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"How's Nate settling in at the college?" Zoe asked as she passed her new friend and neighbor a mug of coffee. Dr Zoe Monroe had been a little shocked when she looked out of her kitchen window to see two huge black men on the lawn just 2 months back. As it turned out those two men were father and son and had just moved into the house right next door.
"He's doing ok I guess. That's kind of why I came by." Tiara Jones replied. Growing up where she did, Zoe had never really had any black friends. Not that she considered herself to be racist in any way, but she had heard stories or other white people in her town giving their opinions on other races, and when she had gotten to know Tiara she couldn't help but notice just how normal and like her, she seemed. The two of them hit it off straight away, gossiping about the other neighbors and these little coffee visits seemed to happen every few days.
"He's just not quite been himself of late. He keeps locking himself away in that room of his for hours on end and seems to be miserable..." Tiara continued.
"Well moving to a new school and town is stressful for anyone. Maybe he is just shy and missing his home," Zoe interjected.
"Trust me. If there is one thing that Nate isn't, then it's shy...Besides, I asked him what was wrong and that he didn't seem himself and told me to just leave him alone and that he was fine. His Dad went to talk to him and he told Jamal that he was just a little depressed or something...Anyway, that's why I came by. I wanted to ask, seeing as you are a doctor and al, if you would maybe have a talk with him?"
"Well, I guess I could see him. But we would need to make it an official appointment at my office. And I have to warn you that I won't be able to discuss anything that Nate tells me with yourself. I take Doctor-Patient privilege very seriously." Zoe said sternly. She didn't normally like taking on friends as patients, but she knew that a new town could be a lonely place and she wanted Tiara and her family to know they weren't alone.
"Of course. It will be enough just to know that he is being taken care of from a professional. Thank you Zoe, you're a good friend! He doesn't normally go to the doctors, but maybe we can get my Husband in for a check-up at some stage too. He's not exactly getting any younger." She added smiling.
"Wel,l I'll sort out an appointment for Nate and give you a call with the details. And maybe we can get that old man of yours in for a routine check-up in a few weeks time. Put your mind to ease." She laughed.
Picturing Jamal, Tiara's husband, Zoe thought the last thing you would consider him to be was old. Sure he was in his mid-forties, like Tiara, and he shaved his head bald and had the odd grey hair in his goatee. But he still had the fresh face and physique of a 20s something bodybuilder. 'He could pass as the 18-year-old Nate's Big Brother' Zoe had thought to herself when they all first got introduced to one and other. One time when the Jones family were out in their yard having a BBQ and enjoying the sun, Zoe couldn't help but stare at the two black men's bodies from her Kitchen window, debating with herself which one of the muscular giants was in better shape. A debate that was cut short when Tiara had seen her at the window and invited her out to join them.
Zoe herself was no slouch in the body department. The 29-year-old had been a keen and talented gymnast in her school days, but the older she got the more curves she started developing. The other gymnasts seemed to stay petite and slim, where Zoe filled out year by year. She kept in great shape, but her 32F-24-35 body on her 5ft 2-inch frame meant she struggled to reach her potential. Finally giving up on her gymnastics dream and shifting her focus to becoming a Physician. A decade later and her strict fitness routine and the fact that she has yet to have any children has meant that her body has remained pretty much in the same incredible shape. Causing her husband to tease her that if they ever hit hard times, it was good to know that they have the fallback of her strippers body to rake in some extra cash.
"Honey I'm Home! Where's my stripper?" Barry shouted, as he always did when he got back.
"In the Kitchen Barry," Zoe replied, embarrassed.
"Stripper?" Laughed Tiara.
"Just a longstanding joke he has," Zoe said, rolling her eyes.
"Don't mind me, I'm just on the way back to make the guys dinner. Thanks again Zoe, I appreciate it. Nice seeing you Barry...enjoy the strip show," Tiara smiled as she made her way out. She wondered what Zoe saw in him. He was a nice man, but he was nothing to look at. Short. Chubby. Thin combed over hair that desperately failed in hiding his bald patch. Thick milk bottle glasses.
In truth, Zoe had found Professor Barry Monroe to be brilliant. He had tutored at her university, and she instantly found him to be highly intelligent, kind and charming. Back ten years ago, he had even had a flat stomach and a full head of hair. It wasn't love at first sight, but with his maturity and stature, she had considered him to be a man amongst boys when she was at college and just 19. The two of them married two years later and had been living reasonably happy and contented lives ever since. Except that no matter what they tried, Zoe couldn't conceive a child. After months of treatment and investigating, they discovered that the problem lay with Barry's low sperm count. They talked about all their options, and in the end, they agreed that they were just going to keep trying until they turned 30 and 40 respectively, and then if they had no luck, they were going to adopt. And with both of them just 1 year away, it seemed more and more likely that they would be adopting.
"Ready to show me that hot body of yours?" Barry teased, as he kissed his wife on the cheek.
"God Barry, you are so embarrassing. What will Tiara think?"
"Oh please, where they come from I'm sure they've seen and heard a lot worse than that!" He retorted.
"Don't start that racist crap again, I warned you about that."
"I'm just teasing. Like you teasing me with that body of yours. Come on...I've got a wallet full of dollar bills," He tickled his wife's sides.
"Dollar bills? You cheeky sod...You better go to the ATM and get some real money, because this girls body is for high-end clients only" She teased back, unbuttoning the top two buttons on her blouse.
"Jesus Zoe, empty the bank accounts just get your ass upstairs." He said, tossing her his wallet and grabbing her by the hand.
Zoe lay frustrated on the bed wondering why she always allows herself to get so worked up. It seemed to her the more she played along with his little stripper talk role playing, the less her husband was able to control himself.
"6.07pm!" She thought to herself, looking at the clock and thinking about how she knew that her husband always got home at 6 pm on the dot each day. "3minutes of talking. 2 minutes to get naked and into bed. 1 minute of 'ecstasy'. And another minute of out of breath sweating and telling me how great I am."
She rolled her eyes in frustration, as her husband lay naked beside her. She couldn't help but notice how his stomach fat made it difficult for her to see his penis these days. "Not that it was ever very big, to begin with," She told herself. She had only ever been intimate with her husband, so had no real comparison when it came to sex, but she had examined many men and couldn't help but notice that a majority of them seemed to be quite a bit longer and plumper than her husband. 'One inappropriate man even got an erection and must have been as big as 6 or 7 inches!' She remembered to herself.
"Not that size matters. It's love that makes it special." She told herself, turning to kiss her husband. "That was great honey" She lied.
"Your four fifteen is here, Doctor." The receptionist said from the doorway.
"Thanks Claire, send him in," Zoe said, keen to get her last appointment done with so she could get home.
"Hi Nate, please close the door behind you and come and take a seat," She smiled as the giant man walked into her office. Nate Jones might have only been 18 years old, but he certainly wasn't built like no kid. He was tall at 6ft 3, but it was his physique that stood out the most about. The Linebacker for the local University, he was built like a bodybuilder. He wasn't too unpleasant to look at either, Zoe thought, scanning his face and noticing that he looked nervous.
"So how are you Nate?" She asked with a warm and yet concerned smile once he had sat down.
"I'm alright, I guess." He replied, not making eye contact with his neighbor.
"Well your mother has told me that you might be feeling a little depressed or stressed and I just..."
"No, I'm ok. I'm not depressed. Listen this was a bad idea coming here." Nate interrupted, making as if he was about to leave.
"Nate, whatever is troubling you I can assure you that I will try my very best to help you deal with it. And you don't ever have to worry about your parents or anyone else finding out about anything you wish to discuss here with me." She got up off her chair and walked over to Nate, placing her hand on his muscular shoulder. "What happens between a Doctor and the patient stays between the Doctor and the Patient. Please sit down." She added, as Nate made eye contact with his neighbour for the first time, before sitting back down.
"It's embarrassing," He said, looking away again.
"Everyone gets embarrassed sharing their problems with the Doctor. I can assure you, I've heard and seen it all before. It's what I do. And if there is a problem, I will help you!" She pleaded. "Please Nate, just let me help you." She added.
"Well, if you must know. I think I would like to get...a reduction."
"A reduction?" She asked confused.
"Yeah, you know...A reduction!" He replied lowering his eyes for a second.
"I'm sorry Nate, you are going to have to be a bit more specific." The Doctor countered, wondering if he was talking about his height or his muscles.
"Fuck Sakes," Nate said frustrated and embarrassed by what he was about to say. Then after a few second of silence between the two, he finally said it.
"I would like to get my cock reduced!" He spat out.
"Your what?" Zoe said stunned. She had heard the term 'cock' before from some of her crude friends, but she had never used it and even though she knew what he said it somehow still didn't register what he was truly meaning.
"My Dick. My Junk. I want to get it reduced. In Size." He spelled out.
"Your Penis. You want to get your Penis reduced in size. Sorry, I didn't quite grasp what you were saying." She stuttered. "Well that's definitely new," She added without really thinking.
"I thought you've heard it all from the patients." Nate said laughing, trying to find some comedy in all of this.
"Well, you certainly have me there," She laughed back. "I'm sorry Nate, I just wasn't expecting that. I've never had anyone with this 'ailment' before. Quite the opposite in fact."
"Why exactly do you feel like you want to get a 'penis reduction'?" She asked, genuinely curious as to why any man would want a smaller one.
"I don't feel like I want one. I feel like I need to get one. It's just ruining everything," He replied.
"How so?" The doctor continued to poke.
"It gets in the way when I am playing sports!" Nate Stated.
"It gets in the way?" Zoe asked, trying to picture how a penis could possibly cause so much trouble.
"Yes! I can feel it bouncing about. Sometimes it will fall out the bottom of my underwear or shorts. Sometimes I can feel my testicles being crushed between my legs. I can't reach my potential as a footballer and athlete if I am forever worried about things popping out or my balls being crushed!"
"I see. And you feel that you have above average sized testicles also?" Dr Monroe asked, struggling once again to picture any scenario were a penis and a set of testicles could cause any athlete much difficulty.
"Yes!" Nate sighed deeply with what he was about to say next.
"It's not just the sports. My girlfriends have all been scared to get intimate with me whenever they've seen my junk. It's frustrating as hell. And to make matter worse..." He paused, too embarrassed to say it.
"To make matter worse?" Zoe asked after Nate's hesitation.
"I can't control myself!" He added.
"Well, premature ejaculation is a common issue for a lot of men, especially those who are so young and inexperienced." The doctor answered. 'And the not so young' She thought to herself thinking of her Husband.
"No, I don't mean that. I mean I need to cum 3, 4, 5 times a day." He looked up to see his neighbour and Doctor almost staring opened mouth at his comments. He had found Zoe Monroe to be sexy from the moment he set eyes on her. She might be only 29, but to him, she seemed almost like those white MILFs you find in porn. Her curves belonged on a pornstar, and her gorgeous face belonged on a magazine model. Her thick wavy brown shoulder length hair and green eyes. Those wet moist kissable lips. She was an 18 year olds wet dream.
"Well it's not unusual for a young man to want to ejaculate multiple times in a day," She replied, turning a little crimson at the discussion.
"No, again I don't want to ejaculate 5 times a day. I need to! My balls just produce too much sperm, my balls start to ache if I don't cum enough."
Zoe sat in shock for a few seconds trying to compute exactly what her young neighbour was telling her. She thought back to her own husband, his smaller sized penis and the little dribble of sperm samples he had given when they were testing his sperm count. And yet here was a man who's penis was 'too big' and who's balls produced too much sperm!
"Hello...Doctor?" Nate asked.
"Right. Sorry. I was just thinking." She snapped back.
"I think the first thing I will need to do before we discuss how to proceed is to examine the problem." She said, as she pulled a curtain across one half of the room.
"If you would like to just pop behind the curtain and take your pants off." She told him. The same thing that she had told a hundred male patients before, but maybe for the first time Doctor Zoe Monroe was genuinely curious to see her patients Penis. Genuinely excited by the prospect of seeing those testicles.
She put on a pair of gloves and felt some anticipation run through her body. Silence fell behind the curtain, telling her that the kid who lived next door was ready. "Are you ready for me?" she asked.
"As ready as I'm ever going to be I guess," He answered sounding nervous.
"Oh!" Zoe said, half disappointed to see he was still wearing his underwear, and half in surprise at the size of the bulge that they seemed to be hiding. "I meant for you to take your underwear off also," she added, struggling to take her eyes off the bulge to make eye contact with Nate.
"Right, of course." Nate said, looking back at his 'Milf' neighbour and noticing her eyes had dropped back down towards his bulge. He slowly started to push the waistband of his underwear down, and as the root of his thick black cock appeared he noticed Zoe's eyes widen a little.
"Oh my!" Zoe gasped in amazement. The slow unveiling of the giant black penis seemed to go on for an eternity until about 9 inches the head finally sprang loose and bobbed up and back down where it hang freely and heavily down his thigh towards his knee.
"Well I can certainly see why it could cause you difficulties," Zoe said as she took a step forward and lowered her head slightly to inspect it further. "Can I ask, does it get much bigger or smaller than it appears now?" She added without once taking her eyes off it.
"It never gets any smaller than it is now. And it gets longer and thicker when I'm aroused."
"Oh my!" She said again, at the prospect of it getting bigger. 'The thing is nearly as long as my forearm and thicker than my wrist as it is' she thought. "How long does it get when it's erect?" She asked.
"I can't say I've ever measured it" Nate Lied. Hoping his Doctor might want to take some measurements herself.
Zoe was half tempted to ask Nate to get hard for her. She wanted to measure how big he got. Mostly she just wanted to see what it looked like!
"I'm just going to lift your penis so that I can inspect your testicles." Doctor Monroe said, as lowered herself to her knees in front of her new best friends black kid. She didn't even wait for him to reply or say that it was ok. She slowly raised her hand up towards his penis and slowly wrapped her fingers around his shaft. the first thing she noticed was how her fingers and thumb didn't even meet back up. The second thing was just how heavy and plump this thing was. 'That's a lot of meat' she thought to herself as lifted it up a little.
Underneath the sight was just as impressive. Two huge Testicles each the size of oranges hung low in a giant scrotum. 'These things must produce so much semen. No wonder he needs to empty them so often' She thought. She looked back at the giant piece of meat in her hand, as she could have sworn she felt Nate's heart beat through the giant vein that crisscrossed down his shaft.
"I'm just going to inspect your testicles now Nate," She told him, whilst her hand was already cupping one of his massive balls. The whole testicle seemed to fit perfectly in her cupped hand, and she involuntarily gave both the testicle and the plump penis in her other hand a gentle squeeze.
"Amazing." She said out loud without really thinking. She moved her hand to the other testicle, cupping it and giving that giant orange like ball another couple of light squeezes. Admiring the weight of it in her hand she began to compare it to her husbands testicles. 'These could get a thousand girls pregnant' She thought to herself.
The sight of his sexy next door neighbour on her knees and acting in such awe at the sight and feel of his cock and balls was too much for Nate to handle. He could feel his cock begin to fill with blood.
"Oh My!" Doctor Monroe said for a third time, as she snapped out of her trance at the feeling of her fingers being pulled further apart. She couldn't help but bite her bottom lip and she wanted nothing more than to see this beautiful penis fully erect, but she just managed to hang on to her professionalism.
"That's fine for now, Nate. Why don't you put your clothes back on and we'll talk about where we go from here." Her struggle was real. She glanced up into his eyes and then back down to his rapidly expanding thick penis. And it was only then that she realised she was still holding it.
"Excuse me," She said, clearing her voice and letting go off it. She turned and went back to her desk. Completely flushed she felt her face was almost burning up, but she soon realised that it was only a fraction caused by embarrassment, the true cause was the fact that she had never been so turned on or horny in all her life.
"So what do you think Doctor? Am I good case for having the reduction?" Nate said returning to his chair.
"Well, it's certainly...I mean you are certainly larger in that department than the average man. Or any man I've ever seen as a matter of fact." She stumbled with her words, not really knowing the direction she was taking.
"However the little I know about such procedures, and I will have to further investigate on the topic, is that they can be very complicated and should only be taken as a last resort. So I would like for us to try and work through some of your problems and if we don't have success we can talk about sitting down with an expert in the penis reduction field and seeing what they have to say."
"Alright, how are we going to do that?" Nate enquired.
"Well the way I see it, we have three issues that we need to solve. First, we need for you to feel comfortable and secure enough, down there, to be able to play sports." She said, looking down at his crotch and noticing the bulge through his jeans.



"Uh huh," Nate agreed.
"We need to solve the issue of your girlfriends being too scared to be intimate with you. Now that one isn't easy for your Doctor to solve, and we will certainly discuss it down the road, but my initial thoughts on this are that this one isn't as big a problem as you might think. I believe that there will be a lot of women out there...hmmmm...how can I put this?...There would be a lot of women out there who would be very attracted and interested in being intimate with a young man like yourself and who would think of your 'largeness', as even more of a reason to be intimate with you." She once again took a glance down at the kids' crotch and held it for a second longer this time.
"Perhaps an older woman, rather than a girl would be more appreciative of your gifts," She added, without really thinking, and then realizing how bad that may have sounded.
"I've always preferred women to girls," Nate smiled at Zoe, causing her to blush some more.
"And then finally we need to figure out a solution to the aches being caused by your testicles and your need to empty them...sorry, I mean ejaculate so frequently. This I will have to look into a bit. How about I make another appointment for 2 days, time and we can take it from there?" She said, having no real idea what her plan was to help him solve any of his problems, but she did know one thing, she did want to help him!
"Alright, Doctor. Sounds like a plan." See you in a couple of days, he smiled at her.
Zoe sat in her chair for nearly 5 minutes after Nate had left just staring blankly at the wall. In truth, she was trying to work out exactly what she had just seen. She was asking herself how big it gets? how thick it would be? how much semen would he produce? How much of that penis could fit inside her? how would a penis that size feel inside her?
"Anything else you need from me before I go?...Doctor? Hello?" Came a voice from the door.
"What?...oh, Claire. Sorry I was daydreaming. Listen, something has come up tomorrow. I need you to move forward some of my afternoon appointments so that I can get out of here an hour or two early."
"Sure I will do that, is everything ok?" The receptionist enquired, knowing that Dr Monroe never canceled her patients appointments.
"Yeah everything is great, I just remembered that I need to take care of something.. Apologise to the patients for me for the inconvenience. Oh and also, book Nate Jones in for an appointment for the same time on Thursday. Thank you, that will be all."
She hit google and began searching for solutions to Nates first problem. "Shopping! This could be fun." She said to herself. "Lots of fun" She added as a photo of a big bulge in tight briefs appeared on her screen. 'Not as big as Nates, but still pretty nice.' She thought to herself, biting her lip.
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"Can I help you with something Ma'am?" The young, tall and handsome shop worker asked.
"Oh...Thanks...No. I am just looking for now. Maybe shortly," Zoe said, turning slightly red with embarrassment as she perused the male underwear section of the shop. She had spent the whole of yesterday evening and most of today when in between patients, googling underwear for well-hung men. And couldn't help but get lost staring and dreaming about those big packages and fit looking young bodies. Though none of them even came close to being able to compete with Nate she had thought to herself.
She walked through the section, picking up the odd item, without being certain which ones would be suitable for helping Nate out with his 'problem'. Finally, once a few of the other shoppers in the underwear area had left and it was just her and the young man behind the checkout, she decided to ask for some help.
"Hi, I think I might need some assistance..." She began, pulling a face that tried to hint of the awkwardness of her situation.
"Absolutely Ma'am, that's what I'm here for," The confident young kid answered. He was perhaps in his early 20s, and definitely had the look of a student. He was about 6ft2 and clearly kept himself in good shape. "What is it you are looking for?" He added, walking out from behind the counter.
"Well, this is a little awkward...I emmmm...I am looking for some male underwear, that would...How can I put this?" She stuttered and hesitated with her words.
"That's ok Ma'am. We get wives in here all the time, looking to buy their husbands some more appealing underwear," The kid said, trying to help put her more at ease.
"Well, actually he's not..." She began, before realizing that pretending she was buying for her other half was much easier than explaining that it was for a patient or a 'friend'. 'How would that look?' She thought to herself.
"Not my husband yet, perhaps one day..." she finished. "But actually, it's not that we need the underwear to be more appealing. It's more than we need them to be more practical. You see he has a little bit of a problem...well actually, he has a large problem...if you catch my drift?"
"He has a problem?" The young man asked, confused.
"You know? His package is rather large. Very much more so than the average person. So we need to find him some underwear that will keep his 'jewels' secure. So to speak." Zoe smiled, gaining a bit more confidence. She seemed to like the idea of being able to boast about her other half being some kind of stud.
"Ahhh haha I got ya," The kid laughed. "We actually do have one brand that specializes in underwear for gentlemen with 'larger packages'. I actually wear some of these myself." He boasted flirtatiously as he led her over to the section where they were kept.
"Hung" She read from the label, smiling at the name and the photo of the crotch on the packaging.
"They do all different types. Briefs, boxers, Y Fronts, you name it they do it. Some of them even come with a special pouch that you can put your dick...sorry, your penis in. And it holds it snugly so it doesn't bounce around or get in the way." The young cocky kid explained.
"Wow, they sound pretty perfect."
"Here!" He handed her a pack of briefs that had the special secure pouch. "The pouch comes in 'Big', 'Large Package', and 'Mega Hung'" sizes. So make sure you get the right size.
Zoe browsed the choices she had but had no real way of telling which pouch would be best. Though she was pretty certain that there couldn't be many penises out there as big as Nate's and therefore she should just get the biggest sized ones.
"Thanks, for your help...Brad. I'm just not sure how these would fit or which ones would be best," She said, clocking the name badge on his chest.
"I can always try some on for you if you want an idea of what they look like?" Brad said, smiling confidently.
"Oh, I'm not sure that would be appropriate. The other customers..." Zoe started.
"The store closes in 5 minutes. Just hang around for a few minutes, I'll try a couple on for you and then you can know which ones to buy."
"Alright then. If you are sure that is ok. Thank you Brad," Zoe said smiling. After spending most of the last 24 hours thinking of Nate's huge penis and seeing photos of large packages in tight underwear online, she did kind of want to see the real thing again.
"Alright Ma'am, first one's up...the regular boxers." Brad said, opening the changing room door and walking forward towards Zoe who was sat on the bench right outside. He had stripped right down to nothing but the boxer shorts, in the hope of seducing this hot older woman who he thought had clearly come in there to flirt with him.
Zoe couldn't help but be impressed with the young man's athletic body. He was as big and muscular as Nate, but he was still in good enough shape for him to be pleasing to her on the eyes. She let her eyes drop slowly down from his chest, across his 6 pack and to his underwear. She didn't really notice much of a bulge, but she did like the way the boxers framed his toned hairy legs.
"They are nice. But they seem too baggy for what he needs them for," Zoe critiqued.
"Alright, let's try the briefs," Brad says.
"With the pouch?" Zoe asked.
"Sure. I'll try the briefs with the pouch," Brad smiled internally. Feeling that this horny woman was asking to see his bulge. He closed the door and stripped out of the boxers. He tugged on his dick trying to make it as long and thick as possible, without going fully hard. And then stepped into the briefs, and put his dick into the specialized pouch area.
"Ready?" He asked, opening the door. He stepped forward and walked towards Zoe, stopping right before her so that she could get a good look.
On one hand, Zoe Monroe did like what she was seeing. This Kid was clearly good looking. In great shape, and his bulge was significantly larger than her husbands. But she couldn't help but be a bit disappointed when comparing it to the monster she had held in her gloved hands just yesterday.
"Well? What do you think?" Brad said triumphantly. Loving the fact that she hadn't stopped looking at his bulge.
"Are these the largest of the pouches?" She asked?
"Well, no these are the 'Big' Pouch ones. No one really is big enough for the 'Mega Hung' ones" Brad said, perturbed. "They are just for gag gifts and strippers who stuff their crotches," He added.
The pouch was pretty full of meat, but Zoe couldn't help but wonder if Nate would even come close to being able to stuff his monster in there.
"Do they feel snug? If you were, let's say, playing football or running, do you feel like 'things' wouldn't bounce around too much?" She asked.
"I play sports all the time and wear these, there is nothing moving around. Look" He said bouncing up and down.
"Brad. I know this is inappropriate. But I don't know if this is the right fit for my guy or not...Do you think you could show me your penis, so I can compare the two of you and know which ones to get?"
Brad just smiled. Knowing that she was impressed by his bulge and just wanted to see it, probably touch it, suck it and fuck it.
"Fuck yeah babe," He replied, hooking his thumbs into his waistband and slowly lowering the tight-fitting underwear down his thighs until his plump dick sprung out of the pouch and into full view.
"Well, what do you think Babe?" He asked confidently, swaying his dick a little from side to side.
"I think I'd like 3 pairs of the briefs with the 'mega hung' pouch. Please put that thing away." Zoe replied disappointingly at the white kids' dick. Sure it was a good inch or two bigger than her husbands, but it was still like comparing a baby to man between that and Nate's big hunk of dark meat, She thought to herself as she also picked up a couple of other pairs of underwear to give Nate some more options.
"Do you have a smart card?" Brad snapped at her once back at the counter.
"No, sorry...can I sign up for one?" Zoe asked, hoping to save some money and maybe thinking she could come back to this store and buy her husband some better underwear.
"Fill out the form. Name, address, number etc."
"Well thanks a lot for your help Brad, you are a star," Zoe said once she had completed the forms.
"Fucking Cock tease," Brad spat out, as she was walking away causing her to stop in her tracks and turn back.
"Honey, that ain't no cock you've got. That's just a regular penis. These were built for a cock!" She said holding up the 'Mega hung' pouched briefs she had just bought before turning and walking out of the shop.
Zoe spent the entire following day at work going through the motions, unable to stop watching the clock as it crept nearer and nearer to her 4:15 pm appointment with Nate. 'I really hope he fits into these.' She thought to herself, looking at her shopping bag under the desk. 'I wonder what that pouch will look like when it's fully stuffed with 'it'...' 'Maybe, he will show me...' 'I had better check! It's for his own good!' Her mind was swimming with thoughts and ideas and imagery until finally the giant kid from next door was sat down before her.
"Hi, Nate. It's great to see you again," She said, meaning it completely. "How have things been...you know...with your 'problem'?" Her eyes lowered and pointed to his crotch as she said it, before returning to his face.
"No change Doctor. I still need the reduction!" He replied sadly.
"Well, as we discussed it's too soon to decide upon that. And we will explore our options first before we consider going down that road. A penis reduction should be the last resort, only if we fail to find alternative ways to make your 'problem' easier to live with." Zoe reached down as she finished speaking and placed the shopping bag on the table.
"Now, one of your main problems was the issue of a lack of support whilst playing sports. So I did a little research online for what other gentlemen, who are in your situation of being an athlete and also having a large...'package', if you like, and there appears that there are one or two underwear companies who specialize in producing pieces for the well-endowed customer." She stood up and began to remove a number of the items that she bought.
"You bought me underwear?" Nate asked surprised.
"I told you I was going to help you didn't I?" She smiled at him."Now I just hope that one of these pieces do the job."
"Hung" Nate laughed, reading the label.
"Haha yeah, they weren't exactly creative with the name!" Zoe laughed back, feeling more an more relaxed with her patient and his unique problem.
"Why don't you go behind the curtain there, and try them on," The Doctor said, handing him the bag.
"Sure," Nate smiled and disappeared behind the curtain. "Thanks Doc, I really appreciate you going to all this trouble to try and help me." He added.
"It was no trouble Nate. Actually was kind of fun..."She spurted out, immediately realizing how that would be taken "I mean, I love shopping, so any excuse...and besides it got me out of the office,"
"Hmmmmmm," Nate moaned. "I'm not sure these ones are any good,"
"Ohh? Which ones have you tried?" Zoe asked
"The Boxers..." Nate replied. Causing Zoe to immediately imagine how they would look on Nate, and wish she could see for herself. "They are a little bit better fitting than my current ones, but I don't think they have enough support for me..."
"Well, how does it feel when you move around? You know? If you were running or moving from side to side etc?" Zoe asked and then listening as her young neighbor began jumping and moving around, before falling and ripping the curtain down.
"Shit!" He shouted.
"Oh my god, are you ok?" Zoe jumped to her feet and made her way to him.
"Yeah, I'm fine. Sorry, Doc, there wasn't much room behind here and I lost my balance,"
"As long as you're alright!" She offered him her hand and helped him to his feet, soon realizing that he was stripped completely down to the new boxers. She couldn't help but admire his big muscular torso. As he began to pick up the curtain and attempt to fix the rail.
"Don't worry about the curtain, I'll have the janitor fix it tonight...So the boxers are no good then?"She asked, sitting down just a few feet in front of Nate. She was trying her hardest to keep eye contact with him.
"No, I don't think they are...Look how much my cock moves around when I move!" He said casually, before swinging his hips from side to side.
"Huhhhh" Doctor Monroe's eyes fell immediately to her patient's crotch and the sight caused her to show her shock with a little involuntary vocal reaction.
She sat and stared as the thick piece of meat swang from side to side inside the tight white boxer shorts. And then when started bouncing up and down on the spot his cock began to flop up and down, and his giant balls could even be seen swinging back and forward.
Zoe Monroe sat staring at the crotch of her young black neighbor. She couldn't help but compare him to Brad from the store. That kid had a nice fairly larger than average penis, a lot bigger than her husband, and yet Nate still made him look like a little boy.
"So what do you think?" Nate asked, snapping Zoe out of her trance. She realized that he had stopped moving around some time ago, and she had just been sitting there staring at the kids' bulge.
"What?...Oh...Right! I think you are right. They don't really offer the security you need. Why don't we try the Y-Fronts?" She said.
"Alright," Nate turned as if to head back towards the curtained area, before realizing that it was no longer. He turned his back to his Doctor and gave her a view of his muscular ass as he pulled down the boxers.
Zoe turned her head almost to one side to look away but quickly figured that Nate couldn't see that she was looking anyway and returned her glance back to the black sculpted muscular body before her. Her eyes ran down his muscular back, to his perfect bum, and his thick legs and she couldn't help but feel like she was a lucky woman being able to see this sight.
Her stare quickly raised back up, when she raised she could see the odd glance of his giant testicles hanging lowly between his thighs whenever he adjusted his stance. She bit her lip as she recalled holding and cupping each one of them in her hand, feeling the weight of them and even squeezing them gently as if they were a fruit in the marketplace and she was testing them for ripeness.
"Oh, the Y-Fronts," Nate said, turning around having forgotten to pick them up.
Doctor Monroe tried to turn her head, to appear as if she had been looking away the whole time, but as she turned her head her eyes caught the glimpse of his giant black penis swinging around as he turned, and she brought her stare back around fully to his crotch just in time to see the full momentum of his thick heavy cock slap so hard against his thigh, that it sounded like someone being spanked, once he had turned fully.
"No wonder he needs special underwear" Zoe thought to herself.
Nate didn't bother to turn back around this time. He just pulled the Y-Fronts up his thighs then with one hand he grabbed first his balls to adjust them into the underwear, leaving his 9-inch soft penis dangling over the waistband. He adjusted his balls a little, trying to get them to sit just right in the Y-Fronts, causing the waistband to rise up and down and with it his dangling cock rose and fell up and down.
Zoe just sat staring with wide eyes and her mouth open in shock at the massive penis flopping about in front of her eyes. And then Nate grabbed it near the giant cock head and pulled it up and to one side, squeezing it and trying to fit it into the underwear.
"How do they feel?" Zoe asked, not even bothering to take her eyes off the massive and obscene bulge before her and look up into the young black kids' eyes.
"It looks good!" She added. "I mean. It looks like they would be more supportive than the Boxers," She corrected, still staring at his crotch.
"I don't know Doc. They still aren't right." Nate said as he began to swing his hips, then bounce up and down trying to mimic some faster movements more akin to playing sports.
"See it still moves around too freely," He said whilst standing still and grabbing his shaft and pulling it to show how easily it can be moved.
"Feel how much it moves," He added when the Doctor didn't say anything.
He reached down and grabbed her wrist and brought it up towards his crotch. Without really thinking, Zoe's hand automatically began to close around the massive bulge until she had a good grip of her patients shaft. Nate began to move her wrist around slightly, to show her how easily it could still move, but he soon took his hand away and the Doctor continued to pull and push and move the bulge around with complete fascination.
"See?" Nate asked smiling.
"Yeah, I guess they aren't quite right," She said still grasping his cock through the fabric of the Y-Fronts, and feeling that he had begun to get erect.
"Take them off, and I'll try the next ones," Nate commanded.
Without even thinking Doctor Monroe wrapped both hands into his waistband and began to pull the underwear of her patient down. As the underwear caught on the head of the quickly hardening cock head, she leaned forward towards her patient, trying to get more leeway, until her head was just a couple of inches away from him. When the underwear gave way and let lose his cock it immediately swung back towards her and slapped her on the cheek.
"Oh My God!" Doctor Monroe shouted in shock. Staring down the impossibly thick shaft of what had to now be 11 inches long!
"I'm sorry Doc. This big thing is always getting in the way!" Nate laughed.
"I'll say!" Zoe replied, still staring. "Now that I've seen it fully erect, I can see even more the difficulties you have," She found it to be the most beautifully scary thing she had ever seen. Part of her wondered how any woman could take such a big penis, another part wished her husband had such a beautiful cock.
"Oh, this isn't me fully erect. Just a semi!"
"It gets bigger?" Zoe asked, licking her lips.
"Oh probably another inch or two, depending on how turned on I get. And a little thicker."
"Thicker too? My God!" Doctor Monroe said as she began to raise her hand back up towards the cock. She wanted to grab it again. She wanted to feel the weight of it. To squeeze it. To stroke it. To see it in all its fully erect glory.
Ding! Ding!
The sound of a phone receiving a text brought her back round.
"Let's try the last pair Nate. I think these might be the best! They have a specially designed pouch that you fit your cock...sorry, your penis into. And they are meant to keep you all a bit more secure and snug!" Zoe recovered, lowering her hand away from his cock and handing him the last pair.
"Mega Hung" Nate read.
"Yeah, the pouches come in 3 different sizes. These ones are the biggest...Luckily for us, as I don't think that big thing has much chance of fitting into any of the other ones," Zoe laughed, before realizing that that may not have been the best thing to say to the kid who was self-conscious about his size.
"Sorry" She added, returning her gaze back to Nates face for the first time in a while.
"Haha, don't be. It's good to laugh," Nate laughed back, smiling at Zoe as he stepped into the briefs right in front of her.
He pulled them up his thighs and again cupped his balls and adjusted them trying to fit them into the underwear. But then he looked confused as to how best get his dick inside the specialized pouch.
"Oh I think you just..." Zoe started seeing him struggle.
"I'll hold the waistband, you reach in and open the pouch," Nate told her.



