locked and I came hard, pulsing around Cary’s cock while Ron’s thumb kept working me.
Neither of them gave me time to recover.
Cary kept his rhythm, fucking me through every aftershock, the wet sound between us getting louder. Ron didn’t move his hand from my clit, circling faster now, his eyes fixed on where Cary was driving into me.
“She’s still squeezing you,” Ron said, his voice low.
Cary groaned. “Yeah… and she’s not letting go.”
I gasped, my hips jerking as the sensation spiked again, my body tightening for another climax before the first one had fully faded. Ron pressed down harder, his thumb relentless, while Cary’s thrusts turned sharper, more deliberate.
“You’re gonna cum again,” Ron said, certain.
“Yes,” I breathed, my voice breaking.
It hit me hard, my back arching, my legs locking around Cary’s hips as another wave tore through me. He buried himself deep, holding there while I shook under him, then groaned as his own release came, thick heat spilling inside me again.
Ron’s hand stayed between my legs, spreading the mess up over my clit, rubbing it in until I was whimpering from the sensitivity.
“Don’t close your legs,” he said, pulling his hand away. “I’m not done with you yet.”
Cary eased out slow, the spill following instantly, and stepped back, his chest heaving. Ron was already moving into place.
Ron knelt between my knees, one hand sliding up my thigh until his fingers spread me open. He looked down at the mess already dripping onto the sheets, then at my face.
“Still warm,” he said.
“Then take it,” I told him.
He lined himself up and pushed in with one steady drive, his cock gliding through everything Cary had left before burying to the base. My breath caught, my hands curling into the sheets as he started to move, slow at first, each pull and push making the wet sound louder.
Cary stood at the side of the bed, stroking himself, eyes locked on where Ron was filling me. “She’s still open for you,” he said.
Ron’s grip on my hips tightened. “Not for long.”
His pace picked up, hips slamming into mine, the bed shifting under us. I lifted my legs higher, hooking them over his back to pull him deeper.
“You feel that?” he asked.
“All of it,” I said, my voice shaking.
He groaned, thrusting harder, his chest pressing to mine as he drove into me. The angle made me gasp, each stroke hitting deep, sharp. My nails dug into his shoulders as the pressure coiled again, fast.
“Don’t stop,” I warned, already tipping over the edge.
Ron’s thrusts turned relentless, his hips snapping against me with a steady, punishing rhythm. The bed creaked under us, the wet slap between us echoing in the room. I clung to his shoulders, my breath coming in short bursts until the wave broke, my whole body locking tight around him, a cry tearing out of my chest.
“Fuck, ” he groaned, his cock swelling inside me. He drove deep and held, spilling hot and full again, the pressure so intense I could feel it push back against him.
When he finally pulled out, the heat rushed free, sliding over my ass and pooling onto the sheets. Cary stepped in close, his hand stroking himself as he watched it run.
“Don’t close your legs,” he said.
I stayed open, my thighs slick and trembling, my chest rising fast. Cary knelt between them, dragging the head of his cock through the mess before pushing into me without warning.
The slide was instant and deep, his groan mixing with mine as he started to move. Ron stayed close, his hand on my stomach, feeling every thrust from the outside.
“She’s still taking all of it,” Ron said.
Cary’s eyes locked on mine. “And she’s going to take more.”
Cary’s pace built fast, his hips hitting hard enough to rock me up the bed. Ron’s hand stayed low on my stomach, pressing down so Cary could go even deeper, each thrust sharp and unbroken.
“She’s gripping me like she wants it rough,” Cary said, his voice tight.
“I do,” I breathed, my nails curling into the sheets.
Ron smirked. “Then give it to her.”
Cary’s thrusts turned harder, faster, the wet sound between us loud and constant. My legs locked around his waist, pulling him in with every stroke. The pressure built quick, my breath breaking as my body tensed under both of their hands, Cary’s fingers digging into my hips, Ron’s palm firm against my stomach.
“She’s right there,” Ron said.
“I know,” Cary growled, grinding in deep at the end of each drive.
It hit me hard, my back arching, my cry sharp, my cunt clamping around him so tight it stalled his rhythm. He groaned, shoving in deep and holding as his release poured into me again, the rush of heat thick and unrelenting.
Ron’s thumb brushed my clit once, making me jolt even as Cary stayed buried.
“Don’t pull out yet,” Ron told him. “She’s not done.”
Cary stayed deep, his breathing rough, his hands locking on my hips to keep me open. Ron slid his other hand down between my legs, his thumb finding my clit and circling slow. The combination made my thighs twitch, the overstimulation sharp but addictive.
“She’s still dripping,” Ron said, his voice low.
“I can feel it,” Cary answered, giving one slow, grinding push inside me that made my breath catch.
Ron leaned closer to my ear. “You’re gonna cum with him still in you.”
The pressure climbed fast, my hips jerking against both of them. Cary didn’t move much, just shallow, steady rolls that kept him pressing into the same deep spot while Ron’s thumb worked me tighter and tighter.
My nails dug into the sheets, my head tipping back. “Don’t stop,” I warned.
Neither of them did.
It broke over me in a rush, my whole body clamping around Cary, my voice spilling out raw. He groaned at the squeeze, grinding in harder, his cock twitching inside me until another slow pulse of heat joined the mess already there.
Ron finally pulled his hand away, both of them watching as Cary eased out, the spill running heavy onto the sheets.
“On your knees,” Ron said. “You’re finishing us with your mouth.”
I pushed up onto my knees between them, my dress still bunched around my waist, the sheets under me damp and warm. Cary stood in front first, stroking himself until the head glistened, then holding it out.
“Open,” he said.
I took him in, wrapping my lips tight, my tongue dragging along the underside as I sank deeper. Ron moved in behind me, one hand on my hip, the other guiding his cock to slide between my slick folds without pushing inside.
Cary’s breathing went ragged. “She’s still messy from both of us.”
Ron’s hand squeezed my hip. “She’s about to taste it again.”
He pressed forward, entering me slow while I swallowed more of Cary. The stretch made me moan around him, the vibration pulling a groan from his chest. Ron’s thrusts were steady, rocking me into Cary’s cock, taking me from both ends again.
“Keep her right there,” Ron told him, and Cary’s hand locked in my hair, holding me down until my throat tightened.
I felt Ron’s pace quicken, his grip on my hip turning bruising. Cary’s cock swelled in my mouth, his jaw tight, eyes fixed on mine.
They broke almost together, Cary’s heat spilling across my tongue as Ron’s poured deep inside, the double rush making my whole body jolt. I stayed there, taking all of it, until they finally let me go.
When I pulled back, breathless, Ron’s voice was low. “Now you can tell him everything.”
I stayed on my knees, catching my breath, my dress still around my waist, my skin cooling in the air. Neither of them moved for a moment, just watching me, Cary with his chest still rising hard, Ron with that look that said his mind was already somewhere else.
Ron reached down, took my chin in his hand, and tilted my face up. “Don’t clean up,” he said.
“I wasn’t planning to.”
Cary smirked, pulling his jeans on without underwear. “You’re gonna walk home like that again?”
I glanced at Ron. “You want me to?”
His mouth curved. “No. This time, you’re coming with me to his place.”
Cary’s brow lifted. “You mean . . . ?”
Ron cut him off. “Next weekend. Somewhere with a lock on the door and no neighbors.”
I felt the heat spark again, low and immediate. “Who’s invited?”
Ron’s answer was slow, deliberate. “I’ve got someone in mind. You’ll meet him then.”
I smiled, already picturing it. “Guess I won’t make any plans.”




Chapter 4

The bar was crowded, the low thump of music shaking the glasses on the counter. Ron slid a drink in front of me, his hand brushing my hip as he leaned close.
“You’re overdressed,” he said in my ear, his voice steady but edged.
I snorted at his joke and glanced down at the clingy red dress he’d picked out. It hugged every line of me, the neckline lower than anything even I usually wore. “You’re the one who zipped me into it,” I shot back, lifting the glass to my rouge lips with a challenge.
He smirked, his eyes dragging down my chest before flicking over to the group of men at the pool tables. One of them had already looked over twice. The first time, he leaned back on his legs to see down my calves, to see the anklet around my left ankle. The second time, to nod at Ron. Ron nodded back. “That one,” he murmured, gesturing his chin toward the guy.
The man caught my eye this time. Taller than Ron, clean-cut, his shirt rolled at the sleeves. His cue stick rested against the edge of the table as he tilted his head in question. I guess he deserved an answer.
“Go rack the balls,” Ron told me.
I set my drink down and walked across the room. Ron always called the shots. The man watched me come, his eyes dropping to the hem of my dress riding up over my thighs. I bent to set the triangle, my ass pushing back just enough.
“Not here for the game then?” he asked, his voice low but amused.
“Depends who I’m playing against,” I said, straightening.
Ron arrived a step behind me, brushing my back with his hand. “She’s got a sharp break,” he told the guy. “You’ll want to watch close.”
The man’s eyebrows lifted, but he lined up the cue. I leaned forward to chalk mine, making sure the angle gave him a clear view down my neckline. His eyes stayed there until I straightened.
Ron caught it. “Told you,” he said, his mouth curving.
We played a few rounds, my hips brushing the edge of the table each time I leaned for a shot. The man stood behind me once, adjusting my aim with a hand over mine. His body pressed close enough I felt the heat of him through the thin fabric. I held the position, my breath steady, until Ron cleared his throat from across the table.
“Think she’s got it,” Ron said.
The man stepped back slowly, his hand sliding off mine last. “She does.”
I sank the ball, straightened, and walked past Ron. His hand caught my wrist, pulling me in just enough for me to hear him over the music. “You’re dripping, aren’t you?”
“Yes.” My voice didn’t shake.
His grip tightened, then released. He let me keep walking, let the man’s eyes stay on me as I did.
When I sat, my drink was still there, condensation running down the glass. Ron leaned on the counter beside me, his mouth close to my ear. “Finish that. Then we’re leaving with him.”
I took a slow sip, my eyes on the man racking the balls again. My legs crossed under the bar stool, the hem sliding higher. Ron’s hand stayed at the small of my back, warm and certain.
Ron paid the tab without asking me. His hand pressed at the small of my back as he steered me toward the door. The man followed, cue stick abandoned, his eyes locked on the way my hips moved under the red dress.
Outside, the air was cooler. Streetlights buzzed above the nearly empty lot. Ron stopped by the car, pulled the keys from his pocket, then glanced at the man. “You driving?”
The guy nodded toward a dark sedan a few rows over. “Right there.”
Ron opened the passenger door for me. I slid in, the dress riding high as I crossed my legs. The man’s eyes caught on it again before he moved to his own car. Ron got behind the wheel, started the engine, and leaned close.
“You’re going to ride with him,” he said.
I turned my head, my lips brushing his cheek. “And you?”
“I’ll be right behind.”
The man pulled up, his window down. “Hotel’s a block over.”
Ron gave a nod. “She’s with you.” He kissed me once, hard, before I stepped out.
I walked to the sedan, the man unlocking it with a click. He opened the door, his eyes scanning me head to toe as I slid in. The seat was warm, the faint smell of leather mixed with his cologne.
“You always let him decide things for you?” he asked as he started the engine.
I smoothed the dress over my thighs. “Only when it’s worth it.”
His mouth curved. “Tonight might be.”
We drove slow, Ron’s headlights steady in the mirror. My hand rested on the hem of my dress, tugging it higher. The man’s eyes flicked down, then back to the road. His knuckles tightened on the wheel.
At the hotel, he parked close to the entrance. Ron’s car pulled in right behind. I stepped out first, my heels clicking against the pavement. The man followed, his hand brushing the small of my back as the sliding doors opened.
The lobby was quiet, only the hum of the ice machine down the hall. He led me to the elevator, pressed the button. Ron came in just as the doors closed, leaning against the rail with his arms crossed.
The man glanced at him, then at me. “So how far are we going?”
Ron’s voice was steady. “All the way.”
The doors slid open. We walked down the carpeted hall, the man swiping his key. The lock clicked. He pushed the door open, standing aside so I could enter first.
The room smelled faintly of fresh linen, the bedspread pulled tight, a single chair in the corner. I walked in, dropped my purse on the desk, and turned slowly. Both of them were still by the door, watching.
I lifted the hem of my dress higher on my hips. “So which of you is first?”
The door shut with a heavy click. Ron locked it, sliding the chain across. His eyes stayed on me as he leaned against the wood, arms folded.
The man moved first. He stepped closer, his hand brushing the side of my hip. “You knew I was watching you all night.”
I didn’t move away. “That’s why I bent over the table.”
Ron’s voice was low. “Show him what I saw.”
I turned, set my hands on the desk, and bent forward, the hem riding high until I felt the air on my thighs. The man’s breath caught behind me. His palm pressed to the small of my back, sliding lower, spreading me open just enough.
“Bare,” he muttered, his fingers dragging down the center.
Ron stepped off the door, closer now, his voice sharp. “Tell him what you are.”
I glanced back, my hair falling over my cheek. “I’m wet for him.”
The man’s eyes flicked to Ron, then back to me. His fingers slid inside without warning, two deep at once. The stretch made me exhale hard. He worked them slow, curling, testing.
Ron stood close enough to see everything, his jaw tight. “How’s she feel?”
“Hot,” the man said. His knuckles moved steady, wet sounds starting to fill the room.
I braced my palms harder on the desk. “Deeper.”
He gave it to me, his fingers pushing all the way in, then pulling out wet, glowing. He wiped them down the inside of my thigh, then gripped my hip. “Get on the bed.”
I straightened, walked across the room, and sat on the edge. The mattress dipped under me. Ron stayed standing, arms crossed, watching as I laid back and let my legs fall apart. The man’s eyes dropped instantly, the bulge in his jeans obvious now.
“Take them off,” Ron said.
The man didn’t hesitate. He stripped his shirt first, tossing it to the chair, then shoved his jeans down. His cock was thick and flushed, already leaking at the tip.
“On your knees,” Ron ordered me.
I rolled off the bed, dropping in front of him. The carpet was rough under my skin as I knelt, looking up. The man stroked himself once, then held it out.
“Open,” he said.
I did, wrapping my lips around him, my tongue flat under the weight. He pushed deeper, slow at first, letting me adjust. My hands gripped his thighs, steadying myself as his breathing shifted.
Ron stepped to my side, his hand closing around the back of my neck. “Take all of him.”
The man groaned as I sank further, my throat tightening, lips sealing tight around the shaft. His hand slid into my hair, guiding the pace. Ron’s grip pressed me down harder.
“Good,” Ron said, his voice low. “Now don’t stop until he tells you to.”
His cock slid heavy on my tongue, the taste sharp as he pushed deeper. My throat worked around him, my breath catching each time he hit the back. His fingers stayed tight in my hair, pulling me down slow, then letting me up just enough to drag my lips over the length again.
Ron crouched beside me, his hand guiding the angle. “Look at him while you do it.”
I lifted my eyes. The man’s jaw was tight, his chest rising fast. He watched every swallow, every drag of my lips, his grip in my hair steady.
“Faster,” Ron said.
The man obeyed, his hips starting to move, short thrusts that made me gag once before adjusting. Saliva spilled down my chin, catching the dim light. He groaned, the sound rough in his chest.
Ron’s thumb stroked the corner of my mouth. “She’ll take it all.”
I did, letting him drive in deeper until my nose brushed his stomach. He held me there, my throat stretched, my nails digging into his thighs. When he let me up, I gasped, spit clinging in strands from my lips to his cock.
“Bed,” Ron ordered.
The man pulled me up by the arm and pushed me backward onto the mattress. My dress bunched around my waist, leaving me open as I spread my legs. He climbed between them, lining himself up without hesitation.
Ron stayed at the side, close enough to see every detail. “Don’t rush,” he told him.
The head pressed against me, spreading me slow. I exhaled hard as he pushed in, inch by inch, until he was buried to the base. The stretch burned in the best way, wet lubrication spreading around him instantly.
His hands gripped my hips, holding me steady. “Tight,” he muttered.
Ron’s eyes locked on the place we were joined. “Move. Make her tell you what it feels like.”
The man pulled back, then drove forward again, the wet slap sharp in the quiet room. My breath hitched, my nails curling into the sheets. “Deep,” I said.
He smirked down at me, thrusting harder. “Say it louder.”
“Deep,” I gasped, my hips lifting to meet him.
Ron’s hand pressed low on my stomach, right above where the man filled me. “Right there?”
“Yes,” I breathed.
The rhythm picked up, his strokes long and hard, the sound between us louder now. I clenched around him, pulling him in, each drive making my thighs shake. He leaned forward, one hand braced on the mattress, his breath hot on my cheek.
“You’re soaking me,” he said.
I turned my head just enough for Ron to hear me clear. “I want more.”
Ron’s jaw tightened. He stripped his shirt off, tossing it aside. “Then you’ll get more.”
The man drove into me steady, his hips hitting hard enough to shift me up the mattress. Each thrust made the headboard tap the wall in a dull rhythm. I spread my knees wider, the dress bunched high on my stomach now, every inch of me exposed.
Ron stood at the side of the bed, his arms folded across his bare chest, watching close. “Tell him how he feels,” he said.
I arched against the mattress, my voice catching. “Thick. Stretching me.”
The man grinned down at me, sweat beading along his temple. He pumped harder, his cock wet with the mess between us, pulling out nearly to the tip before shoving all the way in.
Ron’s hand pressed to my thigh, holding it open wider. His eyes didn’t leave the place we were joined. “Keep her like that. Make her say more.”
The man leaned over me, his face close. “You want it harder?”
“Yes.”
He gave it to me, slamming deep, the slap sharp, making my back lift off the bed. My hands clawed at the sheets, my cry spilling out raw.
Ron’s thumb brushed over my nipple through the fabric still bunched above my chest. “Look at me when you cum for him.”
The man’s cock rubbed right where I needed it, his pace relentless. The coil built fast, every nerve tight. I turned my head, eyes locking on Ron’s. “I’m close.”
“Then let it go,” he said, his voice low but firm.
It broke hard, my body clenching around the cock inside me, my thighs locking against the man’s hips. My cry filled the room, sharp and unsteady. He groaned, his thrusts faltering for a second under the squeeze.
“She’s gripping me so tight,” he said through clenched teeth.
Ron didn’t blink. “Don’t pull out. Stay in her.”
The man’s hips ground down, burying deep, holding there. I twitched under him, every pulse dragging over his cock. His jaw tightened, breath ragged.
Ron leaned closer, his hand trailing lower on my thigh. “Now tell him what you want.”
I gasped, my chest heaving. “Fill me.”
The man’s face twisted, his rhythm snapping back rough and fast. My body took every stroke, the wet slap filthy in the quiet. His hands clamped my hips, holding me steady until he groaned low, his cock swelling before spilling hot inside me in thick pulses.
Ron’s eyes stayed locked on the spill, his hand firm on my leg to keep me open. “Don’t close,” he ordered.
The man buried deep, riding out every drop before finally easing back. The wet slide was obscene, the rush spilling over my thighs instantly.
Ron’s voice was steady, darker now. “Stay like that. Don’t move.”
The man pulled out slow, his cock wet and glistening, the spill already running down between my thighs. I stayed spread on the mattress, my chest rising fast, the sheets damp under me.
Ron’s hand pressed firmer on my leg, keeping me wide. “Not done,” he said flatly.
The man glanced at him, then back at me. His hand went to his cock, stroking, sticky from the mess still dripping.
“Use your mouth,” Ron ordered.
The man climbed down, kneeling between my knees. His hands spread me open wider before his mouth pressed to me, tongue dragging slow at first, then deeper, chasing everything that was spilling out.
I gasped, my hips twitching, my hand locking in his hair. The sound of him swallowing filled the quiet.
Ron leaned closer, his voice low. “Tell me what he’s doing.”
“Licking me,” I breathed. “Mess and all.”
The man groaned against me, his tongue flicking faster over my clit. My thighs shook, the overstimulation sharp.
Ron’s hand slid down my stomach, pressing lightly just above where the tongue worked. “Good. Make her cum again before I take her.”
The man obeyed, sucking harder, his fingers sliding inside me at the same time, curling deep. My back arched, my breath catching.
“Don’t stop,” Ron snapped.
I cried out, the climax hitting quick and sharp, my body clamping around the man’s fingers, my thighs locking against his ears. My hips jerked, but he didn’t pull back, his tongue pushing harder through every pulse until I sagged against the bed.
Ron’s hand left my stomach, trailing down to grip my chin, tilting my face toward him. “Now she’s ready.”
The man lifted his head, his chin wet, his fingers still moving inside me slow. His chest heaved, his cock hard again in his hand.
Ron stood, stripping the rest of his clothes without looking away from me. His cock was already thick, flushed, his hand stroking once as he stepped closer to the bed.
“Move,” he told the man.
The man pulled his fingers out, sliding back onto his knees. Ron took his place between mine, pressing the head against me without pushing in yet. He looked down, watching the shiny mess spread over him.
“Still warm,” he muttered.
“Then fuck me,” I said, my voice rough.
He shoved forward in one long stroke, burying to the base in a single drive. The stretch made my cry break out raw, my nails digging into the sheets.
Ron’s eyes locked on mine as his hips settled against me. “Now she feels the difference.”
Ron stayed buried deep for a long moment, his cock stretching me full, the mess of what was left inside pushed back around him. His hands gripped my hips, thumbs pressing hard into my skin.
“Don’t move,” he ordered.
I froze under him, my breath shallow, thighs trembling from the pressure. He pulled out halfway, slow, then drove back in just as slow, the wet sound loud in the quiet.
The man knelt at the edge of the bed, stroking himself, eyes fixed on the slide. “She’s dripping all over you.”
Ron glanced at him, then back down at me. “She’ll drip more before I’m done.”
He set a steady rhythm, deliberate thrusts that pushed me into the mattress, each one deep and unbroken. My nails curled tight in the sheets, my voice catching with every stroke.
“You feel that?” he asked.
“Yes,” I gasped.
He pressed a hand low on my stomach, right above where he filled me, grinding at the end of a thrust. “Right there?”
My back arched hard. “Yes, right there.”
The man groaned from the side, his hand moving faster on his cock. Ron didn’t let up. He kept the same unhurried pace, each drive rubbing exactly where I needed it, keeping me trapped on the edge.
“You’re not cumming yet,” he warned, his eyes sharp on mine.
I bit my lip, fighting the twitch in my hips. “Holding it.”
His hand slid to my throat, not tight, just firm, keeping my head tilted back so I had no choice but to look at him. “Good girl.”
