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            There is a charm about the forbidden that makes it unspeakably desirable.
Mark Twain
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The door opens
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The sound of splashing carried all the way to the curb before we even parked. A mix of music, loud voices, and the occasional sharp laugh spilled over the fence and into the late afternoon air. The smell of sunscreen was thick enough to taste, and every few seconds there was a drift of charcoal smoke from the grill.

Lauren was already halfway out of the passenger seat before I’d even shifted into park. My wife was always like that — quick to get moving, never lingering. Shoulder-length blonde hair was pinned up off her neck, and her light blue sundress skimmed the shape of her hips as she stepped out into the sun. Slim, tidy, B-cup tits, the kind she didn’t think twice about, even when the dress clung. She adjusted the strap, glanced back at me with a small smile. “Come on,” she said. “We’re late.” She’d said the same thing twice on the drive, but her tone stayed light — she liked being early to things, liked having time to make the rounds.

Through the open gate, I could see bodies moving around the pool, the shimmer of sun on the water. Vanessa was one of the first I spotted — Lauren’s brother’s year-long girlfriend. She stood with one hip cocked near the grill, a drink in one hand, talking to Mark like she didn’t notice half the guys by the pool glancing her way.

White bikini top. Small denim shorts that looked like they’d been cut years ago. Her hair was down, long and dark, catching the sunlight in a way that made a few warmer strands glow against the rest. The bikini lifted her tits high but didn’t flatten them — they were heavy enough to shift with each movement, a natural weight you could see even from across the yard.

I followed Lauren in through the gate. The heat from the patio hit like a wave, carrying with it the smell of sunscreen, chlorine, and grilling meat. The pavers underfoot radiated heat through the soles of my sneakers. People called out greetings, and I lifted a hand in return while Lauren slipped into a quick hug with her brother.

Vanessa smiled briefly in my direction, nothing special — the same polite acknowledgement you give when there are other people between you. But her eyes held mine just a fraction longer than necessary before she turned back to her conversation.

We set our things down on a lounge chair that had been claimed for us with a towel. Lauren handed me the tote bag with our swimsuits and sunscreen. “Go change — I’ll get us drinks,” she said, already scanning the crowd for someone else to talk to.

The house was cooler inside, the air conditioning a sharp contrast to the heat outside. The muffled bass of the music thumped through the walls, just soft enough that you could make out the beat without the melody. I passed the sliding glass doors where a couple of kids were chasing each other with water guns, their shouts muted by the thick pane.

The guest bedroom was at the top of the stairs, the same one we’d stayed in a couple times when visiting. Door closed, blinds half-drawn, bed made neatly with the same floral spread from last time. Sunlight cut through in narrow bands, highlighting dust motes that drifted lazily in the still air.

I shut the door behind me and set the tote on the chair by the window. My shirt was already damp with sweat from the short time outside. I pulled it over my head, tossed it aside, and let the cooler air work its way over my skin. I unbuttoned my shorts, kicked them off onto the pile, then slid my thumbs under the waistband of my boxers.

The cotton waistband rolled under my thumbs when the door handle clicked.

I froze, halfway through sliding them down. The trunks I’d laid on the bed were still out of reach.

The latch lifted, door pushing inward.

“Someone’s in here,” I said automatically, turning just enough to see who it was.

Vanessa stood in the doorway. One hand rested against the frame, the other still holding the knob like she hadn’t decided whether to step inside or not. Her head tilted slightly, eyes sweeping the room before locking on me.

Her gaze landed lower.

I was bare from the waist down, one hand holding my boxers halfway down my thighs. The other hung useless at my side.

She didn’t blink.

Her eyes slid up slowly, met mine for a second, then back down — not quick or shy, but deliberate. I pulled the boxers the rest of the way off in one motion, more instinct than plan, letting them drop onto the pile with my other clothes.

The air felt cooler against my cock now, and heavy silence pressed in from every corner of the room.

I could have turned away, reached for the swim trunks, pretended to be embarrassed. But her eyes didn’t waver. She stood there like she had all the time in the world, watching the way I shifted my weight, watching the way my cock thickened with each second.

My side faced her — enough for her to see the length, the curve, the fat shaft hanging forward.

The muscles in her jaw flexed slightly, like she’d caught herself making some expression and stopped. Her breathing looked steady, but she still hadn’t moved.

I bent to grab the swim trunks from the bed, not hurrying. The motion made my cock swing slightly, the weight of it pulling forward before settling against my thigh. I didn’t need to check to know her eyes followed it.

Her nails tapped once against the wood of the frame. Then again. Small, soft, almost like she was keeping time with her own thoughts.

I held the trunks in both hands now, but didn’t step into them right away. The fabric felt warm from the sun coming in through the blinds. My heart was steady but high in my chest, a dull, heavy beat that matched the faint thump of music from outside.

Vanessa shifted her stance, one leg crossing in front of the other, her hip pressing into the doorframe. That movement pulled her bikini top tighter across her tits, the straps digging slightly into her skin. The outline of her nipples was faint but visible through the white fabric — not from cold, but from the friction of her skin against it.

The silence stretched. No one in the hallway, no voices coming from the stairs. Just her eyes, the line of her lips, and the space between us.

I stepped into the trunks. Pulled them up slow, letting the elastic snap lightly into place against my waist. Adjusted the front once, not enough to hide the thick bulge pushing out.

She still didn’t speak.

For a second, I thought she might — her lips parted slightly, a faint breath pushing past them. But she only tilted her head that same fraction again, eyes lifting to meet mine.

Her lips parted again, just enough for me to see the faintest curve of her tongue before it disappeared. The corners of her mouth lifted slightly, the kind of half-smile that didn’t reach the rest of her face.

She didn’t take her eyes off mine when she finally spoke.

“Damn.”

It wasn’t loud. It didn’t need to be. The single word rolled out warm and low, like she knew exactly what it would do to me.

The sound hung in the still air between us, wrapping itself around the thump in my chest.

She gave me one last sweep of her gaze, head tipping just enough to let her dark hair fall over one shoulder. It brushed against the top curve of her bikini, shifting the straps slightly, making the heavy swell of her tits press tighter against the white fabric. Her eyes flicked downward in that same deliberate way, and I felt my cock strain against the trunks.

Her hand slid from the doorframe. The pads of her fingers made the lightest scrape on the wood as she stepped back.

The door eased closed, the latch catching with a soft click.

I stood in the same spot for a few seconds, staring at the grain of the wood, still hearing that word in my head. My cock throbbed once against the inside of the trunks, a slow, heavy pulse that left a warm ache behind.

Pulling the strings at the waistband tighter did nothing to hide it.

I let out a slow breath, adjusting myself once before turning to the chair to collect the rest of my things. Through the blinds, I caught a flash of her walking back toward the pool, hair swinging, denim shorts hugging the curve of her ass.

I pulled on a T-shirt over the trunks and forced my feet toward the stairs, each step a reminder of the tight, swollen heat still between my legs.

––––––––
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By the time we got home, the night air felt cooler but didn’t cut the heat in my head. The whole drive back, I’d seen that doorway every time I blinked. The way she’d leaned, the way her eyes didn’t move off me until she chose to.

Lauren curled up on the couch as soon as we walked in. Legs tucked under her dress, glass of wine on the table, phone in her hand. “Go rinse the chlorine off,” she said without looking up.

I told her I would and stepped into the downstairs bathroom. The door closed with a soft click.

The room was quiet except for the faint hum of the fan. I leaned against the counter and let myself think about her without stopping it. I’d noticed Vanessa before. Noticed the way her bikini tops were always just small enough to lift and squeeze those tits without covering all of them. The way her shorts fit like they were made for her hips. She didn’t walk like she was in a hurry. Always that steady sway, thighs brushing, ass moving under the denim.

At family things, she never seemed out of place, but I’d caught her watching people — scanning the room in quick glances before looking back at whoever she was talking to. Sometimes, I wondered if she’d done that to me before and I’d just missed it.

Today I hadn’t missed anything.

I replayed her standing there in the doorway, her hand on the frame. Her bikini top pressing into the soft weight of her tits, making a faint line where the fabric dug in. Her nipples pushing just enough to make the white stretch. Her lips slightly parted, that slow drift of her gaze down, pausing before sliding back up.

In my head now, she didn’t stop at looking. I pictured her stepping inside, closing the door behind her without a sound. Her eyes would hold mine as she took those two steps closer, the space between us thick with heat. She’d reach out and let her fingers brush low over my stomach before curling her hand around me. No rush. Just her testing the weight and thickness.

I saw her sink to her knees, denim shorts tight across her ass as she moved. Her hair falling forward until she brushed it back with one hand, the other still holding me. Her mouth opening, lips wet and full, tongue sliding against the head before taking me in. She’d hum, low in her throat, and keep her eyes up while her cheeks hollowed.

In the mirror over the sink, I could see it — her shoulders rocking as she set the pace, tits moving under the bikini with each pull. Her fingers stroking the base in time with her mouth. I’d rest a hand in her hair and feel her sink deeper, jaw working, spit starting to slick her chin.

She’d pull back slowly, a strand of saliva connecting us, then stand. Press those tits into my chest, slide one hand down my back while the other guided me between her thighs. I’d feel how wet she was even before I pushed in.

The image burned clear in my head — her back hitting the wall, her legs wrapping around me, her tits bouncing as I drove up into her. Her breath in my ear, that same voice from earlier but ragged now, telling me to fuck her harder.

The fan hummed above me. My pulse slowed a little, but the ache stayed heavy. I splashed water on my face, let it drip down my neck, and grabbed a towel. The smell of sunscreen was still faint on my skin.

When I stepped back into the living room, Lauren was still on the couch. She glanced at me once, then back to her phone. I sat down in the other chair, still feeling the ghost of Vanessa’s eyes on me, the weight of that one word.

It would’ve been easy to forget it. Pretend it was nothing. But I already knew I wasn’t going to.
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Return the Favor
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The next day felt like any other, which only made it worse. Mid-morning light spilled through the kitchen window, bright but soft, warming the tiles under my bare feet. The smell of coffee still clung to the air, faint under the scent of laundry detergent from the basket on the table.

Lauren was at the table, folding laundry with the same rhythm she always had — fold, smooth, stack, shift. The hum of the dryer in the next room was steady, a dull background thrum. She wore a loose T-shirt knotted at the waist and a pair of soft shorts, hair twisted into a messy bun. The kind of look she’d wear all day if she didn’t have to leave the house.

I was at the counter, leaning against it with my phone in hand, scrolling for the sake of moving my thumb. I wasn’t reading anything.

The buzz hit.

Vanessa.

Two words on the screen: Do you use Snapchat?

I stared long enough for the brightness to dip. My thumb hovered, but my mind was already gone — back in that upstairs guest room, the door cracking open, her body framed in the light from the hall. That bikini top clinging to the weight of her tits, straps pressing into her shoulders. The slight tilt of her head. The way her eyes had locked on me and stayed there until she was ready to leave.

Lauren stepped past me with a pile of folded towels in her arms. “You drinking the last of the coffee?”

“Yeah. I’ll make more in a minute.” My voice sounded normal. I typed back, Yeah. Why? and hit send before I could think about it too hard.

Another buzz almost right away. Add me.

I swiped up, copied her username, opened Snapchat. My reflection filled the black screen for a second before the camera came up. I searched her name, tapped Add. Watched it turn to a solid square.

Before I could even back out, the first message landed.

I want to return the favor.

It felt like the words reached straight into my chest. A tight pull low in my stomach, heat spreading under my ribs. I glanced at Lauren. She was bent over the basket again, pulling out another armful of clothes, humming faintly.

I opened the message. No photo. Just the text sitting there, daring me to answer.

You mean yesterday? I typed.

Another buzz. Exactly yesterday.

She hadn’t sent a picture yet, but the words pulled her back into my head in perfect detail — the way she’d leaned in the doorway yesterday, hair spilling over one shoulder, bikini top straining against the weight of her tits, eyes fixed on me like she was already undressing me without moving a step.

Lauren walked back over, dropped a smaller stack of shirts into my arms without looking up. “Can you take these upstairs?”

“Yeah,” I said. I set them on a chair instead, picking up my coffee and taking a slow sip.

I kept the phone tilted just enough to see if her name popped up again.

It did.

The snap icon was red.

I swiped it open without thinking.

Her face filled the screen. Wet hair hanging down, strands clinging to the smooth skin of her collarbone. A white towel was wrapped high around her chest, pulled snug enough that it made a deep, shadowed line between her tits. One drop of water rolled down and disappeared into that line before I could even blink. She had that faint smirk again, the kind that said she knew exactly how I’d react.

The picture vanished, replaced by my own reflection in the camera. I lowered the phone, cleared the screen, glanced at Lauren. She was still at the table, now sorting socks into pairs.

I lifted the phone again and typed back: Nice towel.

The reply came almost instantly — another red square.

I opened it. The towel was looser now, one corner pulled down just far enough to show more of the swell on one side. The curve was full and heavy, skin smooth, the faintest shadow of her nipple visible under the thin cotton.

I swallowed and looked at the table again. Lauren’s back was to me as she leaned down into the laundry basket.

My thumb hovered over the keyboard, but I didn’t type.

Another buzz.

This time the towel was parted in the middle, her fingers gripping both sides as if she’d just caught it slipping. The inside edges framed deep cleavage, the weight of both tits pushed together. Her nails were painted pale pink — I noticed because they pressed into her skin, making small indents in the soft flesh.

I typed: Careful. You’ll drop it.

She replied with just one word: Maybe.

The next snap left nothing to guess. Towel gone, both tits bare and heavy, nipples dark and tight from the cool air. She held the phone at an angle that made them look like they were right in front of me — the kind of view you’d get if she’d just stepped close enough for them to brush your chest.

The picture disappeared before I could take in every detail.

My cock shifted against my thigh, but I stayed leaning against the counter, phone low. Lauren straightened a stack of folded clothes, humming a song I didn’t recognize.

Another snap.

She was closer this time, frame cutting off just below her chin. Her tits filled almost the whole shot, the curve of them round and perfect. I could almost feel their weight in my hands, the heat of her skin, the drag of her nipples against my palms. The faint freckles across the top of her chest were visible now, scattered and pale against the olive tone.

She added a caption: Better than yesterday?

I thought about the doorway, about seeing just enough to know how much I wanted more. About how today she’d decided to give it to me without me even asking.

I typed: Dangerous.

Another buzz. This one was a short video.

She held the phone in one hand, the other cupping both tits from below, lifting them together before letting them drop with a soft bounce. Her lips moved around the word yesterday, though there was no sound — just the sight of her mouth forming it before the clip ended.

I set the phone down on the counter, palms flat. My heart was steady but hard in my chest. The air in the kitchen felt warmer.

Lauren turned, picked up the laundry basket, and carried it toward the hall. “I’ll put these away,” she said.

“Okay.” I kept my tone even.

As soon as she was out of sight, I picked up the phone again, thumb swiping back to the chat, waiting for the next red square to land.

The next snap landed before I’d even set the phone down.

Caption: I saw everything yesterday except this.

When I opened it, she was lying back on what looked like her bed. Her bare tits were in full view again, but now the frame dropped lower. A pair of thin, pale-blue panties clung to her hips. Her legs were bent just enough to make a soft crease where the fabric stretched over her pussy. The elastic dipped slightly in the center, the shape underneath impossible to miss.

The snap vanished.

I stared at the blank chat screen, thumb twitching. My jeans felt tight across my lap, and my heartbeat was loud enough that I thought I could hear it in my ears.

Lauren came back into the kitchen, setting an empty coffee mug in the sink. “You want more?” she asked.

“Yeah, maybe in a bit,” I said, keeping my voice flat.

Another buzz.

This time the panties were lower. The waistband sat just above the start of her mound, showing the top of trimmed hair. The cotton was thin enough to hint at the split beneath. Her nails traced along the edge, tugging it down another fraction of an inch.

I tapped the screen off as Lauren crossed behind me to get a glass of water. My thumb tapped against my thigh in time with my pulse.

The glass clinked on the counter. The faucet hissed.

Another buzz.

I waited until I heard her footsteps fade toward the stairs before opening it.

Vanessa’s legs were farther apart now, one knee tilted toward the camera. The panties had been pulled down enough to expose the start of her slit — bare skin smooth and flushed, a faint gleam catching the light. Her fingers rested on her inner thigh, close enough that a small shift would bring them between her lips.

I typed: You’re killing me.

Her reply came as text: You can get me back later.