Zoe stood up beside the naked black kid and realized that she barely eye level with his nipples as the stood beside one and other. She placed one hand inside the underwear, being careful not to touch his cock as it dangled once again over the waistband, having returned to his regular 'smaller' 9-inch state, and found her way into an opening.
"Right, found it here. If you just try and put it in here..." She began, and then immediately saw Nate struggling to hold the waistband out and then try and get his dick angled correctly.
"You just hold the waistband out, and I'll get this..." She said reaching and wrapping her hands around his thick cock. For the second time this week she noticed how her fingers and thumb didn't come close to touching each other. Then she noticed something else. Her white skin up against his dark brown skin. She wasn't wearing any gloves!
"Ok, I'm just going to try forcing it down there, tell me if I am hurting you," She continued, deciding it was too late for gloves. And actually enjoying the feeling of warmth radiating from his cock onto her hand.
Nate Jones stood smiling at the sight of his curvy next door neighbor s little white hand wrapped around his cock. He wanted to continue this 'struggle' to get into the underwear for a few moments more so that he could grow fully hard in her hand, but as if by some reverse miracle Doctor Monroe had managed to find the one perfect angle to fish his cock perfectly into the pouch.
"There! We did it!" She smiled proudly. "How does that feel?" She asked, watching as Nate moved around a bit.
"Not bad Doc! Not bad at all!" He grabbed his coiled cock where the pouch hugged it tightly and moved it around a few times.
"Better?" Doctor Monroe asked once he had stopped trying to move it. She brought her hand up to the black kids' bulge, squeezed it and tried moving it around for herself as if it was the most natural thing to do in the world. "Much better!" She answered for herself.
"These seem great. Thanks Doctor. For all your help!" Nate said as he began to dress. Part of Zoe was disappointed the appointment was over already, but then she realized they had been in here for 45 minutes.
"You're welcome Nate, and can call me Zoe. We are neighbors after all." She smiled. "Look, why don't you see how you get on with those over the weekend. I am going to check in with some other doctors to see if they have any experience or advice on what we can do about the ache you feel and the constant need to empty those giant balls...sorry, I mean your testicles. And I'll make another appointment for you next week. How does that sound?"
"Perfect Doc...sorry...Zoe. Thanks," Nate said as he finished getting himself together.
"Any plans for the weekend?" Zoe asked.
"Big game on Saturday! You should come watch, see how these briefs hold up!" Nate joked, causing Zoe to laugh.
"Thanks. It's my husbands birthday on Saturday, but he does love the football. Maybe I'll take him there before cooking him a meal." 'And maybe I will go buy him a special gift' She thought to herself, feeling horny and biting her lip at the thought.
"He's a lucky man. See you soon Zoe," Nate said as he left.
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Zoe's face blushed with embarrassment as she handed over the box to the store worker. She had spent the last 3 hours shopping for her husbands birthday. His favorite Steak and Wine for dinner. A new Polaroid camera. But most of her time was consumed buying herself a new sexy and revealing dress for her to tease him with, and a new set of lingerie from the new expensive lingerie store in the mall. This next shop, however, was not quite as classy as the last, but it did sell the one thing that Barry Monroe had always begged his wife to buy, sex toys.
Barry Monroe was a vanilla kind of guy, but he had two fantasies that his wife had always laughed down whenever he mentioned them. One was to take sexually provocative photos of his wife and her 'strippers body'. The other was to use a sex toy on her. Zoe Monroe had no idea why now, after so long, that she had decided to make his fantasy happen. But she did know that she had never been so aroused or sexually curious as she had been this last week or so.
"It's a joke present...for my friends' bridal shower," She blurted out when she noticed the raised eyebrows from the shop worker.
"That's what they all say," The shop worker replied cheekily, as she bagged the item. Zoe didn't bother to reply, just shot the lady daggers and handed her the bank card.
"Barry is in for one hell of a surprise," She thought to herself, pleased with her birthday plans.
Saturday:
"I can't believe you bought us tickets to the game! What a great present dear!" Barry beamed. "Are you nearly ready?"
"Give me 20 minutes, there's something work related I need to take care of first," She shouted back, as she logged onto 'JustDoctors' on her computer.
Zoe had found this forum years ago and was amazed at how useful it could be. Essentially a place where only qualified doctors are allowed to register, to come and share cases and symptoms with other professionals, to seek other opinions, guidance and to learn from one and other.
It had been a godsend for her when she first started, and she always enjoyed a read of it to learn new things. But as she sat typing out her current patients 'symptoms' she felt slightly ridiculous and worried about the responses. She briefly touched on the extreme size of her subject genitalia and his desire for a penis reduction, but she focussed mainly in seeking advice on how best to help the patient with his suffering from the pain and ache that his testicles are causing him.
She finished up writing, hit send and just hoped that someone had some similar experience or advice to share with her. She at least felt good knowing that there was no time wasters allowed on that site. Everybody's qualifications and credentials were vetted and verified before they were allowed to be active users.
"Alright Birthday boy, let's go watch some ball!"
Zoe had never been much of a football fan, and when their local University team scored a couple of early touchdowns with some beautifully thrown long passes from the Quarterback, she wasn't quite sure why the rest of the crowd had gone wild. "It's just pass and catch," She thought to herself.
But when the Defense was on the field her heart fluttered and the adrenaline pumped through her veins like she was a hardcore football fan.
"That's Nate, number 52," Barry said. "See him? Right in the middle..."
"I see him!" Zoe interrupted. The truth is, she had been watching him the whole time. When he ran onto the field at the start of the game. When he stood on the sideline when their Quarterback was throwing that touchdown. And right now, as he shouted out the play call to the rest of his defensive teammates.
You couldn't help but notice him. There were a lot of big physical men out on that field, but none of them stood out quite as Nate did. And when the whistle blew, there was no stopping him. He was easily stronger, faster and more focused than everyone else playing. Almost every other play he would be Sacking the quarterback, tackling the running back or breaking up a pass play. He forced 3 fumbles and even took an interception in for a defensive score.
The whole time Zoe was on the edge of her seat. She joined in the chants of 'Defense. Defense. Defense." She even yelled out 'Go Nate' and 'Great play Nate' a few times. She was focussed on everything the kid next door did. And each time he made a play, she wondered to herself how his new underwear was holding up to the weight of his big cock and balls.
"That kid is a stud!" Barry said after another big play from Nate. "He's just so much bigger and dominant than the rest of the guys," He added.
"Tell me about!" Zoe said focussing in on the big kid in his tight white football pants. There was something about his dominant display that had got her juices flowing. It was almost animalistic. The Alpha male had just beat down his rivals and in return, the female would desire to mate with him.
"Zoe! Barry! Hey guys, what are you doing here? I didn't know you liked football!" The voice came, interrupting Zoe's lustful thoughts.
"What? Oh. It's Barry's birthday, I thought I'd treat him. He's always been a fan." Zoe recovered. "Heck of a game by Nate! You two must be so proud?" She asked her neighbors.
"Oh we are! He's got a heck of a career ahead of himself if he can keep himself focussed and on the right track." Tiara replied. "Listen, I wanted to thank you for agreeing to see him, he seems to have cheered up a bit. I take it everything is fixed now?" She enquired.
"Well, you know I can't speak about it..."
"No, no. We don't need details. We just want to know that our son is alright," Jamal interrupted.
"Well I can assure you that he is fine. He has an issue, that's not a serious one that needs you to be worried about, and we are working through it together. Trust me, he is in very good hands,"
With the words 'good hands', Zoe couldn't help her thoughts drifting back to her small white hand as it was wrapped around his thick black cock. She could still see that image in her head like she was looking at a photograph of it. Her delicate pink painted fingernails versus the dark hard as granite shaft. Her sparkling diamond wedding ring against the feel of the blood pulsing through those big prominent purple veins that crisscrossed his cock. The cold white gold against the heat of life emanating through his meat. It was a picture that had run through her head over and over. The contrasts of white and black. Of hard and soft. Of warm and cold and delicate and unbreakable. Of feminine and masculine.
"He's in very good hands... and I promise to do whatever I can to help him out," Doctor Monroe added.
"Well listen, we owe you! Really Zoe, thank you so much." Tiara began "Maybe we can return the favor..."
"Oh I don't think that's necessary, I'm just doing my job."
"Nonsense. You know Jamal is a dentist right? Free checkups all round! Right honey?" Tiara asked her husband.
"Right, of course! Just give me a shout and I'll get you both booked in." Jamal said smiling. Zoe hadn't noticed just how perfect his smile had been, she was probably too distracted this whole time thinking about how well built he was physically.
"Come to think of it, Nate has that same perfect smile," She thought to herself. "And that same muscular build" her eyes began to roam down his body, his shirt stretched around his frame almost to breaking point. His tight jeans and then there it was, the unmistakable outline of another huge piece of meat stuffed tightly down one of his legs.
"Like father like son," Zoe said, this time out loud. Before realizing she was staring right at his crotch.
"You and Nate. You have the same smile." She corrected, looking back up into his face. "Thanks for the offer, we will definitely take you up on that at some point. We had better get going, got to get started on this birthday boys dinner."
"Happy birthday buddy," Jamal slapped Barry on the back with a bit more force than Barry was expecting.
"Thanks guys. Tell Nate congratulations from us, he's gone and made my birthday a real special one!" Barry beamed.
"You have no idea," Zoe thought, smiling to herself and thinking ahead to her plans for tonight.
The evening started quietly with Zoe serving her husband a bottle of beer whilst he relaxed on his lounger and watched more football. She kissed him on the forehead and told him to stay where he was, whilst she went and made them dinner.
Once the dinner was mostly prepared and the table was set, she slipped upstairs and began to ready herself and her surprises.
"He's going to have a heart attack when he sees me," She told herself into the mirror as she adjusted first her cleavage and then her hair. She quickly checked her email inbox and was pleased to find that she already had a message reply from one of her fellow Doctors from the JustDoctors website.
'Dear Dr Monroe, I am very concerned about the well being of your patient. These are symptoms that I have in fact seen before, But I would urge you to have your patient give a sperm sample at the earliest opportunity so that I can have some more information available to better help you. Regards Dr JJ'
Zoe read it and was pleased that at least there was someone else out there who might understand and who she could bounce some ideas off. The suggestion of a sperm sample seemed like a normal stepping stone and had been one she was considering as it was. 'I'll get him booked in for a Monday appointment' She momentarily thought to herself, before letting her mind wander to those huge testicles of his and the thought of how much sperm they might produce. She could feel the wetness in her new panties and a desire to pull them aside and jam some fingers inside her needy, tight pussy.
"Dinner is ready birthday boy," She shouted from the dining room once she had resisted the urge to scratch her itch.
"Holy shit!" Barry proclaimed from the doorway, getting a first glimpse of his wife in her new dress. He didn't know where to look first.
The red Monaco maxi dress clung to her body as if it was tailored made just for her. It wasn't a tight fitting dress, and yet the design of it showed off every curve on her body to its absolute potential. Thigh high slits on both legs, meant whenever she moved her entire smooth, toned and tanned leg was on display right up to her hip. Her curvy hips and small waist was perfectly accentuated with a gold belt worn over the dress, and just an inch or two above the belt the V of low plunging neckline of the dress began clinging tightly and struggling to contain the Doctors huge 32F Chest as two large globes of her tits crushed so tightly they almost touched each other. And her thick 3/4 inch nipples seemed to poke clearly through the fabric, showing signs of her arousal.
The Doctors hair was dark and thick and fell halfway down her back. Her green eyes tonight seemed to pierce deeper and stand out even more than ever and her thick kissable lips were red, moist and welcoming.
Barry's eyes kept roaming up and down his wife's sexy body. His mouth agape in such a way he would be likely to drool if he stared too much longer. With all this eye porn before him, he was still able to notice the little details. The way she matched her earrings, necklace and watch to match her golden belt. And those slutty, sexy golden 6-inch stiletto shoes. They matched too. They also helped refine her leg muscles even more as she stood before him like some goddess sent to him in his wildest dreams.
Zoe just laughed at her husbands face. She walked over to her husband and pecked him on the cheek.
"Happy Birthday Honey," She told him. "I take it by the look on your face you approve of my new dress?" She asked.
"Approve? You look incredible" He said, taking her hand above her head and twirling her around slowly. The dress, as designed to do, split open right up her legs to her hips showing him the full effect of her thick toned thighs from the side.
"Let's go upstairs..." He said, now sporting a little erection through his pants.
"Easy Tiger...Plenty of time for that." Zoe said pointing to the table. "I didn't go to all this trouble for it to sit here getting cold,"
"Plenty of time for you to...unwrap your present later," She said seductively as she leaned over a little showing more of her cleavage. "Now sit down,"
"How am I meant to sit here and eat, whilst you are sitting across from me looking like that?" Barry said grinning like a kid who had just met his hero.
"Because you have no choice. Because if you don't eat all of your dinner...you won't get your dessert," Zoe replied winking at her husband. "Besides. I have a feeling you are going to need all the energy and strength you can muster," She added suggestively.
"Oh yeah? What do you have in mind?"
"You just wait and see mister. Tonight might just be your lucky night," Zoe wasn't lying either. She knew her plans for tonight were part of Barry's fantasies, fantasies she hadn't wanted to take part in. But not now. Not tonight. She was so horny lately that she was willing, more than willing to do this for her husband. In fact, something in the back of her head was telling her, this was for her as much as it was for him.
"That was delicious dear. Best, and yet hardest, dinner I've ever had to sit through, with you sitting across from me look ravishing!" Barry laughed.
"Well why don't you go finish that glass of wine in the lounge. I'll give you a call from upstairs when I'm ready for you," She stood and walked slowly and seductively away from her husband, feeling his eyes on her, she looked over her shoulder and gave him a knowing smile.
"Come open your present, birthday boy!"
Barry almost tripped over the couch, trying to get up. He ran up the stairs like he was trying to escape a fire and pushed open the door to their bedroom.
"Somebody's eager," Zoe said, laying seductively on her side on the bed, one leg out straight, the other bent at the knee, with the dress split open to show her full name leg. "See something that takes your fancy?" She added as she teased a hand slowly down from her knee, down her toned thigh stopping just before her now burning sex.
Barry stood in the doorway like a Kid at Xmas. Eyes wide, mouth opened in shock. He took a step forward and said "Happy Birthday Barry" to himself.
"Ah, Ah, Ah," Zoe said, wiggling her finger at her husband. "This present is staying wrapped...for now" She smiled wickedly, enjoying the control she held over him.
"Take off your clothes," She told him
"What?"
"You heard. If the birthday boy wants his present. He better do what he's told," She lowered her leg back down and covered it with the dress.
Barry wasn't used to seeing this side of Zoe. But he couldn't help but want to see more of it. And more often! He took no time in stripping off his shirt and pants. Until he was stood just wearing his socks, boxers, and a white vest.
"He's not exactly the sight of masculinity," Zoe thought to herself, as she scanned her husband from head to toe. His pasty white scrawny legs, his little bulge through those old boxers, and that white stained vest pulled tightly over his seemingly ever-growing and wobbly belly. "But he is my husband, and I love him," She told herself.
"Lose the socks and the underwear," She commanded.
"And then it's your turn?" He asked.
"Maybe..." She said brushing a finger down her neckline and in between her heavy cleavage.
Barry dropped his underwear and kicked off his socks.
Zoe didn't know why she laughed out loud. She told Barry that it "Was fun having so much control over him," But her instinctive reaction was to compare her husband's penis to the one that had been in her hand just yesterday, and the one that had been on her mind since the moment Nate had dropped his underwear in her office. Her husband was stood before her with an erection, but yet it seemed to her as though she had never seen it looking so small, and her husband so un-masculine.
"Good boy," She said collecting her thoughts. "He's my husband. It's his birthday. And I love him." She told herself again.
"Now it's time for the birthday boys treat,"
Barry took a step towards his wife again before he realized she was pointing to something behind the door. He turned around to see a box.
"A present?"
"And it's all set up and ready to go," Zoe replied, sending Barry's head into a spin with the possibilities of what it could be as he went to open the box.
"Holy crap..." He stated. "Does this mean...what I think it means?" He asked as he pulled the Polaroid camera out of the box.
"You've gone on and on about taking sexy photos of me for years, right? Guess I thought it was about time I gave my husband his dream birthday," She said raising her eyebrows and spreading seductively across the bed.
"Thank you Honey. You are the best!" Barry wasted little time snapping off a photo of her.
"I am aren't I?" She said as she swung her hair back wildly and gave the camera a wild animalistic stare.
"You look so sexy, honey. I love you so much," Barry continued as his wife continued to pose for him in her revealing dress.
"You best had!" Zoe said standing, dropping the golden belt from her hand that she had just taken off. Slowly slipping one strap of her dress off one of her shoulders. "It's not every wife who would do this for their little-perverted husband," She added slowly allowing the other strap to fall off her shoulder.
"Oops," She said with such naughtiness and the look of a sultry naughty girl, that it almost caused Barry to cum without even touching his dick.
Zoe stood before him in tiniest most exquisite black sheer Chantilly lace-trim Babydoll. Through them, Barry could see the tiniest and yet another sheer pair of black v-string panties, where he could make out the hint of her trimmed bush underneath. He let his eyes roam up her body, her flat stomach sparkled with her pierced belly button jewel that Barry found really sexy, and up to her big pert tits. The pattern on sheer cups doing the perfect job of hiding enough skin to want to see more, but showing enough to make Barry feel like a naughty boy who just got caught looking at a pair of tits. Those big bullet like nipples poked through like they were trying to escape.
The whole thing fell just short of her bum. And Barry didn't even wonder how she had managed to keep her babydoll from showing when her dress had split open. He was too focused on that nice plump ass as she spun around for him. It was big and juicy and shaped like an upside-down heart, but it certainly wasn't fat. And right now it looked like it was hungry, as the little material from the panties disappeared into her crack. If it wasn't for the fact that Zoe pretty much had perfect tits and the smoothest, nice thick toned legs, then her ass would definitely be his favorite part of her. He wanted to pinch himself for getting so lucky, but he had a camera in his hands and he had to get to work.
"Fuck me you are sexy," Barry said, snapping another shot.
"You like your naughty wife dressing all slutty?" Zoe asked back, she lay back down on the bed with her head off the edge pushing her tits up.
"fuck yes," Barry snapped another, the Polaroid printing off another photo.
"You like your slutty wife posing for the photographer? Playing with her nipples?" She asked as she pushed her huge tits together and then grabbed each nipple between thumb and index finger.
"Oh god," Barry said, snapping another.
"You like her pushing her panties to one side and fingering her little tight married pussy?" She asked as she looked up at the camera seductively and jammed 2 fingers into her soaking wet cunt.
"Fuck. I'm going to cum!" Barry said, snapping one last photo before his legs began to shake and give way. He fell to floor as his cock started to leak onto his vest.



"Jesus, Barry. You didn't even touch your penis and you came," Zoe laughed, looking down at her husband.
"Oh god. That was the best," He moaned.
"And what about me?" Zoe asked.
"We can still do you, just give me a minute to recover," He protested.
"Good, I was hoping you would say that, because I have one last gift for you...if you're sure your heart can take it," She smiled wickedly.
"Heck yes, it can,"
"Good. Go get it, it's gift wrapped and under the bed," She sat up on the edge of the bed and watched her husband reappear with the wrapped box.
"What is it?" He asked.
"Another thing you've always asked for," Zoe answered.
Barry knew straight away what it must be. He had always wanted to see Zoe using a vibrator or a dildo, or any sex toy for that matter. His face lit up with a knowing look and ripped open the box.
"Oh," He said in surprise.
"What? Don't you like it? I thought you always wanted me to play with a sex toy?"
"I did. I mean I do. I guess I just never expected it to be so big. Or so black." He countered holding up the box inside, to show the words 'Real Man 9 Inch Black Dildo'.
"Oh. That is embarrassing!" Zoe began. "They must have made some kind of mistake at the shop...I gave them the white one. It wasn't as big as that either. I asked them to gift wrap it and came back for it later. They must have given me the wrong gift-wrapped package." She lied.
"I guess I'll have to take it back," She stated.
"But what about tonight?" Barry asked.
"I'm sure we can do it another time. Our anniversary. Or your next birthday perhaps."
"It doesn't matter what color it is, honey." Barry pleaded now, seeing his chance slip him by.
"No I guess not, but it's so big..." She said shyly "And I'm so small and tight..."
"We can take it slow. Until you get used to it," Barry pleaded.
"Well I guess it wouldn't hurt to try it," Zoe said, practically dripping at the thought of feeling this thing stretching her little pussy. "If you really want me to?" She added.
"I really do honey. Please. For me? For my birthday?" He begged.
"Fine. Put your camera away, this one is for eyes only," She said ripping the box open and reaching inside for the black dildo.
She couldn't help but feel slightly disappointed at first contact. It wasn't as thick as Nate's, nor did it have that heat penetrating through it and onto her hands. The veins weren't as protrusive, and she couldn't feel the blood flowing into it. Nor were there a pair of heavy massive testicles hanging lowly underneath. But she wrapped her fingers around it and pulled it out, gave it a squeeze and told herself that 'this will have to do'.
She lay on her back, pulled her feet up to her ass, so her knees where high in the air and pulled her panties to one side and began to rub the head of the dildo up and down her now soaked pussy lips, opening them up a little, before sliding it up and over her clit. The stimulation causing her to moan and groan and writhe with pleasure.
Barry moved his hand to grab the bottom of the dildo, wanting to help put it inside his wife, but she pushed his hand away and told him that she wanted to get used to it first.
After a few minutes of teasing her clit, and getting the dildo lubed up with her juices, she finally lined up the black dildo at her entrance and began to exert just a little pressure. She held the pressure steady, bit her lip and began to gyrate herself slowly against the pressure of the cock head. Slowly she felt her pussy begin to open up and stretch itself out over the Dildo.
"Ohhhh fuck!" She moaned when the entire head was inside her.
Little moans and groans left her throat as she continued to get used to the size of the cock inside her, and gyrate her hips rather than pushing or pulling on the dildo.
"That looks so sexy," Barry told her. "How does it feel?" He asked.
"It's so big!" She groaned. "It's twice as thick as you," She told him.
"Fuck I want more," She said as began to exert more pressure and let another couple of inches slide deep inside her.
"Oh god. I feel so stuffed Barry." She groaned as she adjusted to having about half of the thick dildo inside her.
"I think I am close to cumming," She told him "Here," She said bringing his hand up to the bottom of the dildo. "Be gentle for now." She told him as she helped him slide it slowly out so just the tip was left inside her pussy, and then back in again until about 4.5 inches was back inside her again.
"Fuckkk that feels incredible babe," She told him, pulling her hand back and letting her husband do all the work.
"This is so naughty Zoe, you look so sexy," Barry said again unable to take in the sight before him without thinking it was some kind of wet dream. Each time he pulled the dildo back, he saw that the black shaft shone with the slickness his wives pussy juice. His hot horny wife was now rubbing her clit with one hand, whilst she pulled her tits free from the babydoll lingerie with the other and began to grab at them aggressively.
"Fuck me babe. Give me more of that big cock," She groaned to her husband, pushing back to meet the thrusts of the dildo.
Barry was loving every minute of seeing his wife act like a slut. It seemed like something out of a porno. She was even talking dirty to him.
"Yeah you like that big cock?" He asked back, as he pushed more inside her. 6.5 inches now disappearing and then reappearing soaked in juices.
"I love it Babe. I'm so close to cumming. Please, give me more. Harder. Faster!" She screamed, her hand a blur as she rubbed her engorged clit faster as Barry started to really fuck her with the dildo. Her head began to picture Nate. Nate and that bulge. Nate and those big balls. Nate's big thick black shaft with her little white hands wrapped around it.
"Oh shit baby. That's it's. Give me it all. I want it all. Fuck me hard with that big cock!" She commanded as she met each thrust with a scream. Barry plowed all 9 inches of the dildo into her cunt, but it was Nate's monster black cock she was imagining as it stretched her out.
"Oh fuck baby, harder. harder. I'm going to cum for you. I'm going to cum all over your big black cock baby. Give me that big black cock! Fuck I'm cummminnng!!"
She screamed so loud Barry was worried the Jone's next door might hear. Her head shot back and her eyes went high into her lids in ecstasy, her body began to shake uncontrollably and a whole slimy trail shot up and across Barry's arm, causing him to think she had just peed on him.
Several minutes had passed and Barry sat shocked staring at his wife. As she just lay there, with her head back and eyes closed, and her hand just on her pubic mound like she was feeling something internally, moaning 'Oh my god' over and over again. Her panties pulled aside and the black dildo still sticking out of her pussy, the bed sheets soaked from all her juices.
"This could be the start of something incredible." Barry thought to himself. "A new and improved sex life," He smiled smugly to himself and at his new sex loving wife.
*****
Authors note: I actually own and love that red dress that I described the Doctor wearing. I definitely did not do it justice when describing it I'm afraid...I'm also afraid I don't fill it out quite as curvaceously as the good Doctor does in this story! Though I do ok ;p
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Monday
Doctor Zoe Monroe, was like a high school kid with a crush as she sat watching the clock with butterflies in her stomach. Waiting for her last appointment of the day to arrive, the moment had seemed like it would never get here at the beginning of the day. But with each tick of the clock it crept closer.
She had been distracted all day. Her thoughts wandering to the events of the weekend and the week before. Nate playing football. Barry's birthday. Nate's bulge in those new tight underwear. Barry taking sexy photos of her. Nate's aching testicles almost the size of orange's. Barry using a dildo on her. Her little white hand struggling to wrap around Nate's impossibly thick shaft. Barry fucking her with that big black dildo. Nate's big Black cock, so big and so strong, slapping her on the cheek as he struggled with his underwear. Thinking of the young kid next door whilst her pussy spasmed around that black dildo as the first ever real and powerful orgasm of her life took hold of her.
She had felt a little bit of guilt in the aftermath of that orgasm. Almost like she had betrayed her husband. But when she saw the stupid grin on his face she had realised that he was none the wiser to what had really gotten her off. In fact he didn't even seem to care about the fact that she had referred to it as a 'big black cock' when she had become vocal. He just seemed excited by the fact that 'he' had made his wife squirt.
"That was so sexy. I can't believe how hard you came! I made you squirt baby, look!" He boasted, showing his wife the wetness up his forearm.
"You're the best honey. Happy birthday!" Zoe had replied, both exhausted by this new feeling and guilty that she had been thinking about someone else when she had orgasmed.
"Maybe on another special occasion," Zoe had told her husband the following day, when he enquired about when they could play with the toy again. The truth, however was that she wanted to play with it again. She wanted to relive that delicious ache of her pussy being stretched. That orgasm had ripped through her body and she knew immediately in the aftermath that she would need to feel that again, and soon. She just hadn't accepted it yet.
"Nate Jones is here for his appointment," The receptionist buzzed through.
"Send him in," Zoe replied, and then instinctively began to brush her long thick hair with her fingers, check her reflection on her computer monitor and even sat up straighter in her chair, pushing her large chest out even more.
"Hey Doc" Nate said casually, confidently walking into the her office wearing a tight muscle hugging white t shirt and his almost even tighter blue denim jeans.
"Hi Nate. Please come take a set. How are you doing? Great game at the weekend!" Zoe replied. Her eyes couldn't help but fall straight down to his crotch, hoping to get a peak of that incredible bulge of his.
That huge piece of meat that had occupied her mind of late. When she had inspected another patients genitals, she couldn't help but compare it to Nate's huge cock and big black testicles. When she had went grocery shopping, she couldn't help but wrap her fingers around it and see if her fingers met, knowing they didn't meet when wrapped around Nate's cock. When her husband had fucked her with the dildo, it was Nate's face she had saw when the pleasure had taken over her body and she closed her eyes, it was Nate's strong muscular body she imagined being dominated by. And it was Nate's big thick black cock that she had imagined had been stretching out her little tight pussy as she had the biggest orgasm of her life and squirted allover her husband.
Unfortunately for her, the moment her eyes had fallen down to his crotch, Nate had sat down and taken it out of sight from her, causing her to feel frustrated enough to frown.
"Thanks. I'm glad you made it along. How was your husbands birthday? Did you guys have a special time?" Nate asked with a smile. Almost like he knew what the Doctor had gotten up to. Like he knew she had bought herself a black dildo. Like he knew she had bought it because of her desires after seeing his cock. Like he knew she had lied to her husband about the shop making a mistake and giving her the wrong one. Like he knew she wanted him. Like he knew she had cum fantasising about him.
"We had an amazing time, thanks. Barry loved the game too. You were incredible! How did the underwear hold out?"
"The underwear is great. I am going to head to that shop after this appointment and buy some more!" He beamed. "So thank you so much for going to all that trouble to help me" He added.
"Awww. That's really good Nate. You're welcome, I'm glad to have been of help" Zoe replied proudly. But part of her was saddened at the realisation that this now solved problem would no longer be hers to help with.
"Well there is of course the other problem" Nate continued.
"Other problem?" Zoe replied, distracted and almost unable to concentrate on anything other than the thought of Nates cock stuffed tightly into his new underwear.
"You know? The aching pain I have in my testicles?"
"Oh right! Your need to always empty those huge balls " Zoe spat out. "I mean, your need to ejaculate to relief the ache within your testicles" She corrected herself.
"Right" Nate said trying not to laugh at the cute way his next door neighbour would sometimes struggle with her words.
"I've been thinking, is there any way to have my testicles reduced?" He asked.
"Your testicles reduced? No. There is no such procedure Nate. I'm sorry" Zoe frowned, realising just how desperate the young man must be that he would consider such a procedure.
"Well how about a vasectomy? Maybe that would work?" He asked.
"Maybe it would. But we don't even know for sure what is causing the problem Nate. When you have a Vasectomy, you still Cum...Sorry, I mean ejaculate. Sperm make up only a small percentage of your ejaculate. You will still cum the same...sorry, I mean you will still ejaculate the same volume as before. So right at this moment, without further investigation, we can't say for sure that a vasectomy would help you. In fact my guess would be that it wouldn't help you at all."
Nate let out a dejected sigh and put his head in his hands.
"Look, we are going to find a way to help you with this" Zoe had gotten up off her seat and sat on the end of her desk in front of Nate. Placing one hand on her shoulder to try and help comfort him. She couldn't help but be impressed with his muscle mass as she lightly squeezed and stroked her shoulder.
"Besides. Surely a young healthy man like yourself would want to have kids and a family of his own one day! You would be breaking a lot of girls hearts who would do anything to be the mother of your children." She reassured him, thinking of her own desires over the years to have kids.
"Not all women want to have kids Doc. Take yourself for example. Some people are just happy without them." Nate said, sitting back up and looking deep into the eyes of his sexy, older, next door neighbour.
"Well actually, if you must know, I do want to have kids!" Zoe replied "More than anything in the world" She added sadly.
"You and Barry are just waiting for the right time?" Nate asked naively.
"We've been trying for years. Barry has a low sperm count" She felt herself welling up and a tear slowly rolled down her cheek. "So you see, you might actually be blessed and not cursed!" She added, sobbing.
"I'm so sorry, Zoe" Nate said standing from his seat. The pairs eyes joined briefly, before Zoe looked away in shame. Before she could turn to walk behind her desk, Nate wrapped one hand around the small of her back and one around the back of her head. He pulled her body tight to his and her head onto his chest.
She felt safe in his arms. Like she belonged. She could feel her soul opening up and soon she began to really cry and sob hard. She had spent all these years putting up walls and defences to try and hard her true feelings towards motherhood. She had pretended to everyone, including herself, that she didn't have to have her own children. But deep down inside herself she knew that she desired motherhood more than anything else in the world. She needed it.
She wrapped her arms around Nate.
"It's ok" Nate said, holding her tighter and stroking her head.
"Thank you Nate." Zoe said, finally breaking their hug after what seemed like forever. "I don't know where that came from, but I clearly really needed that."
"No problem Zoe. You spend all your time looking after your patients and your husband. You should make sure you look after yourself too! Do what makes you happy and is healthy and right for you!" Nate replied, sitting back down. "If you ever need someone to talk to, I'm just over the yard. I know you probably think I'm just the little boy next door..." He started.
"No I definitely don't just think of you as the little boy next door Nate" Zoe interrupted as she sat back behind her desk. "You are a brilliant and caring young man. Thank you very much for holding me and for your words" She smiled warmly.
'Great. He's caring and sensitive, to go along with the good looks, huge cock and the body of a god!' She thought to herself.
"I'll be ok, so let us get back to your problem. I believe that the next step for us is to take a sperm sample, to better analyse what may or may not be going on with you"
"Alright. How do we go about doing that?" He questioned.
"Well, you get some time alone in another room, and you 'deposit' the sample in here" She said pulling a small plastic medical sample cup from her drawer and onto the table.
"You want me to cum in a cup?" Nate asked.
"No. I want you to deposit your ejaculate into this medical container, so that we may send it for some tests and analyse the results to further help diagnose your problem." Doctor Monroe said with a little smile, causing Nate to smile back.
"Alright. When would you like me to come back and do this?" He asked.
"Well, actually it might need to be now. The clinic is going under some refurbishments beginning tomorrow, so I will not be here for the next 2 weeks." She said, knowing that she was supposed to defer her patients to another doctor, but feeling like Nate would probably not want to have to see another doctor with his embarrassing problem. 'Plus she had promised his parents that she would help him'. She thought to herself. 'Plus I want to be the one to help him' She continued to think.
"When was the last time you ejaculated?" She asked, matter of factly.
"Lunchtime" He replied. "And then this morning when I woke up"
"Oh" Zoe frowned.
"Is that a problem?" Nate asked.
"Usually we ask for you to not ejaculate for 24 hours before a sample is taken." She said, thinking to herself.
"Well to be honest with you, I am ready to go now! The ache is there, and I need to empty these balls." He replied as he grabbed his crotch. "There is no way I could ever manage to go 24 hours without cumming" He added.
"Well, I guess we could try and see what kind of sample we get. I'll make a note here about the last time you ejaculated, and we can analyse the results with this factor in mind" She said, standing up with the cup in her hand.
"I will make sure you aren't interrupted" She said, handing him the cup. "There's some lubrication on the table. I know you've already came today, but just try and fill it as best you can" She said smiling.
"That won't be a problem" Nate smiled nervously.
Zoe was almost reluctant to leave, knowing what was about to happen right here in her own office. As she opened the door to her office, she wanted nothing more than to close the door again, lock it behind her and go sit down at her desk and watch her young neighbour stroke that perfect cock of his. She wanted to lift up her skirt, pull aside her little panties and...
"Doctor?" Nate interrupted. Her heart fluttered with excitement as turned back and smiled knowingly at the young black man.
"Shouldn't I at least take the cup out for dinner first?" He joked
"Some dates, are easier than others" Zoe joked back. Before turning and leaving the room and feeling a little disappointed.
Grabbing a coffee in the break room, she sat and tried to keep her mind off of Nate. But she couldn't help herself. She knew he was in her office, with that great big slab of meat in his hands. She wondered where he would be doing it. On the examination bed? On the visitors chair. On her own chair? On her desk? Was he completely naked? How much of that lubrication would he need to use to properly coat that monster of his? Would his muscular body be glistening with beads of sweat?
She suddenly wished she had a camera set up in her office. 'Heck, maybe I should have a camera set up in all the offices so I can find out which patients have the biggest cocks' She laughed at her own thoughts with a bit of self shame. What was she becoming?
30 minutes had passed, and there was still no sign of Nate. She had asked him to let her receptionist know when it was ok for her to return. She was worried that maybe he had 'shot a blank' because of his earlier masturbation, and that perhaps he was too embarrassed to tell her.
"Nate?" She asked at the door after knocking. To no reply.
"Nate? I'm going to come in now, ok?" She said again.
She slowly opened her door, and walked in, covering her eyes with one hand.
"Is everything ok Nate?" She said, closing the door behind her. "It's been so long" She added.
"I've just finished. I'm sorry Doc, it takes me awhile to cum" He replied.
"Oh, that's not a bad problem to have" She laughed as she uncovered her eyes. "Oh shit!" She added at the sight before her.
Nate was standing by her desk completely naked. His huge cock dangled amazingly low and heavy, cost to his knees. It was no longer hard, but it was plump like it still had some extra blood pumping through it, and it was slick with wetness from the lubrication. 'It looked beautiful' Zoe though to herself, as it swung slowly from side as she noticed Nate with paper towels trying to clean up some mess from her desk.
"Sorry, Nate, I thought you said you were finished." She said, staring at the young stud, her eyes trying to see what he was doing to her desk, but dropping to his cock every time she noticed it move.
"Oh yeah. I am. I just made a little mess I am afraid."
"Well, that's alright, we can get a sample again another time" She said stepping forward more into the room. She inhaled deeply as the masculine smell of the sweaty black kid and his semen filled her nostrils. It smelled of sex. It smelled of satisfaction. And it made her wet and weak at the knees.
"Oh I got the sample" He said proudly, holding up the cup.
"Oh my god!" Zoe said, looking at it filled to the top with Nate's cum. Practically overflowing. She couldn't help but remember the tiny deposits her husband made. A few drops at most. And they were after not ejaculating for days and sometimes weeks at a time. 'This kid just came a few hours ago' She thought to herself as her eyes dropped back down to his cock, and those giant, almost orange sized testicles behind them.
"I'm sorry about the mess" Nate said, as he continued to put paper towels on the desk."The cup wasn't big enough" He added.
Zoe's eyes went back to the desk, and she saw exactly what he had meant. Not only was the cup full, the desk had as much cum on it than what was in the cup.
"Oh my god" She said again. "So much cum!" She took the cup in her hand and held it up, inspecting it.
"So hot!" She said. At the sight of it. The heaviness of the filled cup. The warmth of it. The sight of all that potent cum on her desk. The plump huge cock dangling between the naked, muscular man standing in her office!
"Pardon?" He asked
"Emmm. The warmth of the cup. Just surprised me is all." She lied.
"See what I mean about it being a problem? I produce too much cum" He said sadly.
"Well we have the sample now. And so perhaps we have just taken the first step into finding a solution for you." She sat down in her seat, biting her lip watching him as he stuffed his cock back into his underwear and began to dress.
"Tell me Nate, how do you feel now that you have cum?" She enquired.
"I feel great!" He grinned. "The ache always disappears for a few hours afterwards"
"Good. I'm glad you feel better." She smiled. "At least we know of one way to help alleviate the pain, whilst we look for a solution."
"In the mean time I'll try and keep myself alleviated of the pain whenever possible" Nate joked, causing Zoe to laugh.
"I never thought I would prescribe masturbation to one of my patients." The two of them laughed together. "I'll be in touch when I have some more information for you" She added.
"Thanks again Zoe. And enjoy your time off" Nate smiled, heading for the door.
"Thanks...and Nate?" She asked.
"Yeah?"
"Don't forget to take your prescription 4 times a day young man!" She smiled.
As horny as she has ever been she ran up the stairs as soon as she got home in the hope of spending some alone time with her new dildo, before Barry got home. But she heard his car pull up outside before she could even start.
"Honey?" He shouted
"I'm up here" She replied. "Just sending some emails" She added.
She had decided to reply to 'Doctor JJ' to let him know that she had gotten her patient to give a perm sample, and the circumstances behind it. She told him of the huge load that he had deposited, and the mess that was left because the cup was too small. And all this was from a deposit given less than 4 hours from the patient ejaculating before.
"Maybe we can play with my present tonight?" Barry said with a stupid grin on his face at the dinner table.
"Those photos were a one time thing dear" Zoe said rolling her eyes, and knowing too well it was the other present he meant.
"Not that present honey, the toy" He replied. "Please?"
"But it's black!" She protested again.
"So?"
"Well it's unrealistic. You are white! I am white!" She continued, knowing that he would do and say anything for a repeat performance.
"The colour of it doesn't matter. Besides, people role play all the time!" He argued.
"What kind of role-play?" Zoe asked, trying to direct him down the path she wanted him on.
"People pretend to be other people. You know? Some people are into school girl and school teachers. Others are into pretend mom and son relations."
"Ewww. Well we aren't doing that one!" She kinked her nose. "Besides, I'm not good at pretending to be another person" She added.
"Well you don't have to pretend too much. You be you. Maybe just instead of being a doctor, you are, say a stripper!"
"You and that stripper fantasy. Alright, well lets say I go along with it, who are you going to be? I don't know any black guys." She replied.
"Well you don't have to know them" He started, and then saw her face as she struggled to comprehend the idea. "But actually, you do know one!" He smiled.
"Who?" She struggled.
"Jamal? from next door silly!" Barry laughed at her ditziness.
"Oh, right. But he's married! I couldn't possibly imagine myself with a married man."
"Right. No. Of course not." Barry frowned frustratingly. "Well, there is always Nate..."
"Barry! He's just a kid!" She gasped.
"He's anything but a kid! He's a young man!" Barry started, seeing Zoe's eyes liven up as if she was listening for the first time.
"A young man, who is shy but curious about being with a women. So he books a stripper...not knowing it is the women who stays next door. You feel sorry for him and his embarrassment, so you decide to put on a show for him. You dance against him...and oh my god, you can feel him, he's so much bigger than anyone you've ever known. You have to have him... You had no idea that penises could be so big. " Barry continued to paint the scenario.