The man shifted closer, his cock hanging heavy over my stomach. Ron’s eyes flicked to it once, then back to my face. “Don’t you touch her until I say.”
The man froze, his hand still at the base of his cock, watching us both.
Ron’s strokes grew longer, pressing deep at the end, grinding hard enough to make me cry out. My thighs shook, my cunt clenching around him. His jaw tightened, but his pace didn’t falter.
“Say who you belong to,” he rasped.
“You,” I gasped, my voice breaking.
He groaned, his hips snapping forward harder once, then settling back into the same slow rhythm. “Don’t forget it.”
The man’s breathing grew ragged at the sight, precum glistening at the tip of his cock. Ron smirked, still grinding into me. “You want to watch her cum on me?”
“Yes,” the man muttered.
Ron’s hand slid down between my legs, his thumb brushing my clit just once, light. My whole body jerked at the touch.
“Beg me for more,” he said.
“Please,” I cried, arching against him. “Touch me again.”
He gave it to me, firm circles over my clit while his cock drove slow and deep inside. The pressure built sharp and fast, my chest heaving, my cry rising.
“Now,” he ordered.
It tore through me, my cunt clamping hard around him, my voice spilling raw. Ron’s thrusts stayed steady, forcing me to ride the climax until my thighs shook uncontrollably.
Ron stayed deep inside me while the aftershocks still rolled, his thumb never leaving my clit. Every grind dragged another twitch from my hips, my breath broken and shallow.
“Hold it open for him,” he said.
I reached down with shaking hands, spreading myself wider under him. His eyes dropped to the mess leaking around his cock, his jaw flexing.
“That’s mine now,” he muttered.
The man shifted at the edge of the bed, stroking himself faster at the sight. Ron’s head turned, his voice flat. “Don’t you move yet.”
He pulled out slow, watching the string between us stretch before pushing back in harder, one long drive that made me cry out. His grip locked on my thighs, holding them wide.
“You feel how deep I’m in you?”
“Yes,” I gasped, my nails biting into my skin as I held myself open.
“Say it.”
“You’re deeper than him,” I moaned.
Ron’s mouth curved, but his eyes stayed hard. He pumped steady, wet slaps echoing in the room, my body jolting with each thrust. The man groaned under his breath, his cock swollen in his fist, but still waiting.
“She’s dripping down the sheets,” he said, almost choking on the words.
Ron’s hand shot out, grabbing his wrist mid-stroke. “I told you not yet.”
The man froze, his chest heaving, precum running over his knuckles. Ron let go and turned back to me, his pace never breaking.
“Who makes you cum like this?” he asked, his voice rough.
“You do,” I gasped, my thighs trembling.
His hips slammed forward harder, burying to the base, grinding deep enough to make my back lift off the bed. “Say it again.”
“You do,” I cried, louder now, my cunt gripping him hard.
Ron groaned, sweat running down his chest. He pulled out halfway, then drove in fast, the sound wet and filthy. My whole body jolted, a sharp cry spilling from my mouth.
He held still inside me, one hand pinning my hip, the other pressing hard over my clit. “You’re not done until I say.”
The pressure spiked instantly, my stomach tightening, another climax building before the first had faded.
“Cum for me again,” he ordered.
It hit fast, ripping through me, my legs locking around his waist, my nails dragging down his back. He held steady, buried deep, feeling every squeeze.
Ron finally looked at the man, his breathing harsh. “Now you can touch her.”
The man climbed back up onto the bed, his cock flushed, glistening, hanging heavy over my stomach. He looked at Ron once, waiting.
Ron smirked, still grinding inside me. “She’s not full enough. Give her more.”
The man crawled up the mattress, his cock heavy and wet, hanging above my lips. Ron stayed deep inside me, his hips grinding slow, his eyes sharp.
“Open for him,” Ron ordered.
I parted my mouth. The man brushed the head across my lips once, smearing precum, then pushed in slow. My tongue curled under him, tasting salt and heat.
Ron’s hand pressed firm on my stomach as he started to thrust again, steady and deep. “Don’t bite down. Take all of him.”
The man’s hand gripped my hair, guiding me lower. His cock slid over my tongue until it hit the back of my throat. I gagged once, then adjusted, swallowing around the thickness. His groan came rough.
“She’s good at this,” he muttered.
Ron’s thrusts picked up, each stroke making me jolt onto the cock in my mouth deeper. His hand tightened on my thigh, spreading me wide for his view.
“She’s better when she’s full,” Ron said.
The man pushed deeper, holding me there until my eyes watered. Ron’s cock drove into me at the same time, the rhythm syncing so every thrust from below forced me further down. Saliva spilled from my lips, running over my chin.
“Messy,” Ron said, smirking.
I moaned around the cock in my throat, the vibration pulling another groan from him. His hips started moving, short, sharp strokes that matched Ron’s deeper rhythm.
“Hold still,” Ron snapped, his grip locking both my thighs open. “She takes what we give her.”
The man groaned, his hand tight in my hair, his cock sliding wet and heavy over my tongue with every thrust. Ron’s pace turned harsher, his cock pounding deep, the slap filthy in the room.
My body shook from the pressure at both ends, my nails clawing at the sheets.
“She’s close again,” the man rasped, looking down at my mouth stretched around him.
Ron’s voice was low, certain. “She doesn’t cum until I say.”
He ground into me harder, his thumb brushing over my clit, sharp and fast. The pressure spiked instantly, my throat working around the cock in my mouth as I tried to hold it back.
“Please,” I gasped when the man pulled halfway out, my lips wet and swollen.
“Not yet,” Ron said, thrusting deep and holding there.
The man pushed back into my mouth, muffling my cry as Ron’s thumb circled harder. The wave tore through me without warning, my body locking, cunt clamping hard around him, throat tightening at the same time.
Ron groaned. “That’s it. Cum on me while you choke on him.”
The man’s hips jerked, his cock swelling on my tongue. I swallowed hard, the taste sharp as heat spilled thick down my throat in pulses.
I coughed once, then took more, lips sealing tight until he was empty. Ron’s thrusts never stopped, grinding deeper, his jaw clenched.
“Now she’s ready,” he muttered, his pace breaking into rougher, faster strokes.
The man pulled out of my mouth, a line hanging from my lips. He stroked himself once, still hard, watching as Ron pounded into me rougher now. My body jolted with every thrust, the wet slap constant in the quiet room.
Ron’s eyes flicked to him. “Switch. I want her mouth.”
The man nodded, moving lower. His hands caught my thighs, spreading me open before his tongue pressed flat against me again, licking the spill that ran over my skin.
Ron pulled out of me, thick and wet, then crawled up over my chest. His cock brushed my lips, heavy and dripping with everything left inside me.
“Open,” he said.
I did, wrapping my mouth around him, tasting myself instantly. His hand held my hair, guiding me down slow. The thickness filled my throat, making me gag once before I swallowed, adjusting.
Below, the man’s tongue worked fast, flicking sharp over my clit while his fingers slid back inside. The combination left me shaking, pinned between them both.
Ron groaned above me, his cock sliding deeper, his eyes locked on mine. “You taste what I put in you?”
I nodded, my throat tight around him.
The man groaned against my cunt. “She’s dripping down my chin.”
I felt it, the mess spread wide now, my body beyond control. A quick thought cut through the heat ,  how far Ron was pushing this, how much I was letting happen. And still, it thrilled me, the certainty of being used by both while he decided every step.
Ron pulled me off for a second, my lips wet and swollen, spit trailing down my chin. “Say it.”
“I’m his,” I gasped, my voice breaking, “but I’m taking both of you.”
He shoved back into my mouth hard, groaning as his cock hit deep. Below, the man’s fingers curled just right, dragging me over the edge again.
My cry was muffled, my throat stretched around Ron while my cunt clamped on the man’s hand, my body jerking under them both. The climax ripped through sharp, leaving me shaking and breathless.
Ron pulled out slow, strings stretching from my lips. He stroked himself once, still hard, his jaw tight. He looked down at me, then at the man kneeling between my thighs.
“Get behind her,” Ron ordered. “We’re filling her together.”
The man’s breath caught. He climbed up onto the bed, his cock heavy, shining at the tip. He looked at Ron once, then at me, waiting.
I spread my legs wider, my voice hoarse. “Do it.”
Ron grabbed my hips and flipped me onto my stomach. My cheek pressed into the sheets, my ass raised high, legs spread wide by his grip. The man knelt behind me, stroking himself slow, watching.
“Stay still,” Ron said, his hands firm on my waist.
I swallowed hard, my breath shallow. The thought hit me sharp ,  this was the moment, no going back. My body ached from what they’d already taken, but the heat curling in me was stronger than any hesitation.
Ron lined himself up first, pressing the head against me, sliding in slow. The stretch burned deep, wet sounds filling the room as he buried all the way. He held still inside me, his chest against my back, his hand sliding up to pin my shoulder down.
“Hold her open,” Ron ordered.
The man moved in close, his hands spreading me wider. He positioned himself lower, the head of his cock brushing against the tighter entrance. My breath caught instantly, the pressure sharp.
Ron’s voice was low, steady. “Relax. Take him.”
The man pushed forward, slow, testing. My body clenched hard, the stretch overwhelming, every nerve on fire. I gasped into the sheets, my nails clawing at the fabric.
“Don’t fight it,” Ron said, his lips at my ear. “Open up for both of us.”
The man pressed harder, sliding past resistance until the head slipped inside. I cried out, my body taut, the burn intense. Ron groaned, his cock twitching deep inside me at the same time.
“She’s taking it,” the man muttered, his voice strained.
Ron held me down, his chest heavy on my back. “Push deeper.”
The man did, slow and relentless, the thickness filling me until I thought I’d split. My legs shook, my whole body pinned between them. Sweat coated my skin, my breath ragged.
“Full,” I gasped, the word breaking.
Ron groaned against my ear. “Now you’re ours.”
The man bottomed out, his groan low and rough. Both of them held still for a moment, letting me feel the weight of it, the impossible fullness. My mind flickered fast ,  this was everything Ron had wanted to see, everything I hadn’t dared imagine I’d give him.
Ron’s hand slid up to my throat, gripping lightly, tilting my head back. “Tell me what you are right now.”
“Yours,” I gasped, voice shaking. “Both of yours.”
Ron smirked, his breath hot at my ear. “Now we move.”
They stayed deep inside me, both pressed to the hilt. My body stretched around them, every nerve screaming with the pressure. The sheets were damp under my cheek, my breath coming in short bursts.
Ron’s hand tightened on my throat, not choking, just keeping me still. “Say it.”
“Full,” I gasped, my voice raw. “So full I can’t move.”
The man groaned behind me, his hands gripping my hips. “She’s squeezing both of us.”
Ron smirked, his lips at my ear. “Tell him what that feels like.”
“Hot,” I breathed. “Tight… like I can’t take any more.”
The man groaned again, his cock twitching deep. He pressed harder against me, grinding instead of thrusting, making me feel every ridge of him pressing against Ron inside me.
Ron’s hand slid from my throat down my stomach, pressing flat to feel both of them moving inside. “You’re stretched around us. Say it.”
“I’m stretched open,” I cried, my nails digging into the sheets.
Ron groaned low. “Good girl.”
The man shifted, pulling back an inch before sliding forward again. The sensation ripped a moan from my throat, the friction unbearable, dragging both cocks against me at once.
“She can take it,” he muttered.
Ron’s hand clamped harder on my hip. “Then give it to her.”
They started slow, opposite rhythms, one pushing in while the other eased back, their cocks sliding against each other through me. The stretch was overwhelming, the fullness impossible, yet my body opened more with each pass.
The sound was obscene, wet, constant. My thighs shook uncontrollably, the pressure spiking sharp.
“Tell me what it feels like,” Ron ordered, his voice rough.
“Too much,” I gasped, my voice breaking. “But I want more.”
The man growled behind me, his pace picking up, sharper thrusts that made me cry out into the mattress. Ron matched him, each drive syncing until I was pinned between them, no space left unfilled.
“She’s dripping down my balls,” the man said, his breath ragged.
Ron groaned. “And milking me at the same time.”
My body clamped hard, the climax ripping through me before I could warn them. I screamed into the sheets, every muscle locking, the squeeze making both of them groan low.
“Don’t stop,” Ron snapped, holding me down while I convulsed around them.
The man slammed in harder, his hips smacking against mine, his groan rough in his chest. Ron’s thrusts turned brutal, his hand locking me in place so I couldn’t move even if I wanted to.
“She’s going to break,” the man muttered.
Ron’s voice was sharp, unrelenting. “Not until we’re finished.”
They pumped into me in rough, perfect rhythm, each thrust making me jolt forward into the other. My body felt split open, stretched wider than I thought possible, every inch burning with pleasure.
Ron’s hand stayed locked on my throat, forcing my head back so he could watch my face. “Say what it’s doing to you.”
“I can’t stop clenching,” I gasped, my voice hoarse. “It feels… it feels like I’ll tear apart.”
The man groaned behind me, sweat dripping from his chest onto my back. His hips slammed forward, driving me deeper onto Ron’s cock. “She’s gripping me like a fist.”
Ron smirked, his jaw tight. “She’s clamping me too. She can take both.”
My nails clawed at the sheets, my body jerking with each brutal thrust. The noise between us was obscene, constant, wet heat spilling down my thighs.
“Don’t slow down,” Ron snapped at him. “Keep her right there.”
The man obeyed, his pace relentless, cock pounding into me from behind while Ron drove just as hard from below. My body was trapped, no escape, every thrust hitting deep.
“Say if you like it,” Ron demanded, his eyes locked on mine.
“Yes,” I cried, my voice breaking. “I love it, I love being split by both of you.”
The man groaned, his cock swelling. His thrusts turned jagged, sharper. Ron caught it instantly, his hand locking tighter on my hip. “Don’t finish yet. Hold it.”
The man growled, teeth clenched, fighting it. “She’s squeezing too hard, I can’t, ”
Ron’s thrusts slowed, grinding deep, holding me pinned. He leaned close, his breath hot in my ear. “You don’t cum until I do. Understand?”
The man nodded, sweat dripping from his brow.
Ron’s thumb found my clit, pressing hard, circling fast while both cocks still filled me. The pressure was unbearable, my voice ragged. “I can’t hold it, I’m gonna, ”
“Cum again,” Ron ordered, his thrusts resuming hard and deep.
The climax ripped through me, violent, my whole body locking, cunt spasming around both shafts at once. My scream tore into the sheets, muffled but raw. The man swore behind me, his cock jerking inside, but still holding back.
Ron groaned, his pace rougher now, hips slamming into me with full force. “Keep her clamped. I want to feel both of us inside when I spill.”
The man gritted his teeth, holding steady, his cock swelling hard, trapped against Ron through my walls.
I gasped, barely able to breathe. “Fill me, please, both of you, fill me.”
Ron’s jaw tightened, his thrusts brutal now, each drive hammering into me. His voice was a growl. “You’ll get it when I say.”
Ron’s thrusts turned savage, driving me into the mattress with each slam. His hand clamped my throat, his other gripping my hip so hard I knew I’d bruise. Behind me, the man’s rhythm matched his, both cocks pounding in rough, perfect sync.
“She’s going to tear me apart,” the man grunted, his voice strained.
Ron groaned through his teeth, sweat dripping from his chest onto my back. “Hold it, don’t you fucking spill until I do.”
I screamed into the sheets, my cunt clenching around them both, the pressure unbearable. My body spasmed, juice running freely down my thighs, soaking the bed.
“I can’t,” the man choked, his hips jerking. “She’s milking me, ”
Ron’s thrusts hammered harder, his cock swelling deep inside me. His voice was a growl in my ear. “Now. We finish her together.”
The man slammed forward, burying to the hilt. His cock jerked inside me, pulsing hot, thick spurts spilling deep. At the same time Ron drove all the way in, his groan breaking raw as his cock erupted, flooding me.
The fullness was crushing, both of them spilling at once, the heat pouring into me until it overflowed. My body locked, another climax tearing through me uncontrollably, my scream muffled against the sheets.
Ron held me pinned, grinding in hard, making sure every drop stayed inside. The man’s groans broke into curses, his hips twitching, his cock still pumping through the spasms.
My legs shook violently, my body trembling between them, cum spilling down my thighs in messy streams.
“Stay open,” Ron ordered, his hand pressing me flat into the mattress. “Don’t close yet.”
I gasped, my chest heaving, every nerve raw. “I can’t… I can’t hold, ”
“Yes you can,” he snapped, thrusting one last time, grinding deep, his cock still throbbing inside.
The man pulled back finally, his cock sliding wet out of me. The rush of both their loads spilled heavy down my thighs, soaking the sheets. Ron stayed buried, his jaw tight, his hand gripping my hair, keeping me arched back.
“Look at me,” he growled.
I did, my eyes wet, my mouth open on ragged breaths.
“You’ll remember who filled you first. And who filled you best.”
The man sat back on his heels, chest heaving, watching the mess drip between my thighs. His voice came rough. “She took all of it.”
Ron smirked, still holding me down. “And she’ll take more before the night’s over.”
Ron finally pulled out, his cock wet and dripping, the mess spilling heavier down my thighs. I collapsed forward, my cheek pressed to the sheets, my chest heaving. Every part of me throbbed, stretched and raw.
The man sat back on the mattress, stroking himself weakly, his cock still half-hard. His eyes stayed glued to the mess between my legs. “She’s ruined,” he muttered.
Ron’s hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head up. “She’s not done.”
I whimpered, the sound rough, but my body still clenched at his words.
“Up,” Ron ordered.
He dragged me to my knees, flipping me around until I was flat on my back again. My thighs stayed spread, the wet sheets sticking to my skin. Cum glistened everywhere, dripping down in streaks.
Ron climbed between my legs, lining himself up again without hesitation. His cock was still thick, already twitching back to life. He rubbed the head against my swollen clit once, making me jolt.
“Too much,” I gasped, shivering.
“Not enough,” he said flatly.
He shoved forward, burying to the hilt in a single thrust. The stretch made me cry out loud, my back arching hard off the mattress. My body tried to clamp, but the wetness let him slide deep again and again.
The man groaned from the chair in the corner, his hand stroking faster. “She’s taking it again, look at her face.”
Ron pinned my wrists above my head with one hand, his other gripping my jaw to keep my mouth open. “Say you want more.”
“I want more,” I gasped, tears stinging my eyes from the overstimulation.
He slammed harder, every thrust brutal, the slap echoing sharp in the room. My breasts bounced with each drive, my voice breaking into cries I couldn’t hold back.
The man stood, his cock thick again, precum glistening. Ron glanced at him, never slowing. “Get back here. She’s still open.”
The man moved closer, climbing onto the bed. His cock hovered just over my lips. Ron shoved deeper inside me, grinding hard.
“Take him while I keep you full,” Ron ordered.
The man pushed into my mouth, groaning as my lips sealed around him. My throat worked, gagging once, then adjusting. Ron pounded up into me at the same time, forcing me to take the cock in my mouth deeper.
Pinned between them again, my body shook violently. Rivulets smeared down my thighs, spit running down my chin, every hole filled and used.
Ron growled, sweat dripping onto my chest. “Now she’s perfect. Exactly where she belongs.”
Ron slowed, his thrusts grinding deep instead of pounding. His cock filled me heavy, every inch deliberate. The man stayed in my mouth, hips rolling shallow, using me slow too.
“Hold it,” Ron ordered, his hand clamping down on my wrists above my head. “No moving. You take what we give you.”
I whimpered around the cock in my mouth, the vibration pulling a groan from the man. His grip in my hair tightened, guiding me just enough to keep me open.
Ron leaned down, his mouth close to my ear. “You feel stretched to the limit, don’t you?”
I gasped, pulling back just enough to choke out the word. “Yes.”
His jaw clenched. He ground in harder, his cock rubbing deep where I was already raw. “And you’ll stay stretched until I decide otherwise.”
The man groaned above me, precum dripping onto my tongue. “She’s swallowing everything I give her.”
Ron smirked, his voice sharp. “Good. Keep feeding her.”
I gagged once as the man pushed deeper, my throat tight, tears stinging my eyes. Ron’s hips pressed harder down into me, holding me pinned with both holes filled, my chest shaking under the weight.
“You’re going to remember this every time you close your legs,” Ron muttered.
I moaned, my body trembling, my cunt clenching tight around him in waves. The man swore above me, his cock jerking in my throat.
Ron pulled back an inch, then drove in hard again, the sudden thrust making me cry out around the cock filling my mouth. He stayed there, buried deep, holding me open wide.
“Now she breaks,” Ron growled.
The man slammed harder into my throat, rough now, his pace jagged. My lips stretched, spit flying down my chin. Ron pounded back into me in sync, his grip bruising my hips.
I screamed around the cock in my throat, my body convulsing as another orgasm ripped through me, violent and unstoppable. My thighs locked around Ron’s waist, my throat spasming around the man above.
Ron groaned, sweat dripping onto my chest. “She’s clamping both ends.”
The man’s hips bucked, his cock swelling. “I can’t hold it, ”
“Do it,” Ron snapped. “Fill her throat while I fill her cunt.”
The man groaned loud, spilling thick down my throat in pulses. I swallowed frantically, choking, spit running down my chin. At the same time Ron’s cock jerked deep inside me, his groan rough in my ear as he released, heat flooding me again.
Both of them held me pinned, their cum spilling in thick waves, my body stretched and shaking under the weight of it.
Ron finally pulled out, his cock dripping, the sheets soaked under me. My body sagged, trembling, my chest heaving for air. The man dropped onto the mattress beside me, sweat stuck on his chest, his cock softening against his thigh.
I thought it was over.
Ron grabbed my hair, yanking my head back until my eyes met his. “Not finished.”
I whimpered, the sound hoarse. “I can’t.”
“Yes you can,” he cut in, his voice flat. “On your knees. Now.”
He dragged me up, flipping me over, my arms shaking as I crawled to all fours. Cum dripped heavy down my thighs, smeared on the inside of my legs. The sheets stuck to my knees.
Ron stood at the edge of the bed, stroking himself back to hardness, his cock glistening in the low light. He slapped it against my face once, the sting sharp. “Open.”
My lips parted. He shoved in rough, no buildup, filling my throat instantly. I gagged hard, tears spilling, but his grip on my hair held me down.
“Take it,” he growled, his hips thrusting deep.
Behind me, the man stirred, groaning. He crawled up, his cock swelling again at the sight. His hand gripped my hip. “She’s still open.”