I looked at the message longer than I needed to. My mind went straight to the idea of her here, in this kitchen, panties in one hand, phone in the other, grinning while she made me watch. I pictured her standing in the same doorway she had yesterday, except this time she’d be naked from the waist down, one hip cocked, a fingertip sliding over herself while she watched me react.

I typed: Count on it.

The typing bubble flickered, then stopped.

No new snap came. Just the chat sitting there, empty except for her last message.

I set the phone down, face down, but my head was still full of her. The heat from earlier had sharpened into something restless. I could still smell the laundry soap from the folded shirts on the chair, still hear the faint sound of her nails tapping the phone as she sent each picture.

Upstairs, I heard a drawer open, then shut. Lauren moving around in the bedroom. The hum in my chest stayed steady and hot.

I waited until I heard the bedroom door close upstairs. The sound of drawers opening and shutting was faint through the ceiling.

I picked up my phone, unlocked it, and scrolled back through every snap Vanessa had sent.

The towel. The deep, shadowed line between her tits. The weight of them in her hands. The slow bounce in that short video. The pale-blue panties pulled low, the strip of trimmed hair, the bare lips parted just enough to make my mouth dry.

I pushed my chair back quietly and walked down the hall to the downstairs bathroom. The lock slid into place with a soft click.

The air in here was cooler. The fan above made a low hum. I leaned back against the door, the phone still warm in my hand.

I opened the first picture again — the one with the towel tight around her chest. Her wet hair against her skin. The smirk that didn’t move past her lips but was all over her eyes. My thumb held the screen to keep it from disappearing, just long enough to let every inch of her sink in again.

I imagined her not holding the phone, but standing right in front of me. That towel slipping an inch lower, showing the start of her nipples. My hand brushing over the damp cotton, pulling it the rest of the way down until her tits were bare and heavy in my hands.

The next snap came to life in my head — the panties, the way she’d hooked her thumb under the waistband. In my mind she wasn’t lying on a bed. She was leaning back against the bathroom sink here, legs apart, letting the panties slide down her thighs until they hit the floor. My hand would be on her hip, the other between her legs, feeling how wet she already was.

I could hear her voice — not whispering “Damn” like yesterday, but saying my name, low and close to my ear.

I sat on the closed toilet, elbows on my knees, phone propped in my palm. Every image she’d sent blurred with what I wanted to see next: her turning around, bending slightly, looking back over her shoulder with that same smirk as she spread her thighs just enough to show me everything.

The memory of her in the doorway yesterday and the snaps from today melted together until it felt like she’d been here twice — once with her clothes on, once without a single thing to hide behind.

I didn’t need to see more. I could feel the heat in my chest, the restless pulse low in my stomach. I let it sit there, full and hard, until the sound of Lauren moving upstairs faded again into the quiet hum of the fan.

When I finally stood, I cleared the chat, swiping each picture away until the thread was empty. I rinsed my hands under the tap, splashed my face, and checked my reflection. No flush, no sign of anything out of place.

The phone went in my pocket before I unlocked the door.

Back in the kitchen, Lauren was coming down the stairs with a laundry basket on her hip. “All done?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, reaching for my coffee like nothing had happened.

She walked past me toward the washer. I kept my eyes on the mug, but in my head Vanessa was still in that towel, grinning, waiting to drop it again.
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The couch was warm under the blanket Lauren had thrown over both our legs. The TV glowed in the corner, some drama she’d picked, voices low, music swelling under every scene. She had a glass of wine on the coffee table, her phone in one hand, scrolling between glances at the screen.

I wasn’t paying attention to the show.

My phone was in my pocket, screen dark. When it buzzed, I pulled it out slow, thumb brushing the corner like I was checking the time.

Vanessa.

The snap was red. I opened it, angling the phone toward my thigh.

Her face filled the screen — no makeup, hair loose and falling over one side. She was in a black tank top that showed just enough of the deep curve of her tits to make me stare longer than I should. The background was dark, maybe her bedroom, one soft light catching the line of her collarbone.

The picture vanished. My reflection was back on the screen.

Lauren shifted beside me, tucking her feet closer under the blanket. “Did you see that part?” she asked, nodding at the TV.

“Yeah,” I said, eyes on the show for just long enough to make it believable.

Another buzz.

This time she was lying back, tank top straps slid off both shoulders. The neckline had been tugged low enough to show the top half of both tits, skin smooth and tight where she was pushing them together with one arm. The curve was full, nipples visible just under the fabric, pressing up. Her mouth was curved in that half-smirk again.

I swiped the snap away before it could time out. The heat in my chest tightened, sliding lower. My hand shifted in my lap under the blanket, adjusting before it became obvious.

My thumb hovered over the camera icon in the app. I thought about lifting the blanket, about sending her the outline she’d put there — not even skin, just enough to show her what she’d done.

Lauren leaned over me, reaching for her wine. “Move your arm,” she said, brushing against me.

I locked my phone and slid it onto the armrest. “All yours.”

She settled back against the cushion, sipping. My eyes flicked to the phone again, the urge to pick it up sharp enough to feel physical.

It buzzed once more.

I didn’t open it right away. I waited until she set the glass back down and looked at the TV again. Then I tilted the phone, just enough.

Vanessa was closer to the camera now, the tank top down around her waist, tits bare and heavy in both hands. Her thumbs rolled her nipples between her fingers as she grinned at the lens. Her tits swayed slightly with the motion, skin flushed like she’d been doing it for more than the few seconds the snap allowed.

The picture disappeared, leaving me with my own face staring back again — jaw tight, pulse thudding in my ears.

Lauren reached for the blanket, pulling it tighter around her shoulders. “Cold,” she murmured, leaning into my side.

I kept my eyes on the TV, my hand flat on my thigh to stop it from doing what it wanted — reaching for the phone, turning the camera on, and showing her what she was doing to me right here, inches from my wife.

Instead, I shifted my heel against the floor, kept my breath steady, and waited for the next buzz.

The next buzz came while Lauren was shifting the blanket around her shoulders. I could feel her hip brush mine as she got comfortable again, her glass of wine balanced in her other hand.

I picked up the phone slowly, careful to tilt it toward me.

Vanessa in a red lace bra now — if you could call it that. The cups didn’t cover much, her nipples dark against the thin fabric. The straps were loose on her shoulders, one barely hanging on. Her tits filled the frame, heavy and close enough that for a split second I forgot I was sitting on the couch with my wife.

The snap vanished. My eyes flicked to Lauren without meaning to. She was sipping her wine, eyes on the TV, one bare foot rubbing lightly against the other under the blanket.

Another buzz.

This time the bra was gone. She was topless, lying on her side, one arm propped under her head. Her tits rested heavy against each other, the slope of them leading my eyes down over the soft skin of her stomach. Her hair was spread over the pillow, lips slightly parted.

I swiped it away faster than I wanted to. The lock screen came back up, and I set the phone facedown on my thigh. My pulse was steady but harder than normal. Every little sound — the shift of Lauren’s wine glass, the creak of the couch — made me aware of how close I was to getting caught.

Lauren glanced at me briefly. “You’re quiet.”

“Just tired,” I said, keeping my tone level.

Another buzz, quick enough that it felt deliberate.

I opened it with the side of my thumb. Vanessa was standing now, phone angled from above. The shot caught her tits from the top down, her nipples drawn tight, a faint flush on her skin. The movement of her arm made her tits sway slightly in the frame.

She’d added text this time: Thinking about last night.

My fingers itched to type back something reckless, but Lauren’s voice cut in before I could. “You want more wine?”

“No, I’m good.” I locked the phone again, slid it just under the fold of the blanket, my thumb brushing the edge so I could feel if another snap landed.

The tension sat like a knot just under my ribs. Vanessa knew exactly what she was doing — each picture riskier, each one timed so I barely had space to breathe before the next. My mind kept flashing to what it would look like if Lauren leaned over at the wrong moment, if her eyes caught the screen before I could swipe it away.

Buzz.

The red square glowed in the corner of the screen.

Vanessa was closer than before, frame cutting off just below her collarbone. Her tits filled the entire shot, nipples hard, the heavy curve of them pressing together like they were waiting for a mouth. I caught a glimpse of the faint shadow between them before the image disappeared.

I sat still, phone warm in my hand under the blanket. My breath felt heavier in my chest, the way it does when you’re trying to keep every sign of your body under control.

The TV’s light flickered across Lauren’s face. She leaned forward to set her glass down, her arm brushing my leg. “You warm enough?” she asked.

“Yeah.” My voice didn’t crack, but my throat was dry.

I let the phone rest in my palm, thumb ready. Vanessa wouldn’t stop now — she’d feel the hold she had on me, the exact position she’d put me in. And I wasn’t about to look away when the next one came.

The next buzz came while Lauren was leaning forward to grab her wine. I kept my eyes on the TV until she settled back against the cushion, then slid my thumb across the screen under the blanket.

Vanessa was sitting cross-legged on her bed, the black tank top bunched around her waist. A pair of thin, grey panties clung to her hips, fabric stretched just enough to show the soft line of her slit underneath. The light caught the smooth skin of her thighs, the crease where they met. Her mouth was caught mid-smirk, like she’d timed the picture for the second before she laughed.

The snap vanished.

I adjusted the blanket slightly, letting it pool higher over my lap. My pulse was slow but heavy, every beat loud in my ears.

Buzz.

Panties lower now, waistband caught under her thumbs. The top of trimmed hair was visible, the fabric pulled tight over the rest. The kind of angle that gave just enough to make you imagine the rest without seeing it.

I swallowed, forcing my eyes to stay forward until I heard Lauren’s wine glass hit the table again. Then I opened it.

Another buzz landed before that one even timed out.

Vanessa’s legs were spread wider now, one knee angled toward the camera. The panties had been tugged to the side, her lips bare, smooth, glistening faintly in the light. Her fingers rested just above her clit, not touching, close enough that I could almost feel the heat coming off her skin.

The image was gone before I blinked. My grip on the phone tightened under the blanket.

I didn’t reply. I didn’t dare.

Lauren shifted beside me, adjusting the blanket. “You okay?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said, my voice steady enough.

Buzz.

This one was closer. Her pussy filled the frame now, her fingers parting herself slowly enough that the skin pulled and shone. The lips were flushed, wet, the detail clear enough to make my stomach tighten.

My thumb froze over the screen when I heard Lauren shift again. She reached for her phone, scrolled through something, and then leaned back into the couch with a sigh.

I opened the snap. The image burned into my eyes before it vanished. My mouth felt dry, and I made myself set the phone back on the armrest, screen down.

The temptation to answer was sharp — send her something back, anything. Even just text. But Lauren’s leg pressed against mine under the blanket, her warmth a reminder of exactly how close I was to ruining everything in one slip.

I sat still, the heat in my lap heavy and insistent, waiting for the next move to be hers.

The TV washed soft blue light over the room. Lauren’s head rested against my shoulder now, the weight of it warm through my shirt. Her wine glass was empty on the table, phone face-down beside it.

I hadn’t heard a buzz in a few minutes, but my body was still keyed up like it was coming any second. My chest felt tight, my heartbeat steady but strong, each thud a reminder of what I’d been watching. My cock sat heavy and hard under the blanket, pressed against my thigh, the heat of it trapped in the thick fold of fabric.

I kept my breathing slow, careful not to let it change with the thoughts running through my head. Every snap replayed like a slideshow: Vanessa’s tits spilling out of that bra, the weight of them in her hands; her panties pulled to the side; the wet gleam between her legs; the way her mouth curved just before the picture cut off.

My thighs shifted slightly, a slow press and release just to feel the drag of the blanket over the outline. My hand stayed on the armrest, fingers curled into the fabric, but I could feel the ache in my forearm from wanting to move it lower.

I imagined answering her. Sliding my hand under the blanket, framing the outline in the camera, showing her exactly how hard she’d made me while my wife leaned against me without a clue. The thought made my stomach tighten, a slow, low pull that sat heavy in my gut.

Lauren’s breathing had evened out — slow, deep, her head heavier now on my shoulder. She’d fallen asleep. I didn’t move, didn’t risk it, but my eyes cut toward my phone on the armrest.

Buzz.

I slid it toward me silently, tilting it just enough to open.

Vanessa again, the camera low, shooting up from between her legs. Her pussy filled the frame, glistening more than before, fingers spreading her wider. The caption read: Sweet dreams.

The snap vanished, but the image stayed in my head like it had been burned there.

I leaned back into the couch, every muscle in my body tight. My cock throbbed once, a slow, strong pulse that pressed into the blanket. I let out a breath through my nose, quiet and controlled, and kept my hand where it was.

Lauren shifted in her sleep, her arm brushing my side, reminding me how thin the line was between the two worlds I was living in right then — one warm and quiet, one hot and reckless.

I didn’t answer Vanessa. I didn’t dare.

But my whole body was still answering her anyway.
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Family BBQ
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The smell of grilled meat and charcoal hit me as soon as I stepped through the gate into my brother’s backyard. The place was already busy. Folding chairs were scattered across the grass, coolers half-open with condensation dripping down the sides, and music played low from a speaker near the deck. Kids shrieked near the sprinkler, their wet feet slapping against the patio.

Then I saw her.

Vanessa stood near the picnic table, leaning forward to reach for a platter. Her sundress hung loose around her shoulders, but the thin fabric clung to the curves beneath. No bra. The outline of her nipples pressed faintly against the light material, catching in the sunlight when she moved. She straightened and caught my eye, letting the corner of her mouth twitch into the faintest smile before she turned back to the food.

I found a seat under the shade of a large umbrella, beer in hand, pretending to listen to a conversation about someone’s new car. My eyes kept finding her across the yard. The sway of her hips when she walked. The soft outline of her boobs shifting under the dress when she laughed at something my brother said.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I slid it out under the table. A snap from her. I swiped it open and froze. The shot was from her lap, the hem of her sundress bunched high. No panties. Smooth skin, the faint shadow between her legs, and just the edge of her smile visible in the corner.

I glanced around. No one was paying attention. I set the phone face-down on my thigh and took a long pull from my beer, forcing my breathing to stay even.

Across the lawn, she was chatting casually with my brother like nothing had happened.

The next buzz came while someone was telling a story beside me. I checked it quickly. A close-up of her nipple pressing against the thin fabric, the caption reading: Getting warm out here.

Heat pooled in my stomach. I shifted in my chair, moving my legs to hide the shape growing in my shorts. My brother called my name from across the yard and I forced a grin, raising my drink in acknowledgment.

Another buzz. A short video this time. She was seated in one of the lawn chairs, knees apart just enough for the camera to catch a flash of her pussy before the dress fell back into place. The clip cut off there, but the image stayed in my head.

I muttered something about needing the bathroom and stood, making my way toward the house. The cooler air hit my skin as I stepped inside, the sounds of the party muffled behind me.

In the hallway, I checked my phone again. Another snap waited — her hand resting high on her inner thigh, fingers close enough to make my breath catch.

The guest bathroom door clicked shut behind me, and I locked it, my pulse already picking up. This wasn’t going to take long.

The lock clicked into place, the quiet in the small bathroom wrapping around me. My hand was already in my pocket, pulling the phone free. Her snap was still waiting. I opened it again, letting my eyes drag over the image. Her hand on her thigh, fingers so close it felt like she was inviting me to close the gap for her.

I could hear faint voices through the walls, the occasional laugh from the yard. The risk made the pulse in my throat pound harder. I set the phone on the counter, angled so I could see her as I unbuttoned my shorts and pushed them low on my hips.

The first stroke was slow, deliberate, my eyes fixed on her picture. I imagined her standing in front of me here, sundress pushed up, that smirk in her eyes as she told me to hurry before someone knocked. I could almost feel the heat of her skin, the weight of her boobs against my chest, the slide of her bare pussy over me.

Another buzz. I grabbed the phone with my free hand. This one was a video — Vanessa leaning back in her lawn chair outside, the camera angled down to catch her legs spread wide, one hand between them. She only rubbed once, slow, before the clip ended.

I stroked faster, jaw tight, picturing the rest of that video she didn’t send. Her tits moving with each breath, her lips parting as she got wetter. The thought of her doing that while my brother stood a few feet away almost pushed me over.

I grabbed a paper towel from the holder, wrapping it around my cock just in time for the heat to surge low in my gut. My release spilled hard into the crumpled paper, my breath sharp in the close air.

I wiped quickly, tucking myself back in, and tossed the paper into the bin. The mirror caught my face — flushed, eyes still darker than they should be for a family afternoon.

Another buzz hit as I unlocked the door. I didn’t open it this time. I knew I’d be back for it later.