"You are such a pervert Barry" Zoe flushed. "Fine, if you tell me this is what you really want, then I guess I will play along with your fantasy for you" She added, noticing a new email notification from 'Doctor JJ' on her phone.
"Oh this is what I want honey! Or should I say, Mrs Monroe" He giggled.
"Meet you up stairs in 20 minutes, I need to reply to this" She said, rolling her eyes.
She was slightly in shock at the email and the suggestion from doctor JJ. Who believed it vitally important to take 3 semen samples a day, one in the morning, afternoon and evening, from her patient. He told her of the importance to take note of the volume of each sample for at least a week. Referring the trial to a similar case he had seen in the past, he said it had been of great importance to helping to diagnose his patient with a treatment.
Zoe's initial reaction was that this was excessive and unnecessary. She wondered if perhaps instead she should just ask Nate to tell her of the rough amount of volume that he ejaculates each day and each time. But in the end, she decided to trust the Doctor and his advice. The site had only ever given her great advice and so she knew she had to continue to trust it.
"Hi Nate, it's Doctor Monroe?" Zoe said on the phone. Feeling butterflies at the sound of his deep voice.
"Hey, is everything ok? With the test?" Nate asked.
"Oh yeah, we won't have any results back this week. I am phoning about something else."
"Oh. That's good that you want to talk to me. I meant what I said today..." He started
"No, this isn't about me. But thank you Nate. This is about some revision I was doing on your 'problem'. It would seem that one of the tests we could do, whilst we await your sample results, is to monitor and asses the volume and rate that your testicles produce ejaculate." Zoe said shaking her head at the words coming out of her head in disbelief.
"Alright, how do we do that?" Nate asked.
"Well we will need to take a sperm sample from you 3 times a day, for the next week. Once in the morning, the afternoon and in the evening. Now unfortunately, as you know I am not working the next little while with the office being refurbished..."
"I'm not going to any other doctor!" Nate stated.
"Oh no. I wasn't going to refer you to someone else" Zoe replied, happy and proud that Nate only wanted to see her.
"I was going to suggest that you come by the house and give the samples here. It will be easier for the both of us that way with less travelling. You can come over first thing before college, and then in the evening, and I was hoping you can find the time at lunch to pop in also for the 3rd one?" She asked.
"That sounds do-able Doc. When shall we begin?" He asked.
"Well we should just start first thing tomorrow? Come on over, say around 7.15am?" She asked, thinking that her husband would be gone by then and so would at least not have to explain why the kid next door was coming over to his house to jack off into a cup.
"Alright. Just don't tell anyone I am in a relationship with a cup" He joked.
"Doctor-Patient privilege, your cup fetish secret is safe with me." She laughed.
"Well in that case, you should know I like my cups big! The bigger the better." He flirted.
"Yes. Bigger is definitely better!" She replied. At first she thought she was talking about her tits. And the instinct to flirt with him took over. Then she realised he might have been referencing the fact that small cups won't be able to hold all his cum.
"I will make sure you have a bigger sample cup. Save on some paper towels." She joked
"You are too kind" He laughed back. "What have you got planned this evening?" He asked
"Oh just a quiet night in front of the TV with Barry" She smiled, as she walked up the stairs and opened the bedroom door, to find her husband sitting on a chair in the middle of the room with a stupid grin on his face. His pants bulged obscenely from where he had stuffed the 9 inch dildo into them. "See you tomorrow" She said hanging up the phone.
If Nate had stepped out into the yard that night, he would have heard the following:
"Did someone order a stripper?"
"Nate Jones! You've been a very naughty boy! Wait until I tell your mother!"
"Fine. We will keep this our little secret. Just don't tell my husband I danced for a black guy, he will get jealous!"
"Oh my. You really are a big boy aren't you Nate?"
"Im not supposed to play with my clients, but I just have to see it!"
"It's huge. I've never seen one so big!"
"Can I kiss it?"
"It's so much bigger than my husbands. I had no idea cocks could be so big!"
"Oh Nate. I need you inside me."
"Fuckkkk. My little pussy feels so stuffed. You're stretching me out!"
"Fuck me Nate. Fuck me with that big black cock."
Barry lay exhausted. He had never knew his wife could be so vocal, and knew how to talk dirty. She had cum with him fucking her with that dildo twice this time. The second time she lay there exhausted, her little pussy was red and slightly agape from where the big black dildo had opened her up. He was turning his wife into a naughty slut, and he loved it. 'What else would she do for me?' he wondered, thinking about other role play scenarios. He grabbed his little penis and tugged it a few times and came on his own belly, not really bothered by the fact that his wife hadn't even touched him throughout their sex act.
'Such a great actor' Barry thought to himself. As he recalled his wife screaming Nate's name throughout the session.
End of Chapter 4.
*****
Authors Note: I realise that this story is a slow burner. And most people are desperate for Zoe to just get fucked by Nate already. But good things come to those who wait, and I believe this story is building up nicely to a happy ending(pun intended) that the majority of readers will appreciate. Certainly Nate and the Doctor will begin to find themselves being thrust(;p) together in the close future.
Thanks again for reading. Please rate if you are enjoying the story, send feedback and look out for Chapter 5, coming soon.
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Prologue: Daisy Dean vs AJ Long
Daisy Dean had interrogated CEOs, CFOs, and men who measured their worth in private jets and offshore accounts. But she'd never been waved into a meeting like this -- no delay, no legal team, no stall tactics. Just a time, a location, and a message: Mr. Long will see you now.
The reception area outside AJ Long's office was pristine, architectural, deliberately cold. Black stone floors. Steel-trimmed furniture. Walls of glass. Everything gleamed with silence and restraint -- the kind of restraint that whispered money in its most dangerous form: the kind that didn't need to show off.
Daisy sat straight-backed in a charcoal pencil skirt and high-buttoned blouse, her curves restrained in tailored fabric that did its best -- but never quite succeeded -- in concealing her body. Thirty-four, red-haired, and full-figured, she carried herself with practiced authority, but she knew what people saw when she walked into a room.
Her coworkers called her "Double D." They thought it was clever -- the alliteration of her initials and the unavoidable fact of her breasts. She ignored it. Just like she ignored the way men looked at her in meetings, or how she crossed her arms in elevators. She'd learned long ago that professionalism didn't always silence desire -- it just made it more quiet.
No wedding ring today. She never wore it to interviews. Not because she was hiding, but because it always led to questions -- especially when they realised who her husband was.
Marcus Dean. Chief Financial Auditor for the Department of Corporate Oversight. Her boss. And the man who had personally assigned her to AJ Long's case.
"No formal training. No investors. No board. No record of early funding. Yet he controls a multi-industry operation valued at just under three billion dollars. Logistics. Construction. Private contracts. You name it. That kind of empire doesn't build itself."
"And it doesn't happen clean."
Daisy had been brought in because she could stay detached. Calculated. Sharp. She knew how to separate her presence from her person -- to be more than what people assumed when they looked at her.
But as she smoothed her skirt and crossed one leg over the other, she couldn't help but feel the weight of something different pressing down around this office. There were too many gaps in AJ Long's history. Too many vanishing names. Too many sealed deals with no origin.
And no one -- not one person -- had tried to slow her access. Not legal. Not PR.
It was almost like he wanted her to come.
"Mr. Long will see you now," the receptionist said, without looking.
Daisy rose and followed the silent assistant through a set of tall glass doors -- and into a space that swallowed her whole.
The office was wide, gleaming, and high above the city. A dark walnut desk commanded the space, clean and almost intimidating in its lack of clutter. No awards. No plaques. Just a sleek pen and an untouched glass of amber liquid. The air smelled like leather, polish, and something warmer -- a masculine spice she couldn't quite place.
And behind the desk, standing with effortless poise, was him.
AJ Long.
Taller than she expected. Broader. His skin a deep, even brown, his build heavy with strength, not sculpted but earned. He wore a black dress shirt, sleeves rolled neatly to his forearms, the fabric pulled tight across his chest and biceps. His face was clean-shaven, his jaw strong, his mouth curved in a slow, knowing smile.
"Mrs. Dean," he said, his voice low, rich. "Glad you made it."
She took his hand -- large, warm, rough-skinned -- and matched his gaze evenly as their palms met.
"Mr. Long," she replied, keeping her tone professional. She felt the heat behind his handshake, but didn't flinch. She didn't flinch for anyone.
He gestured to the chair across from him. She sat, tucking one ankle behind the other, her posture immaculate. She noticed his eyes flick briefly downward -- not leering, just taking her in. She was used to it.
She wasn't used to how intently it felt.
"I assumed you'd want legal present," she said, flipping open her notepad.
"I don't," he said.
Her eyebrow lifted slightly. "Most CEOs want a record."
"Most CEOs aren't me."
He leaned back, not arrogantly -- just easily. Settled. Centred. Like he'd already won something she hadn't realised was up for grabs.
"You can ask me anything," he said. "Take notes. Be thorough. If you decide you need something official later, we'll bring in the lawyers. But right now?" His smile deepened. "Let's keep it light."
"Light," she repeated, writing nothing down yet. "You want to give an informal statement... off the record."
"Honest conversation," he corrected. "That's what you're here for, right?"
She hesitated. The room was warm. Too warm. He didn't feel like a suspect. He didn't feel like a liar.
He felt like gravity.
"Alright," she said finally. "No recorder. Just notes."
He nodded, and she flipped to the first page.
"Your public school records end abruptly. No diploma. No GED. No college. Yet fifteen years later, you're at the head of a private empire worth over three billion dollars."
AJ didn't blink.
"You're thirty-two years old, Mr. Long," she continued. "And no one -- not your competitors, not your partners, not the government -- seems to know where you came from."
She turned the page again, lips tightening.
"We did find one thing. A set of unofficial certificates. Handwritten. Dated. And signed not by a principal... but by a teacher."
She met his eyes.
"Hannah Bloomfield. Eleventh grade. She left the profession the same year. No forwarding info. No professional reference. She just... disappeared."
AJ said nothing. Not defensive. Not amused. Just... watching her.
Daisy leaned in slightly, her voice calm but cutting.
"So I'll ask plainly, Mr. Long--"
"Did you even graduate?"
--------

The Rise of AJ Long CH1 - 'Graduation'

AJ Long stared out the front window of the small apartment he shared with Harold, his massive frame slouched on the worn-out couch like a lazy lion in the sun. His long legs stretched out, clad in athletic shorts, while a tank top hugged his broad chest and thick biceps. The spring break sun was already shining, but AJ wasn't in a good mood.
"Bro, this is bullshit," he muttered, rubbing his knee absently. The old injury still gave him the occasional ache. "Spring break was supposed to be chill. Not back to school work."
Harold, hunched over a laptop at the kitchen table, didn't look up. "It's one subject, man. English. You get through these sessions and you're golden."
AJ groaned, tossing his head back. "I'm not failing because I'm dumb. I just hate writing about, like... feelings and metaphors and all that literary crap."
"Well, maybe Mrs. Blowjob Lips can inspire some creative thought," Harold said with a mischievous grin, tapping away at his keyboard.
AJ snorted, then looked over. "You're not still calling her that?"
"I'm not the only one. Whole damn campus calls her that. C'mon man, those lips are legendary. Hannah Bloomfield was a ten back in the day. And from what I've seen? She aged like wine."
AJ smirked. "She's married, bro."
Harold shrugged. "Doesn't make those lips less real."
AJ chuckled, shaking his head. "You're a mess, man."
"Just saying. She's hot. And if she's tutoring you, alone, in her house, in that garden of theirs, in this heat? You might learn a thing or two that ain't in the curriculum."
AJ brushed it off with a grin, but a flicker of curiosity sparked behind his dark eyes. He wasn't thinking anything inappropriate, not yet. But he wasn't blind either. He remembered Hannah from a few neighbourhood get-togethers. The kind of woman who turned heads without even trying. Always smiling, always gracious, always just out of reach.
When he pulled up to the Bloomfield residence later that morning, he took a slow breath behind the wheel of his old Jeep. Big white house. Wide open lawn. Thick hedges surrounding the backyard. The kind of place that felt expensive but not cold. He hadn't seen her in months.
The front door opened before he even knocked. And there she was.
Hannah Bloomfield.
Her golden blonde hair was pulled up in a loose bun, soft strands escaping around her face. A simple white sundress clung lightly to her curves -- tasteful, elegant, but cut just short enough to show off her tanned, toned legs. Her lips, full and tinted naturally pink, curled into a welcoming smile.
"AJ! You made it," she said brightly. Her voice was honey -- warm and smooth.
"Yeah... thanks for doing this, Mrs. Bloomfield," AJ replied, clearing his throat and shifting his weight.
Her smile deepened, and she touched his arm lightly as she corrected him, "Please -- just Hannah. I feel like I've known you since you were a kid."
He grinned. "Alright... Hannah."
"Well, I always say there's no better time for a breakthrough than spring," she said, stepping aside to let him in. "Come in, make yourself comfortable. I thought we'd work in the garden. The weather's too perfect to be stuck indoors."
The Bloomfields' backyard was like something out of a magazine. A sprawling stone patio. Lush green grass. Tall trees offering little patches of shade. And the pool -- glistening under the sun, calm, tempting.
AJ set his backpack down at the edge of a wide deck chair. He sat, legs open, arms draped over the sides, looking more like he was preparing for a post-game interview than an English lesson.
Hannah brought out a pitcher of lemonade and two glasses, sitting across from him with a clipboard of notes.
"So," she said, crossing her legs slowly, "Let's talk about what you've been reading in class. I know you were working on Of Mice and Men before break. You remember the characters?"
AJ rubbed his chin. "Yeah. George is the smart one. Lennie's the big soft dude who doesn't know his own strength."
Her smile widened. "Exactly. So why do you think Steinbeck made Lennie that way?"
AJ paused, the gears turning. "Maybe... to show that strength ain't enough. You gotta be able to control it. Think ahead."
Hannah looked genuinely impressed. "That's a really thoughtful interpretation, AJ."
He shrugged, looking modest. "It's easier talking about it than writing it down."
They kept going for about an hour. She asked questions. He answered them with more depth than she expected. Occasionally he'd flash that bright, easy grin that made people like him instantly. He wasn't just some athlete coasting by. There was more to him. She saw it -- and it unsettled her.
When they finally paused, AJ stood and stretched. It was impossible to ignore the sheer size of him -- a towering 6'3" frame, built like a linebacker. His arms were thick with muscle, veins subtly running along the surface, and his deep dark brown skin caught the sunlight like polished mahogany. Every movement revealed tight definition -- a man forged from years of explosive speed and controlled power.
"Hey, Mrs. B?" he said, adjusting already to the new familiarity. "I actually brought some of my gear with me. Figured I'd cut the grass for you real quick, save you hiring someone else."
She blinked. "Oh -- that's very thoughtful of you, AJ. But you really don't need to do that."
"Nah, no charge. I work for a landscaping company part-time. If you like how it turns out, I'll leave the card and you can call if you ever want to make it a regular thing. It's just a quick job."
She hesitated only for a second. "Alright. That's sweet of you."
AJ walked off toward the garage, peeling his t-shirt off as he went. Hannah turned to tidy up their papers, but something made her glance up.
Her breath caught.
AJ was pushing the mower out onto the grass, shirtless now, the sun gleaming off his glistening, sweat-slicked chest. His back was carved and wide, his waist narrow and taut. Every muscle in his shoulders, arms, and abs flexed with each controlled step. His skin was a deep, rich brown -- smooth, unblemished, and radiant under the late-morning sun. And with every moment he worked, he looked less like a boy and more like a statue come to life.
"This isn't a boy," she whispered to herself. "This is a man."
She tried to look away. But her eyes found their way back. Again and again.
By the time he finished, AJ's body shimmered in the heat, his breath steady despite the effort. He grabbed a bottle of water from the table and took a long swig, then poured some down the back of his neck. Water ran down over his chest, down his abs, soaking the waistband of his shorts.
Hannah stood abruptly. "You didn't have to work up a sweat for me," she said, attempting to sound casual.
AJ smirked, flashing that big, brilliant smile. "I don't mind a little sweat. Kinda like the burn."
"Still... it's spring break. You should be enjoying yourself."
He looked at her with that disarming confidence. "Who's to say I'm not?"
For just a second, neither of them said anything. The silence hummed, thick and heavy in the warm air. Then she cleared her throat and gathered their things.
"Same time tomorrow?" she asked.
"I'll be here," he said, slinging the shirt over his shoulder as he turned toward the gate.
She watched him walk away. Strong. Relaxed. Self-assured. As the gate clicked shut behind him, she pressed her cool lemonade glass to her neck. She hadn't expected this.
And for the first time in years, she felt the heat not just from the sun... but from somewhere deep inside.

Day 2

The morning sun poured through the gauzy curtains, warm and insistent against Hannah's bare legs. She shifted restlessly under the thin sheets, her body aching with a quiet desperation she didn't want to acknowledge. Her hand slid across the mattress to Clive's side. Cold. Empty.
The note on the nightstand was short and perfunctory -- a meeting, a dinner, late night. She stared at the words until they blurred, her stomach knotting not with sadness, but with something hotter. More primal. She pressed her thighs together. Nothing helped. The low thrum of need coiled tighter in her belly with every heartbeat. It wasn't loneliness. It wasn't sadness. It was pure, hungry frustration.
She cursed under her breath, pulling on a pair of light white shorts and a pale yellow tank top. The fabric tied at her waist, exposing just a teasing sliver of stomach she hadn't shown off in years. It's the heat, she told herself. It's spring. It's nothing.
The doorbell rang precisely at eleven.
And there he was.
AJ stood casually on the porch, broad and tall and glowing in the sunlight. Loose black shorts hung low on his hips. A deep grey tank clung to his chest and shoulders, hinting at the dense, sculpted power underneath. His skin -- rich, dark brown -- gleamed like polished stone, drinking in the sunlight. And that smile -- big, brilliant, effortlessly charming -- lit up his whole face.
"Morning, Mrs. B," he said, flashing teeth that could disarm the devil.
For a heartbeat, Hannah just stared.
"Good morning, AJ," she managed, stepping aside quickly. "Come on through."
They set up in the garden again. The pool shimmered in the background, and the soft hum of bees filled the warm air. Hannah perched primly at the table, trying to focus on the workbook in front of her. But her eyes kept slipping sideways, catching the way AJ stretched back in his chair, long legs sprawling, muscles shifting under taut skin. The deep ridges of his arms flexed lazily whenever he lifted his water bottle.
He wasn't even trying. That was the worst part. He wasn't posing. Wasn't flexing. He was just... existing. And he was breathtaking.
She dragged her gaze back to the page. "Okay, so... the theme of isolation in Of Mice and Men..."
AJ leaned forward, elbows on his knees. The muscles in his forearms bulged slightly as he studied the notes. Hannah swallowed thickly. Her mouth felt dry. Focus, damn it. But the heat wasn't just from the sun anymore. It was from him. The sheer, overwhelming physicality of him. The way the sunlight kissed his skin. The way his body seemed too big for the chair, for the garden, for the world she had lived in for so long. He was a force. And she was losing herself.
It happened so fast she didn't even register it at first. AJ reached for the sunblock she'd left on the table. He twisted the cap -- SPLAT. The bottle exploded, thick white cream shooting across his lap in a vulgar, messy streak.
"Shit!" AJ barked, laughing as he stood up quickly.
Hannah gasped, a hand flying to her mouth. The front of his shorts were soaked, the creamy liquid dripping down the fabric, spreading across his thighs.
"Oh, you poor thing!" she blurted without thinking. "Here -- just... just take them off. I'll wash them. It's fine."
AJ raised an eyebrow, amused. "You sure?"
"Yes! It's no trouble at all."
She turned quickly to give him privacy, but not before she caught a glimpse. The shorts hit the grass. And underneath -- tight, clinging white briefs. For a split second, she saw it. The shape. The mass.
Oh my god.
She rushed into the kitchen, tossing his ruined shorts into the sink and running cold water over them with trembling hands.
When she turned back toward the garden window, her breath caught.
AJ stood in the full blaze of the sun, bare except for those wet, white briefs. His massive frame was slick with sweat, shining. He rubbed lotion into his broad chest, into the deep grooves of his abs. His muscles flexed and stretched with each motion -- hypnotic, unstoppable. And then his hands dropped lower. Down to his stomach. Down to the thick waistband clinging to his hips. Down to the obscene, heavy bulge that strained against the wet fabric.
Hannah froze.
No... no, it can't be...
The shape was unmistakable. A thick, heavy ridge, long and arching slightly to the left, outlined perfectly in the damp cotton. The broad, flared head pushed against the fabric obscenely. A thick vein traced its way along the shaft. Beneath it, his balls hung heavy, stretching the material even further. He adjusted his weight -- and the whole thing twitched.
Her knees almost buckled.
It's not real.
It can't be real.
No man could be that big. Not in real life. Not outside of dirty magazines and whispered fantasies. Not AJ -- the boy she had known since he was barely a teenager. Not--
Her thighs clenched, slick and trembling.
When AJ stepped inside, Hannah forced herself to breathe. She grabbed a towel from the laundry basket and thrust it toward him without meeting his eyes. "Here. You... you can wrap this. While your shorts dry."
He chuckled -- a low, warm sound -- and wrapped the towel casually around his waist, knotting it loosely at the hip.
They sat back at the table. AJ leaned forward, studying the next exercise, utterly unbothered by his near-nudity. Hannah tried to pretend everything was normal. Tried. But every time AJ shifted, the towel slid a little lower. A little looser. Until finally, as he leaned forward to scribble a note, the towel slipped free entirely -- forgotten, pooling around his hips.



And he didn't notice. Or pretended not to.
He sat there, legs spread, studying intently, his massive bulge outlined perfectly by the tight, damp white fabric stretched across it. Right there. Inches from her.
Hannah couldn't look away.
Her mind screamed at her to be decent, to be mature, to be responsible. But her body -- traitorous, desperate -- devoured the sight hungrily.
It's so big. It's so thick. It looks heavy. How could that even fit... inside...?
She swallowed, her mouth bone dry. The heat between her thighs pulsed harder, aching, needy. Her fingers trembled on the notebook. She shifted in her seat, pretending to cross her legs, but really trying -- failing -- to relieve the growing pressure between them.
AJ leaned forward, scribbling a note in the workbook, the bulge bobbing slightly with each movement. The thick head of his cock pressed shamelessly against the tight cotton, almost as if it were reaching for her.
And God help her, she wanted to reach back.
You're a married woman. He's your student.
But those excuses sounded thin and stupid in the searing heat of the moment.
She wanted. Plain and simple. She wanted.
Somehow, by sheer force of will, they made it through another half hour of studying. AJ tucked his towel casually around himself when he stood, flashing her that blinding grin.
"Thanks for the help, Mrs. B. See you tomorrow?"
She nodded dumbly, heart pounding, mouth too dry to speak. She watched him walk away, towel slung low around his hips, every step radiating casual power and lazy, masculine confidence. She shut the door behind him and pressed her forehead against the cool wood.
That night, Hannah lay tangled in the sheets, her tank top pushed up above her breasts, her shorts pushed down around her thighs. She stared into the darkness, her body burning.
All she could see was him. The shimmer of his dark skin. The obscene, impossible bulge stretching his briefs. The easy, devastating smile he wore like a weapon he didn't even know he was carrying.
Her hand slid low across her stomach, hesitating, trembling.
She closed her eyes. And told herself to stop. To behave!
--------
The night pressed heavy and humid around Hannah as she tossed beneath the thin sheet. Sleep didn't come easily; it gripped her reluctantly, like a slow descent into something thick and heady. Her body was wound too tight, her skin sensitive to every brush of the linen against her thighs, her breasts. Her mind kept circling the same forbidden thoughts -- sun-warmed skin, rippling muscles, the impossible weight swinging between powerful legs.
And then she slipped under.
It was not like any dream she could remember.
At first, there was only heat -- not uncomfortable, but enveloping. A warmth that kissed every inch of her skin, making her feel languid and exposed. Then there was the sensation of being watched, of a presence moving toward her through the dark. Not threatening. Not frightening. Commanding.
He emerged from the shadows, faceless but overwhelming.
A towering figure of muscle and dominance, his frame cut from marble, every inch of him powerful and precise. His skin was dark, glistening under an unseen sun, his chest broad enough to block out the very air around him. She couldn't see his face -- there was no face -- but she felt his gaze as surely as she felt her heart hammering against her ribs.
She wanted to look away. To run.
She didn't.
The air seemed to thicken as he approached, his steps slow, deliberate, inevitable. Her knees weakened, her body betraying her utterly. She was breathless when he reached her, when she felt the heat rolling off him like waves against her bare skin.
He didn't speak. He didn't need to.
Large, powerful hands closed around her waist, lifting her effortlessly. She whimpered -- a soft, helpless sound -- as he pressed her against the unseen wall behind her, pinning her with the sheer weight of his body. She could feel every inch of him: the hard slab of his chest, the corded strength of his arms, the impossible thickness pressing against her stomach.
She writhed instinctively, not to escape, but to feel more.
Her hands clawed at his shoulders, desperate to find purchase, to claim something solid in the onslaught of sensation. His skin was hot and slick, muscles rippling beneath her fingers like coiled steel.
The bulge between his legs shifted, grinding slowly against her lower belly.
Hannah moaned, her head falling back, her body arching toward him. She had never felt so small. So delicate. So owned.
One massive hand slid up her body, palming her breast, squeezing with a firm possessiveness that made her gasp. The other hand cupped the back of her neck, holding her in place as he leaned down -- no face, no features, only hunger -- and brushed lips she could not see against the rapid pulse pounding in her throat.
The thickness between them throbbed, pulsing with raw power, and she knew -- without words, without thought -- that it was for her. That it would claim her, fill her, destroy her in the sweetest way imaginable.
Her legs wrapped around his hips instinctively, her body begging without shame.
"Please," she whispered into the heavy darkness.
The faceless man growled -- low, primal -- a sound that vibrated through her bones. His hands tightened around her, and he shifted, positioning the enormous head of his cock between her wet, aching folds.
She felt the first pressure -- thick, unyielding, stretching her open -- and cried out, half in shock, half in desperate need.
He began to push inside.
Her body opened helplessly around him, her walls stretching painfully, deliciously wide. The sensation was overwhelming -- too much, not enough -- and she felt herself shatter, the first violent waves of orgasm crashing through her even before he was fully inside.
And then--
A bright flash.
A voice.
"Fuck Me--!"
Her own voice, hoarse and broken with pleasure.
Hannah jolted awake, gasping for breath.
Her heart pounded against her ribs as if it was trying to escape. Her body was drenched -- sweat slicked her forehead, her breasts, the insides of her thighs. The sheets beneath her were damp, clinging to her skin.
She blinked against the darkness, confused, dazed.
Her hand was between her legs, pressing into the soaked crotch of her panties without her even realising it. The sensitive flesh throbbed under her touch, her clit swollen and aching.
She ripped her hand away, ashamed, her chest heaving.
The image of the man -- that faceless, overwhelming figure -- still burned behind her closed eyelids. She could still feel the ghost of his touch, the stretch of his thickness inside her, the crushing pleasure of being filled so deeply she thought she might break apart.
She covered her face with her hands, shuddering.
A dream. Just a dream.
But even as she told herself that, she knew. Deep down.
It wasn't just a dream. It was a manifestation.
Of her lust.
Of her longing.
And though the man's face had been hidden in the dream's dark mist, she knew the truth even if she wouldn't say it aloud.
The towering body. The shimmering dark skin. The heavy, obscene weight pressing between her thighs.
It wasn't just any man...

Day 3

The sun was already burning high by the time Hannah led AJ out into the backyard again. A thin sheen of sweat prickled at the back of her neck, though whether it was from the heat or the memory of her dream, she couldn't say. She had dressed more sensibly today -- a breezy button-down blouse and longer linen shorts -- but as soon as she caught sight of AJ, lounging in the garden chair, notebook balanced casually on one broad thigh, she realised it wouldn't matter.
He wore athletic shorts again, no shirt, his deep brown skin glistening already in the morning light. Every line of his body was sharply defined, as though carved by some indulgent artist: the thick slope of his shoulders, the deep cut of his abs, the power in his long, heavy legs. He radiated heat, confidence, something that made the air around him seem thicker, harder to breathe.
They began the session dutifully enough. Hannah forced herself to focus, guiding him through character development and essay structure, quizzing him with gentle patience. AJ responded well -- better than she expected -- his brow furrowed slightly in concentration, his big hands cradling the pen almost delicately as he scribbled notes. But Hannah barely heard her own words. Every movement he made drew her eyes, every casual smile sent a fresh ripple of heat through her blood.
After an hour, she closed the workbook and exhaled softly. "That's enough for today, AJ. Great job." She smiled warmly, more warmly than she should have. "Besides, I want to spend some time in the pool this afternoon. I'm trying to teach myself to swim properly."
AJ leaned back in the chair, stretching his arms lazily overhead until every line of muscle tightened beneath his glistening skin. He gave her a grin that was both boyish and devastating. "Thanks, Mrs. B. Sure, must be nice to cool off after a hot afternoon in the sun. You enjoy yourself..." He wiped his brow with the back of his hand, muscles flexing. "Just wish I had access to a pool myself. I'm burning up out here."
Hannah hesitated. Her sensible side screamed at her to smile politely and send him home. But another part -- the part she was losing control over more and more each day -- answered first.
"You can use the pool for a little while, AJ. Just... don't tell my husband," she added, half-laughing, half-serious. "He doesn't really like other people using it."
AJ's grin widened. "That would be great. But I don't have a swimsuit. You mind if I just go in my underwear?"
There was a second -- a heartbeat -- where Hannah could have said no. Could have clung to propriety, drawn a line in the sand.
Instead, she heard herself say, too quickly, "Great -- I mean, good idea. I mean... yes, that's fine, AJ."
She could feel the heat flooding her cheeks, but he didn't seem to notice. Or maybe he did -- and just didn't care.
AJ kicked off his trainers and socks with casual ease, then stood, facing her directly. Without hesitation, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and slid them down his legs.
Hannah's breath caught.
He stood in nothing but tight, white briefs, the fabric already damp with sweat and clinging obscenely to his body. The thick, heavy bulge at his crotch dominated her vision -- not exaggerated, not imagined, but real, massive, impossible. For a few seconds, she could only stare, her mouth slightly open, her pulse hammering in her ears.
Then, mercifully, AJ turned and sprinted for the pool, diving in with a huge splash that sent cool water spraying across the patio.
"Woooo!" he shouted, surfacing with a shake of his head. "This feels amazing!"
He grinned up at her, hair slicked back, muscles gleaming even wetter now, and beckoned with a wave. "Come on in, Mrs. B! Water's perfect!"
Still dazed, she nodded and peeled off her shorts, revealing a modest navy bikini underneath. It was more conservative than the playful set she had nearly worn, but when she caught AJ's eyes widening slightly as he watched her approach, she realised it didn't matter. The bikini clung to her hips, cupped her full breasts, accentuated the soft curves of her stomach and thighs. She could feel his gaze drinking her in, and for the first time in what felt like forever, she revelled in being looked at that way.
Hannah stepped cautiously into the shallow end, the cool water licking up her legs, her stomach, her chest. She let out a little shiver and a gasp as the temperature shocked her overheated skin.
"Cold, huh?" AJ called, wading toward her effortlessly, the water barely reaching his waist.
"Freezing," she laughed, wrapping her arms around herself.
He closed the distance between them in a few easy strides, the muscles of his chest and shoulders flexing with every movement. He reached for her hands, his big palms engulfing hers with ease.
"You trust me?" he asked, voice low, teasing.
Hannah hesitated, her heart pounding. But something inside her, something reckless and giddy, answered without thought.
"I guess so."
"Good. To get used to it, you gotta dunk your whole body under at once. On three."
"But--"
"Three. Two..."
"A--" she started to protest, but AJ was already there, his hands firm on her shoulders, gently but insistently pushing her down into the water.
Hannah went under with a gasp, her eyes blinking open instinctively -- and found herself kneeling on the pool floor, face-to-face with the most indecent sight she'd ever witnessed.
The water had rendered AJ's white briefs completely transparent. There was no mystery now, no suggestion. His cock hung heavy and thick between his legs, dark and veined, the massive head distinct and proud even in its semi-soft state. His balls, full and round, floated slightly beneath, perfectly visible, perfectly obscene.
Hannah's lungs screamed for air, but she couldn't look away. Every inch of him was raw, potent masculinity, an embodiment of every half-buried fantasy she had tried so desperately to smother.
At last, she surfaced, gasping and blinking against the bright sun.
"How was it?" AJ asked, his grin wide, easy.
"Amazing," she panted, struggling to calm the frantic beat of her heart -- and not just from the shock of the cold.
"I'm gonna take you swimming properly," AJ said, his tone playful but commanding. "Fall back into my arms. Trust me."
Without waiting for permission, he moved behind her, his big hands gripping her waist just under the water. Gently but firmly, he guided her to lean back against his chest, her feet lifting off the pool floor.
The feeling of his hard body against her back was electric. His arms caged her loosely, hands resting just beneath the swell of her breasts, fingers splayed wide. His skin was hot even through the water, every muscle taut and unyielding. She let her head fall back against his shoulder, letting him bear her weight completely.
And then she felt it.
Thick. Hardening.
Pressing insistently against the curve of her ass.
Hannah froze for a moment, the shock of it stealing her breath again. But then -- shamefully, wantonly -- she shifted her hips, pressing herself closer, testing the feel of him.
Another twitch. Another pulse of hardness growing against her.
A tiny, helpless moan escaped her lips before she could stop it.
God, he was huge. She could feel it now, not just see it -- the impossible size of him, the solid heat of his cock growing and hardening against her soaked bikini bottoms. Her body, traitorous and greedy, arched into him, seeking more.
She felt his breath, warm and heavy against the side of her neck. His hands tightened subtly, pulling her back against him. And when her body drifted slightly away with the water's current, she found herself reaching back, grabbing his hip, pulling herself tight against him again.
They floated like that for a long moment, breathing in unison, locked together by a force far greater than themselves.
AJ shifted slightly, his hands drifting lower, fingers brushing dangerously close to the underside of her breasts. Hannah bit her lip, feeling the delicious, devastating tension stretch taut between them.
She was slipping. Sinking.
She wanted to let go completely.
The sharp, sudden BEEP BEEP BEEP of a car horn shattered the moment like glass.
Hannah jerked upright, water splashing around them.
"Shit," she hissed. "Clive's home."
AJ grabbed the side of the pool, hoisting himself out in one fluid, dripping motion. Hannah followed, scrambling, heart pounding with panic and something worse -- regret.
"Quick -- grab your stuff," she hissed, tossing him his towel. "Go out the side gate. I'll distract him."
AJ nodded, flashing her a quick, wicked grin before darting toward the side path, water dripping from every perfect muscle.
Hannah wrapped herself hastily in a towel and hurried inside, her body still humming, still throbbing, with every forbidden touch, every grinding thrust of heat she hadn't dared yet to name.
And for the first time, she realised with terrible clarity--
She wasn't fighting it anymore.
She was waiting for it to happen.
--------
The dream swallowed her whole before she even realised she was dreaming.
Once again, there was only heat at first -- a thick, golden haze that clung to her skin, wrapping her in a suffocating, delicious warmth. Then came the sensation of being watched, the now-familiar feeling of a presence moving through the shadows toward her. Not a threat. A promise.
The figure emerged, towering and faceless as before. But this time, there were details -- little betrayals of the dream's misty veil. The figure was tall. So tall she had to crane her neck to look up at him. His skin gleamed dark and beautiful, catching the light like polished obsidian. His body was massive -- thick ropes of muscle moving beneath slick, stretched skin -- and something inside her twisted in helpless awe at the raw maleness of him.
He approached without hesitation, reaching for her, pulling her into his arms as if she belonged there. His scent -- warm, masculine, uniquely him -- flooded her senses, and she sagged against him, powerless. His hands roamed her body, sliding under the sheer slip of a dress she wore in the dream, cupping her breasts, her hips, squeezing with possessive hunger.
Between them, she felt him -- thick, heavy, pulsing against her belly. Hardening.
She whimpered, pressing herself closer, arching her body toward the faceless man, desperate to feel more. His hands slid lower, lifting her with inhuman strength, positioning her. She felt the broad, swollen head of his cock nudging against her sopping entrance, teasing, stretching--
She gasped, half in pain, half in frantic need, as he began to push inside.
"Please," she begged, voice breaking, arms locked around his thick neck.
The man growled -- deep, satisfied -- and drove himself deeper. Her body struggled, stretched, opened around him, and she screamed not in fear but in feral, mindless pleasure.
And then -- just for a second -- the mist cleared.
And she saw a flash of white teeth against deep brown skin.
A smile she knew too well.
"A--"
Hannah woke with a cry, sitting bolt upright in the bed, chest heaving.
The sheets were twisted around her thighs, damp with sweat -- and something more shameful. She was soaking, her panties clinging to her slick folds, her nipples painfully hard against the thin cotton of her nightshirt.
She buried her face in her hands and groaned softly.
Another dream.
Another damn dream.
And this time... this time, she couldn't pretend she didn't know who it was.

Day 4

She tried to shake it off as she dressed for the day, pulling on a loose sundress -- soft white cotton, thin straps over her shoulders, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs. Sensible, she told herself. Comfortable in the heat.
But even as she tied her hair up in a loose bun and dabbed a touch of gloss on her lips, she knew she was lying to herself.
She was dressing for him.
When the doorbell rang, her heart leapt.
AJ stood there, smiling easily as always, but today -- blessedly, damnably -- he was wearing a thin gray t-shirt, soft and snug against his broad chest.
"Morning, Mrs. B," he said, that brilliant smile flashing.
"Morning, AJ," she said, her voice only a little too bright. She stepped back to let him inside, acutely aware of the way his eyes flicked down over her dress before politely meeting her gaze again.



They settled into their usual spot in the garden, notebooks open, the sun blazing down on them. Hannah tried to focus, tried to push the dream from her mind, but the heat was relentless. Sweat beaded on AJ's temples, darkening the fabric of his t-shirt, making it cling to every sculpted curve of muscle.
She fanned herself absently with her notebook.
"You should take that shirt off, AJ," she said, trying to sound casual. "Get some sun while you study."
He chuckled, that rich, low sound curling around her spine. "I would, Mrs. B, but I caught too much sun on my back yesterday. It's still kinda raw. Can't exactly put lotion on myself."
The words hung there between them.
An opening.
A test.
Her heart pounded, but her mouth moved before her brain could catch up.
"I can help. I mean... it's no trouble. I have some fresh sunblock inside."
For a second, AJ just looked at her, something unreadable flickering behind his dark eyes. Then he smiled again -- slower this time, almost lazy. "If you're sure."
"I'm sure," she said, too quickly.
She retrieved the lotion and came back to find him already tugging the shirt off over his head.
And sweet merciful heaven, the sight stole her breath.
His body was a masterpiece -- broad, thickly muscled, every ridge and plane sharply defined. His skin was a deep, dark brown that seemed to absorb the sunlight and reflect it back in golden highlights. Sweat made him gleam, every inch of him looking slick and strong and utterly, devastatingly male.
He sat forward slightly in the chair, arms braced casually on his knees, giving her full access to his wide, powerful back.
Hannah squeezed a generous dollop of lotion into her trembling hand and approached him, every step weighted by something thick and electric.
AJ sat forward slightly in the chair, his massive body glistening even before she touched him. His back was a broad canvas of pure, dark muscle, tapering into a narrow waist framed by strong, heavy thighs. The sun kissed his skin with a rich bronze glow, highlighting every ridge, every sculpted valley. He looked like something chiseled out of stone, polished to a gleam, a living, breathing monument to masculinity.
Hannah swallowed and pressed her palms against his shoulders.
The heat of him was immediate, startling. He was so warm, so solid, that for a moment she just froze, letting the feeling of living muscle under her hands sink in. Then she began to move, spreading the lotion slowly across his shoulders, down the thick cords of his neck, over the bulging rounds of his upper arms.
Her hands were tiny compared to him. She needed both palms just to span the width of one shoulder blade. His muscles shifted and flexed beneath her touch, dense and powerful in a way that sent a rush of heat through her belly.
God, he was strong. Not just gym-strong, not the puffed-up kind of strength she sometimes saw in younger men -- but real strength, built from years of relentless training, from using every ounce of his body as a weapon and a tool. It was a kind of strength Clive had never had. Never could have.
Her husband's body flashed across her mind -- pale, soft, sagging in places he never seemed to notice anymore. When had Clive's shoulders lost their hardness? When had his arms stopped feeling safe and started feeling... fragile?
The contrast was brutal. Embarrassing.
There was no comparison.
One was a boy trapped in a man's routine.
The other -- the one under her hands now -- was a man in every brutal, magnificent sense of the word.
She worked lower, her fingers sliding over the thick cords of AJ's lats, feeling the way his breathing expanded and contracted the vast plane of his back. Each motion was a symphony of strength, a dance of latent, effortless power. She could feel the ridges of his ribs beneath taut skin, the deep groove of his spine, the heavy, loaded muscles bracketing it on either side.
She caught the faint, clean scent of his skin mixed with the lotion -- something sun-warmed and spicy and male -- and inhaled without thinking, greedy for it.
AJ let out a low sound, something like a sigh, deep and rumbling in his chest. The vibration traveled up her hands and straight to her core.
This is wrong, she told herself. This is so wrong.
But her hands didn't stop.
They slid lower, across the deep V of his lower back, pausing just above the waistband of his shorts. She traced the tight muscles there almost reverently, her thumbs dipping into the shallow hollows at either side of his spine.
Her fingers flexed, squeezing slightly, feeling how hard he was. How alive.
And God help her, she wanted to keep going.
She wanted to run her hands lower, over his hips, around to the front, to that obscene bulge she tried so hard not to look at but couldn't forget.
She gasped at her own thoughts, pulled her hands away quickly, almost stumbling back a step.
"Your turn," AJ said, his voice low, almost teasing.
She blinked at him, dazed. "What?"
"You'll burn out here too. Let me get your back."
For one stupid, reckless second, she hesitated.
Then she turned, gathering her hair in one hand and baring her back to him.
The first touch of his hands against her skin made her shiver from head to toe.
His palms were large, warm, callused from sport and labor. He spread the lotion over her shoulders with a slow, deliberate pressure that made her knees threaten to buckle. His fingers brushed the curve where her back dipped in, where her ribs fanned outward, dangerously close to the side of her breast.
Her breathing grew shallow, her heart hammering in her chest.
She shouldn't let him touch her like this. She knew it. But it felt too good, too necessary, like water after a long drought. His hands were sure, confident, moving over her skin with a kind of worshipful patience that Clive hadn't shown her in years. Maybe ever.
Her nipples tightened under the thin fabric of her sundress, her panties already damp against her skin. She was painfully aware of how close AJ's body was behind her, how easily he could step forward and press that magnificent chest against her back, how easily he could wrap his arms around her and make her disappear into his strength.
A soft, broken sound escaped her lips before she could swallow it down.
When his hands finally left her skin, she almost whimpered at the loss.
By the time they sat down again to study, both of them glistening with oil, the atmosphere between them had thickened into something hot and unbearable.
AJ leaned forward to jot something down, the muscles of his chest flexing, the scent of lotion and skin and sun wrapping around her like a net.
Hannah tried to read the passage aloud but stumbled over the words, her mouth dry.
She was hyper-aware of every inch of her own body -- the stickiness of the lotion on her skin, the faint brush of her dress against her nipples, the ache low in her belly that refused to be ignored.
AJ smiled at her once, a little crooked, knowing smile, and her heart skipped a wild, treacherous beat.
She snapped the book shut.
"That's enough for today," she said, standing abruptly. Her voice shook. She cleared her throat and tried again. "It's too hot to concentrate. Let's... let's swim."
AJ's smile widened just slightly, but he said nothing, only rising smoothly to his feet, his massive frame casting a long, delicious shadow over her.
Hannah turned toward the pool, her pulse hammering in her ears, her body already trembling with anticipation she could no longer deny.
And somewhere, deep down, she knew -- once she stepped into that water with him, there would be no going back.
The heat was almost unbearable now, even in the shade of the garden. The lotion on their skin had long since soaked in, leaving both Hannah and AJ gleaming, flushed, and restless. Hannah sat back in her deck chair, fanning herself weakly with a folder of study notes she hadn't looked at in over fifteen minutes. Across from her, AJ lounged lazily, his massive frame sprawling comfortably, dark muscles flexing subtly with every easy shift of his body.
Hannah felt dizzy -- from the sun, from the smell of him, from the sheer overwhelming physical presence he brought into her world.
She licked her lips unconsciously and forced herself upright. Enough pretending.
"Hey," she said, her voice a little too bright, "how about we forget studying for a while? Go for a swim instead?"
AJ glanced up at her, his brilliant smile flashing. For a moment he looked almost shy. "I'm not sure, Mrs. B..." he started, scratching the back of his neck.
"Oh, come on, spoilsport," Hannah teased, feeling reckless, daring. "We have all the time in the world to finish your work. Besides..." She gave him a wicked little smile. "Who do you think decides your grades?"
AJ laughed, rich and low, and for a second Hannah could see the boy he still was beneath all that impossible manhood. But there was a glint in his eye too -- something older, something dangerous.
"I'd love to, Mrs. B," he said, leaning forward, elbows on his massive thighs. "But... I didn't bring a swimsuit again. And I'm... not wearing any underwear today."
The words hung between them, charged, vibrating.
Hannah froze.
For a heartbeat, for two, she felt the last strands of propriety fraying inside her.
She should say no.
She should tell him to go home and come back tomorrow.
She should think about her husband, about the vows she had made, about the life she had built.
Instead, she swallowed hard and said, "Well... I suppose if I turn around while you get in... no harm done."
Her voice was breathy, uncertain, almost pleading.
AJ nodded, a slow grin spreading across his handsome face. "Sounds fair."
Hannah stood, turning her back sharply to him, her heart pounding so hard she thought she might faint. She stared at the bright blue water of the pool, willing herself not to peek.
Behind her, she heard the rustle of fabric, the thud of shoes kicked aside.
And then -- splash!
A huge, joyful explosion of water rocked the pool as AJ dove in.
"Come on in, Mrs. B!" he shouted, laughing.
Heart hammering, Hannah stripped out of her sundress, revealing a sleek navy bikini underneath. She tried not to think about how her hands trembled as she undid the straps. She walked to the ladder, stepping down into the cool water with a shuddering gasp.
Hannah stepped cautiously down the metal ladder into the shimmering blue water, the sun baking her bare shoulders. The pool felt deliciously cool against her overheated skin, and for a moment, she allowed herself to simply float, tipping her head back, letting her hair fan out like silk beneath her. She forced herself to act casual, but her nerves were thrumming just under the surface.
Across the pool, AJ floated easily on his back, arms spread wide, legs lazily kicking to keep himself afloat. The sunlight danced off his dark, glistening skin, and she couldn't help but admire how effortlessly beautiful he looked -- like some sun god descended to earth, muscles stretched under golden rays, utterly at ease.
She splashed toward him playfully, a nervous laugh escaping her lips. "Bet I can out swim you," she teased.
AJ grinned, those perfect white teeth flashing. "Is that a challenge, Mrs. B?"
Before she could answer, he kicked forward, splashing water toward her with a cupped hand. She shrieked and retaliated, sending a wave back at him, and within moments they were laughing, splashing like kids, tension melting under the playful assault.
Somehow -- effortlessly -- AJ closed the distance between them and caught her hands. In one smooth motion, he tugged her against him, pulling her to float on her back across his broad chest.
Hannah gasped but didn't pull away. His hands settled lightly at her hips, steadying her, and she let herself relax, trusting the strength of him, the ease of his control. Her bare backside floated directly over his stomach -- and she became acutely aware of something warm, thick, and unmistakably male brushing against the curve of her ass under the water.
She stiffened slightly. AJ just chuckled softly.
"Relax," he murmured, his voice low and warm. "You're doing great."
The heat that flooded her cheeks had nothing to do with the sun.
They drifted like that, silent for a while, her body buoyed by the water and his hands, the thickness of him brushing, nudging, teasing against her with every small movement. It was playful. Innocent.
It was torture.
"This is so much fun," AJ said eventually, his voice vibrating through her back.
She swallowed, struggling to find her voice. "It is."
AJ laughed lightly. "Only thing that could make it better is an ice-cold beer."
Hannah seized on the distraction like a drowning woman. "There's some in the fridge!" she said too quickly.
AJ's grin widened. "You're a lifesaver, Mrs. B."
Before she could say another word, he shifted, lifting her gently off his chest. She treaded water, watching as he pushed off toward the side of the pool with strong, easy strokes.
And then -- he climbed out.
Naked.
Completely, gloriously, unashamedly naked.
For a moment, Hannah could only float there, paralysed.
AJ's body was a revelation: massive, dark, dripping, the water sliding down the deep grooves of his muscles, highlighting every inch of strength and beauty. And swinging heavily between his powerful thighs was the thick, dark shape she had felt under the water -- now visible, real, impossibly real.
It swayed from side to side as he walked, thick and heavy and alive, reaching halfway down his thigh. Her breath caught painfully in her throat.
She watched him vanish into the house, stunned, heart hammering against her ribs.
When he reappeared a moment later, carrying two dripping bottles of beer, she barely remembered to breathe.
AJ strolled back toward the pool without the slightest hint of modesty, his cock swinging naturally with each confident step. Hannah's eyes locked onto it, unable to tear herself away. It was even bigger than she had imagined -- thick as her wrist, dark and veined, the head flaring wide and heavy.
How can something like that even exist? she thought wildly.
He didn't hurry. He didn't cover himself. He simply approached, casual, relaxed, powerful, as if being worshiped was the most natural thing in the world.
When he reached the pool's edge, he dropped down onto the hot stone, sitting with his legs spread lazily, feet dangling into the water.
He sat casually on the edge of the pool, his long legs dipped lazily into the cool water, his dark skin glistening under the relentless afternoon sun. His arms braced behind him, relaxed, utterly unselfconscious -- as if sitting there completely naked, with his monstrous cock dangling heavily between his thighs, was the most natural thing in the world.
He was right at her eye level.
The water lapped gently around Hannah's chest, but she hardly noticed it.
All her focus was fixed, hypnotised, by the obscene majesty of the man lounging above her.
The thick shaft swung slightly with every small shift of his body, heavy and veined, impossibly thick even at rest. It was longer than anything she'd ever seen -- longer than anything she'd ever imagined was real. Thick as her wrist. Thicker still. Dark and powerful, almost regal in its unapologetic masculinity.
Hannah's throat tightened.
AJ noticed her wide, stunned eyes and chuckled warmly, his voice deep and easy.
"You're staring Mrs. B."
She tore her gaze upward, flushing bright red.
"I can't help it," she whispered. "It's just... it's so big."
She had intended the words to stay inside her head, but they spilled out helplessly, embarrassing her, making her cheeks burn. AJ didn't laugh or tease. He just looked down at her, calm, patient, proud.
He smiled -- not arrogantly, but warmly, inviting her in further. "You're welcome to look," he said. Then, after a beat, his voice lowered, almost teasing:
"Or more."
Hannah's heart stumbled. Her whole body ached -- her breasts swollen, her pussy throbbing, her mouth dry with desperate thirst.
"I mean..." she stammered, forcing the words out past her hammering pulse, "would I even be able to... hold it properly?"
AJ's grin widened slightly, but he said nothing cocky, nothing pushy.
Just a simple, steady encouragement:
"Only one way to find out."
Hannah's hands trembled as she lifted them from the water.
For a moment, they hovered between them -- her wedding band catching a sharp glint of sunlight --
a flash of gold, a flash of guilt.
She stared at it, her heart wrenching.
You shouldn't be doing this. You're a married woman. You belong to someone else.
But her fingers moved anyway, trembling, helpless.
She reached out -- and touched him.
The first brush of her fingertips against the dark shaft sent a shiver through her entire body. His skin was soft, velvet-smooth, but beneath that thin covering she could feel the undeniable hardness -- the pure, living strength coiled within him.
It was hot against her cooler skin, throbbing slightly with a pulse that matched -- or overwhelmed -- her own.
She wrapped her fingers around it -- tried to.
Her hand couldn't even close fully around the girth.
Her thumb and fingertips floated inches apart, helpless against the sheer thickness of him.
She gasped aloud, wonder and disbelief flooding her senses.
Jesus Christ.
It's thicker than my wrist.
It's over twice as thick as my husband at his hardest, and he's still not fully erect!
The comparison came unbidden, unwanted -- but it gutted her all the same.
She slid her hand along the shaft, slow and reverent, marvelling at the veins that twisted like rivers beneath the surface, at the impossible weight of him. The cock twitched at her touch -- a heavy, lazy flex of raw masculine power -- and her hand jerked slightly in shock, only to squeeze tighter instinctively.
The wedding ring flashed again.
Hannah froze for a moment, staring at it, feeling its accusing weight against her skin.
She could stop.
She could step back, apologise, end this madness.
But instead...
her hand gripped him tighter.
She began to stroke.
Slowly at first, exploring the sheer length of him, watching as he thickened and darkened before her eyes, as if swelling in response to her worship.
She cupped his balls gently with her other hand --
startled at their size, their heavy, primal heat. Each orb filled her palm completely, firm and full and vital, promising a virility she had only ever read about, never truly experienced.
Her hands worked together, sliding along the thickening shaft, marvelling at the growing hardness.
The head -- already fat and swollen -- flared wider, a deep, dusky plum of glistening flesh that crowned the beast she was holding.
It was growing rapidly now, pulsing in her hands, lengthening and thickening beyond even her wildest, forbidden dreams.
Her wedding ring brushed against a throbbing vein as she slid upward, and a shudder tore through her.
She bit her lip hard to suppress a moan.
What are you doing?
You're stroking your student's huge black cock -- and you love it.
AJ leaned back further on his hands, spreading his thighs wider, letting her admire him fully, openly -- offering himself to her like a prize she had already claimed.
"You like it, Mrs. B?" he asked, voice low and warm, rich with quiet pride.
Hannah could barely nod, her throat too tight, her heart hammering.
The heavy shaft throbbed in Hannah's hands, alive and pulsing, as she worked him slowly, reverently, up and down, feeling the slick heat building under her palms.