“Use her,” Ron ordered, his cock driving in and out of my throat.
The man pressed against me from behind, sliding into the soaked mess without resistance. My scream was muffled around Ron’s cock as I was filled again at both ends, my body jerking violently.
They pumped in sync, one in my mouth, the other in my cunt, both using me rough, no hesitation. My throat convulsed, my pussy clamped tight, the stretch almost unbearable.
Ron’s voice was sharp over the sound of wet slaps. “Don’t stop until she breaks.”
The man slammed harder, his balls slapping against me, his groans loud. Ron shoved deeper into my throat, holding me down until my vision blurred. My body shook, caught between them, every nerve raw.
The climax hit without warning, brutal and sharp, my whole body seizing. I screamed around Ron’s cock, my cunt spasming around the man behind me. Both groaned, their thrusts jagged, holding me pinned.
Ron spilled first, pulsing thick down my throat. His groan was harsh, his grip brutal as he forced me to swallow every drop. The man followed seconds later, filling me again from behind, heat spilling until it leaked heavy down my thighs.
I collapsed onto the sheets, shaking uncontrollably, both holes dripping, my body spent and wasted.
Ron’s hand tangled in my hair one last time, pulling my head back so I looked up at him, his cock still wet against my lips. “Now you’re done.”
The room was silent except for the sound of my breathing, ragged and uneven. The sheets were soaked under me, the air thick with sweat and sex. My body trembled in small aftershocks, every muscle weak.
Ron sat back on the edge of the bed, his chest heaving, his cock softening against his thigh. He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand, eyes still locked on me.
The man collapsed into the chair, his head tilted back, sweat dripping down his neck. His cock hung heavy, still wet, his chest rising hard with each breath.
I lay flat on the mattress, my cheek pressed to the damp sheets, thighs sticky with the mess still spilling out. My voice came hoarse when I finally spoke. “You used me until there was nothing left.”
Ron smirked, his hand brushing over my thigh, spreading me a little wider just to look. “Exactly how it should be.”
The man groaned from the chair, running a hand through his hair. “Never seen anyone take that much.”
Ron leaned back on his palms, his voice steady, low. “She doesn’t quit. Not until I say.”
I rolled onto my back, my body heavy, my chest still heaving. The sheets clung to my skin. My lips were swollen, my throat raw, every nerve spent. Still, I felt the heat curl low again just seeing the way they both stared at me.
Ron caught it instantly. He leaned close, brushing his mouth at my ear. “You’d do it again if I told you to.”
I swallowed, my voice breaking. “Yes.”
The man let out a low laugh, shaking his head. “She’s done and still wants more.”
Ron smirked, his hand sliding over my stomach, stopping just above my cunt. “Not tonight. Tonight she learns what it feels like to be ruined. And tomorrow she’ll remember who did it.”
He pulled the blanket up, covering me halfway, though he kept my thighs spread beneath it, still open, still dripping. His eyes stayed fixed on the mess, satisfied.
The man stood, reaching for his jeans, his voice rough. “She won’t forget this.”
Ron’s gaze shifted to him, sharp but calm. “Neither will you.”
The man held his eyes for a beat, then nodded once, pulling his shirt on. He looked back at me, his expression caught between awe and hunger, then turned toward the door.
Ron leaned down, pressing his mouth hard against mine. His voice was a whisper only I could hear. “Mine first. Always.”
I closed my eyes, my body still shaking under him. I knew he was right.
The diner smelled of coffee and fried onions, the hum of neon buzzing faint above the windows. A few late-night stragglers sat in booths, bent over plates of eggs and toast.
Ron slid in across from me, his arm draped over the back of the booth like nothing had happened. He picked up the menu, flipping it without looking.
“You’re getting pancakes,” he said casually.
I smiled faintly, my voice still hoarse. “Bossy.”
The server came by with two mugs, filling them with steaming coffee. She didn’t look twice at us. Just another tired couple grabbing food after midnight.
Ron leaned forward, his voice low but easy. “Cream?”
I shook my head, stirring sugar into the dark cup. My thighs pressed together under the table, sticky with the reminder of what had happened less than an hour ago.
The man from the hotel wasn’t here. It was just us now, like it had always been. Ron’s foot brushed mine under the table, casual, nothing more than a touch anyone else might miss.
The server came back with a pad. “Ready to order?”
Ron gestured at me. “She’ll have the pancakes.”
“And you?”
“Burger,” he said, handing back the menu without hesitation.
The server scribbled, nodded, and left.
We sat in silence for a moment, the clatter of dishes filling the space. Ron’s eyes stayed fixed on me, a faint smirk tugging at his mouth.
“You look fine,” he murmured. “Like you weren’t just double-slammed in a hotel room.”
My lips curved. “Is that disappointment in your voice?”
He chuckled, leaning back. “Not disappointment. Pride.”
I sipped my coffee, the bitterness sharp on my tongue. From the outside we must have looked like any other couple, sharing a quiet meal, laughing softly between ourselves. No one here would have guessed what we’d done, what I was still carrying inside me.
Ron reached across the table, brushing a crumb from the corner of my mouth with his thumb. To the server glancing over, it was nothing but a tender gesture.
But his eyes stayed locked on mine, the heat still there. “You know what you are to me, don’t you?”
I swallowed, the warmth curling low in my stomach again. “Yours.”
The plates arrived then, the server smiling politely before moving on. Pancakes steaming in front of me, burger in front of him. Just another night, just another couple.
But under the table, Ron’s hand slid onto my thigh, his fingers resting high, a silent reminder of who I belonged to.
I picked up my fork, smiling at him across the table as if nothing at all had happened.




Chapter 5

I checked the time on my phone again before setting it face down on the counter. Ron leaned against the frame of the kitchen doorway, arms crossed, watching me fuss with the wine glasses. I could feel his eyes on my dress, thin black straps, cut low in the front, tight to the waist. He had picked it. He always picked.
“You’re nervous,” he said flatly.
“I’m not,” I lied, adjusting the glasses so they lined up evenly.
He pushed off the frame and came up behind me. His hand slid down my arm, stopping at my wrist. “He’s going to be here in five minutes.”
“I know.” My voice was steady but quiet.
Ron squeezed lightly, then let go. “And this time, no pretending you don’t want it.”
The knock came sooner than I expected. Just one, heavy enough to carry. My chest tightened. Ron opened the door without hesitation. Cary stood there in jeans and a button-down shirt rolled at the sleeves, hair pushed back, clean but casual. His eyes went right to me.
“You look good,” he said, stepping inside.
Ron closed the door behind him and locked it. “She’s been waiting.”
I held onto the counter with both hands. “Wine?” I asked, my voice sharper than I intended.
“Sure,” Cary said, walking toward me. He moved slower than usual, measured, his eyes not leaving mine.
Ron stayed close, his hand on Cary’s shoulder as he guided him forward. “No games tonight. You both know why you’re here.”
Cary glanced at him, then back at me. “That’s clear.”
I poured, careful not to spill. My hands shook just enough to make the stem rattle when I set the glass down in front of him. He took it, brushed my fingers with his. His eyes dropped to my neckline, lingered, then came back up.
“You okay?” he asked.
I nodded once. “I’m fine.”
Ron stepped behind me again, close enough that I felt his chest against my back. His voice was low in my ear. “Show him.”
I swallowed, heat rising in my face. My hands went to the straps of my dress. I slipped one down, then the other, letting the fabric fall slowly. Cary’s jaw flexed. His glass stayed in his hand, but his knuckles whitened.
Ron’s palm pressed flat against my stomach. “Keep going.”
I pushed the dress to my waist. My breasts were bare, nipples already tight in the cool air. Cary set his glass down without looking away. He stepped closer, his hand lifting, stopping just short of touching me.
“You waiting for permission?” Ron asked him.
Cary’s voice was rough. “She should give it.”
I looked at Ron. He raised his eyebrows like it wasn’t his decision. I turned back to Cary, my breath shallow. “Yes.”
His hand closed over me, firm, warm, his thumb brushing slow circles. My lips parted on a soft breath.
Ron moved to the side, his eyes sharp. “Both of us tonight. No holding back.”
Cary looked at him, then at me again, his hand never leaving my skin. “Then let’s start.”
Cary’s hand was steady on my breast, his thumb circling slower now, dragging out each touch until I leaned forward against the counter. The stem of my glass tilted and I caught it before it tipped. My heart beat so fast I could hear it in my ears.
Ron pulled my hand away from the glass and set it down firmly. “Focus on him,” he said.
Cary’s other hand came to my waist, tugging me half a step toward him. I let him. His chest brushed mine when he leaned in closer, his breath warm against my cheek. He didn’t kiss me yet, just waited.
“Say it,” Ron told me.
I looked at Cary, his eyes fixed on mine. “Yes,” I whispered.
That was enough. He kissed me full, his mouth hot, tongue sliding past my lips without hesitation. His hand squeezed tighter around my breast, pulling me against him. I moaned into him before I could stop myself.
Ron’s voice came low but firm. “Keep going. Don’t hold back.”
Cary angled me away from the counter, walking me backward until I felt the edge of the couch against my thighs. He broke the kiss only long enough to pull my dress down the rest of the way. It pooled at my feet, leaving me bare except for my heels. His eyes dropped, scanning me slow, his breathing heavier.
“You’re shaking,” he said quietly.
I pressed my lips together, not answering. My hands went to his shirt instead, tugging at the buttons until Ron stepped in.
“Let him undress you first,” Ron said, voice sharp but calm.
Cary’s mouth curved slightly, then he nodded once. He slipped his hands down my sides, over my hips, then behind me to cup my ass. He lifted, just enough to make me stumble forward onto the couch. I sat back, legs bent, dress forgotten on the floor.
Ron stood behind him, watching everything. “Don’t waste time.”
Cary knelt in front of me, his hands sliding up my thighs slow, pushing them apart. The look in his eyes was darker now, intent. His thumbs pressed into the soft skin high on my legs, pulling them wider. He lowered his head and kissed the inside of my knee, then higher, lips trailing.
I gasped softly when his mouth reached me, warm and wet. My hand locked in his hair automatically, holding him there.
Ron stepped closer, his voice steady. “Tell him how it feels.”
Cary’s tongue flicked hard over me. My breath caught and I tilted my head back, eyes closed. “Good. Deeper.”
His hands gripped my thighs tighter as he obeyed, tongue pressing in, slow and deliberate. My hips rolled up against his mouth before I realized I was moving.
Ron’s hand landed lightly on my shoulder, grounding me. “Don’t hold back,” he repeated.
I groaned into the air, my fingers clutching Cary’s hair tighter, pulling him harder against me. The wet sounds filled the room, loud in the quiet.
Cary’s tongue worked steady, circling and pressing in deeper, his jaw tight against my thighs. I couldn’t stop the way my hips lifted off the couch, grinding into him, chasing more. My breath came sharp, broken in little bursts that filled the quiet room.
Ron crouched beside me, close enough that his shoulder brushed mine. He watched intently, his voice calm but edged. “She’s already close.”
Cary pulled back just enough to speak, his lips coated. “She wants more than this.”
“Yes,” I gasped before I could think. My grip in his hair tightened again, pulling him back down.
Ron smirked, glancing at me, then at Cary. “Make her say it.”
Cary pressed two fingers against me, sliding them inside without hesitation. The stretch made me moan hard, my head falling back against the couch. “Say it,” he demanded, his voice low.
“I want it,” I whispered.
“Louder.”
My nails dug into his scalp. “I want it,” I repeated, sharper this time, breathless.
Ron leaned closer to my ear. “She’s dripping all over your hand, isn’t she?”
Cary thrust his fingers deeper, curling them inside me. “Soaked,” he muttered, his thumb pressing harder on my clit.
I gasped again, my legs shaking as the pressure built fast. My voice came out tight. “I’m, ”
Ron cut me off. “Don’t finish yet.” His hand clamped around my wrist, pulling it down to Cary’s shoulder. “Make him earn it.”
Cary’s mouth came back on me, his tongue flicking fast while his fingers kept their rhythm. My thighs squeezed his head but he didn’t stop, if anything he pushed harder. I tried to hold it back but the pulse took me anyway, sharp and hot, my hips jerking against his mouth.
“Fuck,” I gasped, the sound raw.
Ron’s hand gripped my chin, pulling my face toward him while Cary kept working me through it. “Look at me when you cum,” he ordered.
I opened my eyes, locking on Ron’s. The release hit harder, my body clenching around Cary’s fingers, my moans spilling out uncontrollably. Ron held my gaze the entire time, his jaw tight, his eyes dark.
When it finally eased, Cary pulled back slowly, his chin wet, his fingers glistening. He looked up at Ron, not me. “She’s ready.”
Ron stood, unbuttoning his shirt as he spoke. “Then take her.”
My chest rose and fell hard, my skin wet with sweat already. I looked between them, my heart pounding faster than before. “Both of you?” I asked, my voice barely steady.
Ron’s shirt hit the floor. His eyes met mine. “Exactly.”
Cary’s hand slid up my thigh again, firmer now, his expression darker, more certain. “You want that?”
My breath caught, but I nodded once. “Yes.”
Ron moved closer, his belt sliding free with a sharp sound that made my stomach twist. “Then you’re going to give him everything first,” he said, his voice rough, “while I watch.”
Cary pushed me back onto the couch, his hands firm on my knees, spreading them wide. I sank into the cushions, my dress bunched at my waist, chest bare, skin flushed. His eyes stayed on me, steady and unblinking, while he unbuckled his belt and shoved his jeans down his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard, flushed dark at the tip.
Ron stood to the side, shirt off, his jeans open but still on. His arms folded across his chest, his eyes sharp. “Take her slow,” he said.
Cary climbed between my thighs, one knee pressing the couch, the other foot braced on the floor. His cock brushed the inside of my leg, warm, heavy. I swallowed hard, my hands clutching the cushions.
“You good?” Cary asked, his voice low.
“Yes.”
He lined himself up, the blunt head pressing against me. My hips twitched forward on instinct, the sliperiness making it easy. He pushed in slowly, stretching me open inch by inch. I gasped, nails curling into the fabric under me.
Ron’s voice came steady. “Tell him how it feels.”
“Full,” I breathed, my chest rising fast. “So full.”
Cary groaned, pushing deeper until his hips pressed tight against me. He paused there, buried all the way, his breath ragged. His hand slid up my stomach, squeezing my breast, his thumb brushing over my nipple until it hardened under his touch.
Ron stepped closer, crouching near my head, his eyes fixed on the way Cary was inside me. “Move. Make her lose control.”
Cary pulled back slow, the stretch dragging through me until just the tip remained, then thrust forward hard, burying himself deep again. My cry broke out sharp, my body arching up off the couch. He did it again, harder, his hips slamming into mine, the sound wet and obscene.
I reached for him, my hands gripping his arms, holding tight as he pumped into me. My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer. “Don’t stop,” I gasped.
Ron’s hand gripped my jaw, turning my face toward him. “Keep looking at me when you say that.”
I forced my eyes open, meeting his. “Don’t stop,” I repeated, louder this time, my voice cracking.
Cary’s thrusts grew rougher, his breath coming heavy against my neck as he leaned down. His lips brushed my shoulder, his teeth grazing lightly before he pulled back to look at Ron. “She’s gripping me so hard.”
Ron’s jaw flexed. “Good. Make her scream.”
Cary slammed deeper, my nails digging into his back, my voice spilling out without control. The couch shook under us, the rhythm sharp, relentless. I moaned into his ear, every sound louder than the last.
Ron stood, unzipping fully now, his cock already thick and swollen. He stroked himself once, slow, watching every inch of Cary sliding into me. “She’s not just yours tonight,” he said flatly.
Cary didn’t slow, his eyes flashing between me and Ron. “Then come take her.”
Ron stepped in front of the couch, close enough that his thighs brushed my arms where they were braced on the cushions. His cock hung heavy, thick, the head already wet. I tilted my face up, breathing hard, my mouth parting without thinking.
“Open,” he said.
I did. He slid between my lips, the taste sharp, the heat immediate. My tongue pressed under the weight of him while Cary’s cock drove into me harder from below. The pressure came from both sides now, Cary filling me deep, Ron filling my mouth, their rhythm meeting in the middle.
Ron’s hand closed on the back of my head, steady but firm. “Take him and me at the same time,” he ordered.
Cary groaned low, his thrusts slamming harder, my body jolting against the cushions. I gagged once around Ron’s cock, then adjusted, saliva sliding down my chin. My throat worked, my legs tightening around Cary’s waist.
“Good girl,” Ron muttered, guiding my head lower until his cock pushed deep.
Cary’s voice came rough, strained. “She’s squeezing so tight I can barely move.”
Ron’s eyes darkened. “Keep her like that.”
I couldn’t answer, my mouth full, my throat stretched. All I could do was moan around Ron’s cock while Cary fucked me hard. The sounds filled the room, wet, raw, my muffled cries mixing with their groans.
Ron pulled back a little, letting me breathe. I gasped air, spit running from my lips, my chest heaving. Cary never stopped, his hips pounding, his cock sliding relentless inside me.
“You want both of us?” Ron demanded, his hand gripping my hair tight.
“Yes,” I choked out, barely able to speak before he pushed back into my mouth again.
Cary slammed harder, his voice sharp. “She’s dripping all over me. She’s ready to cum again.”
Ron growled low. “Then make her.”
Cary angled deeper, his thrusts hitting just right, my body convulsing against him. My moans vibrated around Ron’s cock, the sensation making him groan above me. I clawed at the cushions, unable to hold it back as the orgasm ripped through me, sharp and uncontrollable.
I screamed into Ron’s cock, my throat tight, my whole body shaking. Cary groaned at the squeeze, his rhythm faltering for a second before driving back in rough. Ron held me steady, his cock buried deep while I writhed between them.
When it finally ebbed, Ron pulled out, sticky and wet, strings of spit connecting me to him. He stroked himself once, looking down at me. “Don’t think we’re close to done.”
Cary was still pounding into me, sweat dripping from his temple onto my chest. “She can take more,” he said, his jaw clenched.
Ron crouched, his hand spreading me wider where Cary filled me. His eyes locked on the wet stretch. “Shift her,” he ordered.
Cary paused, breathing heavy. “Where?”
Ron’s smirk was sharp. “On her hands and knees. I’m taking the other side.”
Cary pulled out slow, the wet drag making me gasp, and tugged me up by the wrists. My legs shook as I shifted forward onto my hands and knees, the couch cushions dipping under my weight. My ass was high, open, still throbbing from everything he’d just done.
Ron came in close behind me, one hand gripping my hip, the other guiding himself down low. “Stay just like that,” he said.
Cary knelt in front of me, his cock still hard, flushed, glistening with my mess. He pressed it against my lips. “Open again.”
I obeyed, taking him into my mouth as Ron pushed the head of his cock between my cheeks, lower, pressing at the tight ring. My moan vibrated around Cary’s shaft instantly.
“Relax,” Ron ordered. His spit hit me cold, then his thumb smeared it in rough circles, pressing, loosening. He lined himself back up. “Breathe out.”
I did, eyes watering as Cary pushed deeper into my mouth at the same time Ron forced inside from behind. The stretch burned sharp, my cry muffled around Cary’s cock, but both of them groaned hard, their hands gripping me tight.
“She’s taking it,” Cary muttered, his voice shaking.
Ron’s breath was hot at my back. “Every inch.”
The couch rocked under us when they moved together, Cary thrusting forward into my mouth, Ron pressing deeper into my ass. My arms shook, spit spilling down my chin, tears sliding from the corners of my eyes as the pressure overwhelmed me. But I didn’t pull away. I opened wider, pushed back harder, letting both of them fill me at once.
“Fuck, she’s tight everywhere,” Ron groaned, his pace picking up.
Cary’s hand locked in my hair, controlling my rhythm. “And greedy.”
I moaned against him, gagging once, then adjusting, my throat working as he shoved deep. My whole body trembled between them, used from both sides. The air filled with the slap of skin, the wet drag, the sharp grunts from both men.
Ron smacked my ass hard, the sound cracking through the room. “Stay open.”
I whimpered, obeying, arching my back more. Cary’s cock slid deep down my throat while Ron drove all the way in behind me, his hips crashing into mine. My vision blurred, my chest pressed to the cushions, every nerve in my body lit.
“You close again?” Cary demanded, pulling free just long enough for me to answer.
“Yes,” I gasped, spit on my chin.
Ron thrust harder, his voice sharp. “She’s not cumming until we both say.”
Cary shoved back into my mouth, his cock swelling on my tongue. His words came rough, broken. “Then you better make her wait, because I’m right there.”
Ron grunted deep, his thrusts snapping faster, harder, his grip bruising on my hips. “Hold it,” he ordered me, his voice ragged.
I squeezed my eyes shut, my whole body shaking, my orgasm teetering on the edge while both of them used me in perfect rhythm.
Ron’s thrusts turned brutal, slamming me forward so hard I nearly lost balance on my arms. Cary gripped my hair tighter, pulling me back down on his cock with every snap of Ron’s hips. My body jolted between them, spit and sweat across my skin, my throat raw from the sounds spilling out.
“Take it,” Ron growled, his voice ragged in my ear. “Every inch.”
Cary’s cock swelled against my tongue, his pace faltering. “She’s gonna make me cum, ”
Ron slammed harder, his fingers digging bruises into my hips. “Then do it in her mouth. I’ll fill her ass at the same time.”
The words pushed me over. My body convulsed, orgasm tearing through me, sharp and uncontrollable. My scream broke into a muffled cry around Cary’s cock. My walls clenched hard, my ass squeezing Ron so tight he groaned loud, losing control.
Cary jerked once, twice, then held my head down as his cock pulsed. Hot spurts filled my mouth, thick and heavy, spilling over my tongue. I gagged but swallowed anyway, choking on the heat of it as more pumped out. His grip trembled in my hair, his hips jerking against my lips.
At the same time, Ron drove deep and held, his cock swelling inside me. The burn of the stretch turned molten as he spilled, hot pulses filling me deep. He groaned harshly, his chest pressed to my back, his weight crushing me forward into the cushions.
Both of them throbbed inside me at once, Cary down my throat, Ron buried in my ass, until I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, just shook and swallowed and took everything.
When Cary finally let go, my mouth slipped free with a wet gasp, strings of cum and spit hanging from my lips. He stroked himself once, groaning as the last drops smeared across my chin.