The heat from the bathroom followed me out into the cooler hallway. I took a slow breath, making sure the faint redness in my face had faded before I stepped back outside. The sunlight was bright again, the noise of the party rushing in all at once. It felt too loud, too normal, like the last ten minutes hadn’t happened at all.

Vanessa was at the drinks table, tilting a jug of iced tea into a cup. Her bare arms caught the light, the thin straps of her sundress loose against her shoulders. She glanced up just long enough for her lips to curve into that smirk I knew was aimed squarely at me. Then she turned away, leaning forward slightly as she set the jug down, the hem of her dress shifting high enough to make my stomach tighten all over again.

I crossed the yard slowly, stopping near the grill where my brother was talking to a neighbor. I nodded at their conversation, laughed at the right moment, but my eyes kept drifting past them to where she stood. Even when she wasn’t looking, I felt the pull.

When I finally moved to grab another drink, she was there, sliding in beside me at the cooler. Her arm brushed mine, warm and deliberate. She passed me a cold can, her fingers lingering just long enough for the skin-on-skin contact to register.

“Feel better?” she murmured, eyes on the cooler, voice low enough that no one else could hear.

I cracked the can open, keeping my voice even. “For now.”

Her smile deepened, the kind that didn’t break the surface but told me everything. She leaned in a little closer, her voice almost playful. “Should I make it worse again?”

I met her gaze for a beat longer than was safe. “You already are.”

Her brows lifted slightly, the corner of her mouth curling before she stepped away, hips swaying as she crossed to a small group near the fence, her hair catching in the breeze.

For the next hour, we kept the game going. She’d let her leg press lightly to mine under the picnic table. She’d pass me a plate and let her fingers slide over my palm, nails dragging just enough to be felt. Sometimes she’d tilt her head in the middle of a conversation with someone else, her eyes flicking to me for a split second like she was checking if I was still watching. I always was.

At one point, she walked past me on her way to the house, brushing her chest lightly against my arm. “Think about me while I’m gone,” she said softly, just before stepping through the door.

During lunch, I watched her from across the table. The sundress shifted each time she reached for something, showing flashes of thigh. A glint of skin here, the suggestion of curve there, and that subtle, knowing smile whenever she caught me looking. My brother asked me something, and I had to drag my attention back fast, covering it with a swallow of beer.

Later, when dessert was being passed around, my phone buzzed against my thigh. I shifted my plate to my lap and checked it under the table. The photo was quick and dirty — her sitting cross-legged in a lawn chair, the hem of her dress bunched high. A strip of bare skin ran up from her knee to where the shadow between her thighs started. No panties, no caption. None needed.

I looked up to find her watching me from across the yard, lips parting just enough for a small smile to form. I tucked the phone away before anyone noticed, but the image stayed locked in my head, heating the back of my neck. Every time I looked her way after that, she was already looking back — both of us keeping the same dangerous secret while the party went on around us.

The party wound down slowly, guests leaving in small groups with hugs and goodbyes. When it was my turn, I made my way toward Vanessa and my brother, giving him a quick pat on the shoulder before turning to her. I leaned in for the kind of polite hug that was expected — brief, friendly, nothing anyone could question. Still, I felt the warmth of her body through the thin fabric of her sundress, the faint press of her chest against me. It was enough to send a quick spark straight down my spine.

“Thanks for hosting,” I said quietly.

“Anytime,” she murmured back, her breath warm near my ear. When she stepped away, her eyes held mine for just a second longer than necessary.

Back home, the house was quiet. Lauren had gone to bed early, claiming she was tired from the sun. I sat in the dim light of the living room, my phone on the armrest beside me, waiting for it to buzz.

It didn’t take long.

The first snap was harmless — Vanessa lying on her side in bed, hair spread across the pillow, her smile soft but deliberate. The next made my chest tighten. Same position, but the camera pulled back just enough to show the sundress pooled at her waist. Bare legs. No panties.

Another buzz. A slow video. She slid her hand down over her stomach, between her thighs, parting them enough to show me everything. She didn’t touch herself, just rested her fingers there, making sure I had the view.

My cock swelled instantly, my hand going to my lap without thought. I typed back: You’re going to get me caught.

Her reply came quick: That’s half the fun.

I leaned back, watching the short clip again, letting the heat from the day surge back through me. I could still smell the smoke from the grill, hear the low hum of conversation, see the sunlight catching her bare shoulder as she handed me that drink. Every little detail of the afternoon twisted together with what she’d just sent, making it impossible to think about anything else.

One more snap arrived before I could put the phone down. Her bare ass under the covers, the caption reading: Next time, we don’t stop at pictures.

I shut off the light and headed upstairs, my chest tight and my head full of her. Sleep wasn’t going to come easy tonight.
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Night Alone
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The first buzz came before my alarm. I fumbled for my phone, eyes still heavy, and swiped open the snap. Vanessa was in bed, hair messy, her head sunk into the pillow. The blanket was pulled down just far enough to bare one boob, the nipple soft in the early light. No caption. Just her looking at the camera like she’d been awake long enough to plan this.

I lay there for a moment, letting the image work through me before my thumb hovered over the reply button. I snapped back a shot of my bare chest, the sheet barely covering my hips. Morning.

Her response came quick. A close-up of her lips, teeth catching her bottom one. Seconds later, another snap — her lips parting, the tip of her tongue just showing. Bet you’re hard already.

I smirked at the screen. You think too highly of yourself.

Her next message landed instantly: Show me then.

I told her I had work to do. She sent a video instead. She was in the shower, steam blurring the glass, the outline of her body still clear — curves, the swell of her boobs, the dark shape between her thighs when she turned just enough. She let her hand slide down her stomach before the clip cut off. That’s what you’re missing.

Trying to focus at my desk was pointless. Every buzz sent a jolt straight to my cock. One snap was her in a thin tank top with no bra, nipples pushing hard against the fabric. Another was her sitting cross-legged on her couch in tiny shorts, the hem riding high enough to see bare skin. The caption read: These aren’t staying on long.

I shifted in my chair, my jeans suddenly uncomfortable. You’re going to make me quit my job, I typed.

Not my fault you can’t handle me, she replied.

I snapped a quick picture of my lap, the bulge obvious even through the denim. Her reply was instant: I want to see more.

Patience.

By noon, I’d stopped pretending to work. Every little red notification had me reaching for my phone like I was starving for it, each one pushing us closer to a line we both knew was about to be crossed.

The rest of the morning turned into a slow burn I couldn’t put out. I’d set my phone face-down, only to flip it over the moment it buzzed. Each snap was dirtier than the last, like she was pacing herself just to make me lose focus completely.

Around one, she sent a shot from her bedroom — the tank top gone, her tits bare and soft in the light, nipples stiff. The caption read: Miss these?

I leaned back in my chair, letting my thumb hover over the screen before replying. I took my phone into the kitchen under the excuse of making lunch and snapped her a picture from above, my hand pressing against the bulge in my jeans. Thinking about them now.

Her reply was a video. She was lying on her back, phone angled from above, one hand cupping her left boob while the other dragged slowly down her stomach toward her shorts. She stopped right at the waistband, her voice low: “Not yet.” The clip ended there, leaving the sound of her voice in my ears.

I poured myself a drink I didn’t need, pacing the kitchen before my phone buzzed again. This time it was just her face, close up, a faint smile and flushed cheeks. I’m not wearing these for long, the text read right after.

By midafternoon, Lauren was still out running errands, and Vanessa knew it. What are you wearing? she typed.

I sent her a mirror shot from the bedroom — t-shirt, sweats, the outline obvious beneath. Thinking about changing into something less comfortable.

Her next snap was her standing in front of her own mirror, just a matching black bra and panties, her hips angled so I caught the curve of her ass in the reflection. Better?

I sent her a close-up of my cock through the fabric, thick and straining. She replied instantly: Lose the pants.

I hesitated, just long enough for her to send a follow-up text: Don’t make me ask again.

The sweats hit the floor. I snapped her the proof — bare now, my cock heavy in my hand. She sent back a slow, silent video of her slipping her panties down her legs, stepping out of them, and dropping them on the bed. She bent slightly to pick them up, giving me a view of her tits swaying before she tossed them toward the camera.

We traded more through the afternoon — me in different positions on the bed, her sprawled on her couch, knees bent and legs apart, rubbing over herself but never giving me the full view for more than a second. Every time I thought she’d reached the limit, she’d push it a little further. Her hand between her thighs, sliding the tips of her fingers lower. My cock fully in my hand, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

By the time the sun dipped lower in the window, we weren’t pretending anymore. The last snap came with a message: Tonight. Camera on. Don’t cum until I tell you.

My pulse kicked hard. I knew I’d spend the rest of the afternoon with nothing else on my mind but her, counting the hours until she let me see everything.

Evening came slow, every glance at the clock dragging. When Lauren finally left to meet her friends, I shut the door behind her and locked it, my phone already in my hand. I typed out a quick message to Vanessa: Alone now.

Her reply came fast. Wait a few minutes.

The next three minutes felt longer than the entire day. I sat on the edge of the bed, phone in my hand, hearing only the faint hum of the fridge downstairs and my own breathing. Then another message: Ready?

I confirmed. The typing dots appeared, then vanished. Seconds later, the call came through.

Her face filled the screen, that half-smile curling her lips. “Show me where you are,” she said.

I angled the camera to the bed, then set it down so she could see me sitting on the edge. “Your turn,” I told her.

She stepped back from her phone, revealing a short silk robe barely tied. She loosened the knot slowly, letting it slip from her shoulders until it pooled at her feet. Black bra and panties again, but a different set — thinner, smaller. She turned once so I caught the shape of her ass, then faced me with her hands on her hips.

“Touch yourself,” she said.

I gripped my cock through my sweats, slow and deliberate. She watched, then slid her bra straps down one at a time, cupping her tits before letting the bra drop. She teased her nipples, pinching them between her fingers, rolling them until they were stiff and standing out.

“Pull them down,” I said. She smirked and eased her panties over her hips, pushing them to the floor and stepping out. The view of her bare pussy was direct, her legs parted just enough to leave no doubt.

She climbed onto her bed, lying back against the pillows, phone propped to keep me in her view. One hand slid between her thighs, fingers parting her lips to show me the wet shine. The other roamed over her stomach, back to her tits, squeezing and rubbing them while she kept her eyes on me.

I pushed my sweats down, my cock springing free. I stroked slowly, matching her pace. “Faster,” she whispered, and I obeyed.

She moaned quietly, rubbing small circles on her clit. “Tell me what you’d do,” she breathed.

“I’d put you on your hands and knees,” I said, my voice low. “Grab your hips. Bury myself in you and fuck you until you begged.”

Her breathing hitched. She slowed for a moment, just looking at me, then spread her legs wider and slid two fingers inside herself. “Like this?”

I nodded, pumping my fist around my cock, watching her hips rise off the bed with each stroke of her fingers. She moaned louder now, her free hand squeezing her tits, thumbs brushing her nipples. I could see the wet sheen coating her fingers each time she pulled them out.

“Harder,” she urged, her hips moving against her hand. I sped up, every detail of her — the flush on her chest, the way her tits bounced with each movement, the glisten between her legs — pushing me closer.

She sat up halfway, bringing her face closer to the camera, her voice a low rasp. “You’d be pounding me right now. I’d be screaming for it.”

I bit back a groan, slowing my strokes to keep from losing it too soon. “Not yet,” she warned, eyes narrowing. “You wait for me.”

I gritted my teeth, watching her bring herself closer. She changed her angle, grinding her palm against her clit as her fingers stayed buried inside. The tension in her thighs, the arch of her back, the wet sounds coming through the phone — all of it made my pulse hammer.

“Now,” she gasped, and I let go, pumping hard until the release hit, hot and fast, spilling over my hand as her own orgasm took her. Her moan filled the room through the phone, both of us breathing hard, watching each other come down.

She smiled lazily. “Next time, in person.”

I ended the call still hard enough to want more, knowing I’d agreed to exactly that without saying a word.

We stayed on the call longer than we should have, both of us sprawled back, catching our breath. My cock was still in my hand, softening slowly, skin slick from the mess I hadn’t wiped yet. Vanessa’s fingers rested against her thigh, her pussy still glistening in the light.

She gave me that same lazy, post-orgasm smile, the one that said she knew exactly what she’d just done to me. “You’re quieter than I expected,” she murmured.

I smirked. “Trying to memorize every second of that.”

Her fingers lifted, dragging her own wetness up over her stomach before she let her hand fall again. “Good. I expect a replay next time.”

I pulled my shirt down over my lap, but not before giving her one last slow stroke, letting her see the last drops gather at the tip. Her eyes tracked it until I was covered again.

“Your turn,” I said. “Let me see you taste yourself.”

Her eyebrows lifted, but she didn’t hesitate. She slid two fingers through her folds, gathering the shine, and brought them to her mouth. Her lips closed around them, her tongue curling. When she pulled them free, she smiled wider. “There. Happy?”

I exhaled through a grin. “Yeah. More than happy.”

For a few seconds, the only sound was her soft breathing and the faint hum of the connection. Then she leaned forward, adjusting the phone so I saw more of her face, less of her body. “You know we can’t keep this just on camera forever.”

“That’s the plan,” I said.

Her smile shifted — more knowing now. “Then you’d better make it worth the wait.”

Before I could answer, she ended the call. The screen went dark, leaving me staring at my reflection, the afterimage of her body still sharp in my head.

I cleaned up quick, tossing the tissues in the bin, pulling my sweats back on. My heart was still beating harder than normal, the quiet of the house somehow louder after her voice was gone.

When Lauren’s car pulled into the driveway, I was already on the couch, phone in hand, the TV on low. She walked in carrying bags, smiling like nothing had happened in the last half hour.

I stood, took some of the weight from her, kissed her cheek. She chatted about the store, what she’d picked up for dinner. I nodded at the right spots, but my mind was still on Vanessa — her fingers, her moans, the way she’d looked at me through the screen when she said we wouldn’t keep it on camera forever.

I knew exactly what she meant. And I knew the next time we saw each other in person, neither of us was going to stop at a polite hug.
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Movie night
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It was a Saturday night ritual that had grown casual over the years. Lauren’s brother, Mark, would drop by with a couple of streaming suggestions, and the four of us would turn the living room into a small theater—lights dimmed, snacks within reach, no plans beyond letting the evening stretch until someone decided it was time for bed. Tonight was no different: curtains drawn, the low amber glow of the corner lamp painting soft edges across the furniture, the rest lit by the flicker of the opening credits.

The air smelled of popcorn and red wine. A platter of chips and salsa waited on the coffee table, next to two bottles of beer for Mark and me. Lauren carried in the popcorn bowl, still steaming, and tossed a heavy throw over her lap and mine before curling into the corner of the couch. “Perfect night for this,” she said, tapping the stem of her glass. She was already half into the film.

Vanessa sat to my left, between me and the arm of the couch. She looked dressed for comfort, but there was nothing careless about it—black leggings that hugged every curve of her hips and thighs, a loose pale tank dipping low enough to shadow the line of her cleavage. Her long dark hair was down, spilling over her shoulder whenever she leaned forward. The lamp’s warm light caught the olive tone of her skin and the faint freckles across her collarbone.

Mark settled into the recliner with a beer in hand, cracking a joke about the movie’s intro as it played. The mood was relaxed, familiar, but the heat from Vanessa’s body against my sleeve cut through the easy rhythm like a low, steady current.

She picked up the popcorn bowl, handed it across me to Lauren, then set it on my lap. “Want any?” she asked, eyes on the screen but with the corner of her mouth lifting just slightly.

“Yeah,” I said, reaching in. My fingers brushed hers, and she didn’t move away right away.

Lauren sipped her wine. “They say this won some big festival award.”

“Mhm.” My eyes slid to Vanessa as she shifted, her knee sliding under the blanket until it pressed into mine. The contact was deliberate, warm.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I eased it out under the throw, keeping the screen low. A new Snap from Vanessa. I unlocked it.

Thinking about what’s under that blanket.

I glanced sideways; she was still watching the screen, face neutral. My thumb tapped out a reply: You’re pushing your luck.

She looked down briefly at her own phone, the faintest curve appearing at her lips before she shifted her knee harder into mine under the throw.

Lauren laughed at something on the TV, unaware.

Vanessa reached for the popcorn again, elbow grazing my side. She murmured, “Don’t keep me waiting.”

Another buzz. I didn’t open it right away, though I could feel her eyes even as she faced forward. My knee pressed into hers, and she pressed back.

Lauren tucked her feet under herself. “Can you pass me my drink?”