Her heart thundered in her chest. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps. Every inch of her skin felt tight and hypersensitive, the world shrinking down to the massive cock she held and the hungry ache between her thighs.
Without thinking, driven by a raw, desperate hunger she'd never known before, Hannah leaned forward and pressed her lips against the thick, slick head once again -- firmer this time, more open. She kissed it like a lover, her soft, full mouth moulding itself around the swollen crown, feeling the heat radiate into her face.
A low, rumbling groan escaped AJ's chest -- not words, just a sound, primal and approving, vibrating through the thick meat of his body.
She licked along the ridge of the glistening head, savouring the heavy taste of him -- musky, salty, male -- intoxicating. Her tongue flicked into the leaking slit, collecting the beads of pre-cum that kept oozing out, warm and bitter and utterly addictive.
Hannah moaned softly against him, her body reacting on instinct, her thighs squeezing together as another pulse of wetness soaked through her bikini bottoms.
Her hands kept stroking, worshipping, sliding up and down the thick, veiny shaft. She opened her mouth wider -- wider than she thought she could -- her jaw already straining, trembling from the effort.
The head pressed against her lips -- and she pushed forward, sliding the wide crown past her lips into the tight wet heat of her mouth.
Immediately, her cheeks bulged obscenely around the thick shaft.
The stretch was unbearable -- exquisite -- her jaw aching, her muscles trembling. The taste of him filled her senses completely, rich and heavy and overwhelming.
She tried to breathe through her nose, tried to steady herself, but the sheer girth made it nearly impossible.
Her tongue flattened instinctively against the underside of his shaft, feeling the deep ridges of his veins, the silky heat of his skin, the heavy, throbbing pulse that seemed to demand her full surrender.
She slid her mouth down further, taking more of him -- inch by thick, impossible inch -- until the head nudged the back of her throat.
Her eyes watered instantly.
She gagged softly, pulling back a little, coughing around him, a trail of spit breaking from her lips to the glossy shaft.
"You're doing amazing, Hannah," AJ murmured above her, his hand resting lightly atop her head, not forcing, just there -- guiding, encouraging.
The sound of her name from his lips -- warm, possessive -- sent a fresh shudder of forbidden pleasure through her.
She tried again, more determined.
Opening wider, relaxing her throat as best she could, she pushed herself deeper.
Another inch slid into her mouth, stretching her beyond anything she had ever thought possible. Her jaw burned with effort. Her throat convulsed helplessly as the fat head pressed insistently against her gag reflex -- and then, miraculously, began to slip past.
She whimpered softly around him, the vibrations making AJ groan again, a deep, guttural sound of pleasure that made her entire body tremble.
Drool leaked freely from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin, mixing with the water still clinging to her skin, but she didn't care.
She needed more.
She needed to show him how much she wanted this, needed this.
She pulled back slightly, gasping for breath, saliva and pre-cum slicking his shaft, and then lunged forward again -- taking him deeper, wetter, sloppier.
The obscene wet sounds of her efforts filled the heavy afternoon air -- the desperate suction of her mouth, the slap of drool against his thighs, the soft, choked gags as she fought to swallow more of him.
AJ's thighs tensed on either side of her. His breath came harsher now, deeper.
"Fuck... Hannah... I'm close..."
She moaned around him, welcoming the warning, doubling her efforts.
Both her hands gripped his shaft now, stroking and twisting as her mouth worked furiously over the leaking, throbbing head.
And then she felt it -- the sudden, hard pulse against her tongue --
the thickening at the base of his cock --
the deep, primal groan vibrating from his chest.
He came with a force that stole her breath.
Hot, thick jets of cum erupted against her tongue, flooding her mouth instantly.
The first load hit the back of her throat, and she reflexively swallowed, desperate not to waste a single drop.
But it kept coming -- another heavy pulse, and another -- thick and salty and endless.
It filled her mouth, spilled from her lips, drooled down her chin and onto her chest, hot and sticky and shamefully delicious.
Still, she sucked and swallowed, moaning around him, milking every last spurt from his cock.
When the flow finally slowed, she let him slip from her aching mouth with a wet pop, gasping for breath, strands of saliva and cum stretching from her lips to his glistening shaft.
She wiped at her mouth uselessly, dazed, trembling, her face and chest slick with his seed.
For a long moment, there was only the sound of the pool lapping at the tiles, the distant hum of cicadas, and her own ragged breathing.
Then --
she looked down.
Her wedding ring caught the sun again.
The guilt slammed into her chest like a fist.
"Oh God..." she choked, scrambling backwards, water splashing wildly around her.
She clumsily pulled herself out of the pool, her limbs shaking, her body still slick with his cum and the clinging heat of her own betrayal.
"You need to go," she gasped, grabbing his shorts and tossing them toward him without meeting his eyes. "Please... just go."
AJ rose slowly, unhurried, powerful, utterly unashamed.
He pulled on his shorts, the thick outline of his still half-hard cock pressing against the fabric, and smiled at her --
a slow, knowing, devastating smile.
He said nothing.
He didn't need to.
He knew.
Hannah stood there, dripping, shaking, overwhelmed -- tasting him still on her tongue, feeling the heavy slickness between her thighs.
And deep inside her heart, deeper than the shame, deeper than the fear --
-- she knew too.
She would want him again.
She would need him again.
--------
The house was quiet.
Too quiet.
Hannah sat alone in the living room long after AJ had left, wrapped in a blanket she didn't need, the television flickering silently across the room without her really seeing it. Her body still tingled, hypersensitive to every phantom memory of what she had done.
The weight of his cock in her hands.
The impossible stretch of her jaw.
The thick, salty flood of his release, coating her tongue, her throat, her face.
The taste of him, musky and raw, still clinging stubbornly to her senses no matter how many times she had brushed her teeth.
Her stomach twisted violently. She clutched the blanket tighter around her, willing the guilt away, but it clung just as fiercely, worming its way into every corner of her heart. Her wedding ring dug into her palm where her hand was fisted tightly against her chest -- a cold, metallic accusation.
You're a married woman.
You swore vows.
You're not this person.
Tears blurred her vision, but she refused to let them fall. She had made a terrible mistake -- one moment of weakness, one catastrophic lapse in judgment -- but it didn't have to mean everything was ruined. If she stopped it now, if she put up a wall, if she ended it, maybe she could claw her way back to the life she was supposed to have.
Her hand trembled as she picked up her phone.
She opened the message app, found AJ's name, and typed with shaking fingers:
"Hi AJ, I'm so sorry, but I'm going to have to cancel tomorrow's session. I'll let you know when I can reschedule. Thanks for understanding."
Her thumb hovered over the send button for a long, paralysed moment. She felt like she was standing at the edge of a cliff, heart hammering against her ribs, knowing that one tiny movement would send her plummeting into the abyss.
She squeezed her eyes shut -- and pressed send.
The message disappeared into the digital ether.
It was done.
She tossed the phone onto the coffee table as if it burned her, then buried her face in her hands. If she could just get through the night -- if she could just sleep -- maybe the morning would bring clarity. Strength. Forgiveness.
But sleep was no refuge.
The dreams came.
At first, it was just heat -- thick, suffocating, heavy.
Then shadows. Movement. Hands, rough and sure, sliding over her bare skin. A deep voice murmuring her name, the syllables heavy with possession and hunger.
When the figure stepped from the shadows, there was no mistaking him.
AJ.
His dark, powerful body gleamed with sweat, muscles rippling under golden light. His cock jutted proudly from his hips, enormous, thick, pulsing with life.
She sank to her knees before him without hesitation, mouth open, hands reaching, desperate to taste him, to please him, to be filled by him.
He gripped her hair roughly and guided her onto his cock, stretching her lips wide, forcing her to take more, and more, and more --
until her throat bulged obscenely, until her nose was pressed against his hard stomach, until she couldn't breathe but didn't care.
She woke up gasping, tangled in sweat-soaked sheets, her hand wedged between her thighs, her fingers slick with her own shameful wetness.
She yanked her hand away as if burned, choking on a sob.
The room spun around her.
Her body ached, her nipples ached, her pussy pulsed with frantic, desperate need.
She couldn't do this.
She couldn't be this woman.

Day 5

Morning arrived grey and heavy.
Hannah moved through the house like a ghost, showering, dressing, making coffee she didn't drink. She tried to busy herself with chores, emails, errands -- anything to drown out the throbbing hunger that gnawed at her from the inside out.
But it was useless.
Every thought led back to him.
The stretch of his cock in her hands.
The taste of him on her tongue.
The low rumble of his groan when she sucked him deeper.
She needed something -- anything -- to silence the craving clawing at her.
Clive.
Of course. Her husband. Her anchor. Her lifeline back to normal.
That evening, she made an effort.
She put on the baby-blue lingerie set he once said he loved, the one that hugged her curves and made her feel young again. She sprayed her favourite perfume at her wrists, behind her ears. She dimmed the bedroom lights, lit a candle.
When Clive came home, tired and distracted, she met him at the door with a soft kiss and a slow, teasing smile.
"Hey, handsome" she whispered against his lips, her hand sliding down to cup the front of his pants.
He chuckled wearily. "Wow, what's gotten into you?"
"I missed you," she said, pressing her body against his.
She led him by the hand upstairs, trying to stir some excitement, trying to remember what it used to feel like when she touched him.
They kissed awkwardly, her hands moving over him, pulling at his clothes, trying to coax his body into responding.
When she finally tugged his boxers down, her heart sank.
His cock -- once enough -- now looked heartbreakingly small.
Soft, pale, shrivelled.
Barely three inches even when she worked her hand up and down gently.
Compared to AJ --
Compared to the thick, dark monster she had worshipped with her mouth just yesterday --
Clive's cock looked like a pathetic, wilted thing.
She swallowed her despair and tried harder, stroking him, kissing him, whispering filthy things into his ear.
But he barely stiffened.
His breathing stayed shallow and distracted.
After a few minutes, he sighed and pulled away, running a hand over his thinning hair.
"Sorry, babe," he muttered. "Work's been brutal. Just too much stress lately."
He flopped onto his side, back to her, pulling the covers up without another word.
Within minutes, he was snoring softly.
Hannah sat up in the dim light, wrapping her arms around herself.
Her body ached for fulfilment.
Her heart ached for something she couldn't name.
She stared at the wedding ring on her finger, twisting it slowly, feeling the crushing loneliness of the bed beside her.
For the first time in her marriage, she realised:
There was only one man who could give her what she craved now.
And it wasn't her husband.
Her phone buzzed on the counter.
Her heart stuttered as she grabbed to pick it up.
AJ:
"Hey Mrs B. You want me there tomorrow? Same time?"
Simple. Casual. No pressure.
She stared at the screen, pulse pounding between her thighs.
Every instinct screamed at her to say no.
To protect herself.
To protect what little was left of her marriage, her dignity, her soul.
But her thumbs moved anyway.
"1pm is perfect. See you then."
She set the phone down carefully, as if it were a bomb about to detonate.
And in a way... it was.

Day 6

The afternoon sun baked the stone patio, the scent of jasmine and chlorine thick in the still air. Hannah sat rigid in her deck chair, a textbook open across her lap, though the words blurred together uselessly before her eyes. She had dressed with deliberate care that morning -- modest, protective -- a loose linen blouse that floated just past her hips, casual denim shorts that offered coverage without clinging too desperately to her skin. Her hair was pulled back in a low ponytail. No makeup, no perfume. No weapons to invite danger.
But the moment AJ strolled through the garden gate, all her careful defences crumbled like sandcastles under a rising tide.
He was breathtaking.
Tall, broad, commanding -- six-foot-three of sheer, devastating masculinity. His deep brown skin gleamed under the sun, his black curls catching tiny beads of sweat. He wore only a snug black t-shirt stretched across his powerful chest and loose athletic shorts that hinted at the carved muscles underneath. His smile, when he spotted her, was brilliant -- easy, warm, yet somehow electric.
Hannah's heart flipped violently against her ribs.
It wasn't fair. He shouldn't be allowed to look at her like that -- like he knew what she had dreamed about last night, like he knew how her body still ached for him.
"Afternoon, Mrs B," he said, setting his bag down beside the table. His voice was low, rich, threading through her stomach like warm honey.
"Afternoon, AJ," she managed, forcing a bright, brittle smile onto her lips.
They fell into the lesson, mechanically at first. AJ was patient, his questions thoughtful, his tone encouraging. Hannah tried desperately to focus, to bury herself in grammar exercises and essay critiques. But she was hyper-aware of every tiny shift -- the stretch of fabric over his shoulders when he leaned forward, the glimpse of taut stomach when he reached for his water bottle, the way his powerful thighs flexed when he adjusted in his chair.
Her pulse drummed low between her legs.
The air itself seemed charged, shimmering with a thick, unseen weight.
After nearly an hour, AJ snapped his book closed with an easy clap.
"Break time," he said, standing and stretching, his t-shirt riding up to reveal the sharp cut of his obliques.
Hannah blinked up at him, flustered. "We--we still have some exercises--"
He grinned. "They'll keep."
She could only watch, helpless, as he stripped the t-shirt over his head and tossed it onto the chair. His chest was obscene in its perfection -- broad, thickly muscled, glistening slightly under the heat. His arms, those dark, powerful arms she had felt around her body before, rippled as he pushed his fingers through his hair.
Hannah's mouth dried. She clutched the book tighter against her lap, as if it could shield her from the surge of heat crawling over her skin.
AJ walked toward the pool, his loose shorts clinging damply to his hips. At the edge, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband -- and paused.
He glanced over his shoulder, catching her wide, frozen stare, and his grin deepened into something slower, darker, knowing.
Without a word, he peeled the shorts down and off.
Naked.
Completely, gloriously naked.
Hannah's heart stopped. She couldn't look away even if she had wanted to. Thick, long even while soft, swinging slightly with each step. It was monstrous, intimidating... mesmerising.
Not even the same species, she thought numbly, the comparison to Clive flashing brutally through her mind. Not a man. A god.
AJ dove cleanly into the pool with barely a splash, disappearing beneath the glittering blue surface.
Hannah sat paralysed in her chair, the book sliding forgotten to the ground beside her. She watched, throat dry and aching, as AJ sliced through the water effortlessly, muscles bunching and flexing with every powerful stroke.
He surfaced with a shake of his head, droplets cascading down his dark skin like jewels. He treaded water easily, floating lazily on his back for a moment before flipping over and swimming back toward the shallows.
He caught her staring -- didn't even pretend not to notice.
"You're not joining me?" he called, voice teasing and rich.
"I..." Hannah stammered, gripping the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles whitened. "I don't think that's... a good idea."
AJ chuckled softly, that deep rumble of sound wrapping around her like a velvet rope. He shrugged and turned back to his swimming, letting her watch the powerful play of his muscles under the sunlight, his naked form moving with casual, devastating grace.
She couldn't tear her eyes away.
Every instinct screamed for her to run inside, lock the door, hide from the temptation he offered so easily, so effortlessly.
But she stayed.
Watching.
AJ rose from the pool, water sheeting off his powerful body in shimmering rivulets. He didn't wrap himself in the towel -- just slung it casually over his shoulder, his magnificent cock swinging heavily between his thighs.
And he smiled -- patient, confident, devastating.
Hannah sat frozen, every nerve in her body lit with a feverish energy. Her hands clenched in her lap, but her eyes -- traitorous, hungry -- devoured him.
"You're tense, Mrs B," he said lightly, stepping closer.
Before she could stammer out an excuse, AJ lowered himself onto the lounge chair behind her, his legs bracketing her hips, his body surrounding her like a storm cloud of heat. His big hands settled firmly on her bare shoulders.
The first touch was like fire licking along her spine.
Warm, strong, confident -- he kneaded her muscles with slow, deliberate pressure. She tried to stay still, tried to pretend this was innocent -- but the sound that slipped from her throat was anything but.
A soft, needy moan.
He didn't tease her about it. He simply continued, patient, methodical, rubbing the tension from her shoulders, her arms, sliding his palms down her sides until she trembled under his hands.
Her blouse was loose -- it had been her armour -- but now it fell open under his exploration, the buttons undone without her even noticing when. She gasped softly as the fabric slid from her shoulders, revealing her breasts fully to the humid afternoon air.
They were full and heavy, still perky despite their size, with a gentle natural sway that made her feel suddenly, achingly exposed.
Her pale skin contrasted beautifully with the deep flush blooming across her chest.
Her nipples stiffened immediately -- pink, tender, and achingly erect -- beading so tight it almost hurt.
They seemed to beg for attention, for worship, and she felt herself shudder under the weight of his gaze without him even touching her yet.



AJ's fingers trailed lightly over her ribs, reverent, almost worshipful.
He said nothing.
But she felt it -- the ownership in every slow, measured stroke.
Her shorts were next -- unfastened, peeled down her hips, leaving her in only the damp, clinging bikini bottoms. She made a weak sound of protest, but it died instantly when his hands smoothed up her thighs, coaxing her body open, relaxing her into submission.
She knew she should stop him.
She knew it.
Her wedding ring glinted accusingly on her finger as her hands twisted in the towel across her lap.
But her body... her traitorous, desperate body... made no move to resist.
AJ leaned forward, breath warm against her ear.
"You made me feel good yesterday," he murmured, his voice low and thick with meaning. "Let me return the favour."
Before she could answer, his hands slid to her hips, guiding her to lie back against the lounge chair. She obeyed without thought, her thighs parting instinctively, offering herself up.
AJ knelt between her legs -- so wide, so dark, so strong -- and in one devastatingly slow motion, he hooked his fingers into the sides of her bikini bottoms and dragged them down.
The sun kissed every inch of her nakedness as the final barrier was stripped away.
For a breathless moment, he just looked at her.
Her glistening, aching pussy -- so wet, so swollen, so ready -- exposed fully to his hungry gaze.
Hannah whimpered, shame and excitement crashing together violently inside her.
She should have been humiliated.
Instead, she was throbbing with need so fierce it bordered on pain.
AJ lowered his head -- and the first slow swipe of his tongue over her clit made her cry out.
Her hips jerked up helplessly, chasing the heat of his mouth.
He licked her again, slower, firmer, his tongue broad and flat, dragging over the sensitive nub until her vision blurred. His fingers spread her open wider, holding her there, exposing her, feasting on her like a starving man.
The sounds escaped her -- broken moans, gasps, whispered cries she couldn't control.
"Ahhh...oh god...AJ..."
Her voice was breathless, pleading, lost.
His tongue flicked, circled, sucked her clit until she was panting, writhing beneath him.
Her hands fisted helplessly in his hair, trying to push him away, trying to pull him closer -- she didn't know which -- only that she needed more.
When he slid two thick fingers inside her, curling perfectly to stroke her G-spot, Hannah shattered.
Her orgasm detonated through her with the force of a hurricane. It ripped up from deep inside her, a wild, raw explosion she had no control over.
Her toes curled, calves spasming uncontrollably as her hips jerked against AJ's relentless mouth.
Her pussy clenched and spasmed around his fingers, squeezing, pulsing in rapid desperate waves.
Her heart slammed against her ribs, thundering in her ears louder than her moans.
Her entire body felt like it was on fire -- too hot, too sensitive, too overwhelmed -- and still the pleasure kept building.
She could feel the slick, obscene wetness pouring from her, coating AJ's face, his chin, his lips -- and he devoured her mess hungrily, like it was the sweetest thing he'd ever tasted.
Hannah's hands fisted helplessly in his hair, tugging, needing, begging without words for something she didn't even understand anymore.
She wasn't thinking. She wasn't fighting.
She was burning alive -- and it was glorious.
She sobbed his name -- not her husband's, not even thinking of her husband -- only AJ.
"A-AJ...please...oh god, please don't stop..."
The pleasure was endless, rolling over her in brutal, delicious waves.
AJ didn't stop.
He devoured her through it, his tongue and fingers orchestrating her body like an instrument, dragging her into a second orgasm, then a third, until she was limp, boneless, whimpering in his arms.
Only then did he rise, slow and deliberate, towering over her trembling body.
He reached down, took his heavy, thick cock in hand -- and laid it across her stomach.
Hannah gasped.
It was so hot against her skin. So heavy. The thick, veiny length of him stretched from her pubic bone all the way to her navel -- thick and pulsing, leaving no doubt how utterly, monstrously he would fill her.
AJ leaned closer, his cock grinding softly against her belly, his balls nudging against her soaked entrance.
"Look at it, Hannah," he murmured, voice low and sinful.
"Look how deep I would be inside you."
Tears pricked at her eyes.
She could feel her pussy pulsing hungrily against the weight of his cock. Her hips shifted, seeking more friction, more pressure, betraying every desperate need she couldn't voice.
Her wedding ring flashed again -- and this time it cut her like a blade.
With a broken sob, she shoved herself up, grabbing the towel, wrapping it around her naked, shaking body.
"I can't...We can't..." she gasped, voice cracking under the weight of her devastation.
"I'm married..."
She stumbled away, barefoot, dripping wet, half-naked, fleeing into the house.
AJ watched her go -- his cock proud, leaking, glistening against his abs -- and smiled softly.
Not angry.
Not impatient.
Patient.
Because he knew the truth now --
She was already his.

Day 7

The morning air was already thick and humid when Hannah Bloomfield stirred awake, her skin flushed, her sheets twisted around her bare legs. Dreams still clung to her -- filthy, heated things -- images of AJ's strong, dark body towering over her, his hands gripping her hips, his mouth devouring her breasts until she cried out in pleasure. She stretched lazily, a slow, knowing smile curving her lips. Today was the last day. Today, she would have him.
He had wanted her from the beginning -- she had seen it, felt it in every lingering glance, every smile, every unspoken promise hanging thick between them. The games were over. She was done pretending she was helpless, done playing the innocent housewife teetering on the edge. Today, she would tempt him until he couldn't resist.
Humming softly to herself, Hannah stepped into the shower, letting the hot water cascade over her sensitive skin. She moved slowly, methodically, shaving every inch, leaving herself silky smooth and soft, polished and ready. Even the touch of her own hands against her thighs and hips sent shivers through her body. By the time she wrapped herself in a towel and moved to the mirror, she was already tingling with anticipation, her nipples visibly hardened, her sex slick and needy.
She chose her outfit with deliberate care: a pale yellow tank top, so thin that her stiff nipples were already poking through the fabric, and a pair of tiny white shorts that clung to her curves, hugging her hips and ass so tightly they seemed painted on. She left her skin bare underneath, no bra to hide the obvious swell of her breasts, no panties to disguise how ready she was. Her hair she left loose and tousled, a messy, effortless wave, and she applied only the slightest hint of makeup, enough to give her a warm glow. She stepped back and surveyed herself in the mirror, feeling a jolt of triumph. She looked incredible. Irresistible.
He wouldn't stand a chance.
Her heart began to pound faster as she gathered up AJ's lesson materials, barely glancing at the worksheets. Today's "study session" was a joke. She wasn't here to learn, and AJ wouldn't be here to teach. She pictured it clearly -- the moment he arrived, the way his eyes would darken when he saw her, the way his hands would grip her, unable to stop himself. She imagined him slamming her up against the wall, stripping her bare in the sunshine, fucking her so hard the world fell away.
A delicious pulse throbbed between her legs at the thought, and she found herself biting her lower lip as she set up the lounge chairs on the patio, laying out the textbooks just for appearance's sake. Every few seconds her gaze flickered toward the driveway, listening for the deep growl of his truck.
When she heard it -- that familiar, low rumble -- her body went rigid, alive with energy. She smoothed her palms over the tiny white shorts, tugged at the tank top in a vain attempt to look casual, and drew in a slow, steadying breath.
He'll take one look at me and lose it, she thought. He won't be able to resist.
And when he did -- when he finally touched her the way she had dreamed about, needed -- Hannah wouldn't stop him. Not today. Not ever again. She was already his, and now it was time for him to claim her properly.
The rumble of AJ's truck faded as he parked, and Hannah forced herself to stay still, casually seated on the lounge chair with a book half-opened on her lap. Her heart thundered with anticipation. She imagined him stepping around the corner, seeing her, stopping in his tracks, the heat of his gaze devouring her.
But when he appeared, striding across the patio toward her, AJ didn't falter.
He didn't double-take, didn't gape, didn't even break stride.
He just smiled -- that warm, brilliant smile -- and called out, "Morning, Hannah. Ready for our last session?"
Her mouth parted slightly.
That was it?
No pause?
No hunger flashing in his eyes?
He set his bag down by the table, rolling his broad shoulders easily, the muscles of his arms flexing under his T-shirt, the dark golden skin gleaming faintly in the morning sun. Hannah's eyes hungrily traced every line of him -- the tall, powerful frame, the easy strength in every movement -- and her nipples ached visibly against the thin fabric of her top.
She shifted in her chair, crossing one bare leg over the other, letting her shorts ride higher. "Sure... I'm ready," she said, trying to inject a subtle purr into her voice.
AJ pulled up a chair beside her, flipping open his notebook as if this were any ordinary day. "Good. Let's start with that essay outline we talked about."
Hannah blinked at him, stunned. Essay outline?
She leaned forward slightly, pretending to look at the paper -- letting her breasts sway beneath the thin tank top -- but he didn't react. Not even a flicker of distraction. Her stomach tightened, frustration simmering hot beneath her skin. Was he playing dumb? Or had she misread everything?
They went through the motions of studying, but Hannah couldn't focus. Every time he leaned close, his scent wrapped around her -- clean sweat, sun-warmed skin, something dark and male and completely intoxicating. Every time his arm brushed hers, electricity sizzled down her spine.
She licked her lips without thinking, shifted again in her seat, letting her thigh graze against his knee beneath the table.
Still nothing.
Nothing except that damn easy smile, that maddening composure.
She wanted to scream.
She wanted to tear his clothes off.
She wanted him to throw her down and claim her like she already belonged to him.
Instead, he just kept reading aloud from his notebook, perfectly focused, his deep voice washing over her like molten honey.
Hannah's hand trembled slightly as she reached for her water bottle. She squeezed her thighs together beneath the table, desperate for some kind of friction. Her whole body pulsed with need, her pussy slick and throbbing, nipples painfully hard.
This wasn't fair. This wasn't how it was supposed to go.
She was dressed like a fucking fantasy. Practically begging him to notice her. And he was acting like nothing was different at all.
AJ looked up from the notebook, cocking his head slightly.
"You okay?" he asked, voice warm, casual, like he had no idea she was about to explode.
"I'm fine," she managed, her voice breathy, too high.
He smiled at her again -- slow, easy -- and something in his eyes glinted for just a second.
He knew. The bastard knew exactly what he was doing.
Hannah's cheeks flushed hot with humiliation and fury and aching, desperate need.
Her body throbbed, every nerve ending screaming for him.
Enough.
If he wasn't going to take her -- she would take him.
She set the water bottle down with deliberate care, stood up slowly, and moved toward him, her heart hammering in her chest.
His eyes tracked her now -- lazy, amused, like a lion watching a mouse scurry closer to its jaws.
When she stood directly in front of him, barely a foot away, she saw the heat buried under his calm exterior. His nostrils flared slightly, his hands flexed on his thighs.
She stepped even closer, until her knees brushed his, and then -- daring herself, daring him -- she reached out and placed one trembling hand on his broad chest.
"Please, AJ," she whispered, her voice breaking.
"I can't take it anymore."
AJ didn't move at first. He sat there, still and relaxed, letting her trembling hand press against his chest, letting her shuddering breath wash over him. His eyes locked on hers, dark and steady, filled with something that made her knees threaten to buckle. He was giving her the chance to back away. To run. To take it all back.
But Hannah didn't move either.
She couldn't.
Her body was alive with fire, her skin electric under the heat of his gaze. She needed him to touch her. Needed it like air, like blood.
AJ's hand came up slowly, wrapping around her wrist, his touch firm but not forceful. His thumb stroked a single, deliberate line over her racing pulse, and Hannah's breath caught in her throat. She felt pinned in place by the sheer weight of his presence, her legs weak, her thighs hot and wet with need.
"You sure about this, Hannah?" His voice was low, almost tender, but there was no mistaking the steel underneath.
She nodded, her mouth too dry to speak. Her heart thundered in her ears.
"I need to hear it," he said, his hand still circling her wrist, his thumb still driving her crazy with that slow, maddening stroke.
"I want you," she whispered, and then, with more strength, more truth: "I need you, AJ. Please."
Something shifted behind his eyes.
The easy, playful boy she had teased and tutored was gone.
What sat before her now was a man -- powerful, relentless, and absolutely certain of what he was about to take.
AJ rose to his feet slowly, towering over her, and Hannah tipped her head back instinctively, her breath coming in shallow pants. He cupped her face in his large, calloused hands, and for a moment, he just looked at her -- like he was memorising her, branding her in his mind.
Then he kissed her.
It wasn't gentle. It wasn't careful. It was claiming.
His mouth slanted over hers, hot and hungry, his tongue thrusting deep, and Hannah whimpered against him, clutching at his shirt, desperate to get closer. She opened for him shamelessly, letting him take everything, letting him plunder her mouth until her head spun and her knees buckled and the only thing holding her upright was the iron strength of his arms around her.
AJ broke the kiss with a low growl of satisfaction, and then his hands were on her body -- tugging the thin tank top up and over her head in one smooth motion, baring her naked breasts to the open air. He stepped back a fraction, letting his gaze devour her fully, and the heat in his eyes made her moan softly in embarrassment and pride.
"You're so fucking beautiful," he rasped, and then he was on her again, his mouth closing around one tight, aching nipple, sucking hard, sending shockwaves straight to her core.
Hannah gasped, her hands threading desperately through his hair as he feasted on her breasts, lavishing each one in turn until she was panting, squirming, grinding against the hard ridge of his thigh between her legs.
AJ's hands slid down her body, rough and sure, gripping the curve of her hips, the round swell of her ass, before yanking her tiny shorts down her legs and tossing them aside.
She stood before him now completely naked, trembling, shameless, drenched in arousal.
And he hadn't even truly touched her yet.
AJ stepped back slightly, his eyes raking over her nakedness, and then -- slowly, deliberately -- he pulled his T-shirt over his head, revealing the full glory of his body to her gaze. His skin gleamed dark and flawless, stretched taut over the thick slabs of his chest, the heavy ropes of muscle in his arms. His shoulders were impossibly broad, his waist narrow, his stomach carved into deep, perfect abs that flexed with every slow breath he drew. Sweat beaded along the lines of his body, catching the light and making him look like a living, breathing god.
Hannah felt her breath leave her in a long, shuddering sigh. Her mouth watered. Her thighs pressed together unconsciously, trying to quell the desperate throb between them. He was magnificent.
He reached casually for the waistband of his shorts -- and without thinking, she moved.
"No," she said softly, her voice hoarse with need.
AJ stilled immediately, his dark eyes locking onto hers, questioning but calm.
Before she could lose her nerve, Hannah stepped forward, heart hammering, and dropped to her knees at his feet.
She lifted her gaze up to him, wide blue eyes shining with heat and surrender, and she placed her hands gently on his hips.
"That's my job now," she whispered, and there was no mistaking the reverence in her voice.
AJ's jaw tightened, the muscle flexing once, but he said nothing.
He simply let his hands fall to his sides, offering himself to her.
Hannah's fingers moved to the button of his shorts, working it open with trembling urgency. She eased the zipper down, every sound loud in the charged silence between them, then tugged the fabric past his hips. His boxers came down with them in one smooth motion.
And there it was.
There he was.
His cock swung free and thick between his thighs like a weapon.
The shaft was as dark as the rest of him, thickly veined, crowned with a wide, flared head that looked almost too large for her mouth. His heavy, full set of balls hung low beneath it, each one the size of a small fist, thick and weighty and full.
Hannah's mouth went dry. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate and aching.
The sheer size of him should have scared her -- and it did, a little -- but it only made her hunger sharper, more frantic.
Without thinking, without even using her hands, she lowered her head and pressed her open mouth against the head of his cock.
AJ groaned low in his throat, a sound that made her shiver. His hand came to rest lightly on the back of her head, not pushing, not forcing -- just there, a heavy, possessive weight.
She sucked gently at first, lips sealed around the broad crown, letting her tongue swirl over the sensitive skin. He twitched against her, and she felt him begin to swell, thickening and hardening, filling her mouth slowly, gloriously.
Maintaining eye contact the entire time, Hannah pushed herself deeper, letting the head stretch her lips, her jaw already aching from the effort. She pulled back with a wet slurp, her own saliva coating him now, making the dark shaft shine in the sunlight.
She started to work him in earnest then -- slow, greedy sucks, swirling her tongue along the underside, tracing every vein, every ridge. She hollowed her cheeks, letting him slide deeper, relaxing her throat to take as much of him as she could, though he was too thick, too wide for her to ever manage more than a few blessed inches at a time.
AJ's breathing deepened, his fingers flexing against her scalp, but he still held back, letting her set the pace, letting her worship him the way she needed to.
The sounds filled the patio -- soft wet slurps, the quiet, obscene pop each time she pulled back to catch her breath, the faint broken groans AJ couldn't quite suppress.
Hannah loved it.
Loved the weight of him on her tongue.