Ron grunted low, pumping the last of himself deep before pulling out slow. The slide was wet, messy, obscene. He slapped my ass once, watching his cum leak out immediately. “Don’t close your legs,” he ordered.
I collapsed forward onto the couch, panting, my face pressed to the cushion. My knees trembled, my thighs soaked, my whole body buzzing. Cum dripped from me, hot trails down both sides.
Cary sat back, his chest rising hard, his cock still half-hard and wet. His eyes dragged over me, then flicked to Ron. “She’s good.”
Ron smirked, still stroking himself lazily, his cock shiny with the mess. “Not finished.”
He crouched behind me again, spreading me wide with both hands. His voice dropped. “Keep her open.”
Cary leaned forward, grabbed my chin, forced me to look up at him. “You hear that?”
I nodded, my voice strained. “Yes.”
Ron’s fingers pushed back inside me, spreading his cum deeper. “You’re going again,” he said, flat, certain.
Ron’s fingers worked deep inside me, rough, his thumb pressing down on my rim while he stretched me wider. I whimpered into the couch, my body jerking with every twist. Cary crouched low in front of me, brushing the spit and cum off my chin with his thumb. He pushed it into my mouth, watching me suck it clean.
“She’s still hungry,” he said quietly, his voice sharp with satisfaction.
Ron chuckled behind me. “Always is.”
My body was still trembling from the first release, every nerve sensitive, but the pressure of Ron’s fingers and the heat in Cary’s eyes pulled me back fast. Cary leaned in, kissed me rough, his tongue filling my mouth, the taste of his own cum still there. I groaned against him, my body giving in, hips pushing back against Ron’s hand.
“She wants cock again already,” Cary muttered, pulling back just enough for Ron to hear.
Ron’s breath was hot at my ear. “So she’ll get both. But slower this time. She’s going to feel everything.”
Ron slipped his fingers free, leaving me gaping, wet, aching. Cary stood, his cock thickening again as he stroked it once, steady. He looked down at me, eyes darker now. “On the bed,” he ordered.
Ron smacked my ass once, firm. “You heard him.”
I stumbled up, legs shaky, and crossed the room. The sheets were cool under my palms as I bent forward, bracing myself on the mattress. I heard their footsteps behind me, the shuffle of jeans dropping, the rip of foil tearing.
Ron gripped my hips from behind, steady, lining himself up at my ass again. Cary stepped in front, his cock brushing my lips, hard and swollen already. Ron pushed just the head in, slow, spreading me inch by inch while Cary pressed against my mouth.
“Take us both again,” Ron said, his voice low but controlled.
Cary pushed forward, filling my mouth. Ron eased deeper, groaning as my body stretched around him. My cry was muffled immediately, spit sliding from my lips onto Cary’s shaft.
They moved together, slower this time but relentless, their rhythm synced. My body rocked between them, every thrust forcing me to take the other deeper. My hands clawed at the sheets, my throat working, my ass clenching tight around Ron as he drove in.
“You feel how hot she is?” Cary muttered, his voice breaking.
Ron’s grip tightened. “And still begging for more.”
My moan vibrated around Cary’s cock, my body convulsing as another orgasm built fast. My vision blurred, my thighs shaking, every nerve on fire.
Ron leaned close, his chest against my back. “You want to cum again?”
I gasped around Cary’s shaft, nodding as best I could.
“Then you cum with both of us inside you,” Ron growled.
The rhythm picked up, their groans filling the room, my body shattering under them. When the release came, it was violent, a scream torn from my throat around Cary’s cock as Ron slammed deeper, filling me from behind.
Ron’s thrusts turned harsh again, slamming me forward into Cary’s cock. My body couldn’t keep up, my throat raw, spit running down my chin onto my breasts. Cary groaned, pulling my hair back to watch my mouth stretch around him. “She’s perfect like this,” he muttered.
Ron grunted behind me, his cock driving deep, filling my ass until I could barely breathe. “Perfect and mine,” he snapped, his grip bruising on my hips.
That word, mine, burned in me. It should have been enough to make me stop, to remind me who I was supposed to be. But instead it sent a pulse of heat through me, sharper than the pain, sharper than the stretch. My husband wasn’t stopping this. He was directing it, handing me over, and I wasn’t fighting anymore. I was taking both of them because he wanted me to.
I gagged hard around Cary’s cock when Ron shoved deeper, my body convulsing, eyes watering. Cary groaned, holding me down. “She’s swallowing everything,” he said, his voice breaking.
Ron’s chest pressed hard to my back, his words rough in my ear. “This is who you are now.”
I whimpered into Cary’s shaft, and the truth of it tore through me. I was this woman now, the one who opened her mouth and legs for both, the one who let her husband’s friend own her body because her husband demanded it. And the shame I expected never came. Instead it was heat, raw and unstoppable, wrapping tight around my chest until I moaned louder, taking them harder, wanting every second.
Cary’s cock swelled against my tongue. His hand tightened in my hair, jerking me forward as he groaned, “I’m there, fuck, ” His cum spilled again, hot and thick down my throat, and I swallowed without hesitation, desperate, addicted to it now. My nails dug into the sheets, my body rocking as Ron lost control too, his cock pulsing deep inside me. Heat flooded my ass, his groans harsh and unsteady against my neck.
The double release crushed me. Cum filled both ends of me, dripping, leaking, leaving me used and shaking. My scream broke free, muffled but sharp, my orgasm tearing through me at the same time. My body clamped down on Ron so hard he roared, his hips grinding against me until he was spent.
When they pulled back, the mess ran down instantly, spit, cum, sweat, all of it streaking my thighs, pooling on the sheets. I collapsed forward, cheek pressed to the mattress, body trembling.
Ron’s hand stroked down my spine, calmer now, firm but gentle. “Look at you.”
I turned my head, meeting his eyes. His expression wasn’t cruel. It was proud, dark, claiming. Cary stood beside the bed, watching me with the same hunger he’d had from the first night.
I licked my lips, tasting them both, and whispered hoarsely, “I can’t go back now.”
Ron leaned close, his mouth at my ear. “Good. You don’t have to.”
I lay sprawled on the bed, every muscle trembling, the sheets damp under me. My chest rose and fell hard, sweat cooling on my skin, cum dripping warm between my thighs and down the back of my legs. I should have felt used, humiliated, broken. Instead, all I could think about was how much I wanted it again.
Ron sat on the edge of the mattress, his hand resting heavy on my hip. Not cruel, not soft either, just steady, claiming. Cary stood near the window, shirtless, jeans hanging low on his hips, his cock still half-hard. His eyes stayed locked on me, drinking in every detail of how I looked.
I shifted, groaning as more of their mess slid out of me. My thighs rubbed wet against each other. “I don’t even know who I am anymore,” I admitted, my voice low.
Ron leaned down, brushing his lips close to my ear without kissing me. “You’re mine. And you’re his when I say. That’s who you are.”
I closed my eyes, the truth of it cutting deep. He wasn’t wrong. I wasn’t just his wife anymore. I was the woman who opened her mouth for his friend, who bent over and spread herself because he told me to, who swallowed and took everything without stopping. And I liked it. No, I needed it.
Cary stepped closer, crouching beside the bed. His hand trailed along my shin, up over my knee, until his fingers hovered just above the mess between my legs. He didn’t touch yet. His voice was steady, almost cautious. “And you’re the woman who begs for more even when she’s full.”
My breath caught. He saw me exactly as I was, not pretending, not faking. He knew what Ron had made me into, and he wanted it too.
Ron’s thumb stroked slow circles over my hip bone, grounding me. “Tell him what you realized tonight.”
I swallowed hard, my throat still raw. My eyes flicked between them, my voice breaking but honest. “That I’m this. I’m not just your wife anymore. I’m the woman you share. The woman who lets both of you use me until I can’t breathe. And I don’t hate it. I love it.”
Ron’s hand tightened on me, approval in the pressure. Cary’s eyes darkened, his fingers finally sliding through the wet mess, smearing it over my swollen lips. I gasped, my hips twitching toward his touch.
“That’s who you are,” Ron said, voice low but certain.
Cary slipped two fingers inside me with no resistance, the slide easy and obscene. “And now she knows it.”
My moan came raw, helpless, my head tilting back against the pillow. For the first time, I didn’t fight what that meant. I wasn’t just cheating, or pretending, or playing a role Ron had set up. I was choosing it now. I was the wife who belonged to both of them.
Cary’s fingers moved inside me slow, deliberate, curling in ways that made my hips lift without permission. My mind screamed to stop, to pull away, to close my legs and catch my breath. But my body betrayed me. My thighs parted wider, my stomach tightened, my nipples hardened against the sheets. Every nerve told me not to resist.
Ron leaned back against the headboard, jeans shoved low, his cock still thick from everything before. He watched calmly, arms loose at his sides, like this was exactly what he’d planned all along. “See how her body answers for her?” he said to Cary.
I shook my head weakly. “No, ”
“Yes,” Ron cut me off, his tone sharp. “Look at yourself. You’re dripping down his hand and begging without saying a word.”
Cary pressed deeper, spreading his fingers, dragging wet sounds from between my legs. “She’s clenching around me like she’s already close again.”
I turned my face into the pillow, shame and heat twisting in my chest. I didn’t want to admit it out loud, didn’t want to put words to how badly I needed more. My body screamed the truth anyway, hips rocking into Cary’s hand, my thighs shaking, my breath coming faster.
Ron’s hand closed around my wrist, pulling it down. He placed it on my stomach, right where Cary’s fingers pressed from inside. “Feel that? That’s your body telling the truth. You can’t lie to yourself anymore.”
My palm pressed against the firmness in my own belly, feeling the movement of Cary’s fingers inside me. The sensation made me gasp, my nails digging into my skin. I wanted to deny it, but the wet pulse between my legs betrayed me.
Cary leaned close, his breath hot on my cheek. “Your body’s already chosen, hasn’t it?”
I squeezed my eyes shut, my voice cracking. “Yes.”
Ron’s jaw flexed, his voice low but certain. “Say what it chose.”
My throat tightened. My words came shaky but clear. “You. Both of you.”
Cary groaned softly, pushing his fingers deeper, curling them hard. I cried out, my body jerking, pleasure tearing through me. My mind fought to call it wrong, but my body screamed louder, wet, trembling, clenching down on every push.
Ron stroked his cock lazily as he watched me come apart again. “That’s the truth. And you love it.”
I nodded helplessly, tears wet on my cheeks. “I love it.”
Cary pulled his fingers out slow, coated thick, and held them up in the dim light. My juice dripped down his knuckles, obscene and undeniable. He brought them to my lips. My tongue darted out before I could stop myself, tasting the mess I’d made.
Ron smirked. “Her body wins every time.”
And he was right.
I stayed on my back, chest heaving, legs still parted. My skin was hot everywhere Cary’s hands had touched, hot between my thighs, sweat cooling on my stomach. Ron hadn’t moved from the headboard, stroking himself slow, watching me with that steady, unreadable stare. Cary sat on the edge of the mattress, his fingers still wet, his eyes locked on me like he was waiting for me to say something.
For the first time, the silence pressed heavier than the touch. I realized it wasn’t pretend anymore. Not an experiment, not a one-night dare. My husband had given me away and taken me back in the same breath. And I had begged for it.
I turned my head toward Ron, my voice shaky. “Is this who I am now? With you watching me like this, telling me what to do?”
Ron’s hand tightened on his cock, his jaw flexing. “It’s who you’ve always been. You just stopped fighting it.”
My stomach twisted, shame and arousal burning together. He was right. I’d fought it at first, telling myself it was just pretend, just a game. But tonight proved the lie. My body had made the choice before my mind could keep up. And the worst part was that I loved the way they looked at me now: hungry, proud, certain.
Cary leaned down, his lips brushing my knee. “Does it scare you?” he asked quietly.
I swallowed hard, staring up at the ceiling. “Yes. But I don’t want to stop.”
Ron’s voice came sharper, cutting through the air. “Because you finally see what it means to belong to me, and to him when I allow it.”
His words sank deep. My thighs trembled as if my body wanted to answer before I could. Cary’s hand slid up the inside of my leg, slow, deliberate, stopping just shy of where I was still open and messy. The heat of his palm made me gasp, my hips tilting toward him against my will.
My mind screamed that I should pull back, close my legs, cover myself. But my body betrayed me again, soaking, aching, begging for more. I pressed my lips together, holding in a moan.
Ron saw it instantly. “Your body doesn’t lie. It’s telling you what you are now.”
I turned my face toward him, eyes burning. “And what am I?”
His smirk was dark, certain. “A wife who gets fucked by her husband’s friend while I watch. A wife who takes it because she loves it.”
My chest rose faster, my breath ragged. Cary’s fingers pressed firmer against me, not inside yet, just holding there, waiting. The tension coiled so tight I thought I might break.
And in that moment, I admitted it to myself fully, I wasn’t just playing the role anymore. I wanted this. I wanted them.
Ron leaned forward, voice low and final. “Then show us again.”
Cary slid his fingers inside me, slow and deep, and my back arched off the bed before I could even think to resist.
Cary’s fingers slid deep, curling just right, dragging a sharp cry out of me before I could stop it. My hand flew to his wrist, not to push him away, but to hold him there. His eyes stayed locked on mine, reading every twitch of my face.
“You see?” he said to Ron. “Her body’s begging.”
Ron’s smirk was calm, steady. He stroked himself harder now, his cock heavy in his hand. “Begging’s not enough. Make her say it.”
Cary pressed deeper, his thumb circling over me. “Say it.”
I bit down hard on my lip, shaking my head. But my hips betrayed me, rolling against his hand, chasing more.
Ron’s voice sharpened. “Don’t fight me, Crys. Not after tonight.”
Tears pricked at my eyes, not from pain, but from knowing he was right. My voice broke when I finally said it. “I want it.”
Cary’s grin was quick, satisfied. “Want what?”
“You,” I gasped, my nails digging into the sheets. “Both of you.”
Ron groaned low, his pace quickening on himself. “That’s my girl.”
Cary pulled his fingers out, glistening, strings of wetness stretching between us. He pushed them into my mouth, and I sucked them clean, tasting myself, tasting the truth of what I’d just admitted. My thighs squeezed together, desperate, needy, but he shoved them apart again with his knee.
Ron stood and came closer, towering at the edge of the bed. His cock hovered above me, hard and leaking, the heat of it undeniable. “Open wide again.”
I obeyed, parting my lips. He fed himself into my mouth, slow, making me take every inch. My throat stretched, tears slipping free down my temples as he filled me. I moaned around him, my chest rising sharp with each breath.
Cary slid lower, between my legs now, his tongue replacing his fingers. The wet drag of him against me made me choke around Ron’s cock instantly. My body arched, pinned between them, nowhere to go, nothing to do but take it.
“Good,” Ron muttered above me, his hand tangled in my hair. “That’s how I want to see you, my wife stretched open for both of us.”
Cary’s tongue flicked harder, his hands spreading my thighs wide. I broke into muffled cries around Ron, my body bucking uncontrollably. Every nerve screamed, every inch alive, torn between the shame of admitting what I was and the raw truth of how much I loved it.
Ron pulled out, strings connecting us. He tapped his cock against my lips, smearing me with it. “She’s ready for more,” he told Cary.
Cary looked up from between my legs, his chin wet. “She’s beyond ready.”
I panted, my voice hoarse. “Please.”
Ron smirked, sliding down behind me again, lining himself up. Cary crawled over me, his cock heavy against my stomach.
Ron’s voice came low, final. “Both of us. At once. Now.”
Ron’s hands spread me wide from behind, his cock pressing firm against my ass, steady and unyielding. Cary knelt over me, his weight braced on one arm, his other hand guiding his cock to my entrance. Both of them hovered at once, poised, waiting. My body trembled under the pressure of what was about to happen.
Ron’s voice came low in my ear. “You feel this? You’re about to take us both.”
A whimper broke from my throat. My mind screamed no, but my body arched up, begging yes.
Cary stroked the head of his cock against me, smearing through the mess. “She’s soaked. She can handle it.”
Ron’s grip tightened on my hips. “She’ll handle whatever I give her.”
I gasped, torn between fear and heat. “Please.”
Ron leaned closer, his breath hot against my cheek. “Please what?”
My voice cracked. “Please, both of you.”
That was all they needed. Cary pushed forward, sliding inside me with one slow thrust, stretching me full, deep, until my cry echoed against his chest. My walls clamped around him, already pulsing. Before I could adjust, Ron pressed harder from behind, forcing past resistance inch by inch. The burn was sharp, unbearable for a second, then everything gave way, my body opening, both of them filling me at once.
“Fuck,” Cary groaned, his head dropping against my shoulder. “She’s gripping me so tight.”
Ron growled, his cock sinking deeper into my ass until his hips slammed against mine. “And I’m not letting her go.”
The pressure was overwhelming, Cary stretching me from the front, Ron from behind, both moving slow at first, in sync. My scream broke raw, muffled against Cary’s shoulder, spit wetting his skin as I bit down. My arms shook, my nails clawing at the sheets.
Ron’s thrusts grew sharper, his voice ragged. “Take it. Take both of us like the wife you are.”
Cary’s hand gripped my breast, twisting my nipple until I gasped. “Tell him how good it feels.”
I shook my head, tears stinging my eyes. “I can’t, ”
“You can,” Ron snapped, slamming deep, forcing the words out of me.
My voice cracked, high and desperate. “It feels so good. Too good.”
Both groaned at once, their pace quickening, driving me harder into the mattress. Every thrust made my body convulse, my mind breaking under the intensity. I wasn’t just their wife or their secret anymore. I was open, ruined, completely theirs.
Ron’s hand slid up my spine, gripping the back of my neck. “Say who you belong to.”
My body clenched, orgasm tearing through me before I could fight it. My scream broke the air. “To you! Both of you!”
Their cocks swelled inside me at once, both pounding harder, filling me from both ends until I collapsed, sobbing into the sheets, my body stretched and alive.
Cary’s thrusts grew ragged, his cock twitching deep inside me. Ron slammed harder from behind, his groans rough in my ear, his grip bruising my hips. My body was caught between them, stretched to breaking, every nerve on fire.
“She’s pulling me so tight,” Cary gasped, his chest wet with sweat against mine.
Ron’s voice came sharp, desperate. “Don’t pull out. Fill her.”
My cry broke high and raw as Cary buried himself to the base, his cock swelling, hot pulses spilling deep inside me. His groan filled the room, his body shaking against mine. The rush of heat sent me spiraling again, my walls clamping down around him.
At the same moment, Ron shoved deep into my ass, grinding against me hard. “Take it,” he growled, his voice breaking. His cock throbbed violently, spurting thick inside me, filling me until I couldn’t hold it. The double heat burned, mixing, spilling out around them both.
I collapsed into the mattress, sobbing through the release, my body convulsing uncontrollably. Cum dripped down my thighs, leaked from both holes, soaking the sheets beneath me. My hair clung damp to my face, my chest heaving with every breath.
Cary stayed buried inside me, twitching with the last of his release, while Ron ground himself deeper from behind, milking every drop. My body shook between them, too sensitive, too full, but I couldn’t stop moaning.
When they finally stilled, both pulled out slowly at the same time. The slide was wet, obscene, strings connecting us until they broke. The mess gushed out immediately, running down my ass, pooling under me.
Ron crouched, spreading me with both hands, watching it all leak. His voice was low, approving. “Look at the mess you’re keeping for us.”
Cary lay back against the headboard, his chest rising hard, his cock still wet and glistening. His eyes dragged over me, softer now but no less hungry. “She’s wasted.”
Ron smirked. “She’s ours.”
I rolled onto my side, trembling, my thighs sticking together from the mess. My lips parted, but no words came at first. Finally, my voice broke out in a whisper. “I’ve never felt like this.”
Ron leaned over me, brushing his knuckles along my cheek. “Because you’ve never stopped pretending until now.”
Cary reached out, his fingers stroking down my shin, grounding me. “And now you know what it means.”
I looked between them, my chest tight, tears still wet on my face. Shame and need twisted together, but my body answered before I could. I opened my legs again, exposing the mess still dripping out, silent invitation.
Ron’s eyes darkened, his hand closing around my ankle. “See? She’s not finished.”
Cary’s cock stirred again, half-hard already, his gaze locked on me. “Not even close.”
Ron pulled me upright, guiding me onto his lap. His cock was still hard, wet with the mix of all three of us. He pressed me down onto him, slow, steady, filling me again. I gasped, gripping his shoulders, my body raw and aching but hungry.
“Ride me,” he said, his voice low, commanding.
I moved, hips rolling, each drag pulling the mess up and down his shaft. Cum spilled over his thighs, down mine, soaking the sheets further. My nails dug into his chest, my moans breaking sharp with every stroke.
Cary moved closer, standing at the edge of the bed, his cock stiffening again as he stroked himself. His eyes stayed on me, dark and intent. “She’s beautiful like this,” he muttered.
Ron smirked, his hands firm on my waist, guiding my rhythm. “She’s mine like this. Always.”
The words cut through me. I should have been ashamed, hearing my husband claim me while his friend watched, while his friend touched himself. But all I felt was heat, deep, raw, undeniable. My body answered with harder rolls, chasing every inch of him inside me.
Cary leaned in, brushing his cock against my lips. I opened, still riding Ron, and took him into my mouth. The angle forced me to moan around him, the vibration pulling a groan from his chest.
Ron’s voice was harsh, breath ragged. “That’s it. Take him while you fuck me.”
I bobbed my head, mouth full of Cary’s shaft, while my hips rode Ron harder. My body convulsed, wet, messy, trembling with need. I was stretched, stuffed, completely theirs again, and every part of me loved it.
Cary hissed, his hand gripping my hair. “She’s gonna make me cum again.”
Ron thrust up into me, his jaw tight. “Then give it to her. She can take it.”
Cary groaned, thick spurts spilling into my mouth. I swallowed greedily, my throat working while I rode Ron faster. His cock swelled inside me, my walls clenching, pulling at him.
My scream broke around Cary’s shaft as Ron’s release hit, hot pulses deep inside me. He groaned loud, gripping me down onto him hard as he emptied. I shook violently, my orgasm tearing through me, body jerking uncontrollably.
When Cary pulled free, the taste lingered on my tongue, the mess smeared down my chin. Ron eased me back against his chest, still inside me, his arms holding me tight.
“You’re ours now,” he whispered in my ear, voice low but certain.
I nodded weakly, my body ruined, my heart pounding. The truth settled heavy and sweet, I wasn’t pretending anymore. I was the wife who opened herself for both, the woman who loved being claimed this way. And there was no going back.