I leaned forward, shoulder brushing Vanessa’s side. She stayed still, letting the contact linger. Passing the glass back, my phone buzzed again. Vanessa’s lips curved like she already knew I’d check.

I slid my thumb across the screen under the throw. Vanessa’s new Snap was just text again, but sharper this time: Bet you’re hard already.

I kept my face flat, eyes on the movie, and typed back: Not yet, but getting there. Planning on doing something to speed it up?

She glanced down at her own phone, and the smallest shake of her head told me she’d read it. Her knee stayed pressed to mine, her calf shifting until her foot hooked lightly behind my ankle under the blanket.

Mark chuckled from the recliner at a line on screen. Lauren lifted her glass for another sip, leaning briefly against me. Vanessa took that moment to send another. I opened it.

Thinking about sliding my hand under this blanket.

I swallowed hard, looked over at Lauren and typed back: Do we dare?

Before she could answer, Lauren shifted beside me, pulling the blanket tighter around her shoulders. “Cold,” she murmured.

“Here,” I said, slipping the throw fully around her and tucking it in at her side. “Better?”

She smiled, squeezing my arm. “Thanks.”

I stood, crossed to the basket by the wall, and grabbed another blanket. As I sat back down, I draped it over my own lap. Vanessa leaned closer, lowering her voice so only I could hear. “Mind sharing?”

I lifted the edge without a word, letting her slide part of it over her legs until the fabric pooled across both our laps. The shift brought our thighs flush together. Under the cover, her hand rested briefly on my knee before sliding away.

Another buzz. Now I can really get away with it.

I risked a quick reply: Then don’t waste time.

Her thigh pressed harder against mine, and her calf brushed the side of my leg in a slow, deliberate move. The pressure in my jeans had nowhere to go.

Another Snap. Can’t stop thinking about your hand there instead of mine. The words sat plain but felt like they burned through the fabric.

I angled my phone to reply: Your turn.

Her answer came in seconds: Bathroom would be too obvious. Make me feel it here.

The rest of the scene on screen passed in a blur. My attention was split between keeping still for Lauren’s sake and tracking every brush of Vanessa’s leg. By the time the movie’s first plot twist landed, my phone buzzed again.

I’m wet.

The heat under that blanket was almost visible. I slid my phone away before Lauren could glance down and leaned back into the couch. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Vanessa looking straight ahead, but the slow curl of her lips told me she knew exactly what she was doing.

A swell in the movie’s soundtrack gave just enough noise to risk another move. I slid my hand slowly across the shared blanket, the back of my knuckles brushing Vanessa’s thigh. She didn’t flinch. Her breathing shifted—barely—but I caught it. The warmth under the fabric felt like it had been waiting for me.

I inched higher, fingertips pressing into the smooth fabric stretched over her upper thigh. Heat radiated through the leggings, the warmth intensifying as I drew closer to her pussy. She shifted almost imperceptibly, pressing into my touch, her eyes never leaving the screen. Her stillness made the contact even sharper.

Lauren laughed at something in the film, glancing between us without suspicion. I let my thumb trace a slow, careful arc, moving closer until I felt the faintest swell under the cloth where her pussy lips pressed against it. My hand stayed in a steady rhythm, rubbing with just enough pressure to make her legs tense for a moment. I could feel her muscles tighten, then ease as she leaned a fraction more into me.

Her thigh pressed more firmly into mine under the blanket, the pressure holding as the heat between us built in silence. Her hand slid until her fingertips rested against the inside of my knee. She stayed there for a beat, then traced upward, the line of her touch straight toward the hard shape in my lap. Every nerve in my leg fired when her fingers brushed along the edge of my cock. She lingered there, teasing, then let one fingertip run lightly down the length before returning to the top, mapping me through the denim. I forced myself to shift casually, like I was just resettling, even as her touch made my breath catch.

Mark came back in with his beer, settling into the recliner with the easy slump of someone oblivious to anything but the movie. Lauren reached for the popcorn. I pulled my hand away just long enough to grab the bowl, passing it to her without a word. As soon as it was back on the table, my palm found Vanessa again, sliding up the inside of her thigh until I was rubbing her slowly over her leggings. Her body heat was stronger now, the firmness of my touch matched by the subtle, steady flex of her hips.

She answered by letting her fingers press more firmly along my shaft, tracing the shape through my jeans in a way that left no doubt she was feeling every inch. The contact was steady, matched to the slow, deliberate movement of my hand over her pussy. Every few seconds, her grip shifted, fingertips pressing just enough to make me bite back a breath. I kept my movements measured, circling and rubbing until the fabric under my palm felt warmer, damper.

Lauren’s voice cut briefly into the tension. “Want more wine?” she asked, not looking away from the screen.

“I’m good,” I said evenly, not daring to glance at Vanessa. My hand didn’t stop moving.

The movie played on, dialogue fading behind the thrum in my ears. Vanessa’s knee pressed into mine again, her touch giving the faintest squeeze before retreating, only to return a heartbeat later. Her fingertips found the underside of my cock this time, dragging from base to tip in one slow pass that sent a tightening through my stomach. My hand pressed in harder against her pussy, feeling the subtle shift of her hips as she pushed back into me.

Mark cleared his throat, leaning forward to set his beer on the table. Both our hands stilled just long enough for him to settle back again. Then her fingers were on me once more, bolder now, and I answered in kind, rubbing small, insistent circles right over her clit through the leggings.

We didn’t speak. The blanket hid everything, and yet the air between us was loud with what we weren’t saying. My pulse was thick in my neck, my breathing shallow enough to blend with the quiet of the room. Her hand stayed on my cock, my hand stayed on her pussy, the shared fabric between us now holding more heat than it should.

I didn’t stop.

The final act of the movie was nothing but background noise now. All I could register was the pulse in my cock and the heat of Vanessa’s pussy under my hand. Every small shift of her hips ground her clit into my fingers, every pass of her hand along my shaft made the pressure in my chest tighten.

Lauren laughed softly at something on-screen, and at the same time Vanessa shifted in her seat, her thigh pressing into mine. The movement pulled the edge of the blanket just enough that I had to tug it back into place over us. That small adjustment brought my hand tighter against her mound, pressing my fingers in more firmly. Her breath hitched, quiet enough to be lost under the movie’s score.

I kept my eyes ahead, my fingertips moving in tight, deliberate circles over her clit through the damp fabric. Her nails pressed lightly into my thigh in answer. She stroked me slower now, her palm gliding the length of my cock, making sure she felt every ridge, every twitch.

Mark shifted in his chair and reached for another drink. We both went still again, masks back in place. As soon as he settled, her hand slid higher, cupping me through my jeans with a slow squeeze that made me exhale through my nose to keep control.

I pushed my palm harder against her, dragging the heel of my hand over her clit, then sliding my fingers along the line of her slit. The dampness through her leggings was undeniable now. She spread her knees an inch wider under the cover, an unspoken invitation.

The room felt hotter, every breath heavier. Lauren’s focus stayed on the TV. Vanessa’s hand traced back to my tip, thumb brushing over it through the denim, and my stomach pulled tight.

The credits began to roll. Mark stood, stretching with a groan. Lauren started gathering glasses. I withdrew my hand slowly, my palm tingling with leftover heat. Vanessa let her fingers linger on my cock for one last slow drag before pulling away.

Mark headed for the kitchen, Lauren right behind him. As they stepped out of sight, Vanessa shifted closer under the blanket, her thigh pressing firmly against mine. She leaned in, her lips just at my ear. “Later,” she breathed, low and certain.

I didn’t answer, didn’t need to. My cock was still hard, my hand still warm from her, and the promise in her tone was enough to lock the rest of my night in place.
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Bold move
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The house carried the kind of weekend noise that comes from too many people in one place and nobody in a hurry. Laughter layered over a low playlist. Plates clicked. A grill hissed somewhere in the backyard. The air smelled like spice rub, sheet cake frosting, and coffee that had been kept warm a little too long. Family photos lined the hallway, all the way to the kitchen, where Lauren’s dad sat at the head of the table wearing a paper crown from the party store tilted over one eyebrow.

“Sixty-five, and I can still outwork all of you,” he said, grinning as he raised his glass.

“You wouldn’t let anyone else try,” Lauren answered, kissing his cheek before pressing a fresh napkin into his palm. “Happy birthday, Dad.”

Mark, her brother, came through the slider with a tray of grilled corn and announced, “More butter is incoming,” like a stadium vendor. Vanessa followed him with a pitcher of ice water, hip nudging the door closed as she passed. The light off the backyard hit her first, then slid across the room in a warm sheet, catching the high gloss of her hair and the soft line of her cheek before it moved on.

“Careful, it’s heavy,” Mark said.

“I’ve got it,” Vanessa said, voice low and easy. She set the pitcher down and turned to me with a small smile. “Ethan, will you hand me those glasses?”

“Sure.” I passed them over. Our fingers brushed. Heat ran up my arm like a raised match.

She wore a fitted summer dress in a warm shade that did more than flatter. The fabric skimmed her waist and gripped her hips, then loosened just enough to sway when she moved. The neckline dipped and held, drawing the eye without pleading for it. When she leaned to set plates, the dress shaped itself around her in a way that turned every small reach into a private show. Her perfume was clean and warm, like sun on skin.

“Everyone good for drinks?” Lauren asked, sweeping the room with that brisk host energy she always brought to family things. She gave me a quick touch at the shoulder, then moved on to check on her mom.

Vanessa slid beside me at the counter and reached for the salt. “You look like you could use something stronger,” she said, barely above the clink of cutlery.

“Just pacing myself,” I said. “Long afternoon.”

“Mm.” She tipped the salt and watched the stream. “Long is good.”

Across the kitchen, Dad lifted his fork and declared, “No speeches, just cake.” Mark clapped him on the back and started a ragged chorus of happy birthday that spilled into the living room and back again. I sang like everyone else and kept my eyes where I shouldn’t. Vanessa’s mouth shaped the words in a soft curve, then closed around a laugh when the song toppled into applause. She looked at me for half a beat while people reached for forks and plates, and in that half beat every hour since the movie night came back at once.

“How’s work?” Lauren’s mom asked me, passing a stack of dessert plates.

“Busy,” I said. “The good kind.” I set plates on the runner and took two steps right to make room for a new wave of cousins.

Vanessa came with a tray of cake slices, the edge of the plate balanced against her forearm. “Make room,” she said to no one in particular. Her forearm brushed my ribs as she lowered it to the table. The contact was light and sure. It lasted a second longer than necessary.

Mark raised his glass. “To Dad. For teaching us to double-check the propane, to park on the street, and to cut the lawn like it’s a major league ballpark.”

“To Dad,” the room answered.

“To Dad,” I said, and felt Vanessa’s eyes on me as the first bites went down and the party shifted to its slow middle. People broke into smaller conversations. Someone opened a window. The ceiling fan ticked.

Vanessa set an empty tray by the sink and rinsed her hands. “It’s warm in here,” she said to the faucet. The water ran clear over her fingers. She dried them on a towel and tilted her head. “I’m going to go find some air.”

“Back door’s open,” Mark called from the island.

“I’ll be two minutes,” she said, not looking at him. She lifted her eyes to me. The look wasn’t a question. It landed and held. Then she turned down the hallway off the kitchen, past the pantry and the den, where the family kept the extra fridge and the old washer and dryer that outlived three dishwashers.

Lauren slid into my side with a fork and a grin. “He went back for seconds,” she said, pointing her fork at her dad. “Mom says we have to hide the ice cream.”

“I’ll help,” I said, even as my body tilted toward the hall. “In a minute.”

“Go on,” she said, misreading my drift. “Grab the butter from the garage fridge? Mark will forget.”

“On it.” I lifted the key from the hook, made a show of jiggling it. When I turned, Vanessa was already a quiet note in the hallway. I gave Lauren’s waist a quick squeeze, then slipped out of the kitchen and into cooler air that smelled like laundry soap and cedar shelves.

The house sounds thinned. The bass of conversation faded to a hum. A dryer thumped a steady beat somewhere ahead. A single nightlight burned near the baseboard where the hallway turned. I moved past the den door. Past the old family computer desk. Past a framed school portrait of Mark with a crooked tie. The laundry room sat at the very end, door pulled almost closed. Warm light traced a thin blade around the jamb.

I reached the door and paused. The dryer hummed. The heat in that small room curled out and touched my face. I eased the door with two fingers, slow enough to hear the latch whisper against the frame, and saw her turn her head toward me, one hand on the counter, the other resting against the top of the warm machine. Her dress caught the light and held it. Her eyes said everything. The hallway shut itself behind me. The dryer’s low drum swallowed the rest.

The laundry room was smaller than I remembered, warm from the dryer’s low hum. The scent of detergent clung to the air, clean and heavy, mixing with the faint, intoxicating trace of her perfume. I had just stepped inside when the door clicked shut behind me. Vanessa stood there, back to the door, her deep brown eyes locked on mine like she’d been following me the whole way. Her fitted dress hugged her soft hourglass curves, the fabric pulling gently across her full, heavy tits and the swell of her hips.

“You took your time,” she said, her voice low but edged with heat.

I stepped in, closing the distance in two strides. “Couldn’t make it too obvious.”

She smirked, then pushed off the door and met me halfway. The heat from her plush, warm body rolled into mine as she came toe to toe. Her gaze dropped to my mouth for a split second before she tilted her chin and kissed me.

It started soft — a brush, a test — then her lips pressed harder, demanding. Her hand came up to my chest, fingers curling into my shirt. I slid my hands to her wide, tempting hips, pulling her tight until the curve of her soft belly and the swell of her tits molded into my chest. Her lips parted, and her tongue met mine in a deep, hungry stroke that sent a jolt straight through me.

She broke the kiss only long enough to breathe, “Been dying for this all day,” before her hands slipped under my shirt. Her palms smoothed over my stomach, fingers dragging lightly up to my chest. Her nails scratched just enough to make my breath hitch.

I cupped her heavy tits over the thin fabric of her dress, feeling the warm weight settle into my palms. She pushed into my grip, mouth back on mine, kissing like she needed every inch of me now. The dryer’s steady thump seemed to sync with my pulse. I rolled my thumbs over her wide, sensitive nipples in slow circles until they hardened under the dress, earning a low sound from her throat.

She stepped forward, pressing me into the dryer. The metal edge dug into my lower back as her hips met mine. Her hand slid down over my ribs, past my stomach, until her fingers found my belt. She curled them into the leather and pulled me closer so my cock pressed hard into the soft plane of her lower belly.

“Feel that?” I murmured against her lips.

Her answer was a quiet, “Mm, yeah... I want it,” followed by a sharper kiss. I moved one hand from her chest to her lower back, dragging it down until I could grip her full, round ass. My fingers sank into the warm, firm flesh under the thin fabric.

She kissed me harder, sucking my lower lip before letting it go. “God, you feel good,” she whispered, her breathing quickening.

I dipped my head to her neck, kissing just below her ear. Her olive skin was warm and smooth, tasting faintly of her lotion. She tilted her head, letting me in, her grip on my belt tightening until she was pulling me into a slow, deliberate grind.

Her body moved against mine like we’d done this a hundred times. My hand came back up to her tits, squeezing, thumbs teasing her nipples until she arched her chest into me, making the heavy curves bounce gently in my palms. Her lips brushed my ear as her breath came hot and fast.

The rest of the house vanished. All I could hear was the low drum of the dryer and the sharp catch of her breath every time my hands moved. Her eyes met mine between kisses — dark, hungry, certain. She pressed into me again, pinning me to the dryer. “Don’t stop,” she said, and I knew neither of us had any intention of slowing down.

Her “Don’t stop” hit harder than a shove, and I didn’t. We moved like we were already late for something and didn’t care who noticed. My hands grabbed at her soft, lush curves like I had to memorize them in seconds. I squeezed the full swell of her tits through the clingy dress, thumbs raking over her stiff nipples until she moaned into my mouth, her hips pressing forward in reflex.

Her hands were everywhere — yanking at my belt, fumbling but fast, brushing her knuckles against my cock through the denim with every tug. She glanced down, saw the thick shape straining against the zipper, and smirked before dragging the buckle open. I shoved my hand down her side, over her narrow waist, grabbing a fistful of dress and hauling it up. The fabric bunched at her hips as my palm slid between her thighs. Even through her panties she was scorching, the damp heat already soaking the thin cotton.

She had my fly down in seconds, her hand diving inside like she’d been starved for it. Warm, soft fingers wrapped around my shaft, stroking from base to tip with a grip that made my thighs tense. I bit back a grunt.

“Fuck, you’re hard,” she breathed, her eyes locked on mine.