Loved the way he tasted -- salty, masculine, a little musky but clean, utterly addictive.
She lost track of time, lost herself completely in the act, in the heat building between them, in the way he was growing impossibly harder, impossibly thicker against her tongue.
When she finally pulled off him with a loud, wet gasp, a thick strand of saliva connected her swollen lips to the leaking head of his cock.
She looked up at him, flushed and panting, her lipstick smeared, her mouth red and tender.
"I think you're ready now," she whispered, her voice trembling with lust.
And without waiting for permission, Hannah stood, backed up to the lounge chair, and lay back, spreading her thighs shamelessly wide for him.
Her body was pink and flushed, her nipples stiff and begging for attention, her pussy glistening, open and desperate.
AJ stared down at her like a starving man, his cock bobbing heavily with every shallow breath he took.
Slowly, like a predator savouring the kill, he approached.
Hannah's legs parted wider without her even thinking about it, welcoming him in, needing him, offering herself completely.
When AJ reached her, he didn't rush. He knelt between her open thighs, one large hand running slowly up her inner thigh, over the slick heat of her folds, making her writhe and whimper.
His body hovered above hers, hot, massive, a wall of dark muscle ready to crush her -- to protect her -- to take her apart and remake her.
Their mouths met again, messy and consuming, tongues tangling, both of them lost to the heat and urgency.
And as AJ shifted his hips lower, positioning himself at her entrance, Hannah felt the thick, slick head of his cock nudge against her soaked folds.
Her whole body shuddered, her heart thundering against her ribs.
This was it.
There was no going back.
She was about to be claimed -- utterly, completely, devastatingly -- by the man who had undone her life and rebuilt her hunger from the inside out.
And she wanted it more than she had ever wanted anything.
AJ's cock pressed insistently at her entrance, thick and throbbing, the blunt, slick head teasing her soaked folds. Hannah whimpered against his mouth, writhing beneath him, desperate to be filled.
"Please," she gasped, breaking the kiss, arching her back, grinding herself shamelessly against the thick heat of him.
"You want it, baby?" AJ growled against her neck, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated through her bones. His cock slid up and down her folds, gathering her wetness, teasing her swollen clit with maddening slow friction.
"I need it," she sobbed. "Please, AJ, fuck me. Take me. Make me yours."
His lips curled into a wicked smile against her throat.
"You already are, Hannah," he said, and then -- with a powerful thrust of his hips -- he drove the thick head of his cock into her tight, dripping pussy.
Hannah screamed.
There was no other word for it -- a raw, desperate scream torn from her lungs as her body struggled to stretch around his sheer size. He was splitting her open, forcing her to take him inch by inch, filling her deeper than she had ever thought possible.
AJ gritted his teeth, breathing heavily through his nose as he sank deeper, forcing her to accept him.
"You're so fucking tight," he snarled. "Goddamn, Hannah. Your pussy was made for my cock."
She sobbed and clutched at his back, nails digging into the thick muscles as she tried to pull him even deeper. The wet sounds of her pussy struggling to accommodate him were obscene, loud and messy in the humid air.
"Stretching me," she cried out, her head thrashing against the lounge chair. "Oh God, AJ, you're stretching me so fucking much!"
"Take it," he growled, grabbing her hips in both hands and slamming the last few inches inside her in one brutal, merciless thrust.
Hannah screamed again, high and desperate, her legs kicking out before wrapping around his waist, trying to hold him inside her.
Skin slapped against skin, loud and rhythmic, as AJ began to move.
Deep, brutal strokes at first -- slow enough to drive her insane, hard enough to make her breasts bounce with every thrust.
"You feel that, baby?" he panted against her ear. "Feel how deep I am? No one else will ever fill you like this."
"Never," she sobbed. "Only you. Only your cock, AJ!"
He fucked her harder at her words, the slap of their bodies echoing around the patio, her moans rising louder with every brutal thrust.
"You're dripping all over me," he said with a low, filthy chuckle. "So fucking wet, so messy. You love this big black cock tearing you apart, don't you?"
"Yes!" she screamed. "I love it! I love it! I'm yours!"
AJ shifted slightly, adjusting the angle, and the head of his cock dragged against the sweet spot deep inside her, and Hannah's whole body convulsed.
"I'm cumming!" she screamed, thrashing underneath him, her pussy clamping down so hard he almost lost it right then.
Her orgasm ripped through her like a lightning bolt -- her vision going white, her body locking up before a violent gush of fluid exploded from her pussy, soaking both of them.
"Fuck, baby," AJ groaned, looking down in awe. "You squirted all over my cock."
He didn't stop.
He didn't even slow down.
As her body trembled and jerked beneath him, AJ flipped her over onto her hands and knees with a rough growl, his hands gripping her hips bruisingly tight.
"You're not done yet," he said. "I'm gonna fuck you until you can't walk."
He slammed back inside her in one savage stroke, and Hannah cried out, her voice cracking from the force of it.
Her breasts bounced wildly with every thrust, her wet pussy squelching obscenely around his cock, juices running down her thighs.
"Harder, AJ!" she begged, pushing back against him, meeting every brutal stroke with a desperate, wanton need.
He grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back so he could growl into her ear.
"Say it. Say who owns this pussy."
"You do!" she sobbed. "You own me! You own my pussy!"
He fucked her even harder at her words, his balls slapping against her dripping cunt with every merciless thrust.
The sounds were disgusting, beautiful -- wet and loud and raw.
AJ shifted again, reaching around to pinch and circle her clit with his rough fingers, sending her hurtling toward another orgasm.
She screamed as she came again, her pussy spasming violently around his thick cock, another gush of liquid squirting out, soaking his balls, dripping down her legs.
"Good girl," he growled. "That's it. Cum for me. Make a fucking mess."
He pulled out suddenly, grabbing her waist and flipping her onto her back again. He hovered above her, his cock thick and slick and angry-looking, dripping precum onto her stomach.
"You're not done yet," he said again, and then he drove back inside her with a brutal thrust that punched a cry from her lips.
He pounded into her, faster, rougher now, using her body without mercy, and Hannah gave herself up to it completely -- moaning, sobbing, gasping his name over and over again.
"I'm gonna cum," AJ panted, his hands bruising her hips. "You want it, baby? You want me to fill you?"
"Yes! Please! Cum inside me! Fill me, AJ!"
With a final, shattering roar, he slammed deep and held himself there, his cock jerking violently as he flooded her with thick, hot cum.
She felt it -- wave after wave, spilling into her, coating her insides, leaking out around his still-pulsing shaft.
AJ collapsed onto her, careful to hold most of his weight up on trembling arms, his forehead pressed against hers, both of them gasping for breath.
But he wasn't finished.
She felt him still hard inside her, still throbbing, still fucking ready.
And as he began to move again -- slow, deep strokes, driving his cum even deeper into her -- Hannah realised she wasn't finished either.
She never would be.
She needed more.
Her hips started to move, slow at first -- grinding up against him, milking him, greedy for every last pulse of his cock.
AJ groaned low in his chest, his hands sliding rough over her thighs, her hips, encouraging her, guiding her.
"Fuck, baby," he rasped against her ear. "You're insatiable."
Hannah smiled drunkenly, deliriously, her body on fire.
She pushed against his chest with small, urgent hands. AJ got the message. He rolled onto his back, taking her with him, letting her straddle him fully.
For a moment, she just stared down at him -- this glorious, gleaming giant of a man. His body slick with sweat, muscles tense and twitching. His massive cock buried inside her, stretching her, filling her. His hands gripped her thighs possessively, spreading her wider, keeping her impaled on him.
"You're so fucking beautiful like this," he growled, his eyes devouring her nakedness. "Riding my cock like a good little slut."
A moan tore from Hannah's throat at his words -- filthy, degrading, and so goddamn arousing.
She began to move.
Slow at first -- rocking her hips, grinding down hard on him, feeling every thick inch rub against the sensitive walls of her drenched pussy. Her hands found his hard chest, nails digging in, her head tipping back in raw ecstasy.
"That's it, baby," AJ said, his voice thick with lust. His big hands cupped her swaying tits, squeezing them roughly, rolling her nipples between his fingers until she cried out. "Show me how much you love this big cock."
"I love it," she gasped, bouncing harder now, riding him in deep, slow plunges that had her tits bouncing wildly in his hands. "I fucking love your big black cock, AJ. Nothing's ever felt like this. Nothing's ever stretched me so good."
AJ groaned, thrusting up into her now, matching her frantic rhythm, their bodies slamming together with wet, obscene sounds.
"Look at you," he growled. "Riding me like a goddamn porn star. Milking my balls. Taking every fucking inch."
"You're so big," she sobbed, pounding down harder, desperate now. "So deep. God, AJ -- no one's ever been this deep!...No one's come close...Only you AJ. Only this cock of yours!"
He grabbed her hips and started driving up into her, using his strength to control the pace, forcing her to take every brutal, punishing thrust.
"You're mine now," he snarled, each word punctuated by a savage thrust. "This pussy's mine."
"Yours!" Hannah screamed. "I'm yours! I love your cock! I love it! Make me cum, AJ, please!"
Their bodies were a mess -- wet skin slapping, sticky with sweat, cum leaking from between her thighs, dripping onto his abs, coating them in filth and need.
Hannah rode him harder, faster, desperate to wring every last drop from him, her hands braced on his chest, her head thrown back in total surrender.
The pressure inside her built like a storm -- swelling, swirling, unbearable.
"I'm gonna cum," she sobbed, her whole body trembling, her pussy clenching violently around his massive cock. "Cum with me, AJ, please, fill me again, fill me up!"
"Fuck, Hannah, fuck, baby," he grunted, slamming up into her, losing control, feeling her pussy milking him, squeezing the life out of him.
They both shattered together --
AJ roaring her name, grabbing her ass and slamming her down onto him one final time as his cock erupted inside her, flooding her with a second, even bigger load.
Hannah screamed wordlessly, the orgasm tearing through her like an earthquake, her pussy squirting again, soaking his cock, their thighs, the sun lounger beneath them.
She collapsed forward onto his chest, boneless, gasping, sobbing, her body still wracked with aftershocks.
AJ wrapped his arms around her tightly, cradling her against him, his cock still twitching inside her, his cum leaking out in thick, messy streams.
For a long time, they just lay there -- tangled, sticky, utterly wrecked.
Hannah's mind floated somewhere between exhaustion and euphoria.
She could feel the warm, wet trickle of his seed dripping out of her abused pussy, feel the throb of her overstimulated clit, feel the steady, powerful beat of his heart against her cheek.
She was ruined.
And she loved it.
"You're incredible," she whispered against his chest, still breathless, still dizzy.
"You're... you're everything."
AJ kissed the top of her head, his hands stroking her hair, his voice a low rumble.
"You're mine now, baby," he said. "All fucking mine."
And Hannah, shattered and blissed-out, smiled against his skin.
Because it was true. She would never be the same again.
And she never wanted to be.

Graduation

They stood on her doorstep, the golden light of the setting sun bathing them in warmth, making the world feel soft and slow and unreal.
Hannah was still flushed, still trembling, her blouse hastily thrown over her naked body, her hair wild from AJ's hands, her lips swollen from his kisses. She looked wrecked, radiant, utterly, shamelessly happy.
AJ leaned down, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to her mouth -- a kiss that said everything words couldn't.
Ownership.
Gratitude.
Promise.
She clung to him, reluctant to let him go.
"Same time tomorrow?" she whispered against his lips, her voice breathless and eager, her eyes shining with a hunger that hadn't existed a week ago.
AJ smiled -- slow, easy, devastating.
"Our lessons are over," he said.
But Hannah just grinned wider, her hands sliding up his chest.
"Same time tomorrow?" she repeated, voice dripping with want, with need, with surrender.
"You got it," he said, kissing her once more, hard and deep and claiming, before stepping back.
She watched him walk away, watched the big, powerful young man saunter toward his truck like he owned the entire world.
Because maybe he did.
Not officially.
Not yet.
But AJ Long was starting to understand something he had never fully grasped before.
He climbed into his truck, fired the engine, and pulled onto the quiet street, the sun setting behind him in a blaze of orange and crimson.
As he drove, he felt it -- something new, something electric, coursing through his veins.
Power.
Not just the power of his body, or his cock, or even his charm.
Real power.
The power to take.
To own.
To shape the world around him.
He passed a neatly manicured house and saw a wife kissing her husband goodbye at the door --
a sleek little trophy, bored and lonely and ripe for attention.
He passed the high school and saw the most popular girl laughing with her quarterback boyfriend --
young, spoiled, untested.
He passed City Hall and saw the newly elected mayor shaking hands with constituents --
pretty, polished, hiding desperation under layers of ambition.
But AJ didn't just see people.
He saw targets. Opportunities. Potential.
The world wasn't closed to him anymore. It was wide open.
And he was going to take everything he wanted. Starting now.
This was his Graduation.
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This is a tongue in cheek 'rewrite' of the TV Show black mirror episode - 'Be Right Back'.
***
"Is this some kind of joke?" Hayley asked, exasperated at the website her husband had asked her to read.
"It's no joke, babe. It's the latest technology." Ash replied. "Click the video, it shows you how it works" He added.
The video began by showing a husband visiting a medical centre. Some tests are carried out on him, DNA samples are also taken whilst a computer downloads videos, messages, and other information from the husbands phone. He partakes in voice recording tests, as well as motion sensor tests. The scene cuts to the husband in his army uniform, hugging his wife goodbye at the door. The next scene shows the wife at home alone, obviously feeling lonely and upset. A delivery occurs, two men unload the big crate with a plain synthetic body into a hot bath. The wife adds some specialised packs of salt crystals, labelled with her husbands name into the bath and leaves. The next scene cuts to the wife eating breakfast, she is joined by her husband and is over come with joy. Several scenes show them talking, cooking dinner, laughing, sharing a glass of wine in front of the fire, holding each other and falling asleep together.
"Well? What do you think now?" Ash asked his wife.
"I mean, it's totally batshit crazy!" Hayley laughed, pretty sure it was still a joke.
"You don't think it's a good idea? Having a replacement me around the house, whilst I am on deployment?"
"It's a glorified doll" Hayley scoffed. "It isn't a replacement you"
"They use my genes. It will essentially be an exact clone of me! They even take my videos and messages and all my social media information and download it into the synthetic, so not only will it look like me, it will talk like me, walk like me, eat like me, heck it says that it will even taste like me!" Ash argued.
"Taste like you?" Hayley gasped. "How exactly would I ever find out what it tastes like?"
"Well i'm not saying you ever would want to, but if you were to say, for example, kiss the 'synthetic me' then it wouldn't taste any different to the real me. It would even kiss like me, I presume."
"Tell me this...Why in the world would the army spend all that money on such creepy technology?" She quizzed Ash. "And if these synthetics are so real, why don't they just send them off and you can stay here with me!" She pouted.
"Well you know how it is. First they built the replica soldiers. They were a big success. But the big brass don't want to use them for anything more than cannon fodder. They are good soldiers, but they don't want them making the decisions. It could be a whole Terminator doomsday scenario or something. So they decided the next step was to potentially sell them as 'partners' to those who need them, you know widows, lonely people, people with anxiety..."
"Perverts?" Hayley interrupted, rolling her eyes.
"Well they will probably have a market place too...But in the meantime they want to run trials for the other halves of military workers."
"So you want me to be a guinea pig?"
"No. I just want you to consider it, that's all. Besides, did I mention they are paying $50,000 per trial? That could go a long way towards helping you renovate the loft into the studio you've always wanted. And I could get those golf clubs I like." Ash pleased.
"Anyway, just think about it. I'm sure it wouldn't be a terrible thing to have someone about the house at the very least, even if you know that he isn't the dashingly handsome and sex god that you married" He joked, sweeping aside his ginger hair and finally forcing a smile from his wife.
Ash wasn't the most handsome of men. He was tall and thin, with bright red hair and pale pasty skin. But what he lacked in looks, he made up for in charm, sense of humour and kindness Hayley thought. His army career had taken off, and allowed her to quit her office job, and concentrate on doing what she loved, painting. They had married at 20, and now just both 23 they were happy and settled having moved to a picturesque house in the countryside.
Unlike Ash, Hayley was a looker. In fact she was the epitome of beauty and sexuality rolled into one. Her silky wavy brunette hair matched perfectly with her dark chestnut eyes. Her full red lips framed her stunning white smile, which in turn only acted to further enhance her prominent cheekbones. And whilst half the population could get lost in her beautiful face, the other half no doubt would be simultaneously salivating at her incredible curvy figure. Blessed with naturally big tits(32DD) a thin waist and child bearing hips on her 5ft 6 frame, not to mention a big but perfectly shaped bum, she was truly an image of perfection.
"Like I need another ginger geek in my life" She teased "What would you do if it was a synthetic me that was being sent for you?" She asked.
"I would take the two of you up to the bedroom and never leave for a week!"
"Pervert!"
"What? That's a compliment to you!" He teased back.
"Besides, it says they send it after you have been deployed and collect it before you return home...so I guess the ginger threesome is out" She joked.
"You can't handle two of me" Ash returned, causing Hayley to smile and roll her eyes.
"Alright, I'll think about it" She finally agreed.
"Yeah, but enough about the threesome, what about getting the synthetic clone?" Ash japed.
"Ha.Ha" Hayley said sarcastically. "You know what I mean"
"Okay, good. Talk to Sarah about it. I think she is getting one"
"What? Of who?" Hayley enquired.
"Lukas! Her husband of course"
"Oh right. I just wasn't sure..." Hayley started.
"Wasn't sure that they made them in black?" Ash laughed.
"No I wasn't meaning that...I just" She struggled.
"Racist!" Ash joked
"Hey! I am not! I just was confused with how it all works. That's all." Hayley said. "I'm going to go give Sarah a call now and find out the deets" She added, she walked over to her husband seductively and kissed him hard, she grabbed his hands and brought them up to her big soft tits until he squeezed them both together.
"You really think they could clone these?" She said, pulling away and leaving her husband sporting a tent in his trousers. " Better take care of that yourself, you know how much Sarah likes a natter" She smiled.
"You fucking tease!" Ash sighed frustrated. He loved his wife, and nothing turned him on more than her big full tits.
2 weeks later
"Be Right Back" Ash said, hugging his wife tightly at their cottage door.
"I'll miss you" Hayley replied sobbing at the thought of not seeing him for 6 months. She was proud of her husband for his service in the military and his career as an officer, but she couldn't help but wish he had chosen another route.
"You won't! You'll have Ash 2.0 to keep you company" He joked
"You're right. I'll probably like him more than I do you" Hayley teased.
Despite her uncertainty she had agreed to the whole synthetic clone idea based on the encouragement of both Ash and her friend Sarah. Sarah and Lukas were a black couple that Hayley and Ash had become close with, whilst living in the city and with Lukas and Ash working together as army officers. Now whilst they had moved to the countryside they still tried to keep in touch as often as possible and meet up from time to time. Sarah had convinced Hayley that there was nothing to lose with the trial. 'If you don't like the clone, you can have it taken away' she told her. Besides, she really could do with the $50,000 to renovate her studio, and to give her something to concentrate on for the next 6 months whilst Ash was away.
"Ouch! Cucked by my own clone. That really would be a low...I love you, I'll call you later" He said, kissing his wife goodbye.
Two days later two men arrived carrying a crate. They took it upstairs, ran the bath water and placed the synthetic body into the bath. Hayley thought it looked creepy. Just a plain, almost rubbery looking life sized doll. No face. No ears. No nose. 'Heck it doesn't even have an arse...or anything else by that matter!' Hayley thought to herself.
"It's awfully tall!" She told the delivery men. Ash was 6ft, but the doll looked a good few inches taller.
"It's guaranteed to be a physical replica of your husband...Here are your salts and crystals." One of the delivery men said, handing her some packets. "When you are ready, empty them into the water and leave it for 10 hours...Other clients have said they feel it best to do it before bed at night, that way when you awaken it will be time." He added.
Hayley signed some papers and saw the men out. This whole thing sat uneasy with her. She went to the kitchen and poured herself a large glass of red wine. She put some music on and sat scrolling through photos of Ash and her together. By the time the bottle was finished and she had felt that pang of emotional hurt at missing him and the realisation that they weren't going to be together for 6 months, she was ready to go through with it.
She crept upstairs, almost like she was trying not to awaken the synthetic that lay in her bath.
"Here goes nothing" She said as she poured all the salts and crystals into the bath evenly. She saw that the water first started to bubble. Then there seemed to be small slithers of electrical light sparking through the water, as the ingredients began to react. Hayley quickly backed away and closed the bathroom door behind her. She had no idea how she was ever going to get to sleep tonight!
Hayley felt the relief as she sat on the toilet for her morning pee. She had slept like a baby, and would have felt great if it wasn't for her slight red wine headache. As her eyes began to wake up and focus, she spotted the empty packets on the floor by the bath. And then that's when she remembered.
But there was no Ash. And as she inspected the bath, there was no water, no mess.
"What the fuck is going on?" She asked herself, as she tiptoed out into the hallway. First the smell of bacon hit her nostrils. Then the sound of Bob Marley, playing quietly from the kitchen found it's way to her ears.
'Ash hates Bob Marley' She told herself as she crept closer to the kitchen. 'I knew this synthetic clone thing would be bollocks' She thought, as she considered all the times Ash would groan and moan when Bob Marley songs would come on.
"Aghhhhh!" Screamed Hayley as she rounded the corner and into the kitchen and the sight before her.
"Morning Hayley!" Came the deep voice "And you think you are surprised? I had no idea you were so naughty!"
"L...Lukas?" Hayley stuttered, staring at her friends husband standing on the other side of the kitchen table wearing her husbands apron. "What are you doing here?"
"I'm here because you wanted me here" He replied dishes up the rest of the breakfast onto two plates.
"What do you mean?" Hayley asked, confused.
"You ordered me. From synthetics!" He chuckled. "Look I realise that you need to play it coy, and it's very cute, but there's no need for that. We are both adults here! Now let's eat" He said pointing Hayley to a chair where her plate sat.
"You are the synthetic?" She asked sitting at the table. "I don't und..." She paused as Lukas turned away with the frying pan to place it into the sink, only to reveal a smooth black bare bum from behind the apron.
"Oh my god! Lukas? You're naked!" Hayley spat out in shock at the realisation that her friends black husband wasn't wearing anything beneath the apron. The bum was nice, but she couldn't help but be even more impressed with the thick muscular thighs attached to them.
"No" Lukas said, turning around to face her and lifting the apron over his head and dropping it to the ground. "Now I'm naked!"
Hayley couldn't believe her eyes. Lukas's body was perfect. Six foot and two inches of smooth dark brown muscles. He looked like he had been carved by a thousand baby cherubs trying to sculpt the image of a god. But as her eyes tried to take in the breathtaking sight, it was what was dangling low and heavy between those muscular thighs that really caused Hayley to gasp in shock and her heartbeat to soar.
"Jesus Lukas!" Hayley said, staring directly at his cock as hit hung softly in front of her. 'That thing must be 9 inches and as thick as my arm...and he's not even hard' She thought to herself, licking her lips without even knowing it.
"You like?" He asked, stepping to within a couple of inches of Hayley's face.
"Yes...I mean what?" Hayley stuttered, still staring at his beautiful cock. "I mean, Jesus Lukas! why are you naked?" She recovered.
"Im always naked when I'm about my house" He said, sitting down at the table and beginning to eat his breakfast as though everything was normal.
"Well you aren't at home, are you?" Hayley asked, still confused by what had happened.
"This is my home for the next 6 months" He replied "We are going to have some great times together, you and me" He added smiling and then shovelling a fork full of food into his mouth.
"We? There is no we Lukas. I am a married woman. This is all just one big mistake by the synthetic clone place"
"You mean, you didn't order me because you were attracted to me? And curious?" He asked.
"No! Of course not. I'm married to your best friend Ash!" Hayley replied. " I mean, don't get me wrong you are a very attractive guy...or should I say, you are a very attractive clone of a very attractive guy. But I would never do something like that. I love my husband!"
"Well that's fair enough. I'm sorry to have questioned you, we are programmed to make our master happy and I assumed wrong about your intentions" Lukas replied.
"Your master?" Hayley said raising an eyebrow.
"Yes ma'am" Lukas laughed. "What can I do for my master?" He teased.
"How about you do the dishes whilst I phone your stupid company and see what they are going to do about this mess they have gotten us in"
"Alright" Lukas agreed, standing up from the table and bringing his cock back into sight. Hayley again couldn't take his eyes off it as it swung wildly with his movement. 'Surely the real Lukas isn't as big is this?' Hayley questioned herself.
"Don't you want any of this?" Lukas asked, standing naked before her and causing her to refocus.
"emmm no, thanks. I'll get something later" Hayley replied just being able to tear her eyes away from his crotch and then almost being equally distracted by his ripped stomach and muscular chest. "Maybe you should put some clothes on Lukas?"
"If you'd like?" He replied, back turned to her and at the sink. Even from behind she could see his big testicles and cock hanging there. His back was just as muscular as the rest of him, and his ass was good enough to take a bite out of Hayley thought to herself.
"Well maybe after I've phoned the company. See what they say first about sending me Ash!" Hayley replied, thinking that maybe having a naked hunk in front of her washing her dishes for 5 minutes might not be too bad after all.
"Weather is looking rough" Lukas said, looking out of the window by the kitchen sink and seeing the snow falling hard.
"I'm sure it will pass...Hi, I have an issue with my synthetic clone, and would like to talk to someone about it" Hayley answered, then began talking to the customer service worker for several minutes. The whole time she couldn't help but stare at the naked black man doing her dishes right there in front of her.
"What storm?" Hayley asked. "At least a week? You've got to be kidding me?" She said when finding out that all rural deliveries had been temporarily cancelled until the storm had passed, and the weather people were saying this could anywhere between 5 days and a week .
"What am I supposed to do with this one?" Hayley asked, just as Lukas turned around, his cock swinging with him. His torso was no slick from where he had been splashed with the dish water, causing his abdominal muscles to glisten and look even more defined than before.
"Well I can't do that, that seems cruel" Hayley said staring at the hung clone friend of her husband, in response to being told that if she instructs the clone to just sleep in a room and not wake up unless told so, it would do it.
"What did they say?" Lukas asked when she had finally ended the call.
"They said that they can't pick you up until the storm passes. So we will have to make the best of this situation in the meantime." Hayley realised that she had been staring at his cock when she had said that last bit, so she quickly added..."So let me go find you some clothes, can't very well have you swinging that thing about all the time" She joked.
That Evening:
"Hey girl" Sarah said on the other end of the phone.
"Oh Sarah...Hi" Hayley stuttered, feeling slightly guilty that she had not long ago been sitting at her kitchen table staring at Sarahs husbands naked body.
"Uh Oh...did Interrupt some alone time with Ash 2.0?" Sarah laughed.
"What? No of course not! I was just surprised to hear from you is all...I guess maybe I thought you would be unpacking your own toy" Hayley replied, sitting down on her couch on the opposite end from Lukas. She had asked him to remain quiet for the duration of the phone call and of course he would obey.
"Oh don't you worry babe, I already used my toy this morning...and twice this afternoon.." Sarah replied with sass.
"Oh My God Sarah!"
"What? A girls got to get hers too! Besides, he is exactly like Lukas!"
"Exactly?" Hayley wondered, as she turned her gaze to the Lukas clone sitting on her couch. He was wearing some of Ash's clothes, and looked like his muscles were about to incredible hulk there way out of them. Ash's little shorts hugged Lukas's thighs tight and his thick slab of a cock ran down the length and threatened to poke out from the leg opening.
"He kisses the same. Talks dirty the same. Fucks the same! I sometimes forget that this isn't even the real Lukas." Sarah laughed.
"What about...down there?" Hayley asked.
"Exactly the same! Thank god!" Sarah said.
"Thank god?" Hayley continued to press.
"Yeah, Thank god! Between you and me Hayley, Lukas is packing some serious Big Black Cock."
"Sarah!"
"Well, you asked! After taking his foot long for the past few years, there's no way I could go back to what my other boyfriends used to bring to the bedroom. Momma needs her dark sausage" Sarah replied, bursting out laughing. "Anyway, how's Ash 2.0?"
"Oh. They sent me the wrong one!" Hayley said disheartened.
"What, no way? You mean to tell me there is a strange man walking about your house?" Sarah asked shocked. "Is he at least hot?" She added laughing.
"Sarah! I've been told to make up shut down in the spare bedroom and they will come collect him and replace him with Ash when the storms over" Hayley smiled at Lukas who sat in silence, but clearly recognised that Hayley had been instructed to shut him down, but chose not to.
"Oh girl that is rough...Just think of all that sex you are missing out on! Nothing hotter than being stuck in a storm!" Sarah laughed.
"Good night Sarah" Hayley replied rolling her eyes. She wondered for a second what harm it would be if she did fool around with Lukas. He would be gone in a week. Sarah would never know, Ash would never know and even the real Lukas would never know. But she would know...'But that doesn't mean I can't have my own fun' She thought to herself.
"Thank you for not shutting me down" Lukas said when she had finally hung up the phone.
"Don't thank me just yet Lukas, you don't know how tough of a slave master I can be" Hayley laughed.
"Oh yeah? Try me!" Lukas said confidently.
"First, a refill please" She said holding her near empty glass of red win out.



"Anything else I can do for you?" He asked once he had poured her a new glass.
"Actually, yes. The carpet could do with a hoovering."
"Your wish is my command" Lukas replied sarcastically with a grin.
"Lukas!" Hayley shouted, interrupting his hoovering. "I don't want you to rip that top, take it off" she said staring at him lustfully as he struggled to pull it over his muscular physique and over his head.
Hayley lay admiring the view as the black hunk hoovered her living room carpet. Her eyes forever wandering down to the bulge in those tight shorts. It looked like a giant snake fighting with the fabric, trying to escape. 'It need fresh air. It needs to be let loose. The world deserves to see this thing. I deserve to see this thing.' She told herself.
"Lukas?" She shouted again, causing him to turn off the hoover and look at her.
"Lose the shorts"
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"Why are up and pruning yourself so early?" Barry asked looking over at his gorgeous wife who was sat in her silk robe, blowing drying and brushing her long, thick brunette hair just the way she liked to do when she was going out for a nice meal or somewhere fancy.
"I still have some work stuff that needs doing whilst the office is closed." Zoe answered, concentrating on getting it just right. Usually she would spend no time at all on her hair, often just wearing it tied in a pony tail, but she really felt the need to look her best today.
"Well you look amazing dear..." Barry said, kissing his wife softly on her cheek. "My naughty stripper!" He added with a shit eating grin on his face.
"Barry!" Zoe complained "Last night...Last night was fun. But it's only for special times. don't go expecting me to be involved in your role play fantasies every night!" She argued, feeling proud that she had so far to this point, convinced him that these were all his fantasies and not any of her own.
"Last night was pretty amazing though!" Barry said matter of factly. "And you? You were incredible honey. It was like you were really a slutty stripper who was really into the whole black guy thing.You were really convincing." He beamed proudly.
"Well I'm just glad I managed to keep up the act long enough to convince you." She lied. "Now hurry up and get going, you're going to be late." She frowned, seeing the clock was near 7 and just 15 minutes away from her patients visit.
Once her husband was gone she began to go dress. She picked up the plain white panties and functional support bra she had laid out for herself and frowned. Something inside her was telling her that these didn't belong. Not today. Not to her. Something was changing deep inside her very being. She wasn't just the plain married professional she had been portraying all these years. She was a desirable, sexual women. And she needed to dress like one.
Zoe slid the sheer black panties up her smooth legs and over her sex. She admired her dark bush through them, and had a thought that maybe she ought to trim or even shave her pubes. But for now she liked the way you could see her hair through the underwear. She turned slightly to show herself her nice big round bum in the mirror and liked the way that the G string from the panties disappeared into her butt crack and made her, and anyone else who would ever see it, want to lower their heads to look to where it had disappeared to!
Next she slipped on up her legs the thigh high stockings with their sleek, black finish and deep floral lace tops. Attaching the suspenders she ran her hands over herself as she admired her legs and the seductive sight she was seeing.
On top she slipped over herself the seductively sheer mesh bustier to match. With no bra to support, her tits sat freely but well hugged by the tight bustier, jiggling around whoever she moved. Her nipples were erect and she couldn't help but roll them through her fingers when she saw them through the bustier. She was turned on by the thought of someone seeing her in these. And that someone, wasn't her husband. And as if like clockwork, the doorbell rang.
"Shit!" Zoe snapped, realising she had lost track of time. She popped on her silk robe, tying it tight around the waist so it crept up slightly on her thighs just millimetres below the point were the stockings and suspenders were. And hugged her large bust tightly to the point they looked like they could spill out at any moment.
She fixed her hair one last time and checked her make up before darting downstairs just as the bell rang a second time.
"Nate! I'm so sorry, I lost track of time. Come on in." Zoe said smiling warmly at her next door neighbour.
"No need to apologise Dr Z, you were worth the wait." The charming black kid replied eying up his sexy doctor and liking what he saw.
"I'm sorry, I didn't have time to dress properly." Zoe said acting embarrassing, but in truth she felt butterflies and excitement over Nates comments and lustful stares.
"You won't hear me complaining." Nate said taking in another look. "Besides, this is your week off, you shouldn't have to be stuck wearing your office clothes, just because of my stupid problems." Nate added, making sure he didn't push her too far with the obvious flirting. "You wear as much or as little as you like Doc, this is your vacation." He said, unable to help himself.
"Thanks Nate." Zoe blushed. "And your problem isn't stupid. How are you feeling this morning?"
"Like someone has kicked me in the balls." Nate replied
"That bad?" Zoe said sadly, almost feeling the pain for him. "Well don't you worry, we are going to get to the bottom of this. I promise you that I'll help you find a solution to all this. We just need to start with these samples."
"Lets do it." Nate said enthusiastically.
"Come up stairs, I'll set you up in the spare room." Zoe said, turning and leading Nate up the stairs.
Nate couldn't believe his eyes as he walked up the stairs behind his Doctor. With every step she took the robe rid up the back of her leg just enough for him to see the black stockings and the connecting suspender, just as his eyes would get a good look, it would disappear back behind the robe again, and the stocking and suspender on the other leg would appear.
It was the sexiest sight Nate had ever seen and to make it even more erotic, the robe seemed to be hugging Doctor Monroes big firm ass almost like she was wearing exercise pants.
"Well here's the cup!" Zoe said once they were in the spare bedroom, handing him a sample cup 3 times as large as the regular ones. "Hopefully it's big enough! But if not, I've laid some towels out for you."
She couldn't help but drop her eyes to the black kids crotch, just for a second, and then she had to do a double take at the bulge in his pants. He was clearly sporting a massive erection.
"I'll leave you to it." She said leaving the room and walking back to her bedroom. She caught her reflection in the mirror and gasped at the sight of the tight the robe was hugging her curvy figure and of the black stockings just peeking out from underneath the robe.
'He was hard for me!' She told herself proudly, despite her blushing face. She bit her lip as she felt her nipples hardening at that thought and stretching the sheer bustier. 'Fuck I'm horny' She said to herself, feeling the warmth and wetness between her thighs.
She sat down on the edge of her bed, feeling half alive with excitement and half sexually frustrated. She pictured Nate standing naked, stroking his beautiful big cock and couldn't believe he was doing it just down the hallway in her spare bedroom. She wished she was there to supervise him and wished she had told him that for the integrity of the sample she needed to be!
"What the hell is wrong with me?" She asked herself out loud when she noticed she had been ever so gently rubbing her pussy through her panties. "But fuck does it feel good!" She added, upping the pressure and the pace a bit.
She glanced over at the drawer where she kept 'Little Nate' and considered getting it out and stuffing her pussy the way it needed. The way it was begging to be! But she took a deep breath and resisted the temptation, knowing Nate could be finished any minute now.
After what seemed like an eternity of waiting and thinking of Nate jerking off, gently and unconsciously rubbing her pussy, realising what she had been doing and stopping. Before starting over the whole process again. She finally started to think that he must be finished by now.
She quietly crept bare footed along the carpeted hallway towards the spare bedroom with no plan on what her next move. Would she call out? Or would she press her ear up against the door to listen in and try to figure out if he was still jacking it. But when she got to the door, the decision was made for her.
Zoe couldn't believe that it was half open. 'Surely I closed it behind myself?' She tried to think. 'Or he would have closed it himself.' she told herself. 'He must be finished then.' She told herself As she approached the opening.
"Fucking sexy bitch!" She heard Nate say, just as her head popped into the doorway. Causing Zoe to gasp. At first she thought she had been caught peeking, and then when she saw his back turned to her, she thought he must have snuck someone into her house. The truth however would turn out to be a lot more shocking.
Zoe stood like a dear in headlights in the doorway as her next door neighbours kid continued to stroke himself. He was clearly getting close as he was upping his pace and breathing harder.
"Gonna cum all over those big white Titties." he said, seemingly into his hand.
'He must have porn on his phone' Zoe told herself. "Oh my!" She whispered to herself as the giant black kid fell to his knees, so his body was now turned side on towards Zoe, and onto the towels she had laid out for him.
This caused Zoe to get the perfect side on view of his huge cock as he continued to stroke it faster and faster, his hand almost becoming a blur. He held what appeared to be a photograph in his hand, before he set it on the towel just in front of himself and picked up the cup.
"You sexy slut. Take my fucking load!" He yelled as his orgasm hit and a huge spurt of cum hit the back of the cup so hard Zoe could hear the noise it made hitting the plastic. His orgasms were clearly huge and uncontrollable as his legs shook and his hand eye coordination with his big cock and the cup began to struggle, load after load of cum began spraying out in such volume that Zoe could see it all as if she was standing right underneath it. Every 3rd spurt he would lose his control and it would land on the towel, before he recovered and repositioned the cup. By the 10th huge spurt he was spent. The cup was full. The towel was soaked and his photo was covered.
"My god!" Zoe said stunned at the doorway. She knew she should have walked away, but it had been like watching a life changing moment and being able to do nothing but stand in shock. She even stepped into the room.
"Doctor Monroe...I didn't rea..." Nate began startled almost falling over and dropping the cup.
"I can't believe...how much...so much cum!!" Zoe said incoherently as her hand reached out and took the cup out of Nate's hand. She was in so much shock at what she had just saw that she didn't even realise she wasn't wearing any gloves.
She held the cup up before her eyes, staring into the thick white baby batter in amazement.
"Yeah the morning load is always the worst" Nate said
"Or the best." Zoe answered, almost as if she had forgot there was someone else there.
"Pardon?" Nate asked
"I mean...it's...I've just never seen so much. Sorry. Here, let me get the lid on this." She looked around and spotted it on the bedside drawer.
"Listen Nate, I'm sorry to have walked in on you like that. I just saw the door was opened and thought you were finished."
"That's alright, I thought I was to keep it open so that I couldn't 'cheat' or something." He laughed. "Anyway, let me clean up this mess." He added with concern.
"Oh don't be silly, I'll clean this up..." She started, looking down at the towels and then spotting the polaroid, half covered in the black kids cum. She recognised the bed set, and the black sheer Chantilly lace-trim Babydoll she was wearing as she was laying seductively her head back in ecstasy, her chest pushed up in the air as she pushed her big tits together.
In one way, Zoe was relieved that she was at least covered up in the photo, and hadn't been nude. But in an other she realised it was one of the most sexual, dirty and animalistic photos she had ever seen. She never knew her husband had such talent with a camera, though the subject matter wasn't too bad either, she thought to herself.
"I'm so sorry Mrs Monroe." Nate began, "I just saw it under the pillow there and I couldn't help myself, you look so sexy and I needed to cum so badly it hurt."
'Barry must have been jacking it off in here!' Zoe thought to herself.
"Well I guess anyone would do the same. Put in a room to masturbate, I guess it's only reasonable to think that you would masturbate to any photo of a woman you found. Don't worry about it." She replied, whilst thinking about the 'Fucking sexy Bitch' and 'gonna cum all over those big white titties' comments he made.
"I'm sorry you had to see such a photo. It was a one off treat for my husband." She continued.
"Well your husband is the luckiest man in the world." Nate said, standing and struggling to squeeze his black python back into his underwear.
"Thank you Nate." She said, her heart pounding and feeling light headed by the whole event. "Listen, why don't you see yourself out whilst I deal with this sample. And i'll see you again at lunchtime?" She said holding up the sample and walking towards the bedroom door in her robe.
"Look forward to it." Nate said eying up her ass as it wiggled and those smooth tanned legs.
As soon as she heard the front door close, Zoe pulled out her dildo, jumped on the bed, pulled her panties to one side and stuffed her sodden wet cunt with it. She writhed in both the ecstasy of her little pussy being stretched and the agony of having to settle for 'little Nate' instead of the real thing. That glorious big black cock could give her another 3 or 4 inches of pleasure! It's girth would stretch her unlike ever before. Those huge testicles would hose down her womb with his hot baby batter. And that's when she turned to see the big cup full of Nates semen.
She reached over and popped off the lid, inhaling the manly scent as she did so. She slowly brought her forefinger and middle finger to the edge of the cup, hesitating for just a second, before lowering them into the young teenagers warm gooey spunk. She slowly rotated her fingers and then lifted them, as if to test it's consistency.
"So thick!" She said, mentally comparing it to her own husbands weak water looking semen.
She put put four fingers deep into the creamy sample, scooping a load into her hand and then began to coat the end of her dildo with it. When she was done, she shoved her now wet glistening and cum lubed dildo back deep insider her pussy. Her two fingers came back to the cup one last time until they were coated. As she fucked herself with the cum soaked dildo with one hand, she brought her fingers up and into her mouth and begun sucking on them hungrily, lapping up Nates cum, the taste and the naughtiness of her actions sent her close to the edge, and as soon as she started thinking about Nate's big cock sending blast after blast of cum she started at first to imagine it all landing on her body, but then she soon imagined feeling his cock lodged deep inside her little pussy, unloading and hosing down her fertile womb with his potent semen. It sent her into a wild orgasm that rocked through her entire body, causing her pussy to spasm and clamp down on 'little nate' whilst it was buried deep inside her.
"Soooo Good!" She moaned as mini orgasms shot through her each time her pussy spasmed around the Dildo.
Not satisfied with just one orgasm, she began plotting her next one. A wicked idea crossed her mind causing her to smile. Once she had recovered she soon found herself in front of the computer and searching for a couple of new toys.
Having found a couple of shops near by that sold what she was looking for, Zoe didn't even bother to dress properly. She just threw on a long thick jacket and jumped in her car. She felt dirty when she saw her reflection in the mirror. But in a good way. Her hair was dishevelled, and her eyes were hungry with desire. She could still feel the stickiness of Nates cum on her fingers, and taste him in her mouth. She felt like she was finally getting to know herself.
She picked up the two items she needed pretty fast and easily, but it wasn't until she was about to walk out of the second store that she encountered a familiar face.
"Hey, how's the underwear working out?" The voice said.
Zoe turned in shock to see a face that she recognised but didn't quite put two and two together at first.
"I'm sorry?" She frowned.
"'Hung!'" Brad said, refreshing her mind.
"Oh right, the guy from the underwear store." Zoe remembered, recalling the handsome athletic kid who had help choose out some underwear for her to get Nate to try on.
"They are great thanks, he loves them. Really makes a difference." Zoe said answering his original question.
"Yeah they really help me out." Brad boasted.
"Right!" Zoe replied, recalling how disappointed she was with his bulge.
"So what say the two of us go grab some coffee?" The cocky kid tried.
"Thanks, but I have some place to be." Zoe answered as she began to slowly walk towards the door, without seeming too rude.
"I bet wherever that is, isn't as much fun as I could give you."
Zoe stopped in her tracks and raised her eyebrows thinking for a second. She made sure no one else could see and then said 'fuck it' to herself.
"Honey, You couldn't handle me...Only a man could handle this" Zoe said as she opened up her long coat to reveal the sheer stockings, suspenders and bustier outfit she had on underneath. "Not some little boy!" She hissed as she closed her coat back up and made for the exit.
"Jesus Christ!" She heard the kid say as she walked away laughing to herself.
Back at the house she dropped one box under the bed, "One for Barry." she said. And the other she began to open in her lap. "And one for Nate." She added, before getting to work on figuring the thing out.
Lunchtime:
"Hey...Doc" Nate said, surprised to see that his sexy next door neighbor was still wearing her sexy silk robe, and that her hair now looked wild and messy like she had been having sex all morning.
"Ni Nate, come on up." Zoe said, leading the black kid back up the stairs.
"Listen...I wanted to apologise again...for the whole photo thing...I just couldn't..." Nate began, unable to keep his eyes off the sexy sight of his doctors legs in those stockings and suspenders, that seemed to be on display even more than they had been before.
"There's nothing to apologise for, it's my stupid husbands fault for leaving it out in the first place." Zoe replied reaching the top of the stairs. "If anything it's kind of a compliment!" She smiled at Nate as he joined her there.
"Go ahead into the spare room and do your thing, I'll be right down the hallway in my bedroom. Just give me a shout when you are finished and all set." She smiled.
Nate smiled back and disappeared into the spare room. He went to close the door, then decided he quite liked the idea of having Dr Monroe 'catching' him at it again, so once again he left it half open. When he got inside he noticed that she had put down new towels. Then he spotted a polaroid on the bedside table.
"Sexy bitch wants me to cum to her." Zoe heard Nate say. She saw him reaching for the photo and picking it up. She had chosen a less pornographic photograph to leave out, but she still looked sexy in that red dress, with her smooth tanned long legs on display and a huge amount of cleavage ready to spill out of the plunging neckline.
"Works perfectly!" She said, as she lay back with her head on the pillow, her robe opened, one hand slowly beginning to pull and play with a nipple through her sheer bustier, and the other hand placing the laptop down beside herself.
She had set up the camera with in built mic on her chest of drawers. Built inside an alarm clock there was no way for Nate or anyone else to know it was there. And the Live HD feed and sound straight to her laptop, made it seem as though she was standing just 5 years away from the scene.
"Mmmmmm." Zoe moaned to herself as Nate began to strip off and her hand began to explore south towards her needy and soaked pussy.