Morning light cut across the sheets, the smell of sex still heavy in the room. My body ached everywhere, between my thighs, along my ribs where Ron had held me down, across my scalp where Cary had gripped my hair. I shifted and winced at the soreness, but the ache only made me shiver.
Ron sat on the edge of the bed, pulling on his jeans. His back was broad, his skin marked faintly where my nails had clawed. He looked over his shoulder at me, his eyes steady, proud. “You’re different now,” he said.
I pulled the sheet up to my chest, though it didn’t hide anything. “I know.”
Cary walked back in from the bathroom, damp towel slung low around his waist, his hair wet, drops trailing down his chest. His eyes flicked to me instantly, scanning me stretched on the bed, bare and still sticky from the night. He smirked softly. “And she knows she wants more.”
Heat rushed through me, shame fighting against truth. My body still pulsed from everything they’d done, and even sore as I was, I felt myself swell at the thought of them again. I hated that they could see it in my eyes. I hated it more that they were right.
Ron zipped his jeans, then leaned down, his lips brushing my ear. “No more pretending. You belong to me, and when I say, to him too.”
Cary came closer, kneeling at the bedside, his hand brushing my ankle. “She belongs to both of us now. Don’t you?”
I swallowed hard, staring up at them both. My body answered before my voice could, my legs parted under the sheet, a wet ache still spilling down my thighs. Ron’s eyes darkened. Cary’s grin widened.
“Yes,” I whispered.
Ron straightened, satisfied. Cary’s hand slid higher, teasing the inside of my calf before pulling back, leaving the promise hanging.
Ron picked up his phone from the nightstand, tapped a quick message, then showed it to me. Tonight again? Cary’s name sat at the top of the screen.
My breath caught. “You already . . . ”
“I already decided,” Ron interrupted, his tone sharp but calm. “And you already know you’ll be ready.”
Cary leaned in, his lips brushing mine for just a second, enough to taste the faint salt of his skin. “Tonight works.”
My chest tightened, my body betraying me again with the rush of heat pooling low. I couldn’t deny it anymore. I wasn’t just a wife sneaking into something reckless. I was the wife who opened herself fully, who let her husband give her away, who wanted both men claiming her over and over.
Ron tucked his phone into his pocket, smirking. “Then it’s settled.”
Cary stood, his towel falling lower as he reached for his shirt. “We’ll see how much more she can take.”
I lay back, trembling, the sheet slipping down, exposing my breasts. My body throbbed with soreness and need all at once. Tonight couldn’t come soon enough.




Chapter 6

The knock came and I froze. Ron opened the door and Rory walked in with a bottle in his hand. His eyes went to me first.
“You look good,” he said.
I adjusted the strap of my dress. “Wine’s open.”
He came close, brushed against me when he reached for the glasses. My hand slipped on the stem and he steadied it, fingers closing over mine for longer than they should have. He poured, handed me the glass, and left his hand at my side like it belonged there.
Ron leaned on the counter. Watching. Arms crossed.
Rory picked up a grape, pressed it to my lips. I laughed, opened my mouth, and he grinned. His hand rested on my hip while I chewed.
Ron shifted, let out a small sound through his nose.
I glanced at him. “What?”
“Nothing.” He looked away. “Feels different tonight.”
Rory frowned. “Different how?”
Ron shook his head, like he didn’t want to say more. “I don’t know. Just not the same.”
I felt Rory’s hand slide away from me. My glass rattled against the counter when I set it down.
“Do you not want . . . ” I started.
“I didn’t say that.” Ron cut in too quickly. He took a sip, set the glass down hard. “I just don’t know what I thought it would be. Not this.”
No one spoke. The pan bubbled on the stove.
Rory finally said, “Is it me?”
Ron gave a short laugh, no smile with it. “It’s not that simple.”
I didn’t move. Rory put his hands in his pockets. Ron’s arms folded tighter. My pulse was in my throat.
Ron spoke again after a pause. “Last night it was different. I can’t explain it.”
I swallowed. Because I felt it too.
Rory cleared his throat. “First time always hits harder. Maybe that’s all.”
Ron looked at him, then at me, then back at the counter. Didn’t answer.
I forced a small laugh. “We’re overthinking it.”
But nobody picked it up. We just stood there, waiting for something to shift.
Rory turned back to the stove, lifted the spoon, gave the sauce a stir. “You want me to plate this?”
“Go ahead,” Ron said. His tone was flat, but he didn’t stop watching.
I set out plates, too fast, clinking them against the counter. Rory split the food, slid one toward me, one toward Ron. He handed me a fork like it was natural, like we’d done this before.
Ron’s eyes followed the gesture. He picked up his glass instead of his fork.
We ate in short bursts of silence. Rory asked how my day had been, brushed my hand when he reached for the salt. I answered with half a smile, feeling Ron’s gaze on us the whole time.
Ron finally set his fork down. “It’s strange,” he said.
I looked up. “What is?”
“The way you two I don’t know.” He stopped, shook his head. “It’s not what I pictured.”
Rory glanced at me, then back at Ron. “Tell us what you mean.”
Ron hesitated, scratched at his jaw. “Last night, it was raw. Tonight it feels like something else.”
“Something else how?” I asked.
He didn’t answer right away. “I don’t know yet.”
Rory tried for a grin. “Guess that’s what makes it interesting.”
Ron didn’t grin back. He took another drink, then set the glass down hard enough to slosh.
The silence stretched again until I couldn’t stand it. “Are you saying you don’t want this anymore?”
“No,” Ron said quickly. “That’s not it. I just . . . ” He broke off. His eyes dropped to my plate, then lifted to Rory’s hand resting close to mine. “Maybe I didn’t know what I wanted.”
Rory’s brow furrowed. “So figure it out.”
Ron’s jaw worked, but he didn’t argue.
I took a long sip of wine. My heart was hammering. “I felt different too,” I admitted quietly. “Not bad. Just not the same.”
Rory let out a breath, sat back in his chair. “Yeah. I felt it.” He rubbed his palms on his thighs, restless. “Couldn’t tell you why.”
Ron leaned forward, elbows on the table, finally meeting my eyes. “Maybe it was because you looked like you weren’t sure.” His voice was rough. “Last night, you weren’t sure. Tonight you are.”
The words landed hard. I opened my mouth but didn’t know what to say.
Rory broke in first. “So that’s it? You liked seeing her off balance?”
Ron’s gaze flicked to him, then back to me. He didn’t answer. Not yet.
Rory leaned back, fork resting against his plate. “So you’re saying you only liked it when she looked unsure?”
Ron shook his head. “Not only. I just . . . ” He trailed, ran a hand through his hair. “It hit different. I can’t explain it.”
I set my fork down, fingers tight around the stem of my glass. “I think I know what you mean.”
Both of them looked at me. My cheeks burned. “Last night, it felt like I was doing something I shouldn’t. That’s what made it so strong. Tonight it’s like we’re . . . ” I broke off. “Like we’re supposed to be doing this.”
Rory’s eyes flicked between us. His mouth opened, then closed. He laughed once, quiet, uneasy. “Yeah. I felt that too.”
Ron’s jaw tightened. “So I’m not crazy.”
“No,” I said.
Rory tapped his fingers on the table, restless. “Maybe that’s the hook then. Not just us together. But the feeling we’re not supposed to be.”
Ron leaned back, rubbed at his jaw. “That’s closer.” He still sounded unsure.
I swallowed hard. “So what do we do with that?”
No one answered right away. The three of us sat with it, the sound of cutlery against plates the only noise.
Finally Rory said, “I don’t hate it. The idea of it being secret. Even if it’s not.”
Ron looked at him, long and searching. “You’d be all right with that?”
Rory shrugged, a grin flickering but not sticking. “I like the rush. Made my heart pound harder than anything.” He glanced at me. “Felt like I was stealing you. I didn’t know I liked that until last night.”
My face heated. I shifted in my chair. “It scared me. But I wanted it too.”
Ron stared at me, then nodded slowly, like pieces were falling into place. “So it’s not just me. It was the sneaking. The sense it could blow up.”
I nodded once. Rory exhaled.
Ron’s eyes darkened. “So maybe what I want isn’t to sit here at the table with you two. Maybe what I want is to catch you.” He paused, like he wasn’t sure he’d gone too far. “To spy. To see it like it wasn’t meant for me.”
The room went still.
I swallowed, my voice low. “And what if we liked that too?”
Rory leaned forward, elbows on his knees, studying me. “Then we try it. See if it’s real.”
Ron didn’t speak right away, but his chest rose and fell, steady. Finally he gave a single nod.
Ron’s words hung there, rough and unfinished. He didn’t take them back, but he didn’t push them forward either.
Rory leaned forward, elbows on the table. “So you want to catch us. How’s that even supposed to work if we all know about it?”
Ron’s mouth twitched. “I don’t know yet. I just know that’s what hit me last night. That sense it could be happening whether I said yes or not.” He looked down at his plate. “I didn’t expect that to be what got me.”
My chest was tight, but not with fear. It was something else. “I think I understand.”
Rory glanced at me. “Do you?”
I nodded, though my face was hot. “When you touched me last night, before Ron said anything it was different. I felt like I was doing something wrong. And that’s when it rushed through me.”
Rory’s eyes held mine. He wet his lips, then turned back to Ron. “So maybe the trick isn’t sitting here like this. Maybe it’s making it look like it’s happening behind your back.”
Ron looked up slowly. “And you’d go along with that?”
Rory shrugged. “I already did once. I didn’t know I liked it, but I did.” He gave a small grin. “Made my hands shake in a way nothing else has.”
I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “So how would we even try it?”
The three of us fell quiet, not in a stuck way, but like we were each turning it over.
Ron spoke first. “Maybe I step back. Not right here in the kitchen with you two. Maybe I’m in the other room. Or maybe I leave and come back.”
Rory scratched his jaw. “So we start while you’re gone, but you’re still close enough to see or hear?”
Ron nodded once, slow. “Something like that.”
I shifted in my chair. My voice came out smaller than I meant. “And I’d have to act like I don’t know if you’ll catch me.”
Ron’s gaze fixed on me. “Exactly.”
The word hit me low in my stomach.
Rory leaned back, thinking. “We’d have to be careful not to make it look rehearsed. Has to feel real. Slipped.”
Ron smirked faintly, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “You saying you don’t trust yourself to fake it?”
Rory shot him a look. “I’m saying the more it feels like we’re faking, the less it’ll work.”
I gripped my glass tight, pulse hammering. “So we try it small. Not the whole way. Just start with little things. Touches. Glances.”
Ron nodded again. “And I’ll be there. Close enough to catch you. Far enough to make you wonder if I saw.”
Rory gave a low laugh, nerves flickering through it. “Feels risky already.”
And the strangest part was, that was what made me want it.
Ron stood first, collected his plate, and carried it to the sink. “I’ll be in the living room,” he said over his shoulder. Not a command, not quite casual either. Just there.
I watched him go, my chest tight. Rory’s knee brushed mine under the table. Neither of us moved at first.
The sound of the faucet came from the sink, then the TV clicking on low. Ron wasn’t far, but he wasn’t watching us directly now.
Rory shifted closer, voice low. “So how does this work?”
I swallowed. “I don’t know. Start small, you said.”
His hand found mine under the table. He didn’t grab it, just slid his fingers along my palm until I curled back. The touch made my breath catch, sharper than I expected.
From the living room, Ron’s glass clinked against the table. My pulse jumped like I’d been caught.
Rory squeezed my hand once, then let go. His grin was quick, nervous. “That did something to you.”
“It did,” I whispered.
We cleared plates slowly, moving around each other in the kitchen. Rory brushed behind me once, his palm skating over my lower back like an accident. I nearly dropped the dish in my hands.
Ron’s voice drifted in from the other room. “Everything all right in there?”
“Yes,” I called back, too fast.
Rory chuckled under his breath, shaking his head. “Already feels different.”
I leaned against the counter, catching my breath. “It does.”
He looked at me then, longer, steadier. “Want to push it?”
I hesitated, then nodded.
Rory stepped close, close enough I could smell the wine on his breath. His lips brushed my cheek, soft, brief. Not hungry, stolen. My skin prickled.
The couch creaked in the other room. I jerked back, heart pounding.
Rory’s grin widened, but there was tension in it too. “Now it feels real.”
I pressed my hand to my chest, trying to slow my breathing. “Too real.”
From the doorway, Ron’s voice cut in, not angry, but rough. “Don’t stop.”
I turned. He was leaning on the frame, arms crossed, eyes on us. His face was unreadable, but he wasn’t pulling away. He was watching.
Rory’s hand found mine again, more deliberate this time. His thumb stroked over my knuckles as he looked back at Ron. “This is what you meant, isn’t it?”
Ron didn’t answer right away. Then he gave a single nod.
My stomach flipped. The game wasn’t a game anymore. It was happening.
Ron stayed leaning against the doorway, arms crossed, saying nothing more. His presence was heavy but not directing us, not stopping us either.
Rory kept my hand in his, his thumb drawing slow circles across my skin. He leaned closer, his voice pitched so low I wasn’t sure Ron could hear. “You okay?”
I nodded, but my chest was tight. “Yes.”
He lifted my hand, kissed the back of it quick, almost playful. Then he glanced sideways at Ron, like testing if it had been seen.
Ron’s jaw worked, but he didn’t move.
I felt lightheaded. The not-knowing, if Ron had caught it or if he was pretending not to, made my knees weak.
Rory leaned down, brushed his lips over my temple. This time longer. My breath shuddered out, and I gripped his arm without meaning to.
“Careful,” he whispered, though he didn’t pull away.
I turned toward him, our faces close, lips almost touching. My heart hammered.
From the doorway, Ron’s voice came rough. “Don’t let me stop you.”
I froze, heat flooding my face. Rory didn’t. He kissed me, quick, just enough to count. When he pulled back, he was grinning, but his hand trembled against mine.
Ron’s eyes narrowed, not with anger but something else. He stepped back from the doorway, out of sight, leaving us alone in the kitchen.
The shift hit me hard. My body reacted before my mind caught up, leaning into Rory, fingers clutching his shirt.
“You feel that?” he whispered.
I nodded, unable to speak.
“It’s because he’s not here. Not really.” Rory kissed me again, longer this time, his tongue sliding against mine. I gasped, clutching him closer.
The couch creaked in the other room. My whole body jerked, breaking the kiss. Rory laughed under his breath, his forehead against mine. “That rush. That’s it.”
I covered my mouth, trying to steady myself. “I can’t believe this is what he wants.”
Rory smirked, his lips brushing my ear. “I can. He wants the catch. He wants the sneak.” His voice dropped lower. “And I like it too.”
I looked at him, shocked. “You do?”
He nodded, serious now. “I didn’t think I would. But it’s different. Makes me feel like I’m stealing you right out from under him.”
My stomach clenched. Because I liked it too, the danger, the almost-being-caught.
Ron’s voice called from the living room. “Don’t stop on my account.”
My eyes widened. Rory squeezed my hand, grinning. “He caught us.”
And the truth, unspoken but heavy between us, was that we all wanted to be caught.
Rory still had my hand when Ron’s voice came again from the living room. “I might step out for a bit. Pick up another bottle. You two finish here.”
I froze, eyes darting toward the doorway.
Rory raised his brows at me, then called back, “We’ve got plenty left.”
Ron didn’t answer right away. Then: “Doesn’t matter. I’ll be back.”
We listened to the shuffle of him taking his keys, the sound of the front door opening, then closing.
Rory let out a short laugh, shaking his head. “He’s not subtle.”
My face was hot. “He wants us to think he’s gone.”
Rory leaned closer, whispering, “Then we should act like he’s gone.”
The words sent a tremor through me. He tugged me gently from the kitchen, toward the couch. My legs felt unsteady, but I followed.
We sat close, too close, like two people trying not to be seen. Rory’s arm slid along the back of the couch, then down around my shoulders. His lips brushed my hair.
“You feel it?” he asked softly.
“Yes,” I whispered. My pulse was hammering.
His hand tipped my chin up, and he kissed me slow, lingering. The sound of it, the weight of his arm, the press of his body, all of it sharper because I knew Ron was somewhere near.
Rory broke the kiss, his forehead resting against mine. “It’s better this way,” he murmured. “Feels like we’re getting away with something.”
I swallowed hard. “I like it too.”
He smiled, almost boyish, almost shy. “Never thought I’d like being the guy sneaking around. But I do.”
I kissed him again, this time letting it last. My fingers slid under his shirt, the warmth of his skin grounding me even as my nerves buzzed.
A floorboard creaked down the hall. We froze, both of us staring toward the sound.
Rory’s grin spread slow. “He never left.”
My stomach flipped. Heat flooded me. “Then we have to pretend we don’t know.”
“Exactly,” he whispered. His hand slid higher on my thigh, firm now. “Pretend he’s not there.”
I shut my eyes, kissed him harder, letting the lie settle between us, the lie that Ron wasn’t watching, when all three of us knew he was.
Rory’s hand stayed on my thigh, the heat of it spreading upward, daring me not to flinch. I kissed him again, deeper, my fingers knotting in his shirt. The living room lamp threw soft light across us, but I couldn’t stop glancing toward the hallway.
“Don’t,” Rory whispered against my mouth. “Pretend he’s not here.”
I forced myself to look only at him. His lips, his breath, his weight pressing closer. Every nerve in me screamed that we weren’t supposed to be doing this, and that was what made it impossible to stop.
Rory kissed down my jaw, his hand sliding higher. I gasped, biting it back too late.
A sound came from the hall, a faint creak, like a footstep. We froze, eyes locking, breath held.
Then Rory smirked. “He’s listening.”
My chest heaved. “We can’t . . . ”
“We can,” he cut me off, his hand squeezing my thigh harder. “That’s the point. He wants to catch us.”
I shivered. My body answered before my mouth did, leaning into him, kissing him rougher.
The front door clicked, then shut again. Ron’s voice floated in, too casual: “Back in a bit. Don’t wait up.”
Rory laughed under his breath, low and knowing. “Terrible liar.”
I clutched his shirt tighter. “He wants us to believe it.”
“Then we believe it,” Rory whispered. His lips brushed mine again, soft and conspiratorial. “We play like he’s gone.”
The words landed hard. I kissed him again, urgent, my tongue sliding against his. His hand slid under the hem of my dress, fingers pressing into bare skin. My whole body lit up, pulse wild.
“God,” he breathed, pulling back just enough to look at me. “Feels more dangerous this way.”
I nodded, shaky. “It does.”
We kissed again, long and messy, until my lips were swollen and my chest ached for air. Rory’s forehead dropped against mine. “I like it,” he said quietly. “I like feeling like I’m stealing you.”
My stomach turned over. My voice was a whisper. “And I like letting you.”
The words slipped out before I could stop them. We both went still.
From the hall, another soft creak.
Rory’s eyes flicked in that direction, then back to me. He smiled, crooked, unsettled. “He heard that.”
I shut my eyes, heart slamming, not sure if I wanted to hide or say it louder.
The sound of the floor creak faded. Then nothing. No glass, no cough, no voice from the doorway. Just the low hum of the fridge and Rory’s breathing against my cheek.
He pulled back, searching my face. “He’s gone,” he whispered.
I swallowed. “Is he?”
Rory tilted his head, listening. Silence. “Yeah. He’s hiding. Wants us to think we’ve got the place to ourselves.”
The thought made my stomach drop and heat crawl up my neck all at once. I nodded, too fast. “Then we act like it.”
Rory’s hand slid higher on my thigh, fingers skimming under the hem of my dress. I gasped and grabbed his wrist, not to stop him, just to feel the strength of it.
He grinned. “See? Different when it feels like we shouldn’t.”
I kissed him hard, pulling him closer until I was half in his lap. His hand gripped my waist, dragging me against him. The couch springs groaned under our weight.
He broke the kiss, breath rough. “You’re shaking.”
“I know.”
“Because you don’t know if he’s there.”
“Yes.” The word came out broken.
Rory kissed me again, slower, like he wanted me to feel every second of it. His palm slid up my side, under the fabric of my dress, finding bare skin. I moaned softly before I could catch myself.
We both froze, heads turning toward the hall. Nothing.
Rory’s smile returned, crooked. “He’s not going to stop us.”
I let out a shaky laugh, more nerves than humor. “That’s what scares me.”
He kissed me again, deeper, his tongue pushing past my lips. I clutched at his shoulders, pulling him closer, pressing into the heat of him. My body ached, already too far gone.
His hand cupped my breast through the thin fabric, thumb brushing over the hard peak. I gasped again, clutching his wrist, but didn’t pull away.
Rory’s mouth moved to my ear. “Say it. Tell me you like sneaking.”
My pulse hammered. I shut my eyes. “I like it.”
He groaned softly, kissing down my neck. “So do I. More than I thought I would.”
The words washed over me, dizzying. Because they were true for me too.
I tangled my fingers in his hair, tugged his mouth back to mine. The kiss turned hungry, reckless. His hands roamed over me, bolder now, and I let him.
The thought flickered once, Ron could be standing in the hall, watching everything. I shivered, the thrill sharp through me.
I kissed Rory harder. If Ron was there, if he wasn’t, it didn’t matter. All that mattered was the rush of pretending we were alone when all three of us knew better.
Rory eased me back against the cushions, his body pressing close. My dress rode up high on my thighs, and I didn’t push it down. His mouth claimed mine again, deeper, hungrier now that there was no sound of Ron in the room.
His hand slid under my dress, gripping the back of my thigh, pulling me tighter against him. I moaned into his mouth, my fingers digging into his shoulders. The couch squeaked beneath us.
“God,” he muttered between kisses. “Feels like I’m stealing you.”
My stomach flipped, heat surging. I gasped, pulling back just enough to whisper, “You are.”
The words shocked me as much as him. His eyes darkened, breath catching. “Say that again.”
I swallowed hard, trembling. “You’re stealing me.”
His groan vibrated against my lips as he kissed me rougher, his tongue pressing deep. My body arched up to meet him, need stronger than fear.
His hand slid higher, under my dress, fingers grazing the damp heat between my legs. I gasped, my whole body jolting at the touch. “Rory . . . ”
“Shh,” he whispered, his forehead pressed to mine. “He’s not here. Just us.”
But we both knew that wasn’t true. And the lie made me wetter.
I clutched his wrist, not to stop him, but to hold him there. “I shouldn’t . . . ”
“That’s why it works,” he said, his voice ragged. “Because you shouldn’t.”