“You’re dripping,” I shot back, pressing my fingers against the slick fabric of her panties. She spread her legs for me instantly, bracing one hand against the counter behind her.

I hooked my fingers in the side of her panties and yanked them aside. The bare, wet heat of her pussy closed around my touch as I slid two fingers inside without resistance. She gasped, her hand squeezing my cock harder, jerking me in fast, rough pulls.

We kissed again, all teeth and heat, both of us grinding into each other. I curled my fingers inside her, rubbing her clit with my thumb, feeling the way her body jerked against me. Her tits crushed into my chest with every thrust of my hand, the heavy curves bouncing under the thin dress. The air filled with the slick, messy sound of my fingers working inside her, the rasp of our breathing, and the wet slide of her palm stroking me.

Her hips rocked faster, matching the drive of my hand. “Ethan—” she gasped, her voice breaking with need.

I didn’t slow. My fingers pumped harder, curling into her sweet spot while my thumb pressed her clit in quick, firm circles. She worked my cock like she meant to finish me right there, her wrist flicking in a rhythm that had my stomach tightening.

Her free hand grabbed at my shoulder for balance, nails digging in. I shifted my stance, wedging a thigh between hers, forcing her legs wider so I could finger her deeper. She moaned loud enough to make me glance at the door, but neither of us stopped.

The dryer’s heat wrapped around us, making every touch slicker, every breath heavier. The steady thump of the drum mixed with the frantic rhythm of our bodies. We were past careful. Past slow. All that was left was the rush to make each other come apart, and neither of us was willing to give in first.

The look she gave me said she was ready to take this all the way. She broke the kiss, both of us breathing hard, and reached over to snag a folded towel from the dryer. Her tits rose and fell under the clingy dress, the heavy curves straining against the thin fabric. She dropped the towel onto the counter, then pushed me back a step so she could turn, pressing her hips into me again.

“Come here,” she whispered, curling her fingers into my waistband and tugging me forward. My jeans slid lower with the movement, her hand wrapping my cock in a grip that made me twitch instantly. She stepped closer, her full tits brushing my chest as she angled herself between me and the counter.

I kept one hand on her ass, squeezing the firm curve through the fabric, while the other threaded into her hair. She looked up at me as she stroked me harder, the towel now in her other hand. She held it just under my cock, her knuckles grazing my tip with every pass.

“Don’t hold back,” she said, her voice low and certain.

Her strokes turned fast and tight, the soft skin of her hand sliding easily with the pre-cum she’d already worked from me. I braced one palm on the counter, the other gripping her waist to keep myself steady as the heat built. Her tits swayed with the movement, the neckline of her dress dipping to give me quick, maddening flashes of the warm skin and hard nipples beneath.

I groaned and pushed into her fist, my hips rocking forward. She kept her eyes locked on mine, a faint smirk curling her lips as she pumped me faster. The towel brushed my shaft each time she pulled down, catching just enough to remind me where this was going.

The tight pull in my stomach snapped. I gritted my teeth, jaw clenching, and spilled into the towel in thick pulses. She stayed close, keeping her strokes steady, making sure every drop landed where she wanted. Her face was near enough for me to feel her breath, and she leaned in just enough that the warmth of her mouth brushed my skin through the towel.

When the last twitch faded, she slowed her hand, still holding me in her warm grip. She brought the towel up, catching the mess, and for a second her lips pressed against the damp fabric — tasting me through it. Her eyes never left mine.

“Later,” she murmured, folding the towel and tucking it back onto the dryer like nothing had happened.

A voice called from down the hall — Mark asking if anyone had seen the extra bottle of wine. She smoothed her dress, gave her tits a quick lift in the neckline, and slipped past me. I zipped up, my cock still heavy and my hands still smelling faintly of her, before following her out into the hallway, two steps behind, like nothing at all had gone on in the heat of that little room.
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The house was silent except for the faint hum of the fridge and the ticking clock over the kitchen doorway. Weekend freedom wrapped the air in a strange calm — no one to interrupt, no excuses to make. I’d been pacing between the kitchen and the living room, half checking my phone, half watching the driveway through the blinds.

The knock came — two sharp raps, quick and sure. I was at the door in seconds. Vanessa stood there in an oversized hoodie, bare legs showing from mid-thigh down, sneakers loose on her feet. The fabric shifted when she moved, clinging just enough to make the shape and sway of her tits impossible to miss. No bra. Her hair was loose, eyes bright, mouth curved in a knowing smirk.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey,” she echoed, stepping inside. The door clicked shut behind her, and before I could say another word she was on me — kissing me deep and urgent, hands fisting in my shirt. Her tongue pressed into my mouth like she’d been starving for it. I grabbed her waist, pulling her close, feeling the warmth of her tits flatten into my chest through the thin cotton.

She broke the kiss just long enough to drop to her knees, the hoodie falling forward and giving me a view straight down the loose neck to the soft swell of her tits. Her hands were already at my jeans, unzipping, tugging them and my briefs down in one rough pull. My cock sprang free, heavy and hard, and her fingers wrapped around the base.

“Missed this,” she said, almost under her breath, before taking me into her mouth.

Her lips sealed around me, tongue swirling as she slid down, swallowing more with each bob of her head. Her hands braced on my thighs, nails digging in when she took me deep enough to make her throat tighten around me. I groaned, my hand finding the back of her head, fingers threading into her hair.

“Fuck, you look so good like that,” I told her, watching her work me, the messy sound of her sucking filling the entryway.

She pulled back just enough to stroke me, saliva glistening down the length. “Been thinking about this since last time,” she said, then went down on me again, faster now, taking me until her nose brushed my stomach.

The heat was too much, too quick. I tugged her up by her arms, kissing her hard before either of us caught our breath. “Bed?” I asked.

She shook her head, eyes sharp. “I can't wait.”

Her hand was already back on me, leading me toward the kitchen, hoodie riding up over the curve of her ass as we moved.

She pushed me back as we entered the kitchen, then turned and bent over the table in one smooth move. The hoodie slid up her back, revealing nothing underneath except a skimpy strip of panties clinging to her hips. She hooked her thumbs in the sides and dragged them down, stepping out so I had the full view of her ass — round, firm, perfect, the skin smooth and warm in the overhead light.

I stepped closer, running my palms over both cheeks, squeezing and spreading them apart to see the wet glisten between her thighs. She glanced over her shoulder, hair falling to one side, eyes locked on me with that steady, daring look.

“Don't tease me,” she pleaded.

I gripped her hips, my cock already throbbing, and lined myself up. One hard thrust and I was buried inside her, the tight, slick heat gripping me so hard I grunted. She gasped, her fingers curling over the table’s edge, tits swinging freely under her hoodie with every movement.

I started hard and fast, setting a rhythm that made the table creak and shift under us. The slap of my hips against her ass filled the kitchen, mixing with her breathy moans and the wet sound of my cock driving into her.

“God, you feel so fucking good,” she panted, pushing back into me with every stroke. “Harder.”

I bent over her, one hand sliding under to cup her tits. The heavy curves filled my hands perfectly, nipples stiff under the fabric. I squeezed and rolled them, pinching lightly before grabbing her hip again and slamming into her with deep, punishing thrusts.

She moaned louder, her cheek pressing flat to the table as her ass jutted higher for me. I ran my hand up her spine, gripping the back of her neck, holding her down while I pounded into her. Her body jerked forward with every thrust, the table legs scraping on the floor.

“You’re mine now,” I growled, my hips snapping forward hard.

“Yes—fuck, yes,” she gasped, rocking back to meet me.

Her pussy clenched around me, tighter with every hit. I felt her building, the way her breathing turned short and sharp, her fingers clawing at the wood. I reached down, rubbing her clit with two fingers while I kept fucking her hard. She cried out, her body shaking under me as her orgasm tore through her.

The sight of her coming pushed me right to the edge. My grip on her hips tightened until my knuckles ached. I slammed into her with short, brutal strokes, burying myself as deep as I could. The heat in my gut snapped and I spilled inside her, thick pulses flooding her while she milked me with each squeeze.

I stayed there, grinding slow, keeping every drop inside until the last twitch faded. When I finally pulled out, my cum slid down her inner thighs in slow, wet streams. She reached back, dragging her fingers through it and glancing at me with a smirk.

Still bent over, she pushed her ass back against me playfully, the curve pressing into my still half-hard cock. “Not done yet,” she murmured.

I stepped back and watched her straighten — but instead of adjusting the hoodie, she grabbed the hem and pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion. Her fat, full tits bounced free, nipples dark and hard, her skin flushed from the heat between us.

“Couch?” she asked, voice low, like it was more of a promise than a question.

I took her hand, pulling her close so her bare chest pressed into mine. “Lead the way,” I said, my cock already thickening again as she turned and walked toward the living room, hips swaying, cum still glistening on her thighs.

She led the way into the living room, hips swaying, bare tits moving with each step, the faint sheen of sweat on her flushed skin catching the light. I followed, watching the muscles in her ass flex and release with every stride, my cock swelling back to full in seconds. She didn’t glance back; she knew I was watching.

Vanessa dropped onto the couch with a soft bounce, spreading her smooth thighs wide and patting the cushion between them. “Sit,” she said, her tone making it a command. I dropped into place, cock standing straight up, heavy and aching. She leaned forward without hesitation, wrapping her warm hand around me and guiding me straight into her mouth.

Her tongue traced the underside in a slow drag before she sank down, lips sealing tight as she swallowed me inch by inch until her mouth met my base. Her eyes flicked up to mine as she worked me, and the wet, messy sound of her sucking filled the quiet room. I groaned, letting my hand rest on the back of her head, feeling her hair slide between my fingers as she bobbed faster. Her free hand stroked the thick length she couldn’t take, twisting slightly on each upstroke.

The view was obscene — her fat tits swaying with each movement, nipples hard, brushing against my thighs. Drool gathered at the corner of her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard. I could feel every twitch of my cock responding to her.

“Fuck, Vanessa,” I groaned, my hips pushing up into her mouth. She answered by moaning around me, the vibration making my stomach tighten.

She pulled off with a wet pop, licking her lips. “This is the first time I’ve felt you inside me,” she said, her voice low but edged with excitement. “I’ve imagined it so many times... how thick you’d feel, how deep you’d get.”

I smirked, stroking her cheek with my thumb. “And now that you’re about to finally get it... what do you think?”

Her lips parted, a soft moan escaping. “I think it’s going to ruin me. Better than I’ve ever had. So much better than his.”

That hit like a spark. I slid deeper into the couch cushions, eyes locked on her as she climbed over me, straddling my hips. Her bare pussy brushed the head of my cock, smearing her slick over me. She paused, biting her lip, then gripped me at the base and lowered herself inch by inch until I was buried in her for the first time. We both groaned, the stretch and heat stealing our breath.

She started slow, rolling her hips in a steady grind that made her tits bounce hypnotically. I reached up to grab them, squeezing, thumbs teasing her nipples as she rode me. Her pussy clenched in long, deliberate pulses, each one dragging a groan from my throat.

“God, you’re so fucking tight,” I said, my thumbs pressing into her nipples. “First time and you’re already milking my cock.”

“Fuck yes,” she moaned. “I’ve wanted this since the first time we were alone. Wanted to feel this cock inside me, stretching me open. It’s even better than I thought.”

“That’s why we’ve been sneaking around, isn’t it?” I said, gripping her hips and slamming her down onto me harder. “All those looks, all those close calls—just to get here.”

She laughed breathlessly, her tits bouncing wildly now, heavy curves jiggling with each drop. “Your wife has no idea I’m taking you like this,” she whispered, her voice dripping heat. “If she knew, she’d never leave us alone again.”

“Then we just keep sneaking,” I said, pounding up into her. “I’m not giving up this pussy now that I’ve had it.”

The heat surged, my release building fast. I held her hips and pulled her down onto me hard one last time before slipping free. I stroked myself quickly, my other hand gripping her ass to keep her close. Cum spurted across her bare back in thick, hot streaks, dripping down the curve of her spine and pooling in the small of her back. She shivered at the heat, glancing over her shoulder with a wicked grin.

Before she could stand, I pulled her back down into my lap, kissing her hard. My hands roamed over her sweaty back, sliding down to her ass, squeezing and pulling her hips tight against me. Her body still trembled faintly from the ride, her pussy pressing against my stomach as she shifted. She grinded once more, a playful roll of her hips, and I swore I could already feel her getting ready for more.

“Bed?” she asked, her voice husky.

I nodded, still catching my breath, my cock twitching at the sight of her. “Yeah. Let’s finish this.” She rose slowly, giving me one more full view of her slick, freshly fucked pussy before stepping toward the hallway, hips swaying like she owned every step, my cum still glistening on her back.

We didn’t bother turning on the light. She led the way, hips swinging, cum still streaking her back as she stepped into the bedroom. I shut the door behind us and barely got the lock turned before she was on me again — lips crushing mine, her tits pressing into my chest, nipples hard and dragging across my skin.

I shoved her toward the bed, and she went down on her back without hesitation, legs already parting. She hooked her fingers into my waistband and dragged me closer, her eyes locked on mine. “I want it deep this time. I want you to fuck me like you’ve been dying to.”

I stepped out of my pants, climbed over her, and pressed the head of my cock to her entrance. The heat pouring off her was unreal. I slid in slow, savoring every inch until I was buried to the base. She let out a long, desperate moan, wrapping her legs high around my waist.

“God, you feel perfect,” I said, bracing my hands on either side of her head and starting to move. Each thrust had her tits bouncing under me, the heavy curves drawing my eyes again and again. I dropped my head to take one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard while I drove into her.

She gasped, hands grabbing the back of my neck. “Fuck... deeper... I want to feel you in my stomach.”

I pushed harder, hips slamming into hers, the wet sound of us fucking echoing in the room. Her nails raked down my back, and she met each thrust with a sharp lift of her hips.

“Can’t believe we waited this long,” she moaned. “All that sneaking, all that teasing — worth it for this.”

I pulled back enough to look into her eyes. “No going back.”

Her pussy clenched at that, and I felt her start to shake under me. I grabbed her thighs, pushed them higher, and pounded into her, the bed frame knocking against the wall. Her moans broke into gasps, and she dug her heels into my back.

“Cum in me,” she begged, voice breaking. “I want it. I want all of it.”

That sent me over the edge. I slammed into her one last time, burying myself deep as I spilled inside her, the heat and tightness milking every drop from me. I stayed there, breathing hard, our chests pressed together, her hands running over my shoulders.

We stayed locked like that until the last pulse faded. I kissed her slow, then rolled to my side, keeping her close. Her hair was damp, her skin flushed, and when she smiled at me, it was the same wicked, satisfied look she’d worn all night.

“Round three later?” she asked.

I laughed softly, already hardening again at the thought. “You’re not leaving this bed until I’ve had you every way I want.”
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Hotel fuck
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I’d been in the room for almost half an hour, pacing and checking the door every couple of minutes. The place felt charged, even in the quiet. A king bed with crisp white sheets dominated the space, a modern desk sat opposite, and the floor-to-ceiling windows spilled the glow of the city across the carpet. The muffled hum of traffic below reminded me how far we were from anyone who might recognise us — alone, but not isolated.

My phone lit up with a single text from Vanessa: Here. My pulse kicked. She was on her “work trip.” I’d told my own lie about a late meeting. Tonight was ours.

A sharp knock pulled me to the door. I opened it, and there she stood — fitted coat framing her figure, short dress clinging to her hips, bare legs tapering to heels that brought her almost eye level with me. Her hair was loose and perfect, lips glossed, eyes already heavy with the heat we’d been trading in messages all week. No bra — I could see the shape and weight of her tits shifting under the thin fabric.

She stepped inside without hesitation, letting the coat slide from her shoulders and pool on the floor. For a moment, we just stared at each other, the air between us thickening with every second.

Then she crossed the space in three quick strides and kissed me, deep and urgent, her tongue sliding against mine. Her tits pressed into my chest, warm and full, nipples pushing through the dress. My hands slid down her back to grip her ass, the firm curve filling my palms perfectly.

“I’ve been thinking about this all week,” she murmured against my mouth.

“Same,” I said, my voice low. “And now we can finally do everything we’ve been talking about.”

She smirked and ground her hips into me, making sure I felt just how hard I was getting. “Then stop talking and start.”

I hooked my fingers under the hem of her dress, dragging it slowly upward. She raised her arms, letting me peel it over her head, and then she was standing there in nothing but her heels. The sight hit me hard — her tits heavy and perfect, nipples flushed, her stomach taut, her pussy already glistening.