"Dirty boy." She said, as she saw Nate spitting in his hand before trying to coat his cock with the saliva. 'Need to get him some Lube.' She noted to herself, though she loved the animistic way in which he used his own spit.
Zoe reached for 'Little Nate' as soon as Big Nate was being tugged on at full speed. She rubbed the head up and down her slit, her lips opening and when the cock-end was coated in her slimy juices she ran it up and over her clit repeatedly. Slow and gentle at first, before picking up the speed and applying more pressure until she could feel an orgasm building up inside her.
Her hips were gyrating, grinding her ass into the bed, like she was trying to ride an imaginary cock inside her. She could feel she was close to cumming now, and brought the head of the dildo back down to her entrance, as she gyrated on it, it was as if her pussy was trying to suck that black cock inside it. Like it was telling it, 'this is where you belong'.
Zoe couldn't wait any longer, she slid the 9 inch dildo deep inside her tight wet snatch and right at that moment...
"Sexy fucking slut!" Nate said jerking his massive cock harder to the photo. This sent Zoe over the edge as a huge orgasm ripped through her body and she let out an audible moan. For a second she saw Nate stop and his head turn towards the door.
She lay there still, panicked, but her pussy still spasming around 'Little Nate'. Part of her was scared she might get caught, but a bigger part of her was excited by the prospect of Nate coming through to her room with his big cock and balls swinging, to check that she was alright. She needn't have worried however, as Nate was soon back to stroking that monster.
Zoe's eyes were glued to the screen the whole time as she recovered from that orgasm. Her hand began to slowly fuck herself with the Dildo. As she saw Nate picking up the pace with his stroking, she began to pick up the pace with her self fucking. He was getting close to cumming, she could tell.
"That's my boy, give me that sample!" She said to the screen.
"Gonna give you this big load Dr Z" Nate said, hoping that Zoe was listening or watching from the door, as he dropped to his knees readying himself.
"Yessss. Give me that load!" Zoe answered him, frantically shoving 'Little Nate' harder and faster into her hungry pussy.
"Gonna cum all over those big ass tits, you sexy bitch!" Nate replied.
"Yessss. Give me all that cum! Pleaseee!" Zoe squealed
"Fuckkkkkk!" Bellowed Nate, unleashing a huge torrent of cum all over Zoe and her red dress. The second jet spurted way into the air and completely out of control as the kid tried to find the sample cup. He managed to get to the cup just in time for the 3rd and subsequent loads of cum sprayed from his giant cock to fill up the cup completely once again.
"Cummmming!" Zoe moaned again at the sight of all that cum exploding from the black stud in her spare bedroom. The black stud who was jacking his huge cock and unleashing the biggest load of cum she had ever seen, and doing it over her. It made her feel wild! And it made her squirt, the fluid leaking all down the dildo shaft and creating a wet pool on the bed.
Zoe lay there half in a daze for a good few minutes. Her head swimming with thoughts of Nate. Nate and his cock. Nate and his big load. She wasn't sure which of those two were turning her on more, the idea of being stretched and fucked by something so big and powerful, or the idea of having all that potent cum exploding deep inside her, and potentially, finally knocking her up.
'How I long for a baby.' She thought to herself for a second.
"Zoe?" Nate called, regaining her attention.
"One moment!" She called back, surprised to see that he was no longer on her screen and must have changed already. She shuddered and writhed as she pulled 'Little Nate' out of her soaking pussy. Struggling to stand, she did her robe up as best she could, not even bothering to pull her panties back over to cover her pussy properly, and made her way to the bedroom door.
"How did it go?" She asked looking flustered as she entered the hallway.
"Great" Nate replied. "I had some pretty good inspiration!" He added with a smile, referring to the photo.
"Well whatever works" Zoe answered, not sure that was the wisest response, but too high from her orgasm to think of a better retort.
"You ok Zoe?" Nate asked, nodding towards her hand and robe.
"Oh...Yeah." Zoe stuttered, looking at her slimy wet hand and the wet patch on her robe. "Juice box accident!" She lied just as a trickle of her own juices slowly began to run down her inner thigh.
"Squirted everywhere!" She smiled knowingly.
"Well looks like you made a heck of a mess." Nate said.
"That makes two of us then." Zoe teased, looking into the spare room making Nate burst out with laughter.
"So I'll see you after practice tonight?" Nate asked.
"I'll look forward to it!" Zoe smiled, hoping her husband would be working late.
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The moment Zoe opened the front door, she could tell something was off.
"Hey Doc," Nate said, standing there in his usual tight grey hoodie and athletic shorts, but this time he looked a little pained.
"Nate, you alright? Come in," Zoe said, immediately stepping aside.
He limped slightly as he walked in. "Tweaked my wrist during practice. Coach says it's probably just a sprain."
"Oh no," Zoe said, ushering him straight into the living room. "Let me see. Sit down."
Nate sat on the couch and held out his arm. His skin was warm beneath her touch, his massive frame dwarfed the couch as he shifted, trying to get comfortable.
She gently examined his wrist, turning it from side to side. "Looks mild. I can bandage it up for you, but you should still get imaging to be sure."
"Yeah, I will," Nate said, watching her closely. "But I guess that's the sperm sample routine out the window for now, huh?"
Zoe looked up at him, blinking. The sample collection. The morning. The lunchtime. And now... "You mean because of your wrist?"
"Yeah, I can't do it left-handed," he said with a shy laugh. "Tried once when I hurt myself before. Nothing."
Zoe hesitated, caught somewhere between clinical duty and something much, much murkier. Her heart began to race. She could already smell the faint mix of sweat and his musky cologne from their earlier encounter. And now this... helplessness in his voice. The ache.
"Well," she said, trying to keep her tone neutral, "we can't let the data set fall apart halfway through. I suppose... as your physician, I could find a way to assist." Her voice wavered slightly at the end.
Nate said nothing, but his eyebrows lifted slowly. He sat up straighter. His good hand rested on his thigh.
"Just until you're recovered," Zoe added quickly.
In her office upstairs, the tension was electric. Zoe pulled on a pair of latex gloves, the sound snapping the silence. Nate stood in front of her, tall, broad-shouldered, quiet.
"You can lower your shorts," she said, barely above a whisper.
Nate's fingers slid into the waistband and pulled them down in one smooth motion. His semi was already forming, heavy and thick. Her breath hitched involuntarily. Even half-hard, it was intimidating.
Zoe reached out, her gloved hand wrapping gently around the shaft. It was hot, solid, with a weight that surprised her. She had to use both hands to truly manage it. As she stroked slowly, she could feel the veins pulsing beneath the surface. She coated the mammoth cock in lubricant, though she wondered if she even needed to with the amount of pre-cum leaking from its tip. She couldn't help but stare at it with a look of pure fascination and lust. Every vein. Every ridge.
She was familiarising herself more with her neighbour's cock than she had ever done with her husband's penis. It was just far more incredible. Beautiful. Masculine. Enticing. The slick, sloppy sexual sounds of her actions brought her mind back to reality, and she noticed that she had begun stroking his big, thick cock with both hands -- faster, with more vigour and enthusiasm.
"Does that feel okay?" she asked, voice husky.
"Feels amazing," Nate murmured, his eyes locked on hers. "Better than I ever imagined."
She didn't scold him. She didn't remind him to stay professional. Instead, her hands kept moving, her fingers tightening just slightly. The friction of the latex enhanced every glide. Zoe felt the moisture soiling her own panties. She was wet. And she was enjoying this.
As his cock swelled, thickening, lengthening in her hands, Zoe found herself leaning closer, drawn to it like a moth to flame. She wanted this as much as Nate did. She bit her lip, her pulse drumming in her ears.
"I think I'm gonna..." Nate began, voice strained. She reached for the cup instinctively, positioning it just in time--But not for the first shot.
The first heavy spurt shot high, smacking the top of her blouse and collarbone, leaving a glistening trail of white heat. She gasped, blinking, but didn't stop. Her hands kept stroking. Her grip adjusted and she aimed him toward the cup, catching the second, third, fourth torrent. It filled rapidly.
When it was over, Zoe was left breathless. His cock pulsed once more in her hands as the last few drops trickled out. His cock lost a little of its hardness, but none of its magnificence as it glistened gloriously with a mixture of lube, cum and sweat. Zoe realised she was still stroking it softly. Lovingly. Lustfully.
She looked down at her blouse, damp and translucent where the cum had hit. Her nipples were stiff beneath the fabric. Her cheeks flushed.
"Shit... I'm sorry, Doc," Nate said, genuinely.
"No," Zoe said, her voice low and panting hard. "That was perfect...more than adequate for analysis."
Later, in the bathroom, Zoe stripped out of her blouse and tossed it into the sink. Her chest was still flushed. She leaned over the counter, breathing slowly, trying to settle herself.
Her hands, gloved or not, had just stroked off her next door neighbour's son. And she liked it. She wanted more. She didn't know if it was the thrill, the danger, or the raw heat of that cock in her hand, pulsing with life... but something had awakened inside her.
She checked her phone, almost on autopilot. A notification from JustDoctors.
Dr. JJ: "Volume reports like that confirm significant overproduction. Make sure collection remains consistent. Also note: psychological factors may enhance production. Closeness. Trust. Comfort. These are key variables."
Zoe stared at the message. Something about the language struck her. It was medical, yes. But oddly... familiar? Reassuring. Like someone who knew her.
She closed the message and looked in the mirror again. Was she developing feelings? Was this lust? Curiosity? What the hell was she doing?
That night at dinner, Barry rambled on about a new IT upgrade at work. Zoe nodded, smiling when expected, but her thoughts were elsewhere. Across the yard.
She looked down at her fork and realised she'd sliced her chicken into perfect, uniform pieces. Like her thoughts, dissected and controlled. But today wasn't controlled. Today had been... something else. She caught herself smiling.
"You're quiet tonight," Barry noted.
"Just a little tired," she replied. Her phone buzzed in her lap.
Nate: "Thanks again today, Doc. You're really taking care of me. Looking forward to tomorrow morning."
She swallowed. Hard. "My pleasure. Me too," she typed back. Then paused. Deleted. Rewrote.Zoe: "You're welcome. See you bright and early."
As Barry prattled on, Zoe's mind was already racing. Planning.
Later that evening, after dinner and a glass of wine, Zoe sat curled on the couch with her legs tucked under her. She wore a soft robe now, different from the one that had seen action earlier, and pretended to focus on the film Barry had put on. Her body still hummed from the day's events -- the heat of Nate's cock in her hand, the look on his face as he'd spilled for her, the thrill of doing something so wildly inappropriate and yet intoxicatingly right.
She hadn't stopped thinking about it. And now, sitting beside Barry while he sipped his drink with that easy, clueless smile, she could feel the wetness stirring again. But it wasn't for him. Not really.
"Hey," Barry said, turning toward her, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "You know... if you're not too exhausted from all that 'doctor work' today..."
Zoe raised a brow. "Oh?"
"I was just thinking... we haven't done a scene in a few days," he said, grinning like a schoolboy asking to stay up late. "Maybe that hot, wild stripper from last week could make a house call?"
Zoe gave a soft, knowing laugh. "Barry..."
He leaned in closer. "You were so damn sexy. I still think about how you talked to me. So dirty... I don't know where that came from, but god, it was incredible."
Where did it come from? Zoe almost laughed. If only he knew.
She sighed like a woman humoring her husband, but something in her smirk gave her away. "Fine. Just one little scene. I've had a long day..."
She rose from the couch, untied the robe slowly, and let it slide off her shoulders. Barry gasped. Beneath, she wore the same sheer bustier and stockings she'd worn earlier -- now freshened up, but just as obscene.
"Jesus, Zoe..." he whispered. "You really... wow."
She walked to the middle of the living room and struck a pose. "So what's your fantasy tonight, birthday boy?" she asked, slipping back into that sultry tone that drove him wild.
Barry sat up straighter, eyes glued to her curves. "How about... I'm the lonely husband home from work. And you're the sexy neighbor who saw me through the window and decided to come over and... keep me company."
Zoe turned her back to him, slowly swaying her hips. Not a bad twist, she thought. Her inner voice whispered that it wasn't Barry she was imagining looking through that window. It was her peeking into a fantasy -- a room where Nate's cock was in her hand, heavy and pulsing, her body thrumming as he moaned under her touch.
"Poor thing," she murmured, turning slowly and climbing onto Barry's lap. "So lonely. So needy." She ground her hips lightly against his boxer shorts, feeling his arousal pressing up beneath her. Small. Manageable. Easy.
Not like Nate. Nate had been impossible to wrap her fingers around. Nate had pulsed with heat. With danger. With potential.
"Do you think about me?" she asked Barry, eyes fluttering shut as she moved against him.
"Every damn second," he breathed. "Especially when you act like this."
Zoe reached down and pulled the toy from under the couch -- the same black dildo Barry had grown so fond of using. She kissed the tip, slowly, while her eyes stayed locked on his. He shuddered.
"You're so into this thing," she teased. "Are you sure it doesn't make you feel... inadequate?"
"Not when it's you using it," he whispered. "Makes me feel lucky."
Zoe turned, straddled his lap, and reached between her legs. She slid the toy inside herself slowly, savoring the stretch. Her body welcomed it like an old friend. Her moan was real -- not for Barry's benefit, but because her body had been craving that sensation all day.
"That's it..." Barry said, already panting as he stroked himself watching her. "God, baby, you look amazing. You are so good at acting out these scenes!"
You have no idea, Zoe thought. This was no longer acting to her.
She began to ride the toy with purpose, her breasts bouncing in their sheer confines, her mouth slightly open as she focused not on the man watching her, but the man she wished was there instead. Her mind flooded with memories of Nate's heavy length slapping against her chest, the heat of it, the slick slide of precum, the animal way he groaned when she touched him.
Barry didn't matter in that moment. He was the audience. But Nate... Nate was the star.
"Oh fuck... I'm gonna--" Barry started, jerking faster.
Zoe's pace quickened, her voice catching in her throat. "That's it... just watch me," she panted. "Watch me ride this big cock... pretend it's yours."
Barry let out a moan and came, messy and quick. Zoe didn't stop. Her orgasm hit seconds later, not from his voice, but from the scene in her head -- the memory of Nate's eyes locked on hers as she stroked him, the look on his face as he exploded for her.
When they both caught their breath, Barry smiled at her, breathless. "You're incredible."
Zoe leaned in and kissed his cheek softly. "Anything for my husband," she whispered... But in her mind, her lips were still wrapped around someone else.
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The river glittered beneath the late afternoon sun, lazy and glass-smooth where it curved around the forested bend. Birdsong echoed from the canopy above. The air was warm, humid, rich with the scent of pine and distant water. It was the kind of place you couldn't get to without effort. No cell service. No roads. Just wild beauty, deep woods, and the soft sound of current moving.
Lily stepped out of the SUV and stretched, her arms rising overhead, long and lean in a white tank top that clung to her torso, damp with sweat from the ride. Her shorts rode up slightly, showing off smooth, sun-kissed legs and the gentle round of her ass. She adjusted the sunglasses on her face and looked around at the dense trees and winding trail that led down to the riverbank.
"This is incredible," she said, mostly to herself.
Jake was already unloading the gear, efficient as always. "If we make camp before sunset, we'll be in great shape," he said, glancing back at her with that easy, earnest smile. Lily smiled in return, warm but distant. She loved Jake. She did. But his excitement about waterproof bags and trail mix was not exactly doing much to stir her blood.
Then she felt it--that shift in the air, that invisible pull. A presence behind her.
Marcus.
He stepped down from the backseat of the other car with a slow, practiced ease. His broad shoulders rolled as he stretched, and the tight black t-shirt across his chest looked like it was trying not to tear. Cargo shorts hung low on narrow hips, thick thighs moving with lazy grace as he walked around the vehicle to grab a pack.
Lily turned--casual, not too fast--and got her first real look at him in motion.
Goddamn.
He was even more massive than she remembered from the few photos Jake had shown her. He had that kind of effortless confidence, like his body was something the earth had built itself. His skin gleamed in the sunlight, smooth and dark and warm-looking. His face was calm, unreadable. But his eyes--when they passed over her, briefly--held something.
Not overt. Not inappropriate.
But aware.
Lily felt her stomach tighten. A little flicker low in her belly.
"Hey," he said simply, setting the pack on the ground with one hand. His voice was deep, smooth, but quiet. Controlled.
"Hi," she said, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear. "We finally meet."
Marcus gave her a small nod. "Been meaning to for a while. Jake talks about you a lot."
"Hopefully good things."
"Only good things," he said, and smiled--just enough to show the corner of his mouth. Not a full grin. Just enough to make her feel like he was holding something back.
Jake clapped him on the back. "C'mon, man. Let's get the kayaks down there."
Riley bounded out of the other vehicle behind Marcus, colorful hair pulled into two messy buns. "You guys can do the heavy lifting. Lily and I are gonna scope out the campsite."
"Deal," Lily said quickly, grateful for the moment to move--to shake off whatever just passed through her like a jolt.
But she felt it. That awareness. That weight behind his gaze.
And worse--she felt her body responding.
As they made their way down to the riverside, laughing, working, preparing for the night ahead, Lily couldn't help but sneak one more glance at Marcus as he bent to lift a kayak.
The muscles in his arms flexed. The fabric of his shirt stretched taut over his back. And something about the way his shorts shifted made it impossible not to notice--he was big. Not just tall, not just broad.
Big.
Lily swallowed and looked away fast, cheeks warm.
It was going to be a long, interesting weekend.
-----------
The campfire crackled softly, casting shadows that danced across the trees and played along Lily's bare thighs. She sat cross-legged in a low camp chair, a tin cup of wine in one hand, her other arm draped loosely over her knees. The firelight painted her skin in a warm, flickering bronze, catching on the subtle sheen of sweat still clinging to her after the hike.
She was striking in a way that snuck up on you.
Not loud. Not flashy. But magnetic.
Her body was slim, athletic--built from movement and quiet discipline. A yoga teacher's grace in every shift of her posture, every stretch of her limbs. Her tank top clung to her torso, thin from use, damp in places from exertion. It revealed a flat stomach, toned but not hard, with that one beautiful line down the center that made Marcus's jaw flex the first time he noticed it.
Her breasts were small, perfectly shaped beneath the thin cotton--no bra, no need. Her nipples pressed gently against the fabric now, catching his attention like a whisper against his skin. Her ass was a peach of a thing, tight and high, emphasized by the way her shorts hugged her hips and pulled ever so slightly when she crossed her legs. No exaggerated curves--just that lithe, elegant tension of a body that was meant to move.
And she moved without realizing it. Adjusting, flexing, teasing in the way only someone completely unaware of their effect could manage.
Marcus noticed.
He noticed everything.
She wasn't looking at him now, too busy listening to Riley's ramble about river safety and tequila. But he watched the firelight dance on her collarbones, the curve of her neck, the lazy flick of her ankle where it bounced in the air.
Jake leaned close to her, brushed something from her thigh, and Marcus's eyes narrowed just slightly.
Lily smiled at Jake, a fond smile--but absent. Her eyes drifted again. Just a flicker.
And when they met Marcus's gaze across the fire, the breath caught in her chest.
There it was again. That dense, electric silence between them.
Something she hadn't asked for.
Something she couldn't deny.
The morning mist hung low over the forest like a secret waiting to be told. The river, once glassy and serene, now had a restless current, dark and fast, rushing with the weight of recent rains.
They launched just after sunrise--two kayaks slicing into the river's surface, gear packed tight, spirits high. Jake and Riley in one boat. Marcus and Lily in the other. It had made the most sense. Lily had never kayaked before, and Marcus was strong, steady, experienced. The protector.
Lily sat in front, legs outstretched, her paddle dipping rhythmically into the water. The air was cool but pleasant, her damp tank top clinging to her back. She could feel Marcus behind her--not just the power of his strokes but the presence of him. Solid. Unshakable. He didn't speak much, but he didn't have to.
They drifted through narrow bends, rocky narrows, and shallow drops. Then came a sharp curve in the river. The current thickened, twisting like a living thing.
Lily heard Marcus mutter behind her, "Tight turn. Stay low."
She braced instinctively--but it came too fast. A jagged jut of rock, a violent tug, and the kayak lurched hard to the side.
"Shit!" she gasped.
In a heartbeat, they were upside down.
Cold, crushing water swallowed her whole.
Lily kicked, panicked, disoriented as the rapids dragged her like a ragdoll. For one terrifying second, she couldn't breathe--then her head broke the surface and she gasped, coughing, flailing, trying to find her bearings.
Strong arms grabbed her--Marcus. He was already kicking toward the bank, dragging her through the current.
Minutes blurred. Wet limbs scrambled up onto slippery mud, hearts pounding, lungs burning.
Lily collapsed on all fours, drenched and shivering. Her chest heaved with each breath. Her clothes clung to her body like a second skin, tank top nearly translucent, shorts hugging her tighter than ever.
"You okay?" Marcus's voice cut through the roar of the river, calm but intense.
She looked up at him. Water streamed from his shoulders and down his bare arms. His shirt was gone. Torn away or ditched--either way, his body gleamed with wetness, every muscle carved like it had been poured into him.
"I--I think so," she said, breath shaky.
He scanned the river. No sign of Jake or Riley.
But in the distance, bobbing far downstream, their second kayak appeared for just a moment--upright, intact--but impossibly far away. Then it vanished around a bend.
"They're alive," Marcus said. "That was them."
Lily nodded, relief and adrenaline crashing together inside her. "Can they stop? Get back up here?"
Marcus shook his head, already moving to grab the waterproof bag that had miraculously washed up with them. "Not a chance. Current's too strong. They're gone miles down by now."
"What do we do?" she asked, wiping soaked hair from her eyes.
"There's a ranger hut nearby," Marcus said. "If it's still standing, we can make it there. Warm up, dry off. Then figure out a route to hike downriver."
She hesitated, still on her knees. The forest felt colder now, like the trees were watching.
"You trust me?" he asked, his voice low.
She looked up at him.
"I do."
--------
By the time they reached it, Lily could barely feel her hands.
The ranger hut was tucked into a shallow fold in the trees, half-swallowed by moss and brush, forgotten by time but still standing. The roof held. The walls were intact. It was just one small room, a faded wooden door hanging crooked on its hinges, but it was shelter.
Marcus shouldered it open and pulled Lily inside.
The air was still cold--icy--but without the wind and mist, it felt almost bearable. A small cast-iron stove sat in the corner. A narrow bed frame--bare but usable--was pushed against the wall. Dust and old leaves littered the floor, but none of that mattered.
"We have to get these clothes off," Marcus said, voice low but firm.
Lily didn't argue. She was shaking uncontrollably now, teeth chattering, soaked to the skin. Her tank top clung to her like wet paper, her shorts even worse. Her body felt numb. There was no space for embarrassment. Not here. Not now.
Marcus had already stripped off his shirt, which had been little more than a wet rag anyway. He reached into the waterproof survival bag slung over his shoulder--the only thing they'd managed to salvage--and pulled out a handheld emergency radio. It blinked weakly but glowed green.
"Still works," he said. "That's something."
He set it on a rickety table and went straight to work--checking the stove, clearing the debris, pulling together dry bark and sticks from inside the hut's small supply box.
Lily's hands trembled as she peeled off her top. It made a wet slap as it hit the floor. Her sports bra went next. Cold air brushed across her bare chest, her nipples instantly taut, almost painfully hard.
Her shorts were next, then her soaked underwear, clinging like a second skin. She stepped out of it all, nude and goosebumped and trying not to think about the man across the room.
But Marcus noticed.
He noticed as he worked, silent and steady, gathering tinder, striking a flint with smooth, practiced movements. He didn't gawk. Didn't comment. But his gaze lingered just long enough on the curve of her ass, the soft line of her stomach, the delicate sway of her breasts--small, proud, cold-peaked.
Then the fire sparked to life.
Just a flicker. Then a glow. Then heat.
Lily crouched in front of it, arms around her chest, legs folded in. Her bare skin began to burn from the inside out as the warmth reached her bones. But she was still shaking.
"You're not warm enough yet," Marcus said quietly.
She looked up.
He was naked now.
Completely.
His dark skin gleamed in the firelight, dripping with water and heat. His body was massive--not just in height or width but everywhere. Carved shoulders, thick arms, a torso like a sculpture. And that thing--hanging between his legs, heavy, thick, ridiculous. It bobbed slightly as he moved. She had to blink. It didn't seem real. The size of it. The sheer presenceof it.
And he wasn't even hard.
Aren't guys supposed to... shrink when they're cold? she thought, dazed. That thing is soft--and cold--and still bigger than Jake at his hardest.
A hot, guilty throb pulsed low in her belly, deeper than heat. Shameful. Curious. Arousing.
She couldn't look away.
Marcus crouched behind her now, arms wrapping around her from behind. His heat hit her like a furnace. His chest to her back. His thighs to her thighs. And--God--his cock nestled thick and warm between the cheeks of her ass, not hard, but still heavy enough to make her eyes widen.
Her breath hitched. Her nipples stiffened even more.
She felt his hands slide gently down her arms, his palms large and calloused, warming her slowly.
"This okay?" he asked, his voice a rumble at her ear.
She hesitated--but only for a moment.
"Yes."
And the word left her lips like a surrender.
--------
"Yes," she whispered.
Her voice was soft, raw, barely more than breath. But it was the only answer Marcus needed. He stayed behind her, arms wrapped tight around her shivering body, his chest pressed to her spine, his hands resting low on her stomach.
The fire crackled beside them, its glow painting the walls in shifting light. Her skin began to come alive again--first tingling, then warming, then burning. She was aware of everything now: the firmness of his body, the slow rise and fall of his breath against her back, the weight of his cock nestled--still soft, but impossibly heavy--between the cheeks of her ass.
She shifted, just slightly. His cock moved with her.
And... thickened.
Her breath caught.
He hadn't meant to press. Hadn't pushed. But it was there, growing fuller, resting between them with slow, deliberate heat. Her body responded before her mind could reason it--tense, flushed, wet.
Then, without speaking, she turned in his arms.
Her skin peeled softly from his, cold giving way to warmth. She curled inward, pressing her chest to his torso, her face resting against the hard slab of his pec. Her arms wrapped around his waist, pulling herself closer.
Her nipples brushed his abs now--firm and defined--and she shuddered at the contact.
His cock, no longer caught between them, now rested thick and warm between her legs, nestled high along the line of her mound. Not hard. But not soft either. It pressed hot and heavy against her pubic bone, a slow throb pulsing from it into her core.
Marcus said nothing.
He just held her tighter.
One massive hand slid up her spine, fingers spread wide, the other resting low on her back. Protective. Powerful.
She should've pulled away. She didn't.
Instead, she exhaled into his skin, letting herself feel the safety in his arms, even as every nerve in her body screamed with forbidden hunger.
Then--crackkk.
Static burst from the table behind them.
Both of them flinched.
The emergency radio lit up, green and flickering, its speaker buzzing with weak signal.
"Lily? Marcus? You there?"
Jake.
Lily scrambled out of Marcus's arms like she'd touched a live wire, her heart slamming in her chest. She crossed the room in three quick steps, grabbing the radio with both hands and holding it against her chest.
"I--I'm here," she said, voice shaking. "Jake, I hear you."
Marcus moved to sit beside the fire, silent again, the warmth of his body already missed.
"Thank god," Jake's voice crackled. "We're safe. We made it to shore maybe ten miles downriver. Lost the boat, but Riley's okay. You?"
"We're okay," Lily said, her eyes flicking to Marcus, who was calmly feeding more sticks into the fire. "We found an old hut. It's dry inside. The radio's working. We're... warming up."
"Jesus," Jake muttered. "Marcus?"
"I'm here," Marcus replied coolly. "She's safe. I'll keep her that way."
"We'll try to hike back toward you in the morning," Jake added. "If we--"
"No," Marcus cut in, calm but unyielding. "The terrain's too steep upriver. Too many cliffs. You'll waste energy or get hurt."
A pause. Jake said nothing.
"We'll come to you," Marcus continued. "We need a day or two to rest. Warm up. Feed. When we move, we'll do it right."
"...Alright. Be safe, babe," Jake said to Lily. "I love you."
"I--love you too."
The radio went silent.
Lily lowered it slowly. The room felt smaller now. Hotter.
She stood there a moment, naked and flushed, the cool edge of guilt slicing through her arousal like ice water. And yet...She turned and looked at Marcus.
He wasn't watching her. He was moving. Smoothly. Efficiently. Naked, muscles flexing with every motion, he picked up his soaked pants and pulled them on. They hung low on his hips, still dripping, clinging to the thickness of his thighs.
In silence, he opened the survival bag again, pulling out an old metal tin and a dented mug. He moved to the door, opened it, and disappeared outside.
She stood there, heart pounding.
When he returned, he had a pot of water and a handful of fresh pine needles in one hand, a bundle of dark berries and a single small apple in the other. His skin steamed in the cool air, droplets clinging to his shoulders.
He dropped the pine into the pot and set it over the fire.
"Tea," he said simply. "Vitamin C. Helps circulation."
Then he walked past her again and crouched by the bedframe, securing the tarp from one of their bags as a makeshift sheet. His arms flexed as he tied it off. It would keep out the dirt--but it wouldn't hold heat. They'd have to share that themselves.
He sat opposite her, setting the mug down beside her with the berries and the apple. He split the apple cleanly with his hands, offering her half.
She took it.
The first bite was sharp, cold, but satisfying. Their dinner the night before must've carried them farther than she realized.
"Good thing we ate last night," he murmured. "Tomorrow we'll need more."
He chewed slowly, eyes on the fire. "I'll forage in the morning. Nuts, berries. Maybe set a trap. Rabbit or squirrel would give us a real meal."
She nodded slowly, watching him.
He was calm. Grounded. Naked not long ago. Rock-hard muscle and pure function, now focused on keeping her alive.
She took a sip of tea. It was sharp, fragrant, alive.
She was warmer now. Fed. Safe.
And more drawn to him than ever.
The fire had burned low, now just glowing coals and soft red light flickering across the wood-planked walls. The hut had cooled again, the warmth fading into silence. Outside, the forest murmured with distant wind and the occasional rustle of unseen animals.
Inside, there was only the bed. The narrow mattress. The thin tarp stretched over it. And the two of them--naked.
Lily lay curled on her side, facing the wall, her bare back pressed against Marcus's chest. His arms wrapped around her loosely at first, one tucked beneath her neck, the other resting across her waist. His breath was steady, slow, soft against her shoulder.
She felt him.
All of him.
The length of his body against hers--hard muscle and impossible heat--and lower, that thick, pulsing pressure pressing into her ass. She didn't dare look. Didn't need to. It was unmistakable.
He was hard. Fully hard.
And huge.
It rested heavily against her, curved slightly upward, the wide head nudging just below the small of her back. Even without seeing it, she could feel the weight of it. The thickness. The sheer scale. Her breathing hitched the first time her hips shifted and she realized the truth.
He was bigger now--fully erect--than anything she had ever even dreamed of inside her.
Jesus...
He didn't move. Didn't grind, didn't thrust. Just existed behind her, his cock a hot, hard brand between their bodies. He was giving her the chance to shift away. To create space.
She didn't.
In fact... she pressed back. Just a little.
Her thighs parted, unconsciously at first, just enough to feel more of him against her. He didn't react--but she felt his breath slow, deepen. He was awake.