I whimpered, grinding against his hand, my breath breaking. His fingers pressed firmer, stroking over the thin fabric, teasing.
“I love this,” he whispered fiercely. “I love sneaking you away from him.”
The words tore through me. My nails dug into his back as I kissed him again, desperate, reckless.
My eyes flicked once toward the hall, but there was nothing. No movement, no sound. I let the fear of being caught twist into pure want.
Rory’s lips moved down my neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. I gasped, clutching at his hair. “He’ll see that . . . ”
“Good,” Rory growled. His hand slipped under my panties, fingers sliding against heat.
I cried out, biting it back too late.
Silence from the hall.
Rory smirked against my throat. “He heard that.”
I shuddered, hips rocking against his hand. “I don’t care.”
“Liar,” he whispered, sliding one finger inside me.
I gasped, clinging to him, every nerve lit. And even as my body gave in, my mind burned with the thought, Ron could be standing just out of sight, watching everything, and that was exactly what made it unbearable not to keep going.
Rory’s fingers slid inside me, slow at first, testing. I clutched at his shoulders, teeth sunk into my lip to stifle the sounds spilling out of me.
“You’re soaking,” he whispered against my neck. “From sneaking.”
I shook my head, breathless. “From you.”
He grinned, pressed harder, curling inside me. My hips bucked, betraying me. “Say it,” he murmured. “Say it’s from sneaking.”
The word caught in my throat. My eyes darted once toward the hall, still empty, silent. I shivered, the risk prickling over my skin. “It’s from sneaking.”
His jaw tightened, eyes burning into mine. “That’s it.” He kissed me, rough and quick, then buried his face against my throat. “I love this. Love that it feels like I’m not supposed to have you.”
I gasped, arching against his hand, my nails clawing down his back. “You don’t.”
“Exactly,” he hissed. “That’s why it’s so good.”
My head fell back against the couch, the moan ripped out of me before I could catch it.
The floor creaked faintly down the hall. My stomach lurched, he was still here. Still listening.
Rory stilled, his eyes flicking up at me. “He’s there.”
“Yes.” My voice broke.
“And you still want me.”
“Yes.”
He growled low, sliding another finger inside me, pumping faster. “God, you’re sick for it. You want him to hear you cheat.”
The word landed like a brand. My whole body clenched around his hand. “Don’t . . . ”
“Say it,” he urged, his breath ragged. “Say you’re cheating right now.”
Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes from the rush of it, from the unbearable pressure between my legs. “I’m cheating,” I whispered, so faint it barely counted.
Rory’s grin twisted, hungry. “Louder.”
My chest heaved. I shut my eyes, the thrill surging through me like fire. “I’m cheating,” I said again, louder this time.
The hall stayed silent. Ron didn’t come. He didn’t stop us. That was worse, and hotter.
Rory’s thumb found my clit, circling hard. My body arched, my breath breaking into gasps I couldn’t swallow down.
“Good girl,” he whispered fiercely. “Take it. Take me like he’s not here.”
I clung to him, trembling, my voice spilling out broken. “Rory . . . oh God . . . ”
Every sound was a confession. Every thrust of his hand was proof. And somewhere in the shadows of the hall, Ron was hearing all of it.
Rory’s fingers worked faster, sliding deep, his thumb grinding circles that made my thighs shake. I clutched at his shoulders, eyes squeezed shut, every nerve burning.
“You like it,” he whispered hot against my ear. “You like cheating right under his nose.”
The word ripped through me. My hips jerked against his hand, my breath shattered. “Yes,” I gasped. “God, yes.”
He bit down on my neck, sucking hard, marking me where Ron would see. “Say it again.”
“I’m cheating,” I cried out, louder than I meant to. My back arched, my body breaking apart around his hand. The orgasm tore through me, sharp and relentless, my moans spilling raw into the quiet house.
I clawed at Rory’s shirt, trembling, my thighs clamped around his wrist as he kept working me through it. My cries echoed too loud, anyone listening would hear everything.
And Ron was listening.
The floor creaked, deliberate this time. I forced my eyes open. He stood in the doorway now, arms down at his sides, face unreadable.
I froze, panting, Rory’s hand still buried between my legs. The silence that followed was worse than being caught in the act.
Ron’s eyes swept over me, the flushed skin, the trembling legs, Rory’s hand still inside me. His jaw tightened once. Then he stepped forward.
“You said it,” he said quietly.
I blinked, dazed. “What?”
His gaze pinned me. “You said you were cheating.”
Heat burned my face. My throat closed. I couldn’t answer.
Rory shifted, pulling his hand from me, resting it on my thigh instead. “She did,” he admitted, his voice low but steady.
Ron’s eyes flicked to him, then back to me. “And you liked it.”
I swallowed hard, my whole body shaking. “Yes.”
Ron let out a breath, heavy, almost a laugh but not quite. He dragged a hand down his face. “So that’s it. That’s what it is.”
The words hung, raw and final. He sank onto the arm of the couch across from us, watching, still unsettled but no longer denying it.
Rory’s arm tightened around me. I leaned against him, my chest still heaving, the three of us caught in the thick truth that none of us could take back.
I pulled my dress down over my thighs, though it was pointless, my whole body was still trembling, damp between my legs, Rory’s heat pressed against me. Ron sat across from us, elbows on his knees, staring at the floor.
No one spoke for a long moment. My heartbeat thudded loud in my ears.
Finally Ron said, voice low, “That word. Cheating. That’s what hit me.”
I flinched. “I shouldn’t have . . . ”
“You should,” he cut me off. His gaze lifted, locking on mine. “Because it’s true. That’s what makes it work. Not just him touching you. It’s that you look like you’re sneaking behind me. That’s when I can’t stop watching.”
Rory shifted, his hand still on my thigh. “So you don’t want to sit here with us, like it’s open. You want to feel like you’re catching us.”
Ron nodded once, slow. “Yeah. I didn’t know it until just now. But yeah.”
The admission made my chest ache, not with shame but with something sharper. I leaned into Rory’s side without meaning to.
Rory stroked my leg absently, eyes on Ron. “I don’t hate that. Makes me feel like I’m taking something that’s not mine. And I liked that more than I thought I would.”
Ron’s jaw worked. He looked at me. “And you?”
My mouth was dry. “I felt it too. Last night, when you didn’t say anything right away. Tonight, when you stepped back. That’s when it . . . ” I broke off, heat flooding my face. “That’s when it got to me.”
Ron sat back, exhaled through his nose. “So we admit it then. It’s not just sex. It’s the act of sneaking. Of pretending it’s not allowed.”
The words sat between us, stark and undeniable.
Rory gave a crooked grin, though his voice stayed serious. “Then maybe that’s what we chase. Not just fucking in the same room. But making it look like she’s betraying you.”
Ron’s mouth twitched. “Not making it look like. She is.”
My stomach flipped. “Ron . . . ”
He held up a hand. “Not for real. Not in life. But here, in this house, when we play? Yeah. That’s what it is. Cheating.”
I couldn’t breathe for a second. Then I whispered, “I want that.”
Rory’s grip on my thigh tightened. “Me too.”
Ron leaned forward, eyes hard but certain now. “Then we don’t pretend this is clean. We keep it dirty. Behind my back. That’s what makes it work.”
The silence after wasn’t empty. It was agreement.
Ron rubbed his palms together, leaning forward. “If we’re going to keep doing this, it has to feel like I’m not in the room.”
Rory arched a brow. “So you’ll just leave every time?”
Ron shook his head. “Not always. Sometimes I’ll be here. Sometimes I won’t. You won’t know which.”
A shiver ran through me. “So I have to act like I don’t know if you’re watching.”
“That’s it,” Ron said.
Rory let out a breath, ran a hand through his hair. “That could work. Keeps me on edge too.”
I glanced at him. “On edge?”
He nodded, his grin quick and crooked. “Knowing you’re his wife. Knowing he could walk in any second. That’s what makes it burn.”
Ron studied him for a long beat, then looked at me. “And you?”
I licked my lips, hesitant but unable to deny it. “I liked it when I thought you’d catch me. My whole body lit up.”
Rory smirked. “Then we build around that.”
Ron sat back, tapping his thumb against his knee. “So here’s how it plays. If I say I’m going for a walk, or to the store, or whatever . . . ”
“Everyone knows what it means,” Rory cut in.
“Yeah,” Ron admitted. “But we keep the act alive. You two treat it like you’re sneaking around. Don’t wait for me to give the signal. You make the move.”
My cheeks burned. “Even if you’re still here?”
“Especially then,” Ron said. His eyes didn’t leave mine. “That’s what makes it work. You won’t know if I’m watching, or if I’ll step back in.”
The thought twisted through me, half thrill, half fear. “And if I go too far?”
Rory squeezed my thigh. “Then you’ve gone too far. That’s the fun of it.”
Ron’s mouth twitched, not quite a smile. “Just remember the line. When I say stop, you stop.”
Rory nodded. “Fair.”
I swallowed. “So we start small?”
“Touches. Kisses. Things you can get away with quick,” Ron said. “Build from there.”
Rory leaned closer to me, eyes still on Ron. “Like right now?”
Ron sat back, smirk faint but clear. “That’s the idea.”
My pulse spiked. Rory’s hand slid higher on my leg, and I didn’t push it away.
Rory shifted closer, his thigh pressing against mine. His hand slipped higher under my dress, bold in a way that made my breath hitch. He leaned in, kissed me soft, quick, the kind of kiss meant to be stolen, not savored.
Ron didn’t move. He sat back in the chair, arms resting on his knees, eyes steady on us. Not telling us to stop. Not telling us to go on.
The lack of reaction made my skin prickle. I kissed Rory again, quicker this time, like I couldn’t help myself. My hands slid up his chest, fingers curling in the fabric of his shirt.
Rory grinned against my mouth. “Feels right,” he murmured, low enough it was meant for me alone.
But Ron heard it. His jaw worked once, and he leaned back, not leaving but giving us space.
The rush hit me hard. I kissed Rory deeper, sliding into his lap, my skirt bunching high. His hands gripped my hips tight, rocking me down against him.
I gasped, breaking the kiss, eyes darting toward Ron. He was still there. Watching, silent.
Rory kissed my neck, nipping lightly. “Pretend he’s not here,” he whispered. “Pretend he’s going to catch us.”
My whole body trembled. I clutched at him, moaning quietly as his hands slid lower, squeezing. The couch creaked, loud enough to betray us.
From Ron, nothing. Just steady breathing, visible in his chest.
Rory’s hand slipped between my thighs, pressing through the thin fabric. My moan slipped out, sharp, uncontrollable. I slapped a hand over my mouth, eyes wide.
Ron shifted, sat back further into the chair. Not a word.
The silence made it worse, hotter.
Rory’s grin was fierce now, his voice rough. “You’re dripping for it. You want to be caught.”
I nodded, gasping against my hand. “Yes.”
Rory pressed harder, kissing me again, the kiss rough and messy. I kissed back, reckless, every nerve screaming.
Ron finally spoke, his voice low, almost steady. “Keep going.”
The words tore through me. Permission, but also order. I whimpered into Rory’s mouth, grinding down against his hand.
Rory groaned, clutching me closer. “This is it,” he whispered fiercely. “This is the way.”
And I believed him, because my body was already giving in, fast, desperate, knowing Ron was watching but pretending he wasn’t there at all.
Rory tugged me higher into his lap, my knees straddling him, my dress bunched up around my waist. His mouth crushed mine, urgent now, no hesitation left. I kissed him back just as hard, my body shuddering with every press of him against me.
His hand shoved my panties aside, fingers sliding in rough. I gasped, my cry muffled against his lips. My hips rolled down, greedy for more, already losing control.
From across the room came the faint scrape of Ron shifting in his chair. I froze, breath caught.
Rory’s mouth pressed to my ear. “Don’t stop. Pretend he’s not here.”
I whimpered, my body betraying me as I sank down on his fingers again, the sounds obscene in the quiet. Rory groaned, eyes locked on mine, his thumb rubbing circles that made my whole body quake.
“Take me,” he whispered. “Let me fuck you while he watches.”
My chest heaved. “We can’t . . . ”
“We already are.”
His other hand fumbled at his jeans, unzipping, pulling himself free. The sight made my stomach clench, thick, hard, pressing against me as if nothing else mattered.
He yanked my panties down to my knees, not bothering to take them off. “Now,” he growled.
I hovered over him, shaking, the line about to be crossed again.
Then I sank down, gasping as he filled me in one long, desperate thrust.
The sound of it, my cry, his groan, the slap of skin, ripped through the room. My head fell back, my hands clutching his shoulders as I took him deep.
“Fuck,” he gritted, holding my hips, thrusting up into me hard. “Feels even better when we’re sneaking.”
I rode him, wild now, my moans spilling out no matter how I tried to bite them back.
Across the room, Ron’s breathing grew louder. Still he said nothing, his silence more damning than words.
Rory kissed me rough, biting my lip. “Say it,” he demanded. “Say you’re cheating.”
Tears stung my eyes from the intensity, from the way my body clenched around him. “I’m cheating,” I gasped. “I’m cheating on him with you.”
Rory groaned, burying his face in my neck as he drove harder. My orgasm tore through me, raw and shaking, my cry loud enough to fill the house.
And Ron sat there, watching, letting it happen.
I collapsed against Rory’s chest, my body still trembling around him. His arms wrapped tight around me, holding me steady as his own breath came rough against my ear.
The room was too quiet after, the only sound our gasps and the faint hum of the fridge down the hall. My skin prickled. I couldn’t bring myself to look toward Ron, not yet.
Then his voice cut through, steady but low. “You said it again.”
I flinched, burying my face against Rory’s neck.
Ron didn’t raise his voice, but it carried. “You said you’re cheating. Twice. And you meant it.”
Rory’s hand rubbed slow up my back. He looked over my shoulder, meeting Ron’s eyes. “She meant it because that’s what you wanted. That’s what this is.”
Ron leaned back in the chair, his arms folded across his chest. “Don’t put it all on me. She said it because she wanted to. I saw it in her face.”
My throat tightened. I lifted my head finally, still pressed against Rory but forcing myself to look at Ron. “I don’t know what I wanted. I just . . . ” My voice broke. “It felt real. Too real.”
Ron studied me, his jaw tense. “That’s the point. If it doesn’t feel real, it’s nothing. If it doesn’t make you sick with guilt and want all at once, then it’s not worth it.”
Rory swore under his breath, shaking his head like he was trying to process. “So you’re saying the turn-on isn’t just her with me. It’s her looking like she’s betraying you.”
Ron’s mouth twitched, not quite a smile. “Not looking. Doing.”
The word landed heavy, settling between us.
I shivered, my body still wrapped around Rory, my insides fluttering at the starkness of it. “But if I’m really doing it, why aren’t you stopping me?”
Ron’s eyes pinned me. “Because I don’t want to stop you. I want to see how far you’ll go when you think you shouldn’t.”
The room pulsed with silence again. Rory’s grip on me tightened. His voice was rough when he spoke. “Then what now? We keep pushing it? Sneaking, saying it, making her confess while you what? Watch from the dark?”
Ron’s answer came after a long pause. “Exactly that. We let it play out. But from now on, it’s not about me giving her away. It’s about me catching her in the act.”
My breath shook. Rory kissed my temple once, a steadying gesture that only made it worse. Because Ron was right, I hadn’t just been playing. I had been cheating, and that was why my body still ached with hunger even as shame curled through me.
Ron stood finally, pushing back the chair. The sound made me jolt, still perched in Rory’s lap. He didn’t say anything at first, just looked at us, my dress hiked up, Rory still inside me, my skin blotched red from climax.
Then he exhaled slow. “I’m going upstairs.”
My chest tightened. “Ron . . . ”
He raised a hand. “Don’t. Don’t ask me what I’m doing. Just play it like you don’t know.”
Rory’s eyes followed him, tense, until Ron’s footsteps faded on the stairs. The creak of each step was too loud. A door closed overhead.
Silence pressed down.
I shifted in Rory’s lap, my breath shaky. “Do we keep going?”
Rory gave a short laugh, uncertain but hungry. “Feels wrong to stop now.”
I swallowed, heart hammering. “Feels wrong to keep going too.”
“That’s the point,” he murmured, brushing a thumb over my cheek. “Feels like we’re sneaking.”
The word jolted through me. I kissed him again, desperate, clutching at his shoulders. His hands slid under me, gripping my ass as he thrust up into me once more.
I gasped, the sound too loud in the empty house. We froze, listening. Nothing from upstairs.
“He hears this,” Rory whispered, moving inside me again, slow and deep. “He knows exactly what we’re doing.”
My moan tore out of me, sharp, uncontainable. “God . . . ”
Rory’s grin was feral. “That’s it. That’s what he wanted.”
I clung to him, trembling, riding him with shaky thrusts. Every creak of the couch sounded like a shout, every slap of skin like a signal.
“He’ll come down,” I gasped.
“Maybe.” Rory’s breath caught as he drove into me harder. “Or maybe he’ll just sit up there and listen to every second.”
The thought spun me out, heat flooding my core. I kissed him hard, muffling my cries against his mouth.
But when I pulled back, panting, I couldn’t help it, I looked toward the stairs. Nothing. No movement.
It was worse that way.
Because now it was on us to keep going, to act like true cheaters, pretending Ron wasn’t just a few steps away, waiting to catch us in the act.
Rory pulled me tighter into his lap, his thrusts sharper now, couch springs squeaking beneath us. I bit into his shoulder to muffle the noise, my body jerking with each movement.
“Quiet,” he hissed against my ear, though he was grinning. “You don’t want him coming down, do you?”
The warning only made me moan harder. I slapped a hand over my mouth, eyes wild, every nerve alive with the fear of being overheard.
Rory groaned low, driving up into me. “God, you’re so wet. He’s up there, and you’re dripping for me.”
I whimpered against my palm, thighs quaking. “Don’t . . . ”
“You love it,” he cut me off, his hand sliding between us to rub hard at my clit. “Love sneaking behind his back.”
My whole body seized, my hips rolling helplessly. “Yes,” I gasped, too loud, my hand slipping from my mouth.
We froze. The house creaked, just the settling of wood, maybe, but it could have been footsteps. My stomach flipped.
Rory didn’t stop. He thrust again, harder, his teeth scraping my neck. “He heard that.”
I whimpered, clutching at him, torn between dread and hunger. “Oh God . . . ”
“Say it,” he demanded, his voice ragged. “Say you’re cheating right now.”
Tears pricked my eyes from the intensity, from the way my body clenched around him. “I’m cheating,” I whispered, barely audible.
“Louder.”
I squeezed my eyes shut. “I’m cheating on him with you.”
The words ripped out of me, raw and shameless. Rory groaned, thrusting deep, his hand gripping my ass as he drove me down onto him.
Upstairs, silence. The absence was unbearable, like a spotlight shining down.
I clung to Rory, shaking. “He’s listening,” I gasped.
“Good,” Rory growled. “Let him.”
I came again, sudden and hard, my cry echoing too loud in the quiet house. I collapsed against Rory’s chest, shaking, his breath harsh against my ear.
Still no sound from upstairs.
We stayed locked together, panting, the weight of what we’d just done hanging thick in the air.
Rory kissed my temple, almost tender, though his voice was still rough. “He’s making us do all the work. He wants us to admit it over and over until we can’t take it anymore.”
I shivered, still pulsing around him. “And then what?”
Rory smirked, though his eyes flicked once toward the stairs. “Then he decides when to come back.”
Rory still held me in his lap, both of us wet with sweat, my dress bunched high, my panties tangled at my knees. My pulse thudded so hard it almost drowned out the silence of the house.
I tilted my head toward the stairs again. Nothing. No creak, no door, no footsteps.
“He’s up there,” I whispered, my throat raw. “He’s waiting.”
Rory kissed my shoulder, his breath still ragged. “He’s making us stew in it. Wants us to sit here knowing he could come down any second.”
I shuddered, burying my face against his chest. “It feels worse than if he was here.”
“Worse,” Rory echoed, his hand sliding up and down my thigh slowly, grounding me. “And better. Admit it.”
I closed my eyes, shame and desire twisting in my gut. “Better,” I breathed.
We sat like that, tangled together, every shift of the couch sounding like thunder. I kept listening, waiting for Ron to break the silence, to come back and end the spell. But he didn’t.
Rory kissed the top of my head, softer this time. “Guess we found the game.”
The words made my stomach flip, because he was right. We had stumbled into something none of us had named until now. And now that it had been named, there was no going back.
I lifted my head, finally looking at him. His eyes searched mine, uncertain but lit with the same thrill that still shook me.
“He’ll come down when he wants to,” Rory murmured. “Until then we’re the ones sneaking.”
My lips parted, no answer forming. Because he was right. That’s what this had become. Not a gift. Not permission. A secret, one Ron was letting us keep, just long enough to see how far we’d take it.
I pressed my forehead to Rory’s, my chest still heaving, the scent of sweat and sex clinging to both of us. My body was sore, my heart still racing, but I couldn’t deny the truth of it anymore.
We weren’t just playing. We weren’t just trying something new. We were already deep into the thing Ron had wanted all along.
And upstairs, in the dark, he was listening.




Chapter 7

I gripped the edge of the hotel balcony rail, the metal cool under my palms. Traffic hummed below, the city lights sharp against the night sky. Cary’s hand was already under my dress, fingers brushing the lace of the panties Ron had insisted I wear. I gasped, my head tipping back, hair brushing over my shoulders.
“Careful,” I whispered, glancing toward the sliding door. The curtains were half-open. Ron sat inside in the armchair, one leg crossed, a drink in his hand. He was watching us through the glass, calm as if this was a business meeting.
Cary’s breath brushed my ear. “He wants you to be loud enough for him to hear.”
Heat flooded my chest. I shook my head, but my hips betrayed me, rolling against his touch. “Ron,” I said, louder than I meant to, turning my head toward the glass.
He raised his glass in answer, his mouth curling into a faint smirk. He tilted it toward Cary. “Keep going,” he called through the door, his voice steady.
Cary hooked his finger under the lace, dragging it aside. The air was cool, the city open beneath me, but his hand was hot, sliding where I was already wet. I choked out a sound that carried over the balcony.
“Fuck,” I gasped, clutching tighter to the rail.
Ron’s voice carried through the glass again. “Look at me when he does that.”
I turned, locking eyes with him. My chest rose hard, nipples pressing against the thin straps of my dress. Cary’s fingers curled inside me, two at once, firm and sure. My knees buckled, and he caught me by the waist, steadying me against the rail.