“Better,” I said, running my hands up her sides to cup her tits, thumbs brushing her nipples until she sighed.

She stepped in close, pressing her bare body to mine. “You like?”

I grinned. “You have no idea.”

Her skin was warm against my clothes, and I could feel her heartbeat as I let my hands roam — over her back, down her ass, pulling her flush against the bulge straining in my pants. The change in her breathing told me she felt exactly what she was doing to me.

I tightened my grip on her hip and nodded toward the chair. “Sit down,” I told her, my voice leaving no room for argument.

She sank into the chair without breaking eye contact, the corner of her mouth curling into a faint, knowing smile. Her knees parted slightly, an unspoken invitation. I dropped to one knee in front of her, my hands resting just above her ankles, sliding slowly upward over the warm skin of her calves. Her heels stayed on — she knew exactly how much that turned me on.

I pushed her knees wider and leaned in, inhaling the faint mix of her perfume and the raw, heated scent between her thighs. My hands cupped the backs of her legs, dragging upward until I could rest them over her knees, keeping her open for me.

“Have you thought about this?” I asked quietly, my breath brushing over her pussy.

Her chest rose with a sharp inhale. “Since the first time I saw you.”

I kissed the inside of her thigh, just above the knee, then again higher, letting my lips linger each time. Her skin was smooth and warm, and I could feel the slight tremor in her muscles. My mouth moved higher, my thumbs stroking slowly toward the wet heat between her legs.

When I finally pressed my lips to her mound, she sighed, tilting her hips forward. I parted her with my fingers, my tongue sliding from her entrance up to her clit in one slow stroke. Her breath caught. I did it again, slower this time, tasting her, feeling her body react.

Her hand moved into my hair, fingers tightening as I closed my lips around her clit and sucked gently. A soft moan slipped from her, the sound vibrating straight through me. I slid one finger into her, curling it upward until I found the spot that made her hips jerk.

“Fuck... Ethan,” she gasped, her thighs tensing around my shoulders.

I alternated between slow, teasing circles on her clit and firm strokes inside her, building her up, keeping her just shy of breaking. Her moans came faster, her hips starting to roll against my face. Every time she tried to grind harder, I’d slow the pace, making her whimper in frustration before speeding up again.

“You taste like I imagined,” I said between licks. “Better, actually.”

She laughed breathlessly, the sound breaking into a gasp when I added a second finger, stretching her slightly. Her other hand gripped the arm of the chair, knuckles white. Her tits bounced gently with each sharp breath, nipples flushed and hard.

Her thighs began to tremble, her moans sharpening into short, desperate sounds. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice tight. “I’m close.”

I didn’t. I pressed my tongue harder to her clit, moving in quick, precise flicks while my fingers worked inside her. Her hips jerked wildly, the chair creaking under her as the first wave hit. Her moan was sharp, her body quivering, and I held her there, riding it out, tasting every pulse of her release.

She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me tight against her, holding me there until the aftershocks left her shaking. I could feel her heat and slick coating my fingers and chin. She sagged into the chair, her breathing uneven, strands of hair sticking to her damp cheeks.

I slowed, letting my tongue trace lazy patterns on her inner thighs, planting soft kisses there until her shivers began to fade. Her skin was flushed, her nipples still tight, her chest rising and falling quickly. I wanted her again already.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, meeting her eyes. “Now get up,” I told her, my voice still rough. “And put your hands on the window.”

Her lips curved into a shaky smile, and without a word, she rose to her feet, her legs unsteady, heels clicking softly on the carpet as she stepped toward the glass.

Vanessa stopped in front of the floor-to-ceiling glass, her reflection framed by the glow of the city beyond. The lights painted her bare skin in shifting tones, outlining every curve — the swell of her tits, the smooth plane of her stomach, the perfect roundness of her ass. She placed her palms flat against the cool glass, fingers splayed, arching her back slightly so her ass jutted out toward me in a blatant invitation.

I hurried out of my clothes, letting them drop in a messy trail behind me, my cock already aching and ready for her.

I stepped up behind her, running my hands from her waist to her hips, then over the firm swell of her ass. My thumbs slid inward, spreading her cheeks slowly, just to watch the way her muscles tightened in anticipation. My cock pressed against her, sliding along her slit, picking up the slick I’d already worked out of her.

“Anyone down there could look up and see you like this,” I said, my voice low in her ear.

Her reflection smiled faintly, eyes half-lidded and wicked. “Let them. I want them to see you fucking me.”

That was all I needed. I guided myself to her entrance and pushed in hard, burying myself to the base in one deep stroke. She let out a sharp moan that fogged the glass instantly, her hands gripping tighter as her forehead pressed forward.

The sight in the window was obscene — my hips slamming into her ass, the curve of my body against hers, her tits swinging forward with every thrust. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, underscored by the distant hum of traffic below. Her breath came fast, each exhale another smear of condensation on the glass.

I grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back so she had to watch. “Look at yourself,” I growled. “Look at how I’m taking you.”

Her eyes met mine in the reflection, pupils blown wide, mouth parted. “You’re so deep,” she panted. “God, it feels so fucking good. Harder.”

I drove into her harder, feeling her ass ripple against my hips. My hands alternated between gripping her waist and reaching up to seize her tits, squeezing the heavy flesh until she whimpered. Every time I bottomed out, she made a sound that was somewhere between a moan and a cry, her legs shaking but refusing to give in.

“Keep your hands on the glass,” I ordered, giving her ass a sharp slap. The mark bloomed pink under my palm. “I want you spread for me.”

“Yes,” she gasped, pressing herself harder against the window, her body tightening around me.

I shifted my stance and angled my thrusts higher, driving into the spot that made her jolt. She started to moan with every stroke, her hips pushing back faster, chasing each one. Her reflection showed the sweat glistening down her spine, the subtle bounce of her tits with each impact.

“You like the thought of getting fucked where anyone could see you... maybe even your boyfriend, if he happened to look up right now,” I said, my voice rough.

Her reply came out as a needy, broken moan, her back arching deeper. “The thought of my boyfriend seeing me like this—watching you fuck me so much better than he ever could—makes me so fucking wet I can’t stand it. I’d tell him right now if I could, just so he knew how much I want your cock.”

I slammed into her harder, making her gasp, then did it again, over and over, until the glass rattled in its frame. Her nails squealed softly against the glass, leaving faint trails, her tits bouncing wildly as I pounded her from behind. The obscene wet sounds of my cock driving into her filled the room, each one matched by a ragged moan from her throat.

“You love being used like this,” I said between thrusts, my grip on her hips tightening until I could feel the bones under my fingers.

“Yes—fuck—don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice shaking. “I want you to fuck me until I can’t walk back to the bed.”

Her words lit something darker in me, and I gave her exactly what she wanted — brutal, relentless strokes that left her gasping and squirming. Her body rocked forward with every thrust, her forehead knocking lightly against the glass, her breath coming in ragged bursts that fogged and cleared in a frantic rhythm.

Her body began to tense in that familiar way, the muscles in her ass and thighs trembling as she neared release. I leaned forward, my chest pressing into her back, and murmured against her ear, “Not yet. I’m not done with you.”

She groaned in frustration, nails scratching faint lines into the glass, but I pulled out slowly, letting her feel every inch drag free. Her breath was ragged, her skin flushed and hot under my hands.

I caught her hips before she could turn and guided her away from the window. “Your turn to ride,” I said, my cock still hard and slick from her, the sight of her flushed, needy body making it ache for more. She glanced back at the window one last time before I led her to the bed, the city still burning bright behind her.

I sat back on the bed, my cock standing hard and wet, and patted my thigh. “Come here,” I told her.

Vanessa climbed onto the mattress without hesitation, her flushed skin still glowing from the window. She straddled me, one knee on either side, and reached down to guide me to her entrance. Her lips parted as she sank down, inch by inch, until I was buried completely inside her.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her hands braced on my shoulders. “Your fat cock’s filling me so deep—right where I’ve been aching for it.”

I gripped her hips, feeling the heat of her skin under my palms as she started to move. At first she rolled her hips slowly, her heavy tits bouncing with the rhythm, her slick walls clenching around me. I looked up at her face, the hunger in her eyes matching the frantic beat of my own pulse.

She leaned forward slightly, letting her tits brush my chest, and began to ride me faster. The sound of her ass meeting my thighs filled the room, each wet slap making her moan louder. “God, I’ve wanted this... to fuck you like this... for so long.”

I growled, pulling her down harder on each thrust. “Yeah... I’ve wanted this just as bad. I’ve jerked off more than once thinking about you riding me like this tonight, hoping I’d get to see you exactly like this.”

Her nails dug into my shoulders, and she shifted her stance, grinding against me in a way that had my breath catching.

Her pace became a frantic rhythm, her hips bouncing wildly on my cock. Each time she slammed down, I felt her clench tighter, milking me. “You like riding my cock like the cheating slut you are?” I asked, my voice low and rough.

“Yes,” she gasped. “I love it—love feeling you so deep inside me.”

I slapped her ass sharply, watching the flesh jiggle before gripping it in both hands. “Bounce harder. I want to see those tits and that perfect ass work for me.” She obeyed instantly, moaning with every drop, her tits swaying heavily in my face.

I leaned forward and took one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard while my hands kept her moving. Her cries grew higher, sharper, her body trembling on top of me. “You’re going to cum again,” I said against her skin. “I can feel it.”

She nodded frantically, her eyes closing as she ground her hips in tight circles, her clit rubbing against me. Her moans turned into desperate little whimpers, her whole body working for that peak.

I held her steady, thrusting up into her to meet every drop, driving deep enough to make her gasp. “Give it to me,” I ordered. “Cum for me, Vanessa. Make a mess on my cock.”

Her moans grew shaky, her movements more erratic. “I’m so close,” she gasped. “Don’t you dare stop.”

I reached up and grabbed her tits, squeezing the heavy flesh and rolling her nipples between my fingers. She cried out, her hips jerking, and then her body seized around me. Her orgasm ripped through her, a shuddering wave that made her squirt over my thighs, soaking the sheets beneath us.

“Fuck—look at that,” I groaned, holding her hips as she rode it out, her head tipped back, mouth open in a silent cry.

Before she could catch her breath, I flipped us, pressing her back to the mattress and sliding into her again in one deep thrust. Her legs wrapped high around my waist, heels digging into my back as I drove into her with hard, relentless strokes.

“Yes—inside,” she panted. “I want it inside. I want to feel you cum in me.”

Her nails raked down my back, her tits bouncing with every slam of my hips. I bent to kiss her, swallowing her moans, my thrusts growing shorter and sharper until I felt the heat build low in my gut.

I buried myself deep, groaning into her mouth as I spilled inside her, holding there while her cunt clenched around me. Her moan was soft but satisfied, her arms wrapping tight around my neck.

We stayed like that for a long moment, breathing hard, my cock still pulsing inside her. When I finally pulled out, my cum spilled onto the sheets, and she smiled lazily, running a hand down her flushed stomach.

“That,” she murmured, “was worth every lie we told tonight.”
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Morning risk
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I woke to the faint scent of coffee drifting under the guest room door. The events of the night before came back in fragments — Mark and Vanessa’s house packed with people, laughter spilling into the backyard, music low but constant, drinks flowing. Friends, family, and neighbors had stayed late, leaving empty bottles everywhere and a haze of mixed perfume, cologne, and food in the air. When it finally ended, Lauren and I were too tired to make the drive home, taking the guest room without hesitation.

Lauren was still asleep beside me now, curled under the blanket, her breathing slow and even. Careful not to wake her, I slipped out of bed, pulling on my sweats and a T-shirt. The hallway was cool and still, the floorboards creaking under my bare feet.

The smell of coffee grew stronger as I padded toward the kitchen. Morning light spilled across the tile, and there she was — Vanessa — barefoot by the counter with a mug in her hand. Her hair was loose and messy in a way that made me want to grab it. The loose, oversized T-shirt skimmed her thighs and hinted at the curve of her ass. No bra — the soft sway of her tits under the thin fabric was impossible to ignore.

She looked up and smiled, her voice low. “Morning. Mark’s still out cold.”

I poured myself coffee, trying not to stare at the way her shirt shifted when she moved. We traded a few quiet words about the party. Every glance lasted too long, every pause between words heavy.

When I reached past her for the sugar, my hand brushed hers. A small contact, but enough to tighten the air between us. Her eyes flicked toward the ceiling, then back to me, her smile turning knowing.

“You know,” she murmured, stepping a little closer, “we’ve got a few minutes. Maybe more, if he stays asleep.”

I leaned in slightly. “Lauren sleeps as hard as her brother. We’ll hear if either of them gets up.”

I set my mug down slowly, the decision already made.

The moment it hit the counter, Vanessa stepped in fast, closing the space like she couldn’t hold back. Her hand slid up my chest, grabbing my shirt before she kissed me — hard and urgent, her lips hot. I caught the faint taste of coffee on her tongue.

My hands went straight to the hem of her shirt, shoving it up to her waist. She leaned back against the counter, already breathing fast. No teasing. I hooked my thumbs into her panties, yanking them down in one motion. She kicked them away, eyes darting toward the ceiling.

“Quick,” she whispered. “Before anyone’s up.”

My sweats were down in seconds, my cock already hard and heavy in my hand. I stepped between her legs, lifted one over my hip, spreading her open for me, and drove inside in one deep stroke. Her mouth opened in a silent gasp, her head falling back against the cupboard.

I set a fast, deep rhythm, each thrust driving her into the counter. She clung to my shoulders, nails biting in, her tits pressed tight to my chest under the thin cotton.

“Quiet,” I breathed, even as my hips slammed harder. She bit her lip, her thighs squeezing around me, her whole body moving with each snap of my hips.

The hum of the fridge masked the wet slap of our bodies. Vanessa’s chest rose hard against me. “God, yes,” she mouthed, gripping the counter.

I shoved her shirt higher, cupping her tits. She arched into my hands, nipples hard under my thumbs. I squeezed and rolled them, loving the way her breath caught.

I pressed my forehead to hers, driving faster. “Been thinking about this pussy since the party started,” I murmured. “Wanted you so bad last night it hurt.”

She ground her hips against me, pulling me deeper, her tits bouncing between us.

“You feel so fucking good,” I growled. “Tight and wet just for me.”

“I am,” she whispered in my ear. “I woke up aching for it.”

I picked up the pace, the counter creaking under us. My hands slid to her lower back, pulling her in hard with every thrust. She clenched around me, breath short against my neck, and I fought to keep from groaning.

The pounding got harder, both of us using each other. She tilted her head back, and I kissed her neck, teeth dragging on her skin.

“The second I saw you by that counter, I wanted to grab your huge tits and take you right here,” I whispered.

She nodded quickly. “Don’t you ever hold back — keep your hands on me all the time, and your cock in my pussy as often as you can.”

I angled my hips, thrusting deeper. She gasped soundlessly, nails raking my back, her leg tightening over my hip.

“Good girl,” I murmured, fucking her faster. “Hold on to me. I’m not stopping until you can’t think straight.”

Her lips parted, breaths sharp. She grabbed my jaw and kissed me messy and fast, our pace still desperate.

Sweat slicked my back, her shirt clinging to her body. Every thrust seemed louder, but neither of us slowed. We stayed locked together, sharp and urgent, wringing every second out of the stolen moment.

I shoved her shirt higher, cupping her tits in both hands as I fucked her. She arched forward into my palms, her nipples hard under my thumbs. I squeezed, rolling them between my fingers, loving the way her breath caught in her throat.

I pressed my forehead to hers, driving into her faster. “Been thinking about this pussy since the party started yesterday,” I murmured, barely audible. “I wanted you so bad last night it hurt.”

Her eyes flashed, mouth open but silent as she ground her hips against me between thrusts. She grabbed my ass and pulled me deeper, the motion making her tits bounce between us.

“You feel so fucking good,” I growled, my voice low and rough. “Tight and wet just for me.”

Her lips brushed my ear, her whisper hot. “I am. I woke up aching for it.”

I grunted, picking up the pace until our bodies moved in a blur, the counter creaking faintly under the force. My hands slid to her lower back, pulling her in hard with every snap of my hips. She clenched around me, her breath coming in short bursts against my neck, and I fought to keep from groaning out loud.

The sharp rhythm turned into a pounding, both of us using each other to get there faster. My grip on her hips was bruising, hers on my shoulders just as tight. She tilted her head back, exposing her neck, and I kissed along it hard, teeth dragging against her skin.

“The second I saw you by that counter, I wanted to grab your huge tits and take you right here,” I whispered.