She lay there in the dark, her chest tight, her nipples stiffening again from the proximity, the memory of his touch earlier still imprinted on her skin. Her mind spun with guilt, with heat, with questions she didn't want the answers to.
Is it wrong if I don't stop this?
If I let him hold me like this?
If I let myself imagine what it would feel like... inside me?
Her pussy ached. Quietly. Deeply. That pulse between her legs steady and warm and undeniable. She hadn't felt like this in so long--not even with Jake. This wasn't just arousal. It was... need.
She wanted to reach back. Just to touch it. To wrap her fingers around him and see how much she could take. To feel the heat, the weight, the promise.
She didn't. But her hand twitched. Her thighs pressed together.
Marcus's arm tightened around her waist, just a little.
Not possessive. Not aggressive.Just... protective. Present. A quiet I know.She swallowed hard.
Her eyes fluttered closed.
And when sleep finally claimed her, it wasn't gentle.
It came with the image of Marcus above her, his huge cock sliding between her soaked thighs. Her head thrown back, his hands gripping her hips, stretching her slowly, relentlessly--resizing her until she couldn't take any more.
And even then...She'd beg for more.
--------
Lily woke to the soft, orange glow of dawn filtering through the cracks in the hut's wooden walls. The fire had died down to embers, casting a faint warmth that barely reached the edge of the bed. The room was still. Quiet. Her skin, bare against the tarp, tingled from the chill.
She was alone.
The first thing she noticed was the emptiness behind her--Marcus's body no longer pressed to hers. The second was the sensation between her legs.
Her thighs were sticky.
She shifted slightly, a faint ache in her hips reminding her just how tightly she'd pressed herself into him during the night. His cock--God, that cock--had been hard for hours. She'd felt it throb, felt it twitch, even felt it swell once or twice as her own body answered its heat.
She'd tried not to move. Tried not to want. But she hadn't succeeded.
Her core was still wet. Still pulsing.
A quiet moan escaped her lips, low and shameful, as her fingers brushed her inner thigh and caught the evidence.
She sat up slowly, the tarp cool against her skin, and looked toward the door.
He was gone. But not far.
Through a crack in the wood, she saw him--outside in the pale morning light, crouched low near a fallen log. Shirtless. Always shirtless, thankfully. His back glistened with a fine sheen of sweat, muscles shifting beneath smooth, dark skin as he worked with slow, deliberate movements.
He was building something.
A trap.
Thin branches bent, a rock positioned, a small loop of cord stretched taut between his fingers--one of their shoelaces. He moved like he'd done it a hundred times before. Focused. Silent. Dangerous in the most primal, masculine way.
She couldn't look away.
There was no pretending anymore.
Lily wasn't just attracted to Marcus. She was drawn to him--magnetized by his strength, his stillness, his complete lack of insecurity. He didn't need her attention. He didn't try for it. And somehow that made her want to give him everything.
Her nipples hardened as she watched him.
Her hand drifted to her stomach, just lightly. She thought of his hands there. His mouth. The way his body felt against hers. The way his cock had rested against her, as if it belonged there.
As if it would always be there.
She swallowed, pulled in a shaky breath, and stood. No clothes. No shame. The air bit at her skin, but she barely noticed. She moved to the fire, stoked the embers with a long stick, coaxing a little more warmth into the room.
A few minutes later, the door creaked open.
Marcus stepped inside, silent, a handful of gathered berries in one hand, a small metal canteen in the other.
His eyes moved over her slowly. Not hungrily. Not even surprised.
Just... acknowledging.
She didn't cover herself. Didn't flinch.
He handed her the berries without a word.
"Water?" he asked, his voice rough from the morning.
She nodded.
He uncapped the canteen and offered it to her. Their fingers touched.
It was barely more than a brush, but her stomach fluttered hard. Her thighs pressed together instinctively. He noticed--but said nothing.
"I set a trap just off the clearing," he said. "We'll check it later. I'll find more when the sun's higher."
She nodded again, chewing a berry. Tart, sweet, grounding.
He moved past her, crouched at the fire, added a few dry twigs, then blew gently on the embers. The flame flickered back to life, catching on the curve of his jaw, the stretch of his spine, the cut of muscle along his back.
She sat down beside him, naked and still quiet, and watched him work.
"You slept?" he asked, without turning.
She hesitated. "Eventually."
He gave the faintest grunt of acknowledgement.
Lily looked into the fire, but her thoughts were a storm.
She wanted to ask him what he felt. If he'd been hard all night on purpose. If he'd wanted her to turn and take him. If he was waiting for her to break first.
But she didn't ask.
She just stayed close. Listening to the fire. Watching his hands.
And aching.
The fire crackled low behind them as Marcus stood and stretched, the morning light casting his body in long lines of shadow and sun. His torso moved like sculpture come to life, powerful and calm. Lily watched him from her place near the fire, legs tucked under her, her body warm but still raw with unspoken heat.
"You've still got mud on you," he said, glancing over at her.
She blinked. "What?"
He nodded toward her hip. "There. And your leg. Some on your arm too. Probably more in your hair."
Lily glanced down. He was right--faint streaks of dried brown clung to her thigh and ankle, a pale smear across her ribcage. She could feel the weight of her hair, still tangled from their tumble in the river, bits of grit and pine clinging to it.
"River's just down past the clearing," Marcus added, grabbing the canteen. "It'll be cold. But clean."
She stood without a word, brushing off her thighs as she followed him. Still nude. Still flushed. And still helpless to ignore the way her eyes drifted to the faint swing of his cock as he moved through the trees ahead of her.
The sunlight cut through the canopy in beams, dust and dew floating in the air. The sound of the river returned--soft now, calmer--and soon they stood at its edge, the current whispering past smooth stones and green reeds.
Marcus stepped into the shallows first. The water reached his shins, then his thighs, his body rigid for a moment as the cold bit into him. But he kept going. Controlled. Steady.
Lily followed, gasping at the first shock of chill against her ankles.
"Fuck--it's freezing."
"You'll adjust," he said, water up to his waist now, droplets sliding down his chest like glass.
She waded deeper until it touched her thighs, her stomach, her nipples stiffening from the cold and not just the water.
"Turn around," he said gently.
She did, wordlessly.
He came behind her, close but not pressed, and dipped his hands into the river. Then he began--slowly, methodically--washing her back.
His fingers brushed along her shoulder blades, down her spine. Over the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips. He didn't linger. He didn't tease. But the pressure of his touch was impossible to ignore.
She closed her eyes.
He cupped her hair next, wetting it thoroughly, his fingers combing through the knots and debris with patience. Every time his fingertips scraped her scalp, she shivered. Not from cold--from the intimacy of it.
"Lean back," he said, voice low.
She did.
He rinsed her hair, guiding her carefully as if she might break. When she stood again, water poured from her in rivulets. Her nipples were like pebbles, her skin gleaming, her thighs quivering slightly.
Then--his hands found her arms. Then her legs. He crouched behind her, washing the backs of her knees, her calves, her feet.
And then... higher.
His hands paused at the inside of her thighs, just short of her sex. His thumbs hovered there, just brushing the softest, most sensitive skin.
Her breath hitched.
But she didn't move.
Didn't stop him.
He didn't go further. Just held there a moment longer than he should have. Just enough to let her feel what he wasn't doing.
Then he stood, slow and massive behind her.
She turned.
She saw him.
His cock was hanging heavy, wet and thick, swaying just slightly with the movement. Not hard. But fuller than it should've been. And so close she could almost feel its heat.
Her eyes flicked up.
He was watching her.
She swallowed. "Your turn," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.
He nodded once.
She stepped toward him.
Her fingers were trembling as she lifted them to his chest, brushing away bits of leaf and dried earth. She washed him as he had her--arms, shoulders, back.
But when she reached his stomach, her hands slowed.
His abs were tight. Flexing.
And just beneath her fingers, his cock began to stir.
It lifted. Thickened. Slowly. A heartbeat. A breath.
She stopped.
But didn't step back.
They stood in the river, the sound of water around them, her hand inches from his hardening cock, her mouth open but silent.
Then, with a shiver, she turned.
"We should get warm."
His voice was hoarse. "Yeah."
They walked back in silence, wet, flushed, naked.
The hut was still and warm, the fire now steady again. Lily stepped inside, arms wrapped around herself. Her skin prickled from the walk through the trees, cold water drying on her bare body.
Marcus followed her in, quiet, steady. She stood near the fire, trying not to shake.
He came up behind her. Close. Just like the night before.
His hands found her arms--warm, wide palms rubbing softly up and down. Then her shoulders. Then her back.
His hands slid lower, slower, tracing the curve of her spine.
She inhaled, body swaying forward slightly as he pressed his palm into the small of her back, spreading heat.
Then--his fingertips brushed the top of her ass.
Not low. Not inappropriate.
But enough.
She froze.
He didn't move them away.
He just stayed there, his hands large and warm, rubbing small, slow circles.
She exhaled, slowly, shakily.
Then leaned back into him.
He held her. Silently. Like she was something precious and breakable.
She felt his cock brush her lower back again--warm, heavy, not quite hard, but present.
She didn't pull away.
She didn't want to.
They stood there in the firelight, her skin against his, bodies drying, minds unraveling.
And they both knew--
Tonight, she wouldn't just lean back.
She'd let him in.
--------
The sun had climbed higher, casting golden beams through the gaps in the hut's wood. Smoke from the fire curled lazily into the still air. Lily sat on the floor with her legs drawn up, body warm from the flames, skin clean and glowing from the river wash.
She was staring into the fire when the radio crackled to life again.
"Lily? Marcus? You there?"
Jake's voice.
It hit her like a soft slap--more of a reminder than a shock. She blinked, pulled herself upright, and reached for the device on the table.
Marcus didn't move. He was by the door, sharpening a stick, eyes on the forest beyond.
She held the radio close. "We're here."
"Good," Jake said. "Everything okay?"
She hesitated. "Yeah. We're okay."
"You sound tired."
"Didn't sleep great," she lied. "It's colder here at night than I expected."
"How's Marcus holding up?"
Her eyes flicked to him.
"He's... been great. Really."
Marcus glanced over his shoulder briefly but said nothing.
"We're gonna try to move out tomorrow," Jake said. "We found a passable trail. Should meet halfway if all goes well."
"Right," Lily said. "We'll be ready."
"Miss you," Jake added, voice soft.
"I miss you too," she replied--but the words felt like paper in her mouth.
The radio clicked off. Silence returned.
Lily set it down gently, like it might shatter.
She didn't speak for a long moment. Neither did Marcus.
Then he stood, slung his pack over one shoulder, and grabbed the cord tied near the doorframe.
"I'm gonna check the trap."
He came back twenty minutes later, carrying a skinned rabbit by the hind legs. His torso gleamed with sweat. His pants rode low, streaked with dirt and bark. There was blood on his forearms--not gruesome, just real. Honest.
He knelt at the fire and began preparing it like it was nothing.
Lily watched every movement.
He didn't flinch at the mess. Didn't hesitate with the blade. He worked clean, smooth, almost tender. Within minutes the rabbit was stripped, rinsed, and skewered over a makeshift spit.
The fire popped. The scent of roasting meat filled the room.
"Not gourmet," he said, "but it'll keep us strong."
"You're good at this," she said, her voice quiet.
He shrugged. "Been on my own enough to learn what matters."
She tilted her head. "So why aren't you with anyone? Like... really with someone?"
He didn't look up right away. When he did, his eyes were calm, serious.
"Because I don't fake things," he said. "Riley and I... we don't need anything from each other. It works."
Lily frowned. "But don't you want something deeper?"
His gaze stayed on her, steady and quiet.
"I do. But people don't usually choose me when they want safe. I'm not that guy."
He turned the spit, let the fire lick at the edges of the meat.
"I'm not polished. Not the guy you take home to parents. I live simple. I move light. When I give myself to someone, it's not halfway. It's all in or nothing. That's... not what most people want."
Lily swallowed. Something in her chest tightened.
"That's kind of sad," she said softly.
He gave a small smile. "Nah. It's honest. And when it happens... if it ever does... it'll be real."
A quiet hung between them. Heavy, but not uncomfortable.
Then, after a moment, Lily smirked. "Still, you're kind of the full package. The muscle. The cooking. The wilderness survival. That thing swinging between your legs..."
He looked at her, slow, deliberate.
"Oh, that's what it is? I thought I'd just packed a spare tent."
Lily burst out laughing--an unguarded, full-bellied laugh that made her cheeks flush. She covered her mouth, grinning, shaking her head.
"You're a menace."
"Maybe," he said, smiling just enough to show the edge of his teeth. "But you laughed. That's rare."
She looked at him for a long moment.
And something shifted in her chest. Warmth. Desire. Maybe even... trust.
The fire popped again.
Outside, the sun was dipping lower, the sky edging toward dusk.
They ate quietly, side by side.
And when she leaned into him without thinking, her shoulder brushing his arm, he didn't move away.
He just stayed there.
Solid. Warm. Waiting.
The fire whispered beside the bed, casting slow-moving shadows on the walls of the hut. The night outside was silent, thick with the weight of the forest. Inside, it was only the two of them--and the heat building between their bare skin.
Lily sat on the edge of the narrow bed, her legs drawn slightly in, knees bare and glinting in the firelight. Her body was clean from the river, skin still carrying the chill of the water despite the warmth inside the hut. But the shivering that ran through her now wasn't from cold.
It was from him.
Marcus stood by the fire, naked, his back to her for a long moment. He was checking the wood, steadying the flame. But she could see the way his shoulders moved, the way his body was carved from silence and control.
She couldn't take her eyes off him.
When he finally turned, their eyes locked--and the air thickened like a storm about to break. He didn't speak. He didn't have to.
She didn't move. Not at first.
And then--without any plan, without any thought--she reached for him.
Just held out her hand.
Marcus crossed the room in two slow steps. He took her hand, strong fingers curling around hers, warm and grounding. Then he knelt in front of her.
Lily's breath hitched.
The fire painted his skin in golds and shadows. His cock hung full and heavy between his thighs, already swelling. And now, with him kneeling--beneath her, offering himself--she felt everything inside her tighten.
"I want you," she whispered.
It was the most honest thing she'd ever said.
Marcus's eyes didn't waver. He brought her hand to his chest and pressed it there, over his heart.
"Then have me."
She leaned forward and kissed him--slow at first, but hungry, lips parting, tongues meeting. His hands moved up her sides, over her ribs, to her back, pulling her into him as he stood, lifting her with him like she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped around his waist as he carried her to the bed, laying her down with aching care.
She stared up at him, naked and open and aching.
His body hovered above hers--huge, dark, powerful. She could feel the heat of him between her thighs, the weight of his cock brushing her already slick folds.
But he didn't thrust. Not yet.
He lowered himself slowly, his chest pressing into hers, lips finding her neck, then her collarbone, then down.
He worshiped her with his mouth.
His tongue circled each nipple, slow, firm, making her gasp and writhe. His hands pinned her hips down as he kissed her stomach, her hips, the inside of her thighs.
And then--he tasted her.
His mouth was on her, tongue parting her folds, dragging through her slick heat with a patience that broke her open. He licked her like he loved her--long, unrelenting strokes, until her thighs clamped around his head and she cried out.
She came. Fast. Hard. Shaking.
But he didn't stop.
He held her open and kept going, mouth insistent, devouring her until her second orgasm came rolling up and out of her like thunder.
She was gasping, sobbing, trembling beneath him when he finally rose.
And now he was fully hard.
It was beautiful. Terrifying. A thick, veined shaft that curved upward with weight and power. She could see how her body had coated it with slick. Could see the hunger in his eyes.
He crawled over her again, bracing himself above her with a look that said, I will break you if you ask me to.
"Are you ready?" he asked.
"No," she whispered.
Then she smiled.
"But I want you anyway."
He kissed her again--and then he pressed in.
The head of his cock pushed at her entrance, and her body responded instantly--clenching, resisting, trying to yield and hold back at the same time. She groaned, already full, and he was barely in.
"Marcus..." she gasped.
"I've got you," he said, voice thick. "Breathe. Let me in."
She did.
He pushed deeper--inch by slow inch. Her body stretched, adjusted, fought, and then gave in. She felt split, filled, branded. Every nerve ending alive with the sensation of him invading her.
She grabbed his back, then his ass, fingers digging in as he sank deeper still.
He was careful. Controlled.
Until he bottomed out.
Lily's breath fled her body.
She was so full she couldn't even speak. Her walls fluttered around him in disbelief. Her legs trembled. She couldn't remember where she ended and he began.
He held still, buried to the base, head buried in her neck.
"You're taking me so fucking well," he growled, and her entire body responded--grinding against him, gasping for more.
He began to move.
Slow at first--deliberate thrusts that had her crying out, digging her nails into his back, hips rolling up to meet his.
Then deeper.
Then faster.
He fucked her like a man starving. Like he couldn't help himself. Like he'd waited years for this moment and wasn't wasting a second.



Each thrust hit a place inside her that made her legs kick, her voice break, her hands clutch at him like she was drowning.
She came again. Harder.
This one shattered her.
Tears welled in her eyes from the sheer overwhelm--from the stretch, the pressure, the connection. She couldn't stop shaking. Couldn't stop moaning his name.
And still--he didn't stop.
He flipped her onto her side, pulled one leg up, slid in again deeper, and she screamed.
"Yours," she gasped, tears streaking her cheeks. "All yours. You're in so deep, I can't--"
"You can," he said. "You were made for me."
Then he flipped her again--onto her hands and knees.
Her elbows nearly gave out from how much she was shaking, but he was there. Holding her up. Guiding himself into her from behind and driving it in with one powerful stroke.
She sobbed.
And begged.
And came again.
And when he came--deep inside her, hot and hard and pulsing--she felt it everywhere.
It filled her.
It changed her.
And afterward, when they lay tangled together, his chest against her back, her thighs still trembling from the aftershocks, she realized something with terrifying clarity:
She didn't want to leave this hut.
She didn't want to leave him.
Not now.
Not after this.
Still tangled. Still pulsing. Still full of each other.
The fire fades to embers.
The air cools.
But their bodies stay locked--his breath steady against her back, her heartbeat finally slowing in the cocoon of his arms and his heat still buried deep inside her.
They sleep without a word.
No guilt.
No doubt.
Just the truth of what they've done--and the ache of what they'll do again.
--------
Lily woke to the sound of wood shifting in the fire and the soft creak of a body moving near the door. Her eyes blinked open slowly, lashes heavy with sleep and something else. Her body ached--deep in her thighs, her hips, the hollow of her core. A sweet, unbearable soreness.
She was full.
Not just with sensation. Not just with memory.
She was full of him.
She shifted slightly and winced, sucking in a breath through her teeth. Her legs ached from how far he'd opened them. Her nipples were still tender from his mouth. And between her thighs... the soreness throbbed, but not in pain.
No--this was something else.
This was the kind of ache you welcomed.
Marcus stood by the fire. Naked. Moving with that same quiet precision she'd come to recognize in him. He was adding more wood, stoking the flame back to life. She watched him in silence, the curve of his back, the long stretch of muscle in his thighs, the cut of his arms.
She felt it again--the slow, low pulse of need. Even after everything.
Even after what he'd done to her last night.
Especially because of it.
He turned and saw her watching.
His face softened.
"Morning," he said, voice low and warm.
She smiled sleepily. "Morning."
He walked over, crouched beside the bed. His hand slid gently over her hip, then up her side, palm warm against her bare skin.
"How're you feeling?"
She couldn't help the little laugh that bubbled up, breathy and quiet. "Sore."
He leaned in and kissed her shoulder, lips brushing the fading mark where he'd held her down the night before. "Good sore?"
She nodded, cheeks flushed. "So good it's stupid."
He smiled at that. "Stay there. I've got tea coming."
She didn't argue.
A few minutes later, he handed her the dented tin cup, steam rising from pine-needle tea. She sipped it, and the warmth spread through her, settling beside the ache.
Marcus sat on the floor next to the bed, leaning back on one arm, watching her.
"We're not leaving today," he said simply.
She looked at him.
Not startled. Just still.
"Riley and Jake can wait," he added. "We'll tell them we move out tomorrow."
Something in her chest softened. Melted.
Not because he was doing it for her--but because he knew. He understood.
She didn't want to leave yet.
She didn't want this--them--to end yet.
She took another sip of tea to mask the way her smile curled.
"Good," she said.
Later, they sat near the fire, Marcus eating the last of the berries he'd gathered the day before. He checked the traps. Found one squirrel. Enough for dinner. He didn't gloat. He just got to work.
And as the morning faded into a slow, sunlit afternoon, Lily held the radio for a moment--then handed it to Marcus.
He keyed it quickly.
"We move out tomorrow. Still resting today. Signal's weak, we'll check in again later."
That was it.
The message was sent. And with it, the rest of the world faded another step away.
Lily exhaled.
And smiled.
Because she still ached. And she was still his.
And tonight... she would ask him to ruin her again.
--------
The day passed softly.
Lily moved slowly, but not from hesitation. From satisfaction. The kind that left her stretched and sweet, her body still singing with the memory of the night before.
She sat near the fire, legs folded beneath her, Marcus beside her, close enough to feel his warmth even without touching. He'd made another pot of tea. The last of the squirrel was roasting on a makeshift spit. The hut smelled like smoke and pine and him.
She couldn't stop watching him.
The way he crouched low to flip the meat. The way his back flexed when he lifted water from the pot. The way his fingers moved with calm certainty.
Everything he did made her want to be touched again.
He felt it, too.
That smolder. That draw.
By late afternoon, she was pressed against him, her cheek resting on his shoulder as they sat in quiet. One of his hands slid over her thigh, idly, fingers tracing lazy lines up toward the crease between her legs. He kissed her neck once. Just once.
And she was already soaking.
She didn't even need to ask.
He lay her back on the floor, beside the fire this time, not bothering with the bed. Her body still ached, but she welcomed the stretch again as he slid between her legs and took her--slow, smooth, so deep her toes curled.
There were no cries. No begging.
Just breath.
Just heat.
Just the sound of her whispering, "Yes... yes," over and over as he moved inside her like he belonged there.
Marcus was inside her when it happened.
She was still laid out on the floor near the fire, her legs spread around his waist, her body flushed from the slow, deep rhythm of his hips rolling into hers. His chest hovered above hers, sweat-dampened and golden in the firelight. Her nails were curled lightly against his back, holding him close, guiding each thrust deeper.
He moved with purpose--but not urgency. Not yet.
Every motion was intentional. Deep. Measured. Designed to make her feel every inch of him, dragging along her walls, stretching her again, sending that now-familiar ache through her core.
And she loved it.
She was drunk on it. Dizzy from the fullness. The weight. The way her body had started to crave the stretch that once terrified her.
Her eyes fluttered open as he shifted, pressing in deeper--his hips grinding against hers in a slow circle that made her whimper into his neck.
And then--crkkk...
The radio buzzed to life.
"Lily? You copy? It's Jake."
She went still.
Every breath in her lungs froze.
Marcus stilled too--but didn't pull out.
His cock pulsed inside her, heavy, hot, twitching with restraint.
Her hand flew to his stomach, instinctive, pressing against the firm wall of muscle like she could push him away with just that.
But he didn't move.
His eyes met hers, calm. Intense.
He waited.
The radio crackled again.
"Lily? You there?"
Her hand trembled. Still resting against Marcus's stomach. Still feeling him--his heat, the iron-hard ridges of his abs, the slow inhale and exhale beneath her palm. The power.
And something shifted.
The instinct to stop him... faded.
She didn't want him to stop.
Her fingers curled slightly.
Then began to move.
Slowly, she traced the lines of his body--down his abs, over the sharp curve of his hip, up the thick muscle of his side. Her eyes never left his. It was awe. Acceptance. A quiet, erotic admission.
I choose this.
I choose you.
Her voice was barely steady as she reached for the radio.
"Yeah," she breathed. "I'm here."
Marcus's hands slid under her thighs, spreading her wider. He didn't thrust--not yet--but he pushed in deeper, burying the full length of himself until she gasped.
"You okay? You sound... winded."
She swallowed hard.
Just as Marcus pulled back--slowly--and began to move again.
"I'm fine," she managed, her voice thin with restraint. "Just... just been walking. Got cold."
Another thrust.
Long. Smooth. Devastating.
Her toes curled.
Jake's voice: "Alright. Still aiming to meet tomorrow?"
Marcus's hands gripped her hips tighter. His pace picked up--just slightly. She felt him swelling again inside her. Her whole body clenched in response.
"Yeah," she whispered. "Tomorrow."
There was silence on the other end.
Then: "I can't wait to see you."
Marcus's mouth hovered by her ear now. His breath was heavy. So was hers.
Lily's eyes fluttered closed. A breathless smile curved her lips as she brought the radio close again.
"Me too," she said softly. "But I gotta go."
"Oh? Everything okay?"
She let her hand slide up Marcus's chest again--slow, sensual, possessive. She felt the sweat, the pulse, the animal heatradiating off him.
Her voice dropped just enough.
"I'm starving."
A pause.
Then, with a smile only Marcus could see:
"And I'm about to get some meat."
She clicked the radio off.
And let it fall to the floor.
The second it hit, Marcus snapped into motion.
No more holding back.
He gripped her thighs, pulled her hips flush, and fucked her like the line had been crossed--because it had. Her moans came fast, loud, shameless. The tension that had lingered all day snapped like a live wire.
She came hard, head thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream.
And as he kept going--deeper, rougher, each thrust a declaration--she knew:
Jake was behind her now. A memory.
Marcus was inside her--in every possible way.
And that wasn't going to change.
--------
The fire was high.
The hut smelled like smoke and sweat, like sex and wood and heat. The bed was a mess of tangled sheets and slick skin. Lily was on top of him again--her thighs spread wide, knees pressed to either side of Marcus's hips, her hands braced on his chest. His cock was buried inside her, thick and hard and pulsing with every roll of her hips.
She was riding him like it was her purpose.
And it felt like it was.
"Oh my god..." she gasped, tossing her head back, hair falling wild down her spine. "You're so fucking big, Marcus... I feel you everywhere--Jesus--"
His hands gripped her hips, helping her bounce harder, deeper. Her breasts bounced with each slap of skin on skin. Her thighs trembled. Her pussy sucked at him greedily, wetter than she'd ever been in her life.
She was panting now, breathless and sweaty and addicted.
"I've never--fuck--I've never been fucked like this..."
She leaned down over him, her lips brushing his ear.
"Jake could never do this to me."
Marcus growled beneath her, grabbing her ass with both hands and slamming her down on his cock until she cried out.
She gasped, then moaned, and then whispered:
"You're ruining me..."
He flipped her in one motion--like she weighed nothing. Flat on her back now, legs pushed up high, her knees nearly to her shoulders. And then he was driving into her again, hard and fast, each thrust brutal, filling her to the edge of breaking.
"You like this cock?" he growled.
"Yes!"
"You like how deep I go?"
"Yes, fuck yes--don't stop--"
"You ever been fucked like this?"
"No--never--fuck--Marcus, please--"
She clawed at his back, nails dragging down muscle. Her body shook. Her mind was melting. Her voice was hoarse from moaning.
And then--
He pulled out.
She whimpered. "Why did you--"
"On your knees," he said, voice like smoke and command.
She obeyed instantly.
Down on her knees, ass in the air, she turned her head to see him stroking his massive cock in front of her face--wet with her arousal, slick, swollen, gorgeous.
She moaned.
And opened her mouth.
He slid in slow--just the head. Her lips stretched around it. Her eyes watered.
"God damn," Marcus groaned. "Look at you."
She took more.
And more.
Her jaw ached. Her throat opened. Her spit dripped down her chin.
She looked up at him with tears in her eyes, cock in her mouth, and smiled around it.
She loved this.
She was his.
She pulled off with a gasp, spit stringing from her lips to his cock. "I've never sucked anything like this..."
He chuckled darkly, brushing her cheek. "I know."
"I love it," she said. "I love your big black cock, Marcus. I love how it splits me open... how it makes me feel."
He pulled her up and kissed her hard, then bent her over the bed, pressing her face into the sheets.
And then--he took her again.
From behind.
Deep.
Rough.
His hands wrapped around her waist, pulling her back onto him with every brutal thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room. Her cries were loud now--guttural, broken, hungry.
"*Yes--yes--yes--*fuck me, ruin me--"
"You're mine now," he growled.
"Yes, I'm yours," she sobbed. "I'm your slut. I love this cock--I need it--I need it more than I ever needed Jake--"
He slammed into her harder.
She came screaming.
Her orgasm ripped through her, her whole body locking up, soaking him. She collapsed forward, shaking, but he didn't stop.
He lifted her, brought her to the wall, held her up with her legs around his waist--and fucked her standing, fast and deep and unrelenting. Her nails dragged down the wall. Her head fell back. She was babbling now--half words, half moans.
"Too big--so good--so full--Marcus--don't stop--never stop--"
And when he came--deep, hot, flooding her again--her eyes rolled back.
Her body trembled.
Her voice broke.
And then silence fell.
Heavy. Breathless.
He held her there against the wall, still inside her, both of them soaked and shaking.
When he finally pulled out, she felt hollow.
She slid to the floor, gasping, cum leaking down her thighs.
Her voice, barely a whisper:
"I'll never be the same..."
Marcus crouched in front of her, one hand on her cheek, brushing hair from her face.
"You weren't meant to be."
And she smiled.
Because she didn't want to go back.
Not after this.
--------
The fire was out.
Smoke still clung to the air, curling in lazy ribbons that rose toward the rafters and disappeared.
The hut was quiet now. Just the sound of wind in the trees. Leaves brushing wood. And the slow, steady rhythm of breathing--two bodies tangled on the floor in the pale blue hush of morning.
Lily woke slowly.
Her legs were draped over Marcus's thigh, her back to his chest, her ass pressed against his lap. The ache in her hips was deep, constant, satisfying. Her pussy was swollen, tender, still slick from the night before. Cum trickled faintly down the inside of her thigh.
She felt marked. Owned. Loved, in some feral, unspoken way.
He was already awake.
She didn't need to look to know.
His hand was on her stomach. His lips brushed the back of her shoulder. His cock--soft now--rested against her ass, heavy and warm. She hadn't stopped feeling it since he'd first buried it in her two nights ago. She didn't want to.
Neither of them spoke.
They didn't have to.
She sat up slowly, every muscle reminding her of what they'd done. She winced a little. Smiled at that. The soreness made it real.
Marcus sat up behind her, stretching, his back a map of ridges and shadows. He pulled on his pants wordlessly. Started packing.
No promises.
No heartbreak.
Just the finality of this part of their story ending.
Lily dressed slowly, eyes on him the whole time. Every time he turned, every time their gazes caught, her chest clenched a little harder.
This was goodbye.
Not forever, maybe.
But to this place.
To the version of her that had arrived here untouched, unsure, still clinging to a life that no longer fit.
She laced her boots.
Marcus handed her the radio.
"You want to let them know we're on the way?" he asked, voice soft.
She stared at the device in her hands.
Then clicked it on.
"Jake?" she said. "We're heading down now."
His voice cracked back through the static. "God, finally. I've missed you."
She hesitated.
Then smiled.
"I'll see you soon."
That was all.
She clicked it off before he could say more.
Marcus stood near the door, pack over one shoulder. She walked to him, about to step outside.
But before she could--
He caught her wrist.
She turned, breath caught.
He didn't say a word.
He just pulled her in.
And kissed her.
Slow. Deep. Final.
It wasn't a goodbye. Not really.
It was a seal. A memory. A claim.
She clutched his shirt, her fingers curled tight. She kissed him back like she was still starving for him, like her body already knew it would ache the second he let her go.
When they parted, their eyes met one last time.
No one smiled.
But the knowing in their gaze said everything.
She stepped outside.
The sun hit her skin. The world felt louder now. Sharper.
She didn't look back.
She didn't need to.
Because she felt it in every step she took.
Every echo between her legs. Every throb in her core.
She had been capsized.
She had been resized.
The End.
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The room was simple. Clean. Bright.
White walls. A sleek desk. A single monitor. Sophie sat alone, a clipboard beside her labeled:
The Intimacy Project - Pre-Arrival Assessment: PARTNER A
The screen displayed the instructions plainly:
"Please select your preferred third participant from the three candidate videos. If you and your partner choose the same participant, you will each receive a £1,000 bonus. If you choose differently, your partner's choice will be selected."
Sophie smirked softly at that detail.
Chuck always gets the final say. Of course he does.
She clicked Play.
📹 Option 1: Blake
Blonde, sculpted, sun-kissed, the kind of guy who only owned tank tops.
"What's up? I'm Blake. Marketing, beach life, not shy. Nudity's a vibe, and I'm down for whatever."
She rolled her eyes. Vain. Too pretty. He knows it.
📹 Option 2: Tyler
Gentler. Tousled dark curls, friendly smile, glasses that gave him a "soft boy" charm.
"I'm Tyler. Writer, yoga instructor, big fan of human connection. I think this whole experience is about truth."
Kind. A little shy. Sophie liked him... but he felt too much like Chuck.
📹 Option 3: Malik
Stillness.
A tall, bald Black man stared calmly into the lens. Clean-shaven face. Deep brown skin. Wide shoulders. No flashy smile. No wink. No filler words.
"Malik. Thirty-two. Personal trainer. Former Army."
He held her gaze through the screen, like he could see her.
"I respect boundaries. Unless you want me to cross them."
Sophie felt a flutter in her stomach.
It was subtle. But real.
A heat.
She stared at his image a moment longer, lips slightly parted.
Then... click.
She selected #3.
✂️
Elsewhere - Chuck's Room
Chuck's monitor displayed the same instruction:
"Select your preferred third housemate. A £1,000 bonus will be awarded to both participants if your choices match. Otherwise, your selection will be final."
He rubbed his hands together.
Easy.
📹 Blake - "Nope. Too hot."
📹 Tyler - "Nope. Sophie's into emotional types."
📹 Malik - Bald. Broad. Serious.
Chuck tilted his head.
"She's never been into Black guys. Guy's intense, sure, but he's not gonna charm her."
Click. #3.
He leaned back, satisfied.
A chime sounded.
"MATCH CONFIRMED - BOTH SELECTED PARTICIPANT 3: MALIK"
£1,000 bonus awarded to both participants.
Chuck's eyes lit up.
"No way. Hah. Didn't think she'd pick him."
Moments later, they were reunited in the hallway.
"We picked the same guy," Chuck grinned. "Nice surprise."
Sophie smiled sweetly.
"I... I figured you'd pick him. I just wanted to match with you."
She lied.
🕰️ FLASHBACK - TWO WEEKS EARLIER
Their apartment was dim. Rent was late again. Dishes in the sink. A slow tension in the air they didn't speak about.
Chuck sat at his laptop, scrolling job boards.
Pop-up ad:
"Earn up to £40,000 - Test Your Relationship. Explore Emotional and Physical Intimacy. Must be Open to Nudity."
He clicked.
Read the fine print.
By the time Sophie came in with a cup of tea, his eyes were glowing.
"Babe... what if I told you we could clear our debt in a month?"
She blinked.
"What's the catch?"
He spun the screen toward her.
"It's a study. Just nudity. Three people. Tasks. Bonuses. £10K if we last 10 days. Another £10K if we stay for 10 more. And if we make it to the full 30? £40,000. Each."
Sophie raised an eyebrow.
"And we'd be... naked the whole time?"
"Yeah, but it's not sex. It's science. Vulnerability. Connection. They're therapists, not porn directors."
She chewed her lip. Nervous. Intrigued.
"It just sounds... intense."
"C'mon. We've been through worse. What's ten days in the nude with some random?"
Sophie had looked at the ad again.
Imagining herself in a house with Chuck... and one other body. One other man.
Something curious flickered in her chest.
And then she nodded.
"Okay. Let's try it."
☀️ DAY 1 - THE FIRST LOOK
The facility smelled like cedar and lemon.
It was quiet. Peaceful, almost too peaceful. Like the calm before something intimate and irreversible.
Sophie and Chuck stepped out of the car, both wrapped in soft grey robes and silence. A young staffer greeted them without ceremony.
"Welcome to The Intimacy Project. Please follow me to your showers. Clothing will be collected. Nudity is required in all communal spaces. Once you're clean, proceed to the main lounge."
Chuck glanced at Sophie. Raised his eyebrows like "no big deal."
She smiled back, small, tight.
Inside, the air was warm. The water hot. The silence heavy.
Sophie showered alone, her skin prickling beneath the spray--not from cold, but nerves. Her heart ticked faster with every passing minute.
Naked. In front of him. In front of... the third.
She didn't even know what she was hoping--or dreading--to see.
🧖 The Lounge: Undressing
Chuck arrived first.
He stepped into the large open lounge: all smooth wood floors, low furniture, and wide windows that spilled sunlight across the space.
He took a deep breath and dropped his robe.
And just like that, he was naked.
Not just nude. Exposed.
Chuck had never been "well-endowed," but in this light, this space, next to no one... the truth looked harsher. His cock was small. Almost childlike in rest. A tight little shaft, shy, pale, tucked against a barely visible bush.
He stood tall, trying to posture, arms at his sides like it didn't matter.
But even he could feel how the room treated him: empty.
Moments later, Sophie entered.
She paused. Just for a second. Her hands clutched the robe at her chest, her breath caught. Then--slowly, bravely--she let it fall.
And Chuck turned to look at her.
His eyes always lit up when she was naked, but today...
She looked different.
Sophie was gorgeous.
Her long, brunette hair still damp, clinging to the soft curves of her shoulders. Her skin glowing, almost dewy in the light. Her hazel eyes glanced up, uncertain, curious. But her full red lips parted slightly in breath.
Her breasts were small but firm, perfectly shaped, the nipples large, thick, dark pink, standing proudly on her pale skin. Her stomach was flat, her hips slender, athletic... but her ass was something else entirely--round, full, sexual in every sense. Made to be grabbed. Watched. Fucked.
Chuck swallowed.
Even after years together, she still stunned him.
But she wasn't looking at him.
Not really.
Because then the door opened.
🚪 Enter Malik
He walked in like he owned the building.
No robe. No hesitation.
Malik was a visual earthquake. Tall. Muscular. Confident. His skin a rich, deep brown that shimmered under the light. His chest wide and heavy, every muscle etched and hard-earned. Veins coiled down his arms and across his forearms like cords.
But it was lower... that everything changed.
His cock swung between his thick thighs, soft--but massive.
Not big. Unreal.
Even in rest, it was easily the length of Sophie's forearm. Thick. Heavy. The kind of cock that defied logic--a weapon, a promise, a threat.
Chuck's eyes widened.
He tried not to look, but he looked.
And he suddenly felt cold.
Sophie inhaled softly. Not loud. Just enough.
Her nipples tingled. Her stomach tightened.
That 's soft?
She didn't know what arousal was supposed to feel like in this kind of moment.
But her thighs pressed closer together without thinking.
Malik's gaze met hers.
Calm. Unbothered.
He nodded.
"Hey."
That voice. Lower than it had sounded in the video.
Like it rumbled through her chest before reaching her ears.
Chuck nodded quickly. Trying to stay composed.
"Hey, man. Malik, right? We picked you."
Malik didn't look at him.
"Yeah. You did."
For a moment, the room was silent.
Three naked bodies. One undeniable presence.
And Sophie...
She had never felt more aware of herself.
Of the air on her skin. The heat behind her knees.
The heavy pull between her thighs.
She had never felt more naked.
More seen.
More like a woman.
Not just someone's girlfriend.
Not just Chuck's quiet, loyal partner.
But a woman standing between two men--
One soft, familiar, trying.
The other carved, composed, and capable of ruining her.
And she felt it already...
The shift.
The need.
Even if she didn't admit it out loud.
The three of them stood together in the lounge.
Sunlight streamed in through the wide glass wall, casting warm lines over three naked bodies, and one massive, unspoken tension.
The room was silent--civil, almost polite--but the tension was undeniable.
Chuck cleared his throat.
"So... this is a weird way to meet people."
Sophie gave a breathy laugh. Malik smiled--a small, real smile. Not cocky, just amused.
"Could be worse," he said. "At least the lighting's decent."
It broke the ice just enough to breathe.
But underneath the polite chatter... was the elephant trunk in the room.
Malik's cock.
It hung between his thighs--thick, heavy, natural in its boldness. He made no effort to hide it. No tension in his stance. He was just there. Present. Swinging.
It was impossible not to notice.
Even harder not to look.
Everyone was fighting their own quiet battle:
• Chuck, forcing eye contact, resisting the urge to glance down.
• Sophie, pretending she was interested in the conversation, when her body kept buzzing with awareness.
• And Malik, perfectly composed--like he didn't need to know if they were looking, because he already knew they were.
It wasn't arrogance.
It was gravity.
Then came the soft chime overhead.
"Sophie, please report to the Interview Room. Charles and Malik, please stand at the center of the lounge and remain still."
She blinked.
"Just me?"
Malik gave her the smallest nod, calm as ever.
"Protocol, probably. You'll be fine."
There was something in his voice--assurance.
Not flirtation. Not command.
Just... control.
Chuck's mouth twitched as she left, barefoot and naked, the curve of her ass bouncing gently as she stepped out of the room.
He didn't know why he suddenly felt cold.
🎥 INTERVIEW ROOM - SOPHIE
The room was dim and softly lit. One chair. One speaker.
"Hello, Sophie. Please answer as openly and honestly as possible. Your responses are confidential and essential to the study."
"How do you feel being nude in the house so far?"
"It's... more intense than I thought. I feel seen. Exposed. But also... kind of alive?"
"Are you comfortable being naked in front of Charles?"
"Yes. It's familiar. I know how he sees me."
"Are you comfortable being naked in front of Malik?"
A pause. Her lips parted.
"I thought I wouldn't be. But I am. He's confident. But not pushy. It's hard to explain."
"Please look through the glass. The two men cannot see you."
The wall illuminated.
Chuck and Malik stood side by side, facing forward.
Chuck looked tense, pale, fidgety. His cock small--invisible in this lighting, like a secret too shy to show itself.
And then there was Malik.
His stance relaxed. Shoulders back. Arms loose.
His cock hung like a goddamn monument.
Sophie's mouth went dry.
"Describe what you see."
"Two men. One trying... the other just is."
"Elaborate."
"Chuck looks... sweet. A little uncomfortable. Like he's holding his breath. Malik looks like... he was born for this. I can't stop noticing how... still he is. How he owns the space."
"What are you feeling right now?"
A long breath.
"Drawn. Curious. A little ashamed that I'm more attracted than I thought I'd be."
Her thighs pressed together on the chair.
"And I can't stop looking at him."
🔁 INTERVIEW ROOM - CHUCK
Chuck sat down stiffly.
He tried to appear relaxed--but his fingers tapped constantly against the armrest.
"How do you feel being nude in the house so far?"
"It's not ideal. But I'll manage."
"Are you comfortable being naked in front of Sophie?"
"Sure. We've lived together for years."
"Are you comfortable being naked in front of Malik?"
"It's... hard to ignore the difference. He's obviously built. Not just muscles. Everything. I'm not insecure, but... it's noticeable."
"Please look through the glass."
The wall lit up.
And there she was.
Sophie stood near Malik. Too near. Not touching, but close enough that their skin almost seemed to echo each other.
She was laughing softly. Her lips flushed. Her chest rising with a slow breath.
Chuck felt like someone had pushed a thumb into his throat.
"Describe what you see."
"My girlfriend. And a guy who... makes me feel small."
"What does that make you feel?"
"Jealous. A little scared."
And something else he didn't say.
Powerless.
Malik never entered the interview room. This research wasn't about him...Even though it was all about him.
🕛 DAY 1 - LUNCH
The awkwardness had started to fade.
Sophie sat at the wide kitchen island, legs tucked neatly beneath her, sipping water. She was still very aware of her nudity--but something about Malik's calm energy made it feel... easier.
Chuck leaned against the counter, arms crossed, trying to look casual.
Malik was by the stove.
The only thing covering him was a thick, navy-blue apron--the single exception to the nudity rule, permitted only while cooking. And somehow, that single piece of fabric made things worse.
It was almost disappointing.
It covered the one part of Malik no one could stop thinking about. The part that had dominated the room when he entered it. And yet, the apron only served to frame everything else--like a spotlight with no shade.
Sophie watched him move. She tried not to. But her eyes kept returning to him--again and again.
Malik stood at least 6'3, a full head taller than Chuck, who barely reached 5'8. And Malik's size wasn't just about height--it was mass, presence, the kind of body that didn't ask for attention... it just took it.
His shoulders were enormous, capped and sloping with strength, stretching the apron strap tight across his upper back. Each bicep bulged with perfect control, a solid arc of power as he stirred the pan or flipped the chicken.
Even his forearms were thick, veined, roped with quiet strength.
When he moved to grab a bowl from the top shelf, the apron lifted slightly in the back--and Sophie's eyes dropped instinctively.
His ass was completely exposed--tight, round, shockingly high for a man his size, flexing subtly as he stepped down again. The open back of the apron framed it perfectly.
Her lips parted, unconsciously.
And his legs...
Thick slabs of muscle, carved from thighs to calves. Powerful quads, dense and wide enough that were each probably comparable to Sophie's torso in diameter. His calves flared as he moved, grounded, balanced--ready to move, lift, pin.
He wasn't flexing. He didn't pose.
But his entire body was a quiet threat.
A promise.
And Sophie couldn't stop watching.
"You cook?" she asked, forcing her voice light.
Malik didn't look up.
"Every day. Learned in the Army. Got addicted to clean food. Can't eat shit when you train."
"Wish I could get Chuck to cook like that," she teased without thinking.
Chuck chuckled tightly.
"I cook. I microwave. Same thing."
He reached for a jar of olives, tried to twist it open.
Nothing.
Tried again.
Still nothing.
Malik extended one hand without turning his head.
Chuck hesitated, then passed the jar over.
Click.
Malik opened it with one effortless pop, no strain. He passed it back like it was nothing.
Sophie blinked.
Her stomach flipped.
"Thanks," Chuck muttered, stiffly.
"No problem," Malik replied with a polite, easy nod.
Not gloating. Just capable.
That made it worse, somehow.
🍽️ Lunch
The meal was delicious.
Grilled chicken. Roasted vegetables. A sharp yogurt sauce that Malik whipped together casually as if he'd done it a hundred times. The kind of meal that tasted like effort, without the ego.
They sat around the table, still nude, legs crossed, slowly easing into the strange rhythm of communal exposure.
Sophie looked looser.
She wasn't covering herself as much now.
Her laugh came more freely. Her smile lingered longer.
Every now and then, her eyes flicked to Malik's hands. His forearms. The way he held his fork like a sculptor's chisel.
Chuck tried to keep up. Tried to add jokes, steer conversation. But Malik never competed.
He just spoke when needed.
Looked when it mattered.
And let silence work for him.
The three stood in the center of the lounge, side by side, still nude, their bare feet on the warm wood floor.
The announcement flashed again on the screen above:
TASK ONE:
"Participants will engage in two separate, two-minute open-mouth kisses. Each kiss must involve a different pairing. The same two people may not kiss twice."
£1,000 will be awarded to each participant upon completion.
Chuck laughed softly, a little nervously.
"Okay, so... one kiss per person, no repeats. Got it."
He turned to Sophie, already stepping forward, assuming the obvious.
"Want to get ours done first?"
She nodded, maybe a little too quickly.
"Sure."
Malik stepped back silently, giving them space. He crossed his arms loosely over his chest, his massive frame sinking comfortably into stillness--just watching.
💋 KISS 1 - Sophie & Chuck
They stood close.
Nude. Facing each other.
No distractions now.
Chuck leaned in first, his hands resting gently on Sophie's hips. His lips found hers--warm, soft. Their tongues met... briefly. Lightly.
There was a rhythm to it. A comfort.
But no fire.
Sophie kissed him like she'd kissed him a thousand times before.
Because she had.
She knew every angle. Every breath. Every tiny twitch.
And as they kissed... she became aware of just how absent her body felt.