“You like being out here?” Cary asked, his voice low against my neck.
“Yes,” I whispered. My face burned admitting it. “Too much.”
Ron leaned forward in his chair, setting his glass on the table. “Say it louder.”
My throat tightened, but Cary’s fingers pumped faster, dragging wet sounds from me that the night air couldn’t hide. I moaned sharp, my voice carrying across the balcony. “Yes. I like it.”
The sliding door clicked open. Ron stepped outside, the city glow catching the line of his jaw, his shirt half-buttoned. He didn’t touch me right away. He just watched Cary’s hand moving inside me, the way my hips chased it. Then he bent, his mouth brushing my ear.
“Let the city hear you,” he said.
Cary crooked his fingers, pressing hard, and my cry tore out, high and unrestrained. It echoed off the buildings before I could stop it. My face buried against his shoulder, but Ron’s hand gripped my chin, pulling me back up.
“Eyes open,” he said.
I obeyed, meeting his stare while Cary’s fingers drove me higher. The humiliation of being seen, the thrill of being told to take it, twisted tight inside me. I couldn’t stop the words.
“More,” I begged, breathless. “Please, both of you.”
Cary spread me harder against the rail, his chest pressed to my back now, his hand still working inside me. My knuckles turned white on the metal. The city air whipped over my skin, cool against the heat rushing out of me.
Ron’s hand slid over my bare shoulder, his voice steady but low in my ear. “Bend forward. Let him finger you where anyone can see.”
My stomach tightened, shame and heat colliding. Cary didn’t wait for me to move, he guided me down himself, pressing between my shoulder blades until my breasts hung heavy against the rail. My dress rode up high, thin straps falling down my arms, my ass tipped out.
“Fuck, look at her,” Cary muttered. His fingers slid out, wet, then shoved back inside me hard enough to make my knees lock.
Ron’s palm landed firm on my lower back. “Wider,” he said.
I whimpered, but spread my legs, my heels scraping against the balcony tile. Cary dropped to one knee, his mouth hot against the back of my thigh, then higher, lips brushing me open before I even realized he’d moved.
“Oh god, ” My voice cracked out sharp, echoing down the street. My body jolted, grinding against his mouth.
Ron’s hand gripped my hair, yanking my face up so I had no choice but to look out over the edge. “Keep your eyes on the city,” he said. “Let them see what you sound like.”
Cary’s tongue pushed deep inside me, wet and relentless. His hands spread me wider, his thumbs pulling my lips apart. My moans came sharp, each one louder than the last, bouncing off the walls of the hotel courtyard below.
“Say what he’s doing to you,” Ron ordered.
My breath tore out ragged. “He’s eating me, fuck, he’s eating me out, ”
Cary groaned against me, the vibration making my whole body shiver. His tongue flicked harder, faster, circling until my thighs shook.
I tried to muffle the sound against my arm, but Ron’s grip twisted me back up. “No hiding,” he snapped. “Let it out.”
The pressure built fast, unbearable. My nails scraped the rail as I screamed, the orgasm tearing through me, loud, raw, echoing into the night. My hips jerked against Cary’s mouth, grinding down until I nearly collapsed.
Cary stood quick, catching me by the waist, his lips wet, his chin shining. “She’s dripping,” he said, his voice rough.
Ron stepped closer, his belt already loose. He smirked down at me. “Good. Now she’s ready for more.”
Cary pressed his cock against me through his jeans, hard and heavy against my ass. My body twitched, aching for it even as I tried to steady myself.
“Take him right here,” Ron told me, his voice like gravel. “On this rail, where the whole city could look up and know.”
Cary shoved my dress higher, bunching it around my waist. The night air hit my bare skin, cool against the heat between my thighs. His zipper tore down fast, the sound harsh in the open air. His cock pressed hot against me, heavy, ready.
Ron’s hand tightened on my hip. “Do it here. Let her take you bent over this rail.”
Cary grunted, lining himself up. His tip slid against me, wet already, smearing through my folds. I shivered, gripping the rail with both hands. My knees knocked together, trembling.
“Spread wider,” Ron said, voice calm but sharp. His hand forced my thigh out.
Cary pushed, the thick head pressing in. My cry broke out loud, sharp, bouncing across the courtyard. He sank deeper inch by inch, stretching me until my body clenched around him.
“Fuck, so tight,” Cary groaned.
Ron’s palm smacked my ass once, hard enough to sting. “Keep going. She can take it.”
Cary thrust forward, burying himself to the base. The rail bit into my hips. My moan turned into a ragged scream, high and raw. My voice carried into the night, no hiding.
Ron bent over me, his mouth close to my ear. “Say what’s happening. Right now.”
I shook my head, but Cary’s cock dragged back slow, then slammed in again, forcing the words from me. “He’s fucking me, oh god, on the balcony, ”
Cary’s hands locked on my hips, holding me steady as he pounded into me. The metal rail rattled under us, every thrust hard enough to jolt me forward.
“You hear how loud she is?” Ron called, his voice sharp with pride. “Half the city could know she’s being taken by another man.”
The humiliation twisted hot inside me. I should’ve begged to stop, but my body betrayed me, pushing back harder against Cary, chasing every thrust.
“Tell me you like it,” Ron demanded.
“Yes!” My voice cracked, too loud, echoing back at me. “I like it, ”
Cary slammed harder, his breath ragged. “She’s dripping all over me,” he muttered.
Ron gripped my hair, yanking my face up toward the dark skyline. “Cum for him out here. Make them all hear you.”
The orgasm tore through me without warning. My scream ripped the air, loud enough I was sure it carried down the street. My body convulsed, clenching hard around Cary’s cock. He groaned, thrusting rougher, chasing his own release.
“Take it,” Ron barked.
Cary buried deep and held, his cock twitching inside me as hot pulses spilled. My legs buckled, cum dripping down my thighs, my whole body shaking against the rail.
Ron grabbed my wrist and pulled me upright. My legs shook, cum dripping down the insides of my thighs, my breath still ragged. Cary zipped himself just enough to cover as he followed, but his eyes stayed locked on me, dark and greedy.
Inside, the hotel room felt too bright after the balcony. The curtains swayed open, city light spilling across the carpet. Ron shoved me toward the bed. “On your knees.”
I dropped down, the mattress dipping under my palms. My chest rose hard, nipples dragging against the sheets, still sensitive. Behind me, Cary’s zipper rasped down again, his cock springing free, wet with me, still thick and half-hard.
Ron stepped in front, undoing his belt with one slow pull. “Open for me,” he said, his voice steady but edged.
My lips parted without hesitation. His cock slid heavy across my tongue, the taste sharp, the heat immediate. My throat worked around him, every gag swallowed down.
The mattress shifted as Cary climbed up behind me. His cock pressed at my entrance, already wet from the balcony. He pushed in easy, stretching me all over again. My cry vibrated around Ron’s shaft, muffled but sharp.
“That’s it,” Ron said, his voice low and proud. “Take him while you suck me.”
Cary’s hands locked on my hips, his thrusts deep and steady. Each push drove me forward onto Ron’s cock, filling me from both ends. Saliva slid down my chin, my throat stretched, my body rocking helplessly between them.
“Listen to her,” Cary grunted, pounding harder. “She’s soaking me already.”
Ron groaned, his jaw tight, his eyes on mine. “Because this is what she is now. My wife on her knees, mouth full of me, getting fucked by another man.”
The words cut hot through my chest. I should have fought them, denied them, but my moans told the truth. My body shuddered, clenching around Cary harder, drooling around Ron’s shaft.
Ron pulled out just enough for me to gasp air. “Say it,” he ordered.
Cary slammed deep, forcing the sound out of me. “I’m, oh god, I’m your wife, fucking him, ”
Ron shoved back into my mouth, the stretch choking me again. “And you love it,” he growled.
I gagged, spit running down my chin, but nodded anyway, moaning around him as Cary drove into me rougher. My whole body convulsed between them, lost to the rhythm, used, taken, owned.
Ron pulled free of my mouth with a wet pop, his cock glistening with spit. He wiped the wetness across my cheek with the head, his voice sharp. “On your back. Now.”
Cary slid out of me slow, his cock dragging wet, leaving me trembling and empty. His hands gripped my hips as I collapsed onto the mattress. Ron shoved me down flat, grabbing my ankles and yanking them apart until my knees bent high, wide open.
“Stay like that,” he ordered.
The air hit me, cool over the mess already dripping from between my thighs. My face burned. I should have closed my legs, covered myself, but Ron’s grip on my ankles kept me spread, helpless. Cary’s eyes dragged over me, dark and hungry, his cock twitching back to full hardness.
Ron smirked at him. “Look at her. She’s begging without saying a word.”
Cary crawled over me, pressing the head of his cock against me again. The blunt push made my back arch off the bed instantly.
“Fuck,” I gasped, clawing at the sheets.
Ron leaned down, his mouth close to my ear. “Say what you want.”
My throat worked, shame choking me. But Cary shoved in harder, stretching me full, and the words broke free. “I want him, inside me, ”
Cary groaned, sinking deep with one sharp thrust. My scream filled the room, loud and raw, bouncing off the walls. My nails raked across his shoulders, holding on as he buried himself to the base.
Cary’s hips snapped against me, hard and relentless. Each thrust jolted me up the mattress, my breasts bouncing with the impact. My legs shook, wide open, the wet slap of skin echoing loud.
Ron pushed two fingers into my mouth, forcing them deep until my throat gagged again. “Suck. Show him what else you can do.”
I moaned around his fingers, my body convulsing under Cary’s thrusts. Every inch of me was used, stretched, claimed. My eyes watered, my chest rose fast, my moans spilling around Ron’s hand.
“She’s clamping down,” Cary gritted out, his pace rougher. “So wet I can’t hold back.”
Ron’s smirk sharpened. He pulled his fingers free, smeared my spit across my lips. “Not yet. She’s not finished.”
Cary groaned, teeth clenched, but kept his rhythm, pounding me deep. My screams filled the room, my back arching off the bed, every nerve on fire.
Ron crouched beside me, stroking himself slow, watching Cary’s cock slam into me. His voice cut through the air, low and commanding. “Cum again. Right now. Make him feel you lose it around him.”
Cary drove into me harder, his hips pounding against mine, the wet slap echoing in the room. My thighs trembled wide open, knees bent to my chest, his cock slamming so deep I couldn’t breathe.
Ron gripped my jaw again, forcing my eyes up to his. “Don’t you dare close your eyes. I want you to see me when you cum.”
“I, can’t, ” The words broke out sharp, my voice strangled by the pressure building fast.
“You can,” he snapped, his thumb pressing hard against my chin. “Because this is who you are now. My wife getting ruined by another man in front of me.”
Cary groaned above me, sweat dripping onto my chest as he pounded deeper. “She’s already close. I can feel her gripping me.”
My scream ripped out loud, my body convulsing. “I, oh god, I’m, ”
Ron cut me off, leaning close, his teeth grazing my ear. “Say it. Say what you are.”
The orgasm tore through me, violent and uncontrollable. My hips bucked up against Cary, clenching so tight he swore, his rhythm faltering. My scream shook the room. “I’m your wife, fucking him, ”
“Louder,” Ron growled.
“I’m your wife taking his cock!” I cried out, my voice ragged, raw, echoing in the hotel room. My body jerked hard, cunt spasming around Cary’s shaft, milking him without mercy.
Cary groaned deep, his jaw clenched. “Fuck, she’s squeezing the life out of me.”
Ron smirked, stroking himself faster, watching every thrust. “Good. Don’t stop. Make her break.”
Cary hammered into me, each stroke dragging another cry out of my throat, the orgasm stretching on and on until my vision blurred. I clawed at the sheets, my nails tearing the fabric, my chest glowing with sweat.
Ron’s hand slid down, pressing against my stomach, feeling the outline of Cary’s cock as he slammed into me. His voice dropped low, dangerous. “Look how deep he is inside you. Say you love it.”
“Yes!” I gasped, my voice breaking. “I love it, I love his cock, ”
Ron’s grin widened, dark and proud. “That’s my wife.”
Cary’s thrusts turned rougher, desperate. His face twisted as he groaned, “I’m not gonna last, she’s got me, ”
Ron’s grip on my jaw tightened. “Cum in her. Fill her up while I watch.”
Cary buried himself deep, his body jerking hard. Heat flooded inside me in sharp pulses, thick and heavy, spilling deep until it dripped down my ass. He groaned raw, his cock twitching, hips grinding against me as my walls clamped tight around him.
My scream ripped out again, my second orgasm crashing on the heels of the first, my body convulsing under both men’s grip. Sweat, cum, spit, all of it coated me, soaking the sheets.
Ron stroked his cock harder, watching me break apart. His voice came low, proud, certain. “That’s what you are now. Mine. And his when I say.”
Cary stayed buried deep, his cock still twitching inside me, his chest heaving above mine. Sweat dripped from his temple onto my breast. He hadn’t pulled back yet, his weight heavy, his cock thick and hardening again in the mess he’d just left inside me.
Ron crouched low beside the bed, stroking himself with slow, deliberate pulls. His eyes stayed on the stretch between my legs where Cary filled me. “Stay inside her,” he told him. “She’s not finished.”
Cary groaned, grinding his hips against mine, making me gasp. “She’s clamping down already. She wants it again.”
Ron smirked, then shifted closer, his cock hovering over my mouth. His hand gripped my chin, wet with sweat. “Open. Take me while he fucks you.”
My lips parted automatically. He slid in deep, the taste sharp, the heat immediate. My throat stretched, gagging once before adjusting.
“That’s it,” Ron muttered, his hand tightening in my hair. “My wife, mouth full of me, cunt full of him.”
Cary started to move again, slow at first, then harder, his cock dragging wet inside me. Each thrust shoved me higher on the bed, forcing Ron’s cock deeper down my throat. My moans vibrated around him, muffled but desperate.
“Listen to her,” Cary grunted, pounding harder now. “She’s dripping everywhere.”
Ron groaned, his eyes locked on mine. “Because she loves this. Don’t you?”
I choked on his cock, tears pricking my eyes, but nodded, moaning around him as Cary hammered into me. The sounds filled the room, wet slaps, muffled gags, both men’s groans.
Ron pulled out just enough for me to gasp air. “Say it.”
Cary slammed deep, making me cry out. “I love it! I love being filled, ”
Ron shoved back into my mouth, cutting me off, fucking my throat in rhythm with Cary’s cock pounding into me from below. My body shook, stretched and used from both ends, sweat cooling on my skin.
Cary’s thrusts turned brutal, his groans sharp. His hands clamped my thighs, spreading me wider, slamming me down onto him. My orgasm built again, sharp and unstoppable, every nerve screaming.
Ron yanked my head back by my hair, his cock still buried deep in my mouth. “Cum on his cock right now. Let me watch you break again.”
The command tore me apart. My body convulsed, cunt spasming around Cary as I screamed into Ron’s shaft. Cum spilled hot inside me again as Cary groaned, pumping rough through my release, filling me until it leaked down my ass.
Ron moaned above me, his cock twitching against my tongue, his strokes harder, faster, merciless. “She’s mine, and I make her give herself to him,” he snarled.
Ron gripped my hair tighter, his cock sliding heavy over my tongue, hitting the back of my throat with every thrust. My jaw ached, spit smeared down my chin, but I couldn’t stop moaning around him. Cary’s hips slammed up into me at the same time, his cock deep inside my cunt, his sweat dripping onto my chest.
“Look at me,” Ron growled, yanking my head back so his shaft stretched my mouth wide. His eyes burned into mine. “Take every drop when I give it to you.”
Cary groaned, grinding deep, his cock twitching inside me. “She’s still milking me. Fuck, she won’t let go.”
My nails clawed at the sheets, my body trembling, stretched and filled, my throat gagging around Ron’s thrusts while my cunt squeezed tight around Cary’s shaft. The wet sounds of it all filled the room, obscene and endless.
Ron’s jaw tightened, his strokes harder, faster, relentless. “Open wider. I’m going to finish down your throat while he’s still inside you.”
I whimpered, the sound muffled, but obeyed, relaxing my jaw as much as I could. His cock swelled against my tongue, the heat building.
“Now,” he snapped, holding my head down. His cock pulsed, spurts flooding straight down my throat. Hot, thick, choking me until I swallowed desperately around him.
“Fuck, yes,” he groaned, grinding his hips against my face, pumping more inside me, filling me until I gagged and coughed around the flood. Spit and cum spilled from the corners of my lips, running down my chin and onto my chest.
Cary groaned low, still buried to the base, his cock twitching again inside me. “She’s squeezing me so hard it’s like she’s cumming with you.”
I moaned around Ron’s cock, my body convulsing, another orgasm ripping through me without warning. My scream was muffled, throat full, cunt clenching violently around Cary as his hips jerked rough against mine. More cum spilled from him, hot and deep, mixing with the mess already leaking down my ass.
Ron finally pulled back, strings of spit and cum connecting my lips to the head of his cock. He stroked the last drops onto my tongue, smearing the mess across my lips with the tip. “Swallow it all. Show him who owns your mouth.”
I swallowed, throat raw, my chest rising hard, spit and seed dripping down my chin. My voice broke when I whispered, “Yours.”
Ron smirked, stroking himself lazily, satisfied. Cary groaned above me, still grinding deep, his cock softening but not pulling out, his seed leaking hot between us.
“Perfect,” Ron muttered, brushing my hair off my wet face. “Filled by him, fed by me. Exactly how I want you.”
Cary finally slipped out of me with a wet drag, his cock softening as his cum leaked thick between my thighs. I groaned, rolling onto my side, the sheets damp and sticking to my skin. Ron tugged me up by the arm. “Shower. You’re a mess.”
My legs shook as I stood, cum running down to my knees. Cary grabbed his jeans but didn’t bother zipping them, just followed us toward the bathroom. The tile was cool under my bare feet, the light brighter, harsher than the bedroom.
Ron turned on the shower, steam rising quick. “Get in,” he ordered.
I stepped under the spray, hot water rushing down over my chest, rinsing away the stickiness. Cary leaned against the doorframe, smirking, watching the water bead and run off my skin. Ron stayed close, his shirt half-buttoned, his cock still hanging thick between his open jeans.
“Christ,” Cary muttered, lowering his voice, “she nearly screamed the hotel down out there.”
Heat rushed to my face. “I did not.”
Ron snorted, shaking his head. “You did. Half the street probably heard you begging for it.”
I shoved at his chest, laughing, the water splashing off my arms. “Stop. Someone might hear you.”
Cary grinned wider, stepping into the bathroom and lowering his voice to a hushed rasp. “She’s worried now, but five minutes ago she was shouting she loved my cock.”
“Cary!” I hissed, covering my face with both hands. My laugh broke out anyway, high and nervous.
Ron chuckled, leaning against the counter. “She’s not denying it.”
I peeked through my fingers at them both, my stomach twisting with embarrassment and heat. “Because you two made me say it.”
“You meant it,” Ron shot back, smirking. His voice dropped quieter, closer to my ear. “Didn’t you?”
The water roared around me, but the silence between us was louder. I swallowed, then laughed again, covering my mouth. “Yes. I meant it. Now hush.”
Cary grinned, shaking his head. “Unbelievable. She’s dripping down her legs, moaning my name, and now she’s worried about hotel neighbors.”
I grabbed the bar of soap and tossed it at him, hitting his chest. He caught it, laughing, then set it back down. Ron’s chuckle was lower, darker, his eyes still sharp on me.
“This is just the start,” he said, voice quiet but certain.
I shivered under the spray, wiping the water from my face. “You’re both insane.”
Ron bent close, his lips brushing my wet hair. “Maybe. But you’re with us.”
Cary nodded, still grinning as he leaned in the doorway, lowering his voice until it was almost a whisper. “And she loves it.”
My laugh cracked out again, sharp, guilty, undeniable. “Shut up.”
The steam thickened fast, fogging the mirror behind Ron. Water poured down my hair, plastering it to my shoulders. Cary finally stepped closer, bare chest damp from the humid air, his jeans half undone and hanging low on his hips.
“You missed a spot,” he said, smirking as he reached past me for the soap. His fingers brushed over my hip deliberately.
I swatted at him, laughing under my breath. “You’re impossible.”
“Careful,” Ron warned, his voice low, though his eyes glinted. “She’ll start again if you touch too much.”
Cary lathered the soap slowly in his hands, watching the suds foam up, then traced the wetness across my arm and shoulder. “She’s already starting,” he muttered, grinning.
I gasped at the slippery glide of his palms over my skin. “Stop. You two said shower, not round two.”
Ron leaned in, his lips brushing my ear so quiet I barely heard him over the water. “I never said stop.”
I shivered, pressing back against the tile. Cary’s hand slid down my side slow, stopping at my hip. His grin widened, but his voice dropped to a hush. “She’s shaking again.”
“I’m cold,” I whispered quickly, though the heat rushing through me betrayed me.
Ron chuckled low, his fingers tucking my wet hair behind my ear. “Not cold. You’re already clenching.”
“Ron, ” My protest broke into a laugh, too loud. I slapped a hand over my mouth. “You’ll get us thrown out if someone hears.”
Cary bent his head close, his lips brushing the wet curve of my shoulder. “Then keep your voice down.” His teeth grazed lightly and I sucked in a sharp breath.
“Cary,” I hissed, my body arching toward him without permission.
Ron’s hand closed over my wrist, guiding it down against the hard bulge in his open jeans. “Feel what you’ve done to both of us,” he said, his voice low and firm.
My palm pressed against him, the heat undeniable even through the damp fabric. He groaned softly, so close I could feel it vibrate in my chest.
Cary’s hands were on me again, soapy, cupping my breasts, his thumbs rubbing over my nipples until they tightened under his touch. My head tipped back against the tile, water streaming over my face.
“Please,” I whispered, barely a sound, ashamed at how desperate it came out.
Ron kissed the side of my wet hair, his voice hushed and rough. “Please what?”
“Please don’t make me, ” I stopped, biting down on the rest, my chest heaving.
Cary snickered softly, his lips brushing my collarbone. “She’s begging again.”
Ron’s smirk was clear in his voice. “Good. That’s exactly how I want her.”
Cary slid the soap lower, his palm gliding down my belly, leaving trails over my skin. He didn’t push further, just hovered his hand above the mess still dripping out of me, letting the hot water rinse it down my thighs.
“Look at that,” he whispered, smirking, “it’s still running out of her.”
I grabbed his wrist quick, pressing his hand away, laughing under my breath. “Shut up. Someone could hear.”