She nodded quickly, eyes squeezed shut for a moment before locking with mine again. “Don’t you ever hold back — keep your hands on me all the time, and your cock in my pussy as often as you can.”

I shifted slightly, angling my hips so every thrust hit deeper, making her body jolt against me. She gasped soundlessly, nails raking down my back, her leg tightening over my hip to pull me in harder.

“Good girl,” I murmured, fucking her faster. “Hold on to me. I’m not stopping until you can’t think straight.”

Her lips parted, her breaths sharp and uneven. She gripped my jaw and kissed me, messy and fast, like she couldn’t stand the space between us for even a second. The kiss broke with both of us panting into each other’s mouths, our pace still desperate.

The heat in the kitchen was rising, sweat slicking my back and making her shirt cling to her body. Every thrust seemed louder than the last, but neither of us dared slow down. We stayed locked like that, moving with sharp, urgent thrusts, our eyes fixed and hungry, wringing every second out of the stolen moment before it was gone.

A faint creak from upstairs cut through the sound of our bodies. I slowed instinctively, hips pressing flush to hers. Vanessa glanced toward the ceiling, then back at me, whispering hot against my cheek. “That’s just Mark. He’s in the shower.”

The confirmation sent a fresh jolt through me. I slid out, spun her with a firm grip, and bent her over the counter. Her palms splayed against the cool surface, her ass pushing back into me without hesitation. I shoved her shirt up to her shoulders, baring her back and the round, perfect curve of her ass.

I stepped in close, lined myself up, and pushed back inside in a slow, claiming thrust. Her head dropped forward, hair falling around her face, fingers tightening on the counter. She bit down on her lip, holding the sound in, but her body gave her away in the way it quivered under me.

“Stay still,” I breathed, sliding my hands to her hips. The new angle had me hitting deeper, sharper, making her body jolt with every snap of my hips.

Vanessa arched her back and pushed into me, glancing over her shoulder with flushed cheeks and a needy gleam in her eyes. “God, yes,” she mouthed.

My palms traveled up her sides to cup her tits from behind, squeezing them firmly, thumbs rubbing over her nipples while my hips kept a hard, steady pace. The wet slap of our bodies was there under the hum of the fridge, almost masked by the distant hiss of the shower upstairs.

“You like me bending you over in his kitchen?” I murmured, bending low until my chest pressed to her back.

She nodded, lips forming a silent fuck yes as her fingers curled tight over the edge of the counter. One of my hands slid to her stomach, pulling her tighter against me so I could grind deeper with each thrust. Her nails scraped faint lines into the countertop’s finish.

“Spread wider,” I ordered. She shifted her feet apart instantly, opening herself to me, and I slammed in harder. Her ass rippled under the impact, her whole body rocking from the force.

I looked down, eyes locked on the sight of myself sliding in and out of her slick, swollen pussy. “Perfect little slut, wide open for me.”

She turned her head just enough to meet my eyes, lips parting in a hungry smile. “All yours,” she mouthed, thick with need.

I leaned in close to her ear, my voice a low rasp. “You know you’re so much hotter than Lauren. Every time I fuck her, I wish it was you. Your huge tits, Your perfect ass... she can’t compete.” My thrusts punctuated each word, harder and sharper. “When I’m in her, I’m not thinking about her at all. She’s just a sleeve for my cock while I’m picturing you bent over like this.”

Vanessa’s eyes rolled back slightly, lips curling into a filthy little smile. She pushed back into me harder, her tits swinging under her as she braced herself on the counter. “Then take me like you dream about,” she mouthed.

I reached down, thumb circling her clit in quick, tight strokes as I kept fucking her. Her breath hitched, her thighs trembling slightly, but she stayed silent, her jaw tight to hold back any sound.

The shower noise shifted upstairs, pipes groaning faintly, but I didn’t stop. My grip on her hips tightened as I picked up the pace, each thrust harder, more insistent. Her head bowed, hair brushing the counter as she mouthed filthy confessions — how she’d been thinking about this all through the party, how she wanted me to fuck her in every room before we got caught.

The tension was electric now — every creak from upstairs a reminder we were on borrowed time, every thrust and touch pushing us both closer. I leaned over her again, breathing her in, my hips a relentless blur while her body rocked beneath my hands. Neither of us slowed, desperate to wring every last second out of this before it ended.

A loud metallic clunk from upstairs — the shower shutting off — jolted through us. Footsteps followed, slow at first, then joined by the murmur of voices. Lauren and Mark, talking back and forth. Our window was almost gone.

My pulse jumped. I grabbed a fistful of Vanessa’s hair, yanking her head back so she had to look at me over her shoulder. Her lips parted, breath sharp, eyes flashing pure heat. I pressed my chest to her back, growling into her ear, “Hold on.”

Both hands came around to seize her jugs, filling my palms as I hauled her back onto me. Her tits spilled over my fingers as I kept her pinned, her ass meeting every sharp thrust I drove into her. The slap of our bodies was quick and wet, our pace frantic now, chasing the end before we were caught.

Above us, Mark’s voice carried clearly — something about getting dressed for the day — followed by Lauren’s reply and the sound of her footsteps toward the bathroom. Vanessa’s breathing hitched, the danger spiking through both of us.

I fucked her faster, my fingers digging into her tits, holding her tight so she couldn’t move away. “Gonna fill you up right here,” I rasped, my voice low but fierce. “With our spouses just upstairs.”

That thought shattered her control. Her hands shot to the counter’s edge, gripping hard as her body began to shake. I felt her pussy clench hard around me — tight, wet, milking me. The sound she made was too loud, and I clamped a hand over her mouth.

Her muffled moan vibrated against my palm, her whole body trembling as her orgasm tore through her. That pulsing grip dragged me under instantly. I shoved deep, holding her flush to me, cock throbbing as I spilled inside her. I stayed there, my hand still over her mouth, our breathing ragged, both of us savoring the heat of what we’d just done.

We moved fast after that. I pulled out, grabbing a dish towel to wipe myself before tossing it to her. She pulled her panties back up, tugged her shirt down, and smoothed her hair with shaky hands.

From above, the faint sound of a door opening — Mark heading for the stairs.

“Go,” she mouthed, lips curling in a quick, filthy smirk.

I stepped to the counter, coffee in hand, just as Mark came down, calling out that Lauren would be down in ten minutes.

I kept my tone steady. “I’ll start breakfast — eggs, bacon, sausages if anyone wants them.”

Mark agreed absently, heading toward the living room. Vanessa, passing behind me toward the fridge, threw me a quick, naughty smile. “I’ve had enough meat this morning. But I won't say no to some later,” she said clearly enough for Mark to hear, though he didn’t seem to catch the meaning. I sipped my coffee, the taste of her still on my tongue, the image of her bent over, hair in my fist, burned deep in my mind.
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One night in Mexico
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Mexico at night was quieter than Ethan expected. The day had been a blur of sunlight and heat — poolside lounging with feet brushing under the water, casual touches when they passed each other in the hallway, Vanessa’s voice dropping just enough in conversation to make every innocent word feel charged. At dinner she’d sat across from him, one sandal slipping off as her toes grazed his calf under the table, the look in her eyes telling him she knew exactly what she was doing. Mark and Lauren had been oblivious, laughing along with the others.

After too much wine and too many lingering looks, everyone retreated to their rooms. The suite was split in two — one bedroom for Mark and Vanessa, one for Ethan and Lauren — with a single bathroom between them, doors on each side. Lauren had fallen asleep quickly, her breathing deep and steady. Ethan lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, feeling every ounce of the day’s tension coiled tight in him.

A faint sound cut through the stillness — the soft click of the bathroom door on Vanessa’s side opening. He turned his head toward his own bathroom door, pulse picking up. For a moment he stayed still, listening. The gentle splash of water, the creak of the sink. He slid from under the covers, moving carefully so as not to wake Lauren, and padded barefoot to the bathroom.

The dim hotel light cast long shadows over the tile. She was there, framed in the mirror: Vanessa in a short robe that hung open just enough to tease at the shape beneath. Her hair was loose, a little mussed from sleep, her skin still warm from the heat of the day. She looked up, catching his reflection in the glass.

Neither of them spoke. Her mouth curved into a slow smile that tightened the air between them. He stepped inside and closed the door quietly behind him, the latch sounding far louder than it should have. Vanessa’s eyes followed him in the mirror as he crossed the space. He could see the rise and fall of her chest under the thin robe, her nipples pushing faintly against the fabric.

He stopped just behind her, close enough to feel the warmth radiating off her body. The scent of her skin mixed with a trace of whatever lotion she’d used after her shower earlier. She didn’t move away — only lifted one eyebrow, as if to ask if he was really going to stand there without touching her.

Ethan reached out, brushing her hip lightly with his fingertips. Her breath caught, visible even in the mirror’s half-light. The moment hung there, heavy, until she shifted her stance just enough to let her robe fall open a little wider. His eyes dipped to the glimpse of bare thigh, the soft curve disappearing beneath the fold of fabric.

She leaned slightly into the sink, pressing her ass back until it met the hard line of his cock. The contact made his breath hitch, his hands itching to grab her right there. She turned her head to glance at him over her shoulder. “Couldn’t sleep?” she murmured, her voice low and deliberate.

He let the corner of his mouth lift. “Not with you in here.”

Her lips curved again, that same knowing smile from across the pool earlier. She straightened slowly, the robe parting further, and turned just enough for him to catch more skin. The distance between them felt like a challenge — one they both knew he’d lose in seconds.

He stepped closer, until her back was almost to his chest, their eyes still locked in the mirror. “Then maybe,” she said, almost a whisper, “you should do something about it.”

I didn’t need another invitation. My hands found the tie of her robe, tugging it loose and letting the fabric slip from her shoulders to the floor. Her bare skin gleamed in the low light, every curve, every soft, perfect line making my cock throb harder. The reflection of her naked body in the mirror nearly undid me before I’d even touched her properly.

I stepped in, my chest brushing her back, my hands sliding down her sides until my fingers closed around her hips. The heat radiating off her was unreal. I leaned forward, my mouth close to her ear. “Hands on the counter,” I murmured.

She obeyed without hesitation, palms flat against the cool surface, her ass pushing back toward me in a way that made my teeth clench. Her big tits swayed gently with her breathing, and in the mirror, her cheeks were already flushed.

I shoved my boxers down far enough to free myself, my cock heavy, already slick at the tip. One hand stayed firm on her hip while the other moved between her thighs, finding her warm and dripping. She sucked in a sharp breath when my fingers brushed over her, then pushed back against my hand like she needed more.

“Already soaked,” I whispered, sliding two fingers into her and feeling her clamp down instantly. Her head bowed, hair falling forward, a muffled sound escaping her lips.

I pulled my fingers free and lined myself up, the thick head of my cock pressing at her entrance. One smooth, steady thrust and I was inside, buried to the hilt. Her pussy gripped me tight, hot and wet, and I almost groaned out loud.

Her mouth opened, eyes fluttering closed for a moment before she locked them back on mine in the mirror. My grip on her hips tightened as I started moving — deep, controlled thrusts that made her tits bounce in rhythm. “Look at you,” I rasped, gaze fixed on her reflection. “Taking me while they’re asleep right there.”

She bit her knuckle, stifling a sound, but her hips pressed back to meet me with each stroke. I straightened her against my chest, one hand sliding up to cup her tits, kneading and rolling her nipples between my fingers. Her head fell back on my shoulder, breath shaky.

The slap of our bodies mixed with the low hum of the fan. She caught my eye again in the mirror, and I could read it there — the same reckless, burning need. “Harder,” she mouthed.

I didn’t hold back. I pulled her forward and drove into her harder, faster, until the counter rattled faintly under us. She braced herself with one hand, the other reaching back to grab at my thigh.

Her forehead pressed to the glass, breath fogging it with each exhale. I bent low, lips brushing her ear. “You feel so fucking good. Tight. Wet. Mine.”

She gasped silently, pushing back into me, the movement making her tits sway and her ass ripple under each thrust. The sight, the sound, the heat of her wrapped around me had my pulse thundering.

I shifted my angle, grinding deeper, and her knees buckled slightly, forcing her to grab the counter harder. Her nails scraped faint lines into the finish as I kept pounding into her, every thrust driving home how dangerous this was — and how neither of us cared.

In the mirror, she looked wrecked already: lips parted, eyes half-lidded, hair falling loose around her face, her big tits moving with every slam of my hips. I slid a hand from her tits to her stomach, pulling her back into me so I could watch my cock disappear inside her over and over.

Her lips formed a filthy smile in the mirror, and I knew she was just as gone in it as I was. I bent closer, whispering into her ear, “Cheating on your boyfriend with me while he’s sleeping just on the other side of that door... taking a cock far fatter and longer than his. You look like the perfect slut right now, with your fat jugs hanging down and bouncing around while you take a proper cock.”

She shivered hard, her ass pressing back even more, her eyes locked on mine in the glass. My hips kept up that hard, relentless rhythm, determined to make her feel every inch of me before either of us stopped.

I kept driving into her, the rhythm sharp and deep, the slap of our bodies echoing in the small bathroom. Her tits swung in perfect time with every thrust, heavy and flushed, her nipples hard enough to catch the light in the mirror. I couldn’t take my eyes off them — the way those fat jugs bounced like they were made for me to watch.

Her fingers whitened on the counter’s edge, her breathing ragged as she tried to keep her sounds low. I leaned in, my chest brushing her back, my voice low enough to make her shiver. “Bet you’re thinking about how your boyfriend’s just a few feet away while you’re bent over for me. Taking a cock that’s so much bigger than his.”

Her lips curved into the faintest smile, eyes still locked with mine in the glass. She pushed back into me harder, like the thought only made her wetter. "And your wife’s on the other side of that other door," she whispered, breathless. "We’re both cheating bastards—and I love it." My hands slid from her hips to her waist, holding her steady as I adjusted my stance, getting even deeper. Her head tilted forward, hair spilling over one shoulder, giving me an even better view of the way her tits swung with every drive of my hips.

Every thrust made her ass ripple, the tight squeeze of her pussy milking me as I pounded her from behind. The mirror gave me everything — the way her tits bounced wildly, the sheen of sweat at the small of her back, the flushed heat in her cheeks. I dragged my gaze lower, watching the thick length of me disappear into her again and again, her pussy stretched around me.

She moaned and whimpered through the words, breaking them with shaky breaths. "S-stop... fucking your wife..." another gasp, "I want your cock... all to myself..." Her voice turned into a low, needy whimper. "She doesn’t deserve it... but I do... I’m so much better than her..." The heat in her eyes matched the dirt in her voice, and it made my cock throb harder. My hand left her waist to wrap around her front, fingers finding her clit and circling fast. Her mouth fell open, eyes going glassy, her whole body jerking at the sudden rush of sensation.

“Yeah,” I murmured low against her ear, careful to keep my voice quiet enough not to wake the others, fucking her harder, my cock swelling inside her. “You’re right — you’re far superior to my boring, grey wife. No one makes my cock this hard. I love fucking you behind their backs, knowing we’re getting away with it while they’re sleeping. You love knowing he’s right there while I’m making you drip.”

Her breath hitched, her nails scraping the counter’s surface as her thighs trembled. I bent my knees slightly, changing the angle so every thrust slammed into her harder, my hips snapping forward until the slap of skin on skin filled the room. She braced her arms wider, her tits swaying low and heavy as I used her.

The sounds from the other room — Mark shifting in bed, and letting out a faint snore — filtered faintly through the wall, spiking the urgency between us. The danger fed the heat. Her eyes flicked toward the door, then back to the mirror, and she bit her lip hard.

I kept my strokes deep but fast, feeling her clench harder and harder. She was right there, teetering, and I wasn’t about to let her fall without me. My free hand came up to grab her hair, yanking her head back so she was forced to look herself in the eyes as she got fucked. The reflection showed her tits jiggling wildly, her mouth slack, and her eyes glassy with need.

“That’s it,” I growled, hips slamming forward. “Watch yourself take it. Watch yourself getting fucked like the slut you are. You love how filthy you look for me.”

Her whole body shuddered, her breath turning ragged as the orgasm took her, pussy gripping me in hot, pulsing waves. Her thighs trembled, her fingers digging into the counter as she tried to stay quiet. I didn’t let up — kept driving into her, riding that tight squeeze, using her until my own release was burning in my gut.

Her head fell forward again, hair plastered to her sweaty back, her tits still swaying as I slammed into her. I gritted my teeth, my fingers digging into her hips, knowing I was seconds from filling her and still unwilling to slow down. Every thrust, every bounce of her tits in the mirror, every quiver of her body screamed for me to finish inside her and make her carry it back to her boyfriend’s bed.