There was no flutter in her belly. No pulse between her thighs.
Her hands stayed still. Her core stayed quiet.
They pulled apart after two quiet, familiar minutes.
Chuck smiled, trying to shake off the tension with a laugh.
"Easy," he said. "One down."
Then the silence dropped.
The screen still glowed with its soft instruction:
Two kisses. Each with a different pairing.
Chuck's brow furrowed.
"Wait. So..."
Malik's voice was low, measured.
"You two already kissed."
A simple statement.
No pressure.
Just truth.
Sophie turned toward Malik. Her heart was thudding again.
He stood still. Calm. Arms down now. The apron long gone.
His full body on display.
Massive. Imposing. Unmoving.
Chuck shifted behind her.
"I guess that means it's you two."
Sophie looked between them--then smirked, trying to lighten it.
"It's just a kiss," she said gently.
Then, with a small laugh--meant to cut the awkwardness but laced with heat she didn't expect--
"Unless you want to kiss him..."
Chuck snorted, awkward.
"Ha. Yeah, I'll pass."
Malik smiled. Not mocking.
Just amused. In control.
"Your call," he said, eyes on Sophie. "I'm here if you are."
She paused.
Then stepped forward.
Her body buzzed with tension.
She wasn't pretending anymore.
She was curious.
She was wet.
And she was about to kiss a man who'd barely spoken more than a sentence to her--but had already made her body feel more alive than it had in years.
🌒 DAY 1 - EVENING WIND-DOWN
The lights had softened to a golden hue, the way a luxury spa dims the world to make you breathe slower. Dinner was finished. The air was still.
Then, a soft mechanical chime sounded through the ceiling speakers.
"All shared spaces are now fully accessible. Please explore your accommodations at your own pace."
A hiss of hydraulics as a previously locked hallway slid open.
Sophie turned toward the noise.
"I guess that's our room?"
Malik shrugged and walked toward the hall first, calm, unhurried.
Chuck followed--trying not to rush, but his steps a little too quick. Sophie came last, still half in her own head, the taste of Malik's kiss still lingering in her mouth like wine that wouldn't fade.
🛏️ THE BEDROOM
The door opened to reveal a large, open-concept sleeping area.
Two beds.
Two big beds, both wide and luxurious, separated by a few feet of hardwood floor and a pair of low nightstands. Minimalist. Clean. No clutter. No dividers.
"Well," Chuck said, a little too brightly, "at least we don't have to, you know--share a bed."
He laughed, trying to play it cool.
Trying to sound like it was no big deal.
Sophie gave a faint, automatic chuckle.
Then added, without thinking--
"Yeah... sure."
There was something in her voice. Not regret. But something like conflicted hesitation.
Chuck didn't hear it.
Malik might've.
There were other details:
• A large open closet, three identical sets of white slippers and soft towels.
• A shelving nook, empty for now.
• And three touchscreen panels built into the walls, clearly for future prompts or tasks.
At the foot of each bed sat a folded robe--one per person. For emergencies only. Otherwise, the house stayed nude.
Sophie's gaze drifted to the bed that Malik casually sat on, stretching his arms back behind him.
He looked massive against the neutral bedding. Relaxed. Ready. Like he belonged there.
And something in her stomach fluttered.
Not fear.
Something closer to temptation.
🌌 THE PATIO & GARDEN AREA
The back of the house opened with wide glass doors. Sophie stepped out barefoot onto smooth stone tiles, the night warm against her skin.
Outside, the world was quiet and beautiful.
• A sunken hot tub bubbled softly in the corner of the patio, steam curling up into the sky.
• A small lap pool stretched just beyond it, glowing blue from underwater lights.
• To the right, a metal weight rack gleamed under subtle lighting--rows of kettlebells, dumbbells, and a pull-up bar bolted into a wood post.
• Sophie immediately imagined Malik there. Sweating. Flexing. Commanding.
Chuck wandered the edge of the patio, noting the open-air shower in the corner, then paused at something further down the path.
"Huh. There's another building."
A single modern structure, like a sleek shed with mirrored glass walls, sat just beyond the garden.
The door was sealed. No panel. No handle.
"It's locked," Chuck said. "Wonder what's in it."
Malik didn't respond. He stood at the edge of the hot tub, one hand idly swirling the steam.
"Maybe it opens when we're ready," he said, low.
Sophie swallowed.
The phrase sent a little pulse through her.
The three of them lingered outside for a moment.
The air was warm.
The stars were out.
The water called to them.
Sophie felt it--how small the world had become.
Just her.
Her boyfriend.
And the man who kissed her like she didn't belong to anyone at all.
🌙 DAY 1 - EVENING: HOT TUB RULES
The sky had deepened to velvet blue, dotted with stars. The patio lights hummed to life with soft amber tones, casting a quiet warmth over the stone tiles and smooth outdoor furniture.
Sophie and Chuck sat on a cushioned lounger, still nude but loosely wrapped in towels. Her legs were tucked up beside her, feet bare, a drink cradled in both hands. Chuck lounged with one arm stretched along the backrest behind her.
For the first time all day... things felt still.
"This place is insane," Sophie said, eyes on the lap pool. "It's like a resort. If resorts made you be naked all the time."
Chuck laughed, leaning his head back.
"Honestly, I thought I'd be more awkward by now."
Sophie smiled and reached down, patting his thigh.
"You're doing fine."
And she meant it. Chuck was trying. He was just out of his depth.
He exhaled slowly. Then, without really thinking--
"Really screwed up picking contestant number three though, didn't I?"
Sophie turned toward him, confused.
"What? How? He seems really nice."
Chuck smirked.
"It's not his personality that worries me."
He meant it as a joke. But it didn't land like one.
Sophie gave a soft laugh, but her eyes flicked down--like her body already knew what Chuck was referring to before her brain did.
"You're worrying over nothing," she said gently.
But her voice didn't carry the weight of certainty.
And her eyes?
Her eyes didn't leave the figure that had just stepped onto the patio.
Malik.
Barefoot. Naked. Moving in silence. A towel slung casually over one broad shoulder. His chest caught the light--ridges and muscle sculpted into shadow and shine. Veins curled along his arms and hands. His powerful legs flexed with every step, and between them... he swung.
Full. Meaty. Unignorable.
He walked toward the bubbling hot tub like he'd been there a hundred times before.
Sophie watched him the whole way.
Didn't blink.
Didn't look at Chuck.
Malik lowered himself slowly into the water, one arm bracing against the edge, the other dipping in after him. His body sank beneath the surface in smooth, deliberate motion.
A soft groan of satisfaction escaped his throat.
Then--
BEEP. BEEP.
A small, calm alarm sounded from above.
A voice followed:
"Reminder: Hot Tub, Pool, and Outdoor Fitness Zones are communal areas. A minimum of two participants must be present for use. Solo access is not permitted."
Chuck looked up.
"Wait... seriously?"
Sophie's lips twitched into a half-smile.
"Guess we can't do anything alone here."
Malik looked over his shoulder, still calm in the water.
"Tub's open. Join me."
Not a demand. Not a challenge.
Just a fact.
Sophie stood without hesitation.
Her towel dropped from her waist, her slim hips and firm ass catching the light. She moved with a kind of grace that hadn't been there earlier.
She stepped down into the hot tub with a breathy "mmm," settling across from Malik, her legs folding naturally beneath her. The water curled around her breasts. Her nipples were already hard again.
Chuck followed a beat later, clumsier in his movements. He kept his towel until the last second. He slid in beside Sophie--less gracefully, and a little too quickly.
Now the three of them were nude, wet, and together.
The hot tub hummed. Steam curled.
And no one said a word for a long moment.
Malik leaned back, his arms draped along the edge behind him. His chest rose and fell in slow rhythm, his skin gleaming.
Chuck sat stiffly.
Sophie sat still--but her eyes... weren't on Chuck anymore.
💦 HOT TUB - FINAL MOMENTS OF DAY 1
The water bubbled between them. Steam curled around their shoulders, softening the night air.
Sophie sat quiet, her body loose but her mind buzzing. The warmth had her floating. Or maybe it was the kiss. Or the fact that every time Malik shifted, she could feel it. The water moved differently around him.
Chuck leaned his head back, trying to act casual. His foot brushed Sophie's under the water, and she smiled at him... but her gaze kept returning to the man across from them.
Malik opened his eyes, looked to both of them.
"Long day for you two," he said, voice calm. "Figured I'd give you some time."
Then, slowly, he stood.
The water cascaded down his body, pouring off the ridges of his abs, sliding down his thighs, collecting at the base of the thick, pendulous shaft that swung forward as he rose.
Sophie's eyes locked there.
She didn't even pretend otherwise.
His cock looked heavier now--fuller after the kiss. Still at rest, but barely. Wet and thick-veined, glistening in the low light.
He 's not even trying.
Malik turned slightly, lifted his arms to wipe water from his shoulders--his back muscles rippling as he did, each movement unhurried. A silent show.
And then he stepped out, water streaming down his calves, that perfect ass flexing with each stride.
He didn't look back.
He didn't need to.
Chuck exhaled through his nose, trying not to look pissed.
Sophie stayed silent.
Her skin was hotter than before.
But it wasn't the water.
🌙 NIGHT 1 - BEDROOM
The room was quiet. Just the soft hum of the ceiling vent and the occasional rustle of sheets.
Chuck lay under the covers, eyes closed, one arm flopped over his stomach. He looked peaceful. Or maybe just exhaustedfrom pretending everything was fine.
Sophie stood in front of the wall-mounted screen.
Bare. Still. Breathing slower now.
The prompt glowed:
"Sophie, based on your emotional and physiological data today, you are invited to select a partner for your first physical trust exercise tomorrow."
"Your choice is anonymous. It will be presented as a randomized task."
Two buttons pulsed quietly:
• CHARLES
• MALIK
Her finger hovered.
She imagined Malik's hands.
Large. Skilled. Slow.
She imagined what it would feel like to lie naked under him... blindfolded... every stroke of his palms a mystery.
Her thighs clenched.
Her pulse jumped.
But then she looked back. At Chuck. At his chest rising and falling.
She'd kissed another man today.
She'd stared. She'd imagined.
Maybe this was her way of keeping the balance.
Of proving--at least to herself--that she wasn't already slipping.
She tapped:
CHARLES
The screen blinked.
Nothing more. No confirmation.
Just silence.
She exhaled.
Then slid under the covers, facing away from Chuck.
Her body warm. Her thoughts... conflicted.
Tomorrow, they'd do the trust exercise.
She'd pretend it meant something.
But deep down...
She already knew who she wanted to pick next time.
📣 END OF DAY 1 - SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT
Just as Sophie settled beneath the sheets, the lights automatically dimmed to a soft gold. A barely audible chime sounded from the ceiling.
A calm, gender-neutral voice echoed gently through the room:
"End of Day One."
Total Bonuses Earned:
- Charles: £1,000
- Sophie: £1,000
- Malik: £1,000
Base experiment payment remains pending. The £10,000 milestone will be awarded upon successful completion of Day Ten."
"Thank you for your participation."
Then silence.
Chuck gave a quiet, satisfied grunt beside her.
"Not bad for kissing your girlfriend," he mumbled sleepily.
Sophie didn't answer.
She just stared into the dark.
Still remembering how Malik kissed.
And how close she came to picking him.
☀️ DAY 2 - MORNING
A soft, low chime stirred the still bedroom air.
Lights gradually warmed from deep gold to pale morning white, simulating sunrise against the sleek walls. The blankets rustled.
Sophie was already awake.
She lay on her side, naked beneath the covers, staring at the fabric of the pillow, her mind quiet but full. Her legs pressed together gently. Her lips still tingled from yesterday's kiss--not Chuck 's.
She could still feel the weight of Malik's body across the room.
Even now, with no sound, she could sense him.
Chuck stirred behind her. His arm shifted and found her waist. He pulled her close, kissed her bare shoulder.
"Morning."
His voice was soft. Familiar.
Sophie smiled.
"Hey."
She let him hold her a moment.
But she didn't close her eyes again.
🚿 They Dressed in Silence (Or didn't)
Robes stayed untouched. Nudity was the norm now.
The shared bathroom was steamy. Sophie brushed her hair while Chuck stepped into the shower. She caught her own reflection--flushed cheeks, parted lips, the faintest mark where Malik's hand had gripped her waist during the kiss.
She didn't touch it.
But she stared at it for a second too long.
🌿 PATIO - MALIK ALREADY AWAKE
When they stepped outside, the garden was bathed in gentle sunlight.
And Malik was already there.
Standing near the hot tub. Stretching in silence. Naked, of course.
His arms rose over his head, revealing the full line of his obliques, the heavy V-cut of his hips, his massive thighs braced apart. His cock--meaty, pendulous, softly swaying--shifted slightly with each stretch.
He turned his head and nodded.
"Morning."
Sophie tried to say it back, but it caught in her throat. Chuck answered for her.
"Hey."
💻 TOUCHSCREEN NOTIFICATION - GROUP PROMPT
From inside the house, the chime sounded.
They returned to the lounge, screens already glowing.
Sophie tapped hers first.
DAY 2 - GUIDED PHYSICAL TRUST TASK
Today 's structured activity will focus on body-based vulnerability and presence.
Randomly selected pairing: SOPHIE & CHARLES
Format: blindfolded, oil-based contact, 6 minutes.
Location: designated sensory room.
Time: 10 minutes from now.
Malik will observe to provide feedback on "nonverbal communication."
(As per rotational observer schedule.)
Chuck smiled.
"Hey--us again."
He looked genuinely happy.
Sophie gave a small smile back, covering her reaction.
Malik?
He said nothing.
Just stood quietly nearby.
🤲 THE TRUST TASK BEGINS
Chuck was already lying down on the padded surface, blindfolded, relaxed.
Sophie's hands were slick with oil.
She worked slowly. Gently.
His arms. His chest. His thighs. His shoulders.
There was no tension.
No spark.
She followed the instructions. Did everything right.
But her hands didn't tremble. Her heart didn't race.
She felt nothing but the warmth of the oil.
Malik watched from a seat nearby.
Still.
Focused.
When Sophie glanced at him, just once, during the task...
He held her gaze.
And she felt more heat from that look than from everything her hands had just done.
When the task ended, Chuck kissed her knuckles with a grin.
"Told you I'm a good subject."
She laughed.
But it wasn't real.
💻 PRIVATE PROMPT - SOPHIE ONLY
Back in the hallway, heading toward the kitchen for breakfast, Sophie's screen blinked softly.
She tapped.
AFTERGLOW EXPERIMENT - OPTIONAL TRUST EXTENSION
You have been selected to participate in a supplemental sensory session designed to explore post-task intimacy.
If accepted, your partner will be randomly assigned. You may choose to opt out.
Touch duration: 5 minutes. Setting: private room. Format: oil massage. You may guide or receive.
Her heart kicked harder in her chest.
Random.
But she knew.
She stared at the screen.
And pressed:
✅ ACCEPT
🌫️ DAY 2 - LATE MORNING: THE PROMPT
Sophie stood at the hallway mirror, brushing her fingers through her hair. She wore nothing--just clean, bare skin and the faint scent of the oil from earlier still lingering on her palms.
Chuck was somewhere in the kitchen, rinsing dishes. Malik had gone quiet, stepping out to the patio after breakfast. She hadn't dared follow him with her eyes... but she'd felt the pull.
The house was quiet now.
Almost too quiet.
Then--
Chime.
Soft. Not loud. But unmistakable.
Sophie turned. Her wall panel near the bed glowed faintly.
She padded across the floor and tapped it.
NEW PROMPT:
"Sophie, please report to Room B in the east hallway for your optional session."
"Estimated duration: 5 minutes."
"Partner has been randomly assigned."
No mention of who. No sound of another chime. Just the soft blue glow of confirmation, and the subtle shift in the hallway lights--leading her forward.
Her breath caught.
Her fingertips felt colder than before.
But she stepped out. Quietly. Naked.
As she passed the open lounge area, she saw Chuck--still rinsing his plate, humming to himself, completely unaware.
She didn't stop.
Didn't speak.
She turned down the hallway, the lights dimming behind her, guiding her path until she reached a dark wooden door. Smooth. Marked only by a small panel:
Room B
Occupied upon entry.
She hesitated for a moment.
Her hand hovered over the latch.
Then she pressed it.
The door slid open with a soft hiss.
Cool air. Soft light.
Inside: a low massage table, a warm oil tray beside it, a folded towel.
No one else.
Yet.
🖤 DAY 2 - ROOM B | PRIVATE PROMPT SESSION
The door closed behind her with a soft hiss.
Sophie stood there, still and bare, arms loosely folded beneath her chest, the cool air of the private room raising goosebumps across her skin. The soft scent of sandalwood oil drifted in the air. Warm, sensual.
And then she saw him.
Malik.
Already lying on the table, face down. Silent. Waiting.



No towel. No modesty.
Just his full, colossal body stretched out, relaxed, arms loose at his sides, palms open.
The light was gentle, but it still caught the lines of him--the shoulders, thick and sculpted, his back, wide and rippling with quiet strength. Every line moved subtly with his breath.
His ass. High. Muscular. Perfect.
And those legs--massive, powerful, carved from dense muscle that looked almost too heavy to belong to one man.
Sophie's mouth went dry.
Jesus...
This wasn't Chuck.
This wasn't any man she'd ever known.
This was a living monument. And somehow... he was hers to touch.
She stepped forward slowly.
Her feet were soundless against the soft flooring. She reached for the tray--warm oil, already prepared. She poured a small amount into her palms, rubbed them together.
Her heart was racing.
Her skin flushed.
She let her hands hover over him for a moment--unsure where to start.
Then, gently... she pressed her palms to his shoulders.
He didn't flinch. Didn't move.
But under her hands, his muscles responded--a slow, heavy ripple, like something deep beneath the surface acknowledging her.
She exhaled slowly.
She pressed deeper.
Kneading. Stroking. Exploring.
His skin was warm, tighter than Chuck's, almost impossibly firm. Her hands glided across broad delts, down the long slope of his back, pausing at the groove of his spine.
She wasn't sure if she was massaging him or studying him.
He 's so big... so dense...
Her thumbs circled his lower back, and she moved to his glutes--carefully, slowly. She pressed the pads of her thumbs into the solid swell of muscle.
God... even here, he 's hard. Like stone.
She caught herself staring.
Then swallowed.
Then moved on.
🔁 The Turn
Without a word, Malik shifted.
Slowly. Silently.
He turned over.
And suddenly--she saw it.
His cock lay heavy across his thigh, thick, veined, dark, and not quite soft anymore.
Not erect.
Not threatening.
But undeniably present. Fuller than before.
It curved slightly to the side, resting there with the same natural weight as a forearm.
Her breath hitched.
Her hands hovered above his chest, frozen for just a moment.
Is it okay to stare? Does he know I 'm looking?
She looked up. His eyes were closed.
Still silent. Still breathing slow.
She pressed her palms to his chest.
Worked in slow circles, trying to focus.
But her eyes kept drifting lower.
Her fingertips moved across his pecs, then down the line of his abs, each groove perfectly defined. He was sweating slightly now. Or maybe that was the oil. Either way, his skin gleamed, and her hands slid like water over stone.
Her fingers trembled.
She tried not to think about what it would feel like...
Just one touch. One hand... wrapped around it.
Would she even be able to close her fingers?
Would he get harder?
Would he let her?
Her hands hovered lower.
Almost at his hips now. The edge of her pinky brushing his lower abdomen. So close.
Her eyes dropped again.
It had moved.
It was fuller. Thicker. Resting differently.
Oh my god.
She was wet.
She could feel it now. A slow ache curling up inside her.
One more inch and she'd touch it. Just one more sweep of her hand and--
BEEP.
The chime rang.
Five minutes. Done.
Sophie froze.
Her breath caught in her throat.
She slowly pulled her hands back, stepped away, her heart racing.
And then, without opening his eyes, Malik said:
"You've got a great touch, Sophie."
He sat up, slow, towering, the light casting him in gold.
He looked at her.
A pause.
Then a soft smirk.
"Looks like you enjoyed it."
Sophie flushed.
She didn't answer.
Because he wasn't wrong.
🖤 DAY 2 - POST MASSAGE (EDITED)
The door to Room B hissed open.
Sophie stepped out--still naked, not even thinking to cover herself. Her skin glowed faintly under the hallway lights, especially across her chest and thighs where the massage oil still shimmered, not yet fully absorbed.
Her hair was slightly mussed.
She walked with a softness in her step. Loose. Unhurried.
In one hand she held a small hand towel, slowly wiping the slickness from her fingers, not rushing. She looked distant. Thoughtful.
Down the hall, Chuck glanced up from the lounge area.
"Hey. Where were you?"
Sophie kept her tone light.
"Just a little follow-up task. Five-minute massage thing. Random partner. I gave Malik one."
Chuck's eyes narrowed slightly.
"Oh."
"Nothing big."
She passed him without stopping.
But Chuck's gaze shifted over her shoulder.
The hallway door opened again.
Malik.
He stepped out slowly, walking with that same effortless power--shoulders back, chest high, his body glistening from neck to calf, oiled like polished stone.
And then there was his cock.
Chuck tried not to look.
But he had to.
It wasn't hard. Not fully.
But it wasn 't soft, either.
Not like earlier.
It looked heavier, fuller, just slightly swollen, resting differently against his thigh. A subtle curve of arousal he couldn't fake.
And it didn't look oiled.
Not like the rest of him.
That's something at least, right?
Chuck swallowed.
Malik passed with a slow nod.
"Appreciate it," he said. Not looking back.
📹 DIARY ROOM - SOPHIE (Revised)
She sat in the chair, legs slightly apart, posture looser than before. Her skin still glistened faintly from the oil, and she hadn't noticed the way her nipples remained stiff since she walked in.
"Sophie, thank you. Please describe your post-task experience."
"It was... a lot more intense than I expected."
"What made it intense?"
"I've touched Charles so many times. I know every inch of him. His skin, his body... it doesn't surprise me anymore."
She exhaled softly.
"But with Malik... I had no map. No memory. I was just... feeling. And reacting."
"Did the difference affect your emotions?"
"Yes. I felt... more present. I wasn't just performing a task--I was responding to everything I touched."
"Please describe his body. In your own words."
Her voice lowered slightly.
"He's immense. Dense. Every part of him felt like it was made to dominate. His back was thick. His legs, solid. There wasn't one soft spot on him. Except..."
She trailed off.
"And the area around his hips?"
She bit her lip.
"He shifted. Grew. Not fully, but... enough. He didn't move, but his body answered me."
"Did you want to touch him there?"
A long silence.
Sophie's fingers tightened slightly in her lap.
Then, almost a whisper:
"Is this 100% confidential?"
"Yes," came the soft reply from the speaker. "Your answers will not be shared. This space is safe."
Another beat passed.
Then--lower than before, but steady:
"Yes."
"Do you feel guilty?"
"I didn't do anything."
A pause.
"But I wanted to."
"Would you touch him again if given the chance?"
A longer breath this time. Her nipples pulsed slightly, aching now.
"Yes."
📹 DIARY ROOM - CHARLES
Chuck sat a little stiff in the chair.
Nude, but self-conscious about it. His knees were together. His hands fidgeted on the armrest. He kept shifting like the seat didn't fit right.
"Thank you, Charles. How are you feeling today?"
He gave a small smile. Too practiced.
"Fine. I guess. Weird, but fine."
"Please reflect on the trust task earlier this morning."
"It was good. Normal. I mean... we've touched each other a thousand times. It felt like an extension of that."
He paused.
"But that might be the problem, right? It felt the same. Like nothing new. Like... We were performing familiarity, overly comfortable."
"Do you feel she was engaged?"
He exhaled through his nose.
"She wasn't distracted. But she wasn't... lit up. I know the difference. I've seen it."
"Do you trust Sophie?"
A longer pause.
He didn't answer right away.
Then:
"I want to. I mean... she's never given me a reason not to."
"That's not the question."
Chuck blinked.
"I do. Mostly. But..."
He rubbed his thumb against his palm.
"She watched Malik today. During breakfast. I noticed. She does this thing with her mouth when she's thinking about something she's trying not to say. She was doing that."
"Do you feel threatened by Malik?"
A dry laugh.
"You mean the guy who's built like a demigod and hangs like a horse? No, not at all."
He rubbed his face.
"Look. He's... everything I'm not. I know that. And if she wanted to, I mean... he wouldn't even need to try."
"Would it hurt you if something happened between them?"
Chuck stared at the floor for a moment.
"It'd break me."
🏋️‍♂️ OUTSIDE - GARDEN WEIGHT AREA
The door hissed open.
Chuck stepped out, blinking against the sun.
Then he froze.
Sophie.
She was kneeling by the weight bench, tightening a strap on one of Malik's ankle cuffs. Her hair was tied up, her bare back curved, her toned ass on full display.
Malik stood beside her, holding a massive dumbbell in one hand--easily, casually--his body shimmering with light sweat, his thighs flexed, his cock swinging with each movement.
They were both smiling.
Sophie laughed at something he said--head tilted, relaxed. Familiar. Like they'd done this a hundred times before.
Chuck stood just inside the threshold.
He didn't say anything.
Didn't move.
But something in his chest cracked.
🏋️‍♂️ DAY 2 - WORKOUT AREA: SOPHIE & MALIK
The late-morning sun warmed the garden stones beneath Sophie's feet. The house was still, quiet behind her, the only sounds the soft grunts of weightlifting and the clink of metal meeting metal.
Sophie crouched beside the weight bench, fastening the strap on one of Malik's ankle wraps.
She wasn't in a rush.
Her fingers moved slowly.
Deliberately.
She could feel the heat of his body beside her--massive, radiating strength even while still.
When she stood, he glanced over and handed her the towel.
"You missed your calling," he said, half-smiling. "You're good with your hands."
She felt a flush rise to her cheeks. She didn't answer. Just smirked softly.
"You do this every day?" she asked, stepping back as he sat on the bench.
"Keeps me grounded," Malik said, wrapping his hands around the bar. "Plus, it's nice when someone's watching."
Sophie laughed.
It came easily.
And when he lifted--clean, slow, with impossible control--her eyes followed every movement. The way his arms flexed, how the cords of muscle rolled beneath his skin. How his chest pushed forward, slick with sweat and oil. How his cock swayed just slightly between reps, heavier now with blood.
She didn't mean to stare.
But she didn't stop.
Across the patio, Chuck stood behind the glass door.
Watching.
The set of his jaw was tight.
His arms were crossed.
He didn't know what they were saying.
But he didn't have to.
Sophie laughed again.
Malik smiled at her.
And Chuck's stomach twisted.
🌇 DAY 2 - EVENING: SOPHIE & CHARLES
The light outside was dimming, turning soft and honeyed through the floor-to-ceiling glass. The house felt quieter now. Calmer. A gentle hum in the air.
Sophie was sitting on the edge of their bed, towel-drying the ends of her hair from an early evening rinse. Her skin was clean now, no more oil, but there was still a warmth in her limbs she couldn't shake.
Charles stood near the small console table, a glass of water in his hand. He hadn't said much since dinner.
Then--offhand, casual but tight:
"You and Malik seem to be getting along."
Sophie didn't look up right away.
"Yeah. He's... easy to talk to."
"Easy to spot, too. Especially from a distance."
The tone was light. But it stung.
Sophie narrowed her eyes slightly.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
Charles shrugged.
"Nothing. Just... noticed you've been spending a lot of time near him lately. Today. Earlier. With the weights."
She stood now, the towel still in her hand.
"He asked if anyone wanted to work out. You didn't."
"I didn't think I needed to supervise a workout."
Sophie blinked. Her tone dropped.
"Supervise?"
"You know what I mean."
A beat.
Sophie's voice stayed calm, but sharper now.
"Charles... we're all in this. Together. This house? These rules? I didn't write them. Malik wants to stay active, and honestly? It wouldn't hurt you to get out there a bit."
He flinched.
"Wow."
"I'm serious. If you don't want me alone with him, then step up. Don't make me the bad guy for saying yes when you keep saying no."
A silence stretched between them.
Sophie turned away, folded the towel, placed it neatly on the bed. Her jaw was set. She didn't want to keep arguing. She hated this kind of thing.
But it was already between them now.
Charles sighed.
Moved toward her.
He wrapped his arms around her waist from behind. Rested his forehead to the back of her shoulder.
"I'm sorry."
She didn't move at first.
Then leaned back into him.
"I don't want to fight."
"I'm scared," he whispered. "I didn't think I would be. But I am."
Sophie reached for his arms and laced her fingers through his.
They sat there in the quiet.
Holding each other.
They sat there in silence, wrapped in each other's arms. Sophie pressed her cheek against Charles's temple. His hands held her tighter now, as if pulling her back from something neither of them wanted to name.
Then--
Footsteps.
Soft. Bare against the wood flooring.
They both looked up as Malik appeared in the doorway, walking slowly past the open frame of their room, a towel slung over one shoulder, water still beading on his chest.
He paused when he saw them--locked together, eyes still heavy with tension.
He didn't smile.
He didn't tease.
Just offered a quiet, calm:
"You two want a couple hours of privacy? I can chill out back, give you the space."
There was something so casual about it. Like he'd seen this before. Like he knew what couples needed to patch a crack.
Or maybe he just liked giving Sophie the chance... to miss him.
Charles nodded, almost too quickly.
"Yeah. Thanks, man. Appreciate it."
Malik nodded once.
"No problem."
Then kept walking. Slow. Measured.
His cock swaying slightly as he turned down the hall--bare, relaxed, but never insignificant.
Sophie watched him go.
Just for a second.
Then closed her eyes.
And leaned back into Charles's arms.
"End of Day Two."
Bonuses awarded today:
- Charles: £500
- Sophie: £1,000
- Malik: £500
Current Total Earnings:
- Charles: £1,500
- Sophie: £2,000
- Malik: £1,500
Reminder:
Base milestone of £10,000 will be awarded upon successful completion of Day Ten.
"Thank you for your participation."
Charles raised his head slightly from the pillow.
He didn't say anything.
But Sophie?
She felt that number.
Her number.
And for a brief moment... she wondered if anyone else noticed.
🕶️ PRIVATE PROMPT - CHARLES (2:18 AM)
The room was dark. The ceiling lights dimmed to deep blue, the house in its simulated "sleep state."
Chuck stirred slightly, half-awake, then blinked as his bedside screen gave off a quiet pulse of light.
A new notification.
He tapped.
"Thank you for participating in today's emotional trust activity."
"Would you like to view a 30-second anonymized replay of your partner's 'post-task extension session'?"
"The footage contains no faces or voice. Only physical interaction and sensory response."
YES / NO
Chuck stared.
His thumb hovered.
Then tapped:
✅ YES
🔁 Footage (Sensory Playback Fragment)
The screen stayed black. But soft sound played--breathing, quiet, slow.
Then visuals:
• Oiled skin gliding over a massive, muscled back.
• Hands--her hands--spreading across ridged shoulders.
• A slow, downward stroke. Lower. Slower. Palms pausing.
• The body beneath her shifts. Grows.
• Her hands hover near the hip.
• A second from contact.
Then--black.
End of footage.
Chuck sat frozen.
She had told him "it was just a massage. It was nothing"
But he saw something more than that. Those hands weren't massaging. They were exploring. And where did they explore when the video cut off?
🌞 DAY 3 - BREAKFAST | MALIK & CHUCK
The sunlight bathed the patio in golden warmth, casting soft glows across the clean tableware and bare skin. The three of them sat outside, steam rising from mugs of black coffee, plates half-finished. Sophie was barefoot, legs folded beneath her, her skin still damp from a rinse, catching the morning light in all the right places. Her hair was tied up loosely, exposing the elegant line of her neck.
She looked radiant, relaxed.
Chuck watched her carefully--like she might float away if he blinked too long.
Across from them, Malik sat at ease. Back straight. Silent but grounded. His glass of water caught a bead of condensation that rolled down the side in slow motion.
When Sophie stood to go inside--murmuring something about a quick shower--she leaned over to press a kiss to Chuck's cheek. His hand found her thigh briefly. His smile was there, but it didn't stretch far.
She disappeared inside.
There was silence. Just birds in the garden. The soft hum of the pool's filter.
Then Malik spoke, his voice low and smooth.
"You alright, man?"
Chuck blinked.
"Yeah, yeah. All good."
Malik didn't look away.
"You seem like you're thinking a lot. Especially when she's not looking."
Chuck gave a small, forced laugh and traced his finger around his coffee cup.
"Yeah, I guess I am."
Malik leaned forward slightly, forearms resting on the table. His posture was casual, but his eyes stayed sharp.
"Can I say something without stepping on anything?"
Chuck gave a hesitant nod.
Malik waited a moment.
Then:
"You care about her. That's obvious. But if you keep treating these tasks like they're tests she's passing or failing? She's going to start feeling punished every time she does something she's been asked to do."
Chuck looked down.
Malik continued, voice level but firm.



"She's trying to do this with you. Not behind your back. Not instead of you. With you. But if every time she touches someone else, she sees guilt on your face? You're not protecting her. You're making her feel like the villain in her own experiment."
Chuck stayed quiet, but his jaw tightened.
Malik took a slow sip of water.
"Look--I get it. Believe me. I know what I look like. I know what you saw yesterday."
Chuck's mouth twitched at the corner. A flash of bitterness, then shame.
Malik's tone softened--not apologetic, but generous.
"This whole setup--it's a mindfuck. But guilt's a slow poison, man. Either you're both in this... or you're both already out."
He stood, stretching casually, body tall and loose in the golden light.
"Don't make her protect your feelings more than she protects her own curiosity."
Then he turned, muscles rippling subtly as he walked back inside.
🌿 LATER THAT MORNING - SOPHIE NOTICES
When Sophie came back to the patio, fresh and dewy from her shower, she was expecting Chuck to still be moody. Wound tight. His usual soft-spoken sulk when things got emotionally tricky.
But instead... he smiled.
Genuine. Small. But real.
"Feeling better?" he asked, handing her a chilled glass of water.
She blinked.
"Yeah. You?"
"Getting there," he said, then hesitated. "You wanna sit with me for a bit?"
She sat. Sipped. Looked at him sideways.
There was something different in the air. Not lighter, but... less heavy. She couldn't put her finger on it.
Then she noticed the way Malik passed behind them--bare, casual, confident. He glanced once at Chuck, gave a slight nod.
And Chuck? He nodded back.
That was it.
But it told her everything.
They talked.
She didn't say anything. But something in her chest softened.
Malik wasn't just handsome. Or dominant.
He was decent.
And that made him dangerous in a whole new way.
💪 DAY 3 - MID-MORNING | CHUCK & MALIK WORK OUT
The sun was higher now, casting long shadows across the workout area at the edge of the garden. The smooth patio tiles were warm under bare feet. Dumbbells glinted in the light. A barbell rested across a wooden bench like it had been waiting for someone to try.
Chuck stood beside it, stretching his arms behind his back. His body was lean--fit, but soft in places. Athletic in a casual way. He looked good. Normal. Approachable.
Then Malik stepped out of the house.
His silhouette filled the doorway first--tall, broad, unhurried.
Nude, except for a towel draped over his shoulder, he moved with the kind of ease that came from knowing he didn't have to try.
His muscles flexed and released with each step--shoulders thick, chest solid, abs tight and deeply grooved. His cock, heavy as always, hung forward slightly, shifting with each movement like it had a presence of its own.
Sophie was sitting nearby on a lounge chair, sipping from a water bottle, a towel around her hips, legs bare and stretched. She looked up as they started.
"You joining today?" Malik asked Chuck, voice light.
"Yeah," Chuck said, exhaling. "Figure I should stop watching and start doing."
Malik gave him a nod. Respectful.
"Let's go light first. Warm up right."
🏋️‍♂️ The Workout
Chuck started with resistance bands. Malik handed them to him without comment. No smirks. No arrogance. Just calm, quiet guidance.
They worked through squats, curls, some chest presses.
Chuck tried hard--not just to keep up, but to prove something.
Malik's movements were slow, perfect.
Each rep a lesson in control.
Chuck's breaths came faster. His skin flushed. Muscles trembled by the third set.
Malik wasn't even winded.
At one point, Malik grabbed a heavier dumbbell--far heavier than Chuck had touched--and began slow, deliberate curls, his biceps swelling with each motion. Veins snaked down his arms like rivers under his skin.
Chuck paused, watching.
"Jesus," he muttered.
"Just reps," Malik said calmly, without looking up. "Consistency."
👀 Sophie Watches
From her spot in the sun, Sophie couldn't stop her eyes from moving.
She watched Chuck's jaw clench, his body tense, muscles shaking as he struggled through a set. He looked small, but earnest. Vulnerable.
And she felt something for him in that moment. A kind of soft admiration.
But then her gaze drifted.
To Malik.
To the way his glutes flexed as he bent to reset a weight. The way his massive back rippled like a living sculpture. The sheer size of his thighs as he lowered into a squat--cock swaying, purposefully and mesmerizing.
He was strength. Gravity. Ease.
And her stomach fluttered with guilt.
Chuck 's trying so hard... and all I can think about is Malik's body.
She shifted on the chair, squeezing her thighs together just slightly, the wetness between them undeniable now.
Eventually, Malik clapped Chuck gently on the shoulder.
"You did good, man."
"Not quite in your league," Chuck said between breaths, trying to smile.
"Doesn't matter," Malik replied. "You showed up."
Sophie smiled at them both as they approached.
"Proud of you," she said to Chuck, kissing his cheek.
Chuck beamed.
But as she looked back at Malik, their eyes caught for a moment too long.
And neither of them looked away.
💻 DAY 3 - TASK ANNOUNCEMENT | KISS & EMBRACE
The screen lit up just after midday, the now-familiar chime humming softly through the lounge.
All three of them turned as the announcement began--crisp, warm, clinical.
"Today's intimacy task has been selected to observe emotional awareness through physical proximity."
Task:
- 5 minutes of open-mouth kissing between two partners
- Followed by 5 minutes of silent, nude, full-body holding
Participants will rotate in two pairings.
£1,000 bonus per person, per completed pairing.
Thank you for your willingness to explore.
The screen dimmed.
The silence afterward stretched.
Sophie sat up on the couch, towel still loose around her hips. She glanced at Chuck.
"Do you want to do it?" she asked, voice gentle but serious. "Because... I can't keep doing these tasks and feel like I've betrayed you afterward. If we're going to be in this, I need to be able to breathe in it."
Chuck nodded slowly. He rubbed his palms against his knees.
"I know."
She waited.
He took a breath.
"I've been thinking since this morning. Since the workout. Since breakfast."