Ron leaned against the counter, arms crossed, cock still half hard, dripping water where my hand had touched him. “No one can hear through this steam. And even if they could, ” His eyes cut sharp to me. “, they’d only know how badly you wanted it.”
My face burned hotter than the shower. “That’s not fair.”
Cary chuckled, lowering his voice to a hush. “It’s fair. She was screaming my name ten minutes ago.”
I slapped at his chest, the suds leaving streaks on his skin. “Keep your voice down!”
Ron stepped closer, brushing my wet hair back. His thumb traced my cheek, slow, deliberate. “She doesn’t deny it. She never does.”
I bit my lip, trying to hide my grin, but it cracked out anyway, nervous and raw. “Because you don’t give me a chance.”
Cary pressed a finger under my chin, tilting my face up to him. “That’s because you love every second.” His words came out low, teasing, but his eyes stayed dark and certain.
The water poured hotter now, rushing down over my shoulders. My nipples tightened, brushing against Cary’s chest. I tried to lean back but Ron’s hand held me in place.
“You’re both insane,” I whispered, my voice breaking.
Ron bent close to my ear, his breath hot in the steam. “Insane for you.”
Cary smirked, his lips brushing my other ear. “And she loves it.”
I groaned, torn between laughter and heat. “Stop, please, ” My voice cracked high, betraying me.
Ron slid his thumb down my throat, slow, pressing just enough to make me swallow hard. “Say what you feel right now.”
I shook my head, but Cary’s fingers circled one wet nipple, twisting until I gasped. The sound echoed off the tile, too loud. I slapped my hand over my mouth quick.
“See?” Cary whispered, snickering. “She can’t hide it.”
Ron’s hand closed over mine, pulling it away. His eyes locked on mine, steady, unyielding. “Don’t cover yourself. Not in front of us.”
I trembled, the water streaming over me, my breasts exposed under their hands. My throat worked, the truth spilling out in a hushed whisper. “I feel like I can’t stop.”
Cary’s grin sharpened. “Good.”
Ron kissed the corner of my mouth, soft but firm. “Because you won’t.”
Cary slid his soapy hand down between my thighs, but instead of pushing inside, he dragged his fingers slow along the outside, circling, making me twitch against the tile. My knees bent, thighs tightening, the heat coiling fast.
“Don’t, ” I whispered, grabbing his wrist. My voice broke into a laugh. “I can’t again.”
Ron caught my other wrist, pressing it against the wall above my head. “You can. But you’re not going to.” His voice was steady, commanding, close to my ear.
Cary chuckled, lowering his voice to a conspiratorial hush. “So she’s supposed to just drip all over my hand and do nothing?”
“Yes,” Ron said flatly, his smirk clear. “She’s supposed to suffer for us a little.”
My laugh cracked out sharp, breathless. “You’re both cruel.”
Ron leaned in, kissing the side of my wet neck, his lips firm. “Not cruel. Just in control.”
Cary’s soapy fingers slid higher, circling my clit once, slow, then pulling away before I could grind against him. He snickered when I whined low in my throat, biting down on my lip to stifle it.
“Careful,” he whispered. “She’s already biting herself to keep quiet.”
Ron bent close, brushing my lip with his thumb, forcing it free. “No hiding. I want to hear her even if she thinks someone else can too.”
I moaned, embarrassed and needy, the sound muffled by the rush of water but still echoing. My thighs squeezed together, but Cary shoved his knee between them, spreading me wide again.
“You feel that?” he whispered, his voice right at my ear now. “She’s soaking my leg.”
I whimpered, hiding my face against Ron’s chest. He gripped my chin, pulling it back up, eyes steady. “Look at him. Don’t you dare hide.”
I turned reluctantly, meeting Cary’s grin. His lips brushed mine, tasting the steam and soap, then pulling back quick, teasing.
“Say it,” he muttered. “Say you want me to finish it.”
“I, ” My voice cracked, caught between laughter and desperation. “I can’t say that.”
Ron’s mouth brushed my temple. “Then tell me why you’re trembling.”
My chest rose sharp, breath rushing out. “Because you won’t let me.”
Cary groaned softly, pressing his hand back between my thighs just long enough to circle me again, then pulling away. I jerked forward, chasing his touch, and both of them laughed low, hushing themselves like boys in trouble.
“Keep your voice down,” Cary whispered, snickering. “You’ll give us away.”
Ron smirked against my ear. “She already gave us away on that balcony.”
Heat rushed to my face. “Stop, please,” I hissed, but my thighs pressed open wider, begging for more.
Cary’s fingers grazed me again, barely a touch, just enough to make my hips jerk forward against him. Then he pulled away, letting the hot spray rinse over my thighs where I was aching.
“Please,” I whispered, my voice cracking.
Ron tilted my chin back toward him, his eyes steady, mouth close. “Please what?”
I swallowed hard, my pulse rushing. “Please don’t stop teasing me.”
Cary laughed under his breath, the sound low and quick, as if he couldn’t believe it. “She admits it. She wants the torture.”
My cheeks burned hotter than the steam. “I didn’t mean, ”
Ron cut me off, his lips brushing mine before he pulled back just enough to whisper, “Yes, you did.”
Cary pressed closer, his chest against my back now, his cock swelling hard again against the curve of my ass. His fingers slid down once more, circling, then retreating. My body chased the touch, desperate, my thighs trembling around his knee.
“Beg properly,” he muttered, his voice hushed and sharp in my ear.
I laughed through my breath, high and nervous. “You’re cruel.”
Ron’s grip tightened on my wrists, holding me pinned to the tile. “No. We’re patient. And you’re going to give us exactly what we want to hear.”
Cary pressed his cock harder against me, not pushing inside, just letting me feel how ready he was. His hand skimmed low again, one finger brushing me lightly, then pulling back.
“Please,” I moaned, my voice rising before I slapped my hand over my own mouth.
Ron pulled it away immediately, glaring. “No covering. Say it where we can both hear.”
I trembled, my chest heaving, water streaming down over my nipples. “Please make me cum.”
Cary groaned, his forehead pressing against the back of my neck. “Fuck, hear that? She’s begging me for it.”
Ron smirked, his lips brushing my ear. “Not yet. Let her beg harder.”
Cary obeyed, his fingers circling just enough to light fire through me, then stopping again. My hips bucked helplessly against his hand, my voice cracking high. “Please, oh god, don’t stop again, ”
Ron chuckled low, shaking his head. “She sounds desperate.”
“She is,” Cary muttered, his hand sliding away again just to watch me whimper.
Tears pricked hot at my eyes, frustration sharp. “I’ll do anything,” I whispered. “Just don’t stop again.”
Both men snickered softly, hushing each other like conspirators. Cary pressed a kiss against my wet shoulder. “Anything, huh?”
Ron stroked his cock slowly, watching my face, his grin dark. “Good. Then you’ll show us exactly how much.”
Cary’s fingers slipped away again, leaving me gasping, clenching around nothing. My thighs shook against the tile, water rushing down between them.
“Please,” I whispered, breath breaking, “don’t leave me like this.”
Ron smirked, shutting off the water with one sharp twist. The spray cut out, steam curling heavy around us. “That’s exactly how I want you, wet, shaking, and begging.”
I blinked through the mist, chest heaving. “Ron, ”
“Out,” he ordered, gripping my wrist. His hand was firm, dragging me from the shower before I could protest. Cary laughed low behind me, tugging a towel from the rack but not handing it over.
“She doesn’t need that,” he muttered.
Ron shot him a grin. “No, she doesn’t.”
The cool hotel air hit my soaked skin, goosebumps rising. Water dripped down my body, puddling on the carpet as Ron marched me back toward the bed. My hair clung wet to my cheeks, nipples tight and aching in the chill.
“Ron, wait,” I said, stumbling against his pull. “I can’t, ”
“You can.” He shoved me onto the mattress, water soaking into the sheets under me. “And you will.”
Cary dropped the towel onto the chair, stepping out of his jeans the rest of the way. His cock was already swelling again, half hard, glistening from the shower steam. His grin was sharp, hungry. “She’s ready whether she admits it or not.”
I rolled onto my back, chest rising fast, legs clamping together. Ron gripped my ankles, yanking them open, exposing me wet and dripping. My cry broke out sharp, heat rushing through me as both men stared down.
“Look at her,” Cary muttered, climbing onto the bed between my thighs. “Still soaking. She can’t hide it.”
I covered my face with both hands, but Ron pulled them away, pinning my wrists to the mattress. “Eyes open. You wanted this.”
Cary lined himself up, the blunt head of his cock dragging through my folds. My hips jerked up against him instinctively, betraying me.
Ron bent close, his mouth brushing my ear. “Beg for it properly. Tell him what you need.”
My voice cracked, broken and wet. “I need him to fuck me.”
Cary groaned, pushing in slow, stretching me all over again. My scream ripped out, raw, echoing in the room. Ron smirked above me, still holding me pinned.
Cary drove deep, the wet slap of his hips against mine loud, relentless, my body arching hard off the bed.
Cary slammed deep, his cock burying to the base in one sharp thrust. My cry ripped out high, raw, bouncing off the walls. My body arched hard, but Ron’s grip pinned my wrists flat against the mattress.
“Keep your eyes open,” Ron growled, his face close above mine. “I want to see you break for him.”
Cary’s hips snapped forward again, the wet slap sharp, relentless. Each thrust jolted me higher on the bed, water spraying from my soaked hair onto the sheets. My breasts bounced with the impact, nipples stiff in the cool air.
“Fuck, she’s clamping already,” Cary gritted out, sweat dripping from his brow. “She’s not gonna last.”
I sobbed, the sound breaking into laughter, desperate and sharp. “I can’t hold it, please, ”
Ron leaned lower, his thumb pressing hard against my chin. “Don’t beg me. Beg him.”
My voice cracked as Cary hammered me deeper, every thrust driving me toward the edge. “Please, Cary, don’t stop, fuck me harder, ”
He groaned, grabbing my thighs and spreading them wider, pounding harder. The bed frame rattled against the wall, my nails tearing at the sheets. My moans filled the room, loud and unrestrained.
Ron’s hand slid down, pressing against my belly where Cary’s cock drove in. “Look how deep he’s inside you. Say you love it.”
“I love it!” I screamed, my back arching hard. “I love his cock, ”
Cary swore, slamming into me rougher, his chest heaving. “She’s dripping all over me, soaking everything, ”
My orgasm hit violent, tearing through me in waves. My scream ripped out, shaking the room, my cunt spasming tight around Cary’s shaft. My thighs locked against his hips, clamping down hard as I came, shuddering uncontrollably.
“Yes,” Ron snarled, watching my face, his grip bruising on my wrists. “That’s what I wanted. Cum for him right in front of me.”
Cary groaned, grinding deep, holding himself inside me as my orgasm milked him. His cock twitched, pulsing heat, more cum spilling thick and hot into me until it leaked down to the sheets.
I collapsed against the mattress, chest heaving, hair plastered to my cheeks. My whole body shook, trembling under them both. Cary stayed buried deep, groaning as he softened inside me, while Ron’s grin stayed sharp, his cock still hard above me.
Ron bent close, brushing my lips with his thumb, smearing spit and sweat. His voice came low, certain. “That’s my wife. Open for him when I tell her to.”
Cary finally pulled out with a wet drag, collapsing onto his side beside me. My thighs trembled, cum leaking warm between them onto the sheets. I lay flat on my back, chest heaving, my skin still damp from the shower, hair sticking to my cheeks.
Ron loosened his grip on my wrists but didn’t move away. He stayed leaning over me, his cock still hard, his smirk fixed. “Look at you. And smiling like you got exactly what you wanted.”
I covered my face with both hands, groaning through a laugh. “You’re both ridiculous.”
Cary chuckled, running a hand through his wet hair. “Ridiculous? You were the one screaming my name loud enough to shake the floor.”
I peeked between my fingers, cheeks hot. “I wasn’t that loud.”
Ron snorted, shaking his head. “Yes, you were. If anyone on this floor didn’t hear, it’s only because they’re deaf.”
I laughed, rolling onto my side to hide against the pillow. “You’re going to get us kicked out.”
Cary leaned close, his voice dropping to a hush. “Worth it.”
That broke me, I laughed harder, burying my face deeper in the pillow, muffling the sound. “Stop, someone really will hear.”
Ron sat back on the edge of the bed, watching us, stroking his cock lazily. “If they do, they’ll know exactly what happened in here.” His eyes cut sharp to me. “And that you loved every second.”
I groaned, pulling the sheet halfway over me, though it clung wet against my skin. “Don’t put words in my mouth.”
“You already said it,” Ron reminded, smirking. “More than once.”
Cary propped himself on his elbow, grinning. “She begged me not to stop. That wasn’t me imagining things.”
My face burned hotter. “I was, I was caught up.”
Ron leaned down, brushing his thumb across my lips, smearing spit that had dried there. “You weren’t caught up. You were honest.”
The weight of his stare made me swallow hard. My voice came out small, a whisper. “Maybe.”
Cary laughed, low and hushed, shaking his head. “That’s a yes.”
Ron chuckled too, his tone softer now. “You don’t have to hide it from us.”
I let out a breath, the laughter fading into something tighter, rawer. “It scares me how much I liked it.”
Ron bent closer, kissing my damp hair. “Good. It should.”
Cary brushed his fingers down my thigh, still shining. “Scared or not, you’d do it again in a second.”
I bit down on my lip, trying not to smile, but they both saw it anyway.
I lay flat on the damp sheets, the room still thick with steam and the smell of sex. My chest rose fast, every breath dragging over raw nerves. Cary traced idle patterns over my thigh with one finger, trails that made me twitch.
Ron stretched out on the other side, propped on one elbow, his eyes fixed on me. “Tell us what’s going through your head right now.”
I laughed, quick and nervous, pulling the sheet higher over my chest. “I can’t.”
“You can,” Ron said, tugging the sheet back down again. His voice was calm, but his stare left no room for hiding.
Cary smirked, brushing his knuckles against my knee. “She’s blushing. That means it’s good.”
I covered my face with both hands, my laugh breaking into a groan. “It’s not, it’s too much.”
Ron pried one hand away, holding it against the mattress. “Say it out loud. No excuses.”
The words caught in my throat, heavy. Finally I whispered, “I liked it too much.”
Cary chuckled low, leaning closer. “Too much? That doesn’t sound like a complaint.”
Ron’s thumb stroked over my knuckles. “Too much is exactly what I wanted you to feel.”
I shook my head, laughing again despite the heat in my cheeks. “It scares me.”
“Good,” Ron said simply. “It means it’s real.”
Cary’s hand slid higher, over the inside of my thigh. “And it means you’ll want more. You already do.”
My laugh cracked sharp, nervous and raw. “You’re both insane.”
Ron leaned close, his voice quiet, certain. “Maybe. But you’re the one who begged for him while I watched.”
The memory made my stomach clench. I hid my face against the pillow. “I couldn’t help it.”
“Exactly,” Ron said, pulling my hair gently until I faced him again. “That’s the point.”
Cary grinned, lowering his voice to a whisper. “She was louder begging for me than she’s ever been for you, wasn’t she?”
My eyes widened. “Cary!”
Ron chuckled, smirking at me. “He’s not wrong.”
I groaned, throwing an arm over my face. “Stop. You’re going to make me die of embarrassment.”
Ron pulled my arm back down, his tone softer now. “No. You’re going to admit how much you loved it.”
The laughter faded, my voice small but clear. “I did. I loved it.”
Cary’s smirk softened into something sharper, hungrier. “Then say what you want now.”
Heat rushed through me, the words trembling out. “I want more.”
Ron stood, tugging me up by the wrist. My legs wobbled, still weak, but he didn’t let me collapse. He pulled me across the room to the tall mirror by the dresser, its surface fogged faintly from the steam.
“Face it,” he ordered, pressing my palms flat against the glass.
My reflection stared back, hair wild, cheeks flushed, lips swollen, water still dripping down my body. I couldn’t meet my own eyes.
Ron’s hand slid down my spine, firm, pushing me forward until my ass tipped out. “Bend.”
I obeyed, my breath fogging the glass. Behind me, Cary moved in close, his cock already thick again, dragging against the mess still wet between my thighs.
Cary pushed forward, his cock sliding in slow but deep, stretching me all over again. My cry cracked out, sharp and high, bouncing off the walls.
“Eyes open,” Ron snapped, gripping my chin from behind and forcing me to look into the mirror. “Watch yourself while he fucks you.”
Cary’s hips slapped hard against my ass, the wet sounds obscene and loud. My reflection jolted with every thrust, breasts bouncing, mouth wide open.
“Fuck,” Cary groaned, gripping my waist tighter. “She’s so tight it’s like she’s never been used.”
Ron bent close to my ear, his eyes still locked on mine in the mirror. “Say what you see.”
“I, I can’t, ”
“You can.” His grip tightened on my jaw. “Say it.”
My voice trembled, broken. “I see myself, getting fucked, ”
“Louder.”
“I see myself getting fucked by him!” My scream tore out, raw and loud, filling the room.
Cary groaned, driving harder, his cock slamming into me deep enough to make my knees buckle. Ron’s hands held me steady against the glass, forcing me to watch every second.
My body convulsed, my nails scraping the mirror. “I love it!”
Cary swore, his thrusts frantic now, his cock pounding me until my scream broke into sobs. “She’s soaking me again,” he gritted.
Ron stroked himself beside me, his reflection clear in the glass. His voice was low, sharp. “Cum for him one more time. Let me see you break completely.”
The orgasm slammed through me, violent and unstoppable. My scream echoed off the glass, my reflection twisted and undone as my cunt clamped tight around Cary’s cock. He groaned, burying deep, spilling hot inside me again as my body shook, trembling against the mirror.
Ron’s hand slid up, gripping my throat lightly, forcing me to watch myself come apart. “Perfect,” he muttered, his voice thick. “Exactly how I wanted to see you.”
Cary pulled out with a wet drag, cum spilling down my thighs, dripping thick onto the carpet. He stepped back, chest heaving, his cock still half hard, glistening.
Ron shoved me tighter against the mirror, my palms squeaking against the glass. “Stay just like that.”
My reflection stared back at me, hair wild, cheeks red, thighs wet, my body trembling. I couldn’t meet my own eyes.
Ron’s cock pressed against me, thick and hot, sliding through the mess Cary left. The blunt head caught and pushed, stretching me wide in one hard thrust. My scream broke sharp, my breath fogging the glass.
“Fuck,” Ron groaned, slamming deeper, grinding until his hips crushed against my ass. “Soaking, stretched, full of him, and still mine.”
I sobbed, my nails clawing streaks into the fogged mirror. “Ron, ”
“Say it.” His hand gripped the back of my neck, holding me steady.
“I’m yours!” My voice cracked, high and loud.
He pulled out slow, then slammed in harder, jolting my body against the glass. “Again.”
“I’m yours!”
Cary groaned from behind us, stroking himself as he watched. “Christ, she’s gripping you already.”
Ron’s thrusts grew brutal, pounding me fast, wet slaps filling the room. His reflection towered behind me, his teeth clenched, sweat dripping down his chest.
“Look,” he snarled, forcing my chin up to the mirror. “See what you are. Fucked by him, filled with his cum, and still taking me after. Because you’re mine.”
My body convulsed, the words ripping out of me raw. “I’m yours, yours, ”
Ron hammered deeper, faster, my reflection twisting, breasts bouncing with each thrust. Heat coiled low and sharp, unbearable.
“Cum on my cock,” he growled. “Right over the mess he left in you.”
I shattered, my orgasm slamming through me, violent and loud. My scream echoed against the glass, my cunt spasming hard around Ron’s shaft. Cum spilled down my legs, mixing, dripping, soaking everything.
Ron groaned, grinding deep, his cock twitching inside me. His hot release spilled thick, filling me on top of Cary’s, the heat overflowing, running down to the floor.
He held me there, pinned against the mirror, his breath ragged against my ear. “Say it one last time.”
My voice broke, sobbing and certain. “I’m yours.”
Ron finally eased out, his cock dragging wet from me, cum dripping heavy down my thighs. My body sagged against the mirror, too weak to stand on my own. He caught me before I slid, pulling me back against his chest.
“Bed,” he said quietly, guiding me across the room.
I collapsed onto the sheets, damp and ruined, hair clinging to my cheeks. Cary dropped onto the mattress beside me, still breathless, sweat cooling on his chest. Ron stretched out on my other side, pulling the sheet halfway over us even though everything was wet and sticky.
For a long moment none of us moved, the only sound our breathing, the city hum muffled through the window. My body trembled with aftershocks, every nerve raw.
Cary chuckled low, breaking the silence. “She looks destroyed.”
I laughed weakly, burying my face in the pillow. “I feel destroyed.”
Ron smirked, brushing my damp hair back. “Not destroyed. Satisfied.”
I peeked up at him, cheeks hot. “That’s one word for it.”
Cary grinned, rolling onto his side to face me. “Another word would be insatiable.”
My laugh cracked high, embarrassed. “Don’t start.”
Ron leaned down, kissing my forehead. His voice softened, the edge gone. “He’s right, though. You didn’t hold back. You gave us everything.”
I swallowed, the weight of it sinking in. “I didn’t think I would. I thought I’d be nervous, or… stop.”
“And instead?” Ron asked.
I smiled faintly, biting my lip. “Instead I wanted more.”
Cary snickered, his voice dropping to a hush. “She admits it now.”
“Shut up,” I muttered, laughing into the pillow.
Ron’s hand slid down, resting warm on my stomach. “Don’t hide from it. What happened tonight was exactly what I wanted, for both of us.”
My throat tightened, emotion slipping through the haze of heat. “It feels different when you say it like that.”
He kissed me again, softer this time. “Because it’s not just sex. It’s us.”
Cary stretched out, hands tucked behind his head, still grinning. “And me.”
I rolled my eyes, laughing, but there was no denying the warmth that spread through me, messy, guilty, overwhelmed, and yet whole.
The room settled quiet again, the three of us sprawled. My eyelids grew heavy, my body sinking into the sheets. Ron pulled the blanket up higher, his arm wrapping firm around me.
“You’re mine,” he whispered into my hair, the words certain and final.
I smiled, eyes closed, my voice a hushed breath. “Always.”
Cary snickered softly from the other side. “And she’ll still beg me tomorrow.”
Ron chuckled low, his chest rising against my back. “We’ll see.”
The last thing I felt before sleep pulled me under was both of them close, heat, laughter, and the strange, undeniable truth that I didn’t regret a single second.
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