With her still trembling from the first climax, I gripped her hips tighter and kept fucking her, each thrust sharp and deep. Her nails scraped the counter, her breath coming in broken gasps as my cock slammed into her. I could feel her still quivering from before, the aftershocks making her clamp down around me in tight, wet pulses.

I was getting close again when she suddenly pushed back against me, forcing me to pull out. She spun around fast, dropping to her knees in front of me. Her eyes locked on mine as she lifted her tits high in her hands, squeezing them together so the deep cleavage framed her flushed chest. She stuck her tongue out, teasing the tip as her gaze stayed locked on my face.

I wrapped a hand around my cock, stroking hard and slow at first, then faster. The sight of her kneeling there — tits squeezed, tongue out, looking like the perfect slut — pushed me over the edge in seconds. My breath caught, my body tightening as I jerked faster, aiming down at her.

The first thick rope landed across her tongue, the next splattering her cheek and dripping down onto her tits. More hot spurts painted her chest, sliding down between her hands as she kept her tits pressed together for me. She let out a low, dirty laugh, licking her lips and looking down at the mess covering her.

Her fingers scooped some of it up, smearing it across her nipples before she looked back up at me with a wicked grin. She stood slowly, stepping in close to press her slick tits against my stomach as she kissed me hard. When she pulled back, her voice was low and teasing. “That breeding will have to be next time.”

She turned and headed for the shower, her hips swaying even as she reached back to give me one last squeeze on the cock. I stayed for a second, watching the water run as she disappeared behind the glass. Then I stepped to the sink, washing off the mix of her slick and my cum from my cock.

Slipping back into the dark bedroom, I slid under the covers beside Lauren. She stirred, mumbling softly, and snuggled into me, her head resting on my chest — completely unaware of the heat, the mess, and the filth I’d just left in the next room.
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The cursor on my screen blinked over an empty email draft. Voices from the dining room carried down the hall — Lauren and her four friends, laughing over wine and cheese. Glasses clinked. A burst of louder laughter followed something I couldn’t hear. The smell of brie and fresh bread drifted in from the kitchen.

My phone buzzed against the desk. I picked it up without thinking, thumb swiping the screen.

It was a snap from Vanessa.

She stood inside my back gate, one hand hooked in the iron, sunlight kissing the smooth, tanned skin of her toned thighs. Her short skirt barely covered the tops of her hips, the curve of her ass just hinted at. A thin top clung to the swell of her heavy tits, no bra underneath, the soft weight shifting against the fabric. Her long hair spilled in loose waves over her shoulders, framing the faint smirk on her full lips. The caption read: I’m fertile. Open up.

Heat slammed into my gut. I typed back: You’re insane.

Her reply landed instantly. I’m ovulating. You’re going to breed me right now.

Another snap flashed — the top lifted high, her tits fully bare. Round, heavy, perfect, with wide, dark nipples drawn tight in the air. Sunlight lit the faint freckles scattered across the upper swell.

I shoved my chair back, pulse thudding as I crossed to the back hall.

The side yard was silent when I cracked the door. She slid inside fast, her perfume and the warm, clean scent of her skin hitting me at once. The outside chill still clung to her bare thighs as they brushed mine. Her soft, warm tits pressed into my chest as her hands gripped my shirt, pulling me into a deep, hungry kiss. Her tongue pushed into my mouth like she’d been holding it back for days.

She broke away just enough to breathe against my ear. “You’re putting a baby in me today,” she whispered. “Not him. You.”

From the dining room, another burst of laughter. Her hand slid down my chest, palm pressing the thick line in my pants.

“Upstairs,” I said.

She followed, hips swaying, bare thighs flashing with each step. At the stairs, I glanced toward the dining room — four women with wine glasses, oblivious. We moved fast, keeping the old steps quiet.

In the bedroom, I shut the door and locked it. The air was cooler, faint with Lauren’s shampoo. Vanessa stripped without hesitation — top over her head, tits spilling heavy and full, nipples dark and stiff. The skirt dropped, leaving her naked, olive skin glowing in the soft light, the curves of her hips and ass begging for my hands.

I undressed in seconds. My cock hung heavy and full, pointing at the soft swell of her lower belly. She bit her lip, eyes running over me, before stepping forward until the heat of her tits flattened against my chest.

“Breed me,” she whispered again, steady and sure.

I kissed her hard, one hand gripping her lush hip, the other squeezing the weight of her tit. Her hot skin, quick breath, and tight body lined against mine erased everything but her. The laughter downstairs faded to nothing as I backed her toward the bed.

The backs of her legs met the mattress, and she sank down slowly, never breaking eye contact. Her naked body was an unbroken invitation — full, heavy tits swaying with each subtle movement, the generous curve of her hips flaring from a narrow waist, olive skin smooth and warm with a faint sheen that made her look freshly claimed before I had even touched her. Her long legs parted in a deliberate show, the inside of her thighs soft and toned, drawing my eyes straight to the glistening heat between them. My cock brushed that silken skin as I stepped in, the heat of her body pulling me closer.

I pushed her back onto the bed. The sheets still carried the faint, clean scent of Lauren’s detergent, but that was already being drowned by the warm, intoxicating smell of Vanessa’s skin. She lay back with her legs wide, the wet shine of her pussy on full display. The neatly trimmed hair above it was damp, the lips below swollen and flushed, making my cock ache.

I climbed over her, my body covering hers completely. Her tits pressed into my chest, heavy and warm, the weight shifting as she hooked her ankles behind my back and locked me in. Her nails traced a teasing line down my ribs before she wrapped her fingers around the thick base of my cock, guiding me to her entrance. Her eyes burned into mine as she whispered, low and deliberate, “Deep. All of it. Keep it there until I’m full of you.”

The first push stretched her wide, her pussy gripping every inch in hot, slick velvet as I sank into her. Her lips parted in a breathy moan, hips lifting to meet mine and take me deeper still. My hands claimed her tits, squeezing the heavy, warm flesh, thumbs circling and flicking over her hard nipples while my hips began to move.

Her body rolled under me, every deep thrust making her gasp. She pulled me closer, tits flattening against my chest. “You feel that?” she whispered, breath hot against my cheek. “That’s my body taking every drop you’re going to give me. Don’t you dare hold back.”

I shifted my weight, driving into her a fraction deeper, making her toes curl and her head tip back. The wet slap of our bodies mixed with the faint laughter and clink of glasses from downstairs, every sound feeding the urgency. My palms slid to the flare of her hips, feeling the flex of muscle under soft skin as she pushed back to meet me.

The rhythm built, slow and deep, each push making her tits bounce. Her voice dropped, filthier now. “You’re going to leave me dripping, and I’m not letting a bit of it go to waste. I want to feel it running down my thighs hours from now.”

I kissed her hard, swallowing her moan, my tongue tangling with hers while I drove in deeper. She arched beneath me, pressing her tits harder into my hands, her nipples dragging across my palms as her hips rolled up to match my thrusts. Her legs tightened around my waist, heels digging into my thighs to keep me buried.

Her eyes stayed locked on mine, her lips curling into a breathless smile. “Harder,” she murmured. “I want to feel you in my stomach.”

I obeyed, my thrusts turning sharper, the sound of skin on skin louder, each movement making her tits sway and her nails dig into my shoulders. Her body was hot and tight, her pussy milking me with each stroke, her scent mingling with Lauren’s on the sheets.

“You’re mine,” I growled into her ear. “You came here for my cum, and you’re going to leave with it dripping out of you.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Make me pregnant. I want you inside me every time I think about this.”

I gripped her hip and rolled her onto all fours, the motion smooth but hungry. Her back arched instinctively, pushing her ass high, the soft curve framed perfectly by the narrow dip of her waist. I spread her cheeks with both hands, my eyes locked on the sight of her soaked, flushed pussy pulsing open for me. The slick glisten caught the light, and I watched my cock line up before driving in with one hard thrust that buried me to the hilt.

She let out a muffled cry into the pillow, her fingers clawing at the sheets. Her tits swung heavily beneath her with each push forward, nipples brushing against the cool fabric. I gripped her hips hard, setting a relentless rhythm, the sound of my hips slapping into her ass filling the room. My eyes stayed fixed on the way her tight heat swallowed me whole again and again.

She turned her head just enough to meet my gaze over her shoulder, cheeks flushed, lips parted. “Cum in me,” she begged, voice trembling but steady with intent. “Make me pregnant. I want your baby instead of his. Fill me until I can’t walk without feeling you inside me.”

Her words pulled something deep and raw from me. My thrusts grew sharper, deeper, the wet smack of our bodies louder than the faint laughter and voices floating up from downstairs. The creak of footsteps on the stairs froze us both, breath held, bodies locked together. A door shut somewhere down the hall, and we exchanged a brief, charged look — the risk of being caught only stoked the heat between us.

Without a word, I started again, harder than before. Each drive into her made her ass ripple, each pull back left her clenching as if to keep me from leaving. She buried her face in the pillow, her muffled moans vibrating through the air between us. I leaned forward, my chest pressing into her back, my hands sliding up to seize the heavy weight of her tits, squeezing them firmly while my hips pounded.

“You came here for this,” I growled into her ear. “For me to breed you. You’re going to take every drop, and you’re going to keep it there.”

“Yes,” she gasped, rocking back to meet me. “Give it to me. Give me all of it.”

The pressure in my gut surged, my grip on her tightening until my knuckles ached. With one final, deep thrust, I stayed buried, my cock pulsing as hot, thick cum flooded her. She moaned into the pillow, her hips pushing back to milk every spurt, her pussy clenching greedily around me.

I held there until the last twitch faded, grinding slow to make sure nothing spilled. When I finally eased back, a bead of cum slid down her inner thigh. She reached between her legs, scooped it up with her fingers, and pushed it back inside with a satisfied hum.

She glanced over her shoulder, a wicked smile curling her lips. “Every bit of it’s staying right where it belongs.”

I stayed buried in her, chest pressed to her back, both of us breathing hard. The heat of her pussy still gripped me in slow, greedy pulses. She tipped her hips higher, a soft, satisfied murmur spilling out. “Don’t pull out yet. I don’t want to lose a drop.”

I held still, savoring the slick, perfect squeeze around me, the faint shiver that ran through her each time my cock twitched inside her. My palms rested heavy on her hips, thumbs stroking the warm curve of her waist while the sound of faint voices drifted up from downstairs.

When I finally eased back, the sight of my cum sliding from her made my cock flex again. She caught it with her fingers without hesitation and pushed it back inside, humming with pleasure. Rolling to her back, she gave me a slow kiss that lingered, then reached for her skirt. She pulled it on without wiping herself, smoothing the fabric over her hips as if nothing had happened.

“I’m walking out still full of you,” she whispered, eyes holding mine like a promise.

We stood quiet, listening for the rhythm of the conversation below. When a wave of laughter confirmed no one was coming up, she slipped to the door, padded softly down the hall, and was gone out the back without another word.

I stayed upstairs a while, the smell of her skin still in the room, before heading back to my office. It wasn’t until much later, after Lauren’s friends had left, that I came down. Lauren gave me a look, half amused, half annoyed.

“You need to have the volume of your porn lower when I have friends over,” she said casually. “Susan heard it when she went to the toilet.”

The words hit like a jolt to my cock. Susan hadn’t heard porn — she’d heard me breeding Vanessa in our bed. I kept my expression neutral, only nodding, but my pulse was hammering.

Eight weeks later, I was in my office again when my phone buzzed. A snap from Vanessa. The image filled the screen — a positive pregnancy test in the foreground, her bare tits just visible at the top edge, nipples hard. The caption read: hi daddy.





    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Elyse McCormick publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-H-XLSPD-OAPUG[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-H-XLSPD-OAPUG

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    





  	
	    
	      Did you love Intimately Familiar? Then you should read
              
                The Bride's Slip by Elyse McCormick!
              
          

	    

    
	    
            
                [image: The Bride's Slip]
            
	    

	  
        She slipped the night before the vows. And the marriage was never the same.
Mara is young, beautiful, and about to marry the man she loves. But on the eve of her wedding, one mistake—a stolen kiss, a hotel room, a stranger's hands on her skin—changes everything.
The next morning, she walks down the aisle. Her body still aches from another man's touch.
Her husband, Graham, should be heartbroken. But when she confesses, he doesn't walk away. Instead, he asks questions. He listens. And what begins as guilt unravels into something neither of them expected—a deeper hunger, a dark fascination, and a need to feel it again.
One slip. One truth. And a honeymoon that becomes something else entirely.
The Bride's Slip is a slow-burn, emotionally complex hotwife novella in the After the Vows series—standalone stories about what happens when the promises made at the altar are the first ones broken.


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Elyse McCormick’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    





  	
	    
	      Also by Elyse McCormick

	    

      
	    
          
	      After The Vows

          
        
          
	          Honeymoon Hotwife

          
        
          
	          The Bride's Slip

          
        
          
	          A Gift From His Brother

          
        
          
	          His Son's Bride

          
        
          
	          Storm Bride, Hotwife Heart

          
        
          
	          Honeymoon Among Friends

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Expat Hotwife

          
        
          
	          Expat Hotwife - Entering Paradise

          
        
          
	          Expat Hotwife - Deeper Into Paradise

          
        
          
	          Expat Hotwife - Dangerous Homecoming

          
        
          
	          Expat Hotwife - African Heatwave

          
        
          
	          Expat Hotwife - Nairobi Nights

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      My Husband Asked For It

          
        
          
	          What My Husband Wanted

          
        
          
	          I Shouldn't Want This

          
        
          
	          Used Where He Could See

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Hypersexual Wife

          
        
          
	          The Hypersexual Wife - Relief

          
        
          
	          The Hypersexual Wife - Roadtrip

          
        
          
	          The Hypersexual Wife - Vacation

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Voyeurs Delight

          
        
          
	          What She Saw In The Village Woods

          
        
          
	          The Studio

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wife - rewritten

          
        
          
	          The Night I Called My Husband:

          
        
          
	          My Husband Begged Me To Misbehave

          
        
          
	          He Begged Me to Get Filled Up

          
        
          
	          He Watched Me Ruined by Strangers

          
        
          
	          It Was Never Just a Vacation

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Only When You're Away

          
        
          
	          At His Uncle's House

          
        
          
	          Training Her Neighbour

          
        
          
	          Marissa's Husband List

          
        
          
	          Intimately Familiar

          
        
          
	          Hotwife - The Night I Lost Her

          
        
          
	          Hotwife When He's Away

          
        
          
	          Her Ex Turned Her Hotwife

          
        
          
	          How to Lose a Hotwife

          
        
          
	          Line by Line

          
        
          
	          The Hotwife's Wedding Reception

          
        
          
	          Her Husband's Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Christmas With Her In-Laws

          
        
          
	          Her Father-In-Law's Obsession

          
        
          
	          A Voyeur's Education

          
        
          
	          His Hotwife Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Secrets Of A Cheating Wife

          
        
          
	          On The Hunt - Raised Wild

          
        
          
	          My Wife: My Son-in-law's Obsession

          
        
          
	          Her Sister Left The Door Open

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Elyse McCormick’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    





  	
    
	    
	      [image: Elyse McCormick]
	    

	  
	    About the Author

        
            Elyse McCormick writes erotica that doesn't whisper, it moans and lingers. Born in Norway from a Norwegian mon and a Britisk dad, she mixes dry British humor with Nordic boldness, telling stories that push past the polite. By day she's a marketing director; by night, her search history would make you blush.
Single by choice, fuelled by tea, whisky, and cold swims, Elyse writes for women who want it real and men who can handle a woman who takes what she wants. If you like your heat honest and filthy, you're in the right place.

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Elyse McCormick’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    





  	
    
	    
	      [image: Strangelove]
	    

    
	    About the Publisher

        
            At Strangelove, we believe passion knows no bounds. Specialising in bold, beautifully written erotic and romance fiction, Strangelove celebrates desire in all its forms — for every gender, every orientation, and every kink. Our books are crafted to ignite imaginations, break taboos, and offer unforgettable journeys into love, lust, and everything in between. Whether you're seeking tender romance, daring exploration, or unapologetic heat, you'll find a home — and a thrill — with Strangelove.

        

        
	    
	      
	      Read more at Strangelove’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/teaser_3012698_image.jpg
ELYSE MCCORMICK





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





cover.jpeg
. .- Q gz -
THE HOTTEST AFFAIRS . ARE THI ONES CLOSE ‘9 I] HOME

FAMILIAR

ELYSE MCCORMICK






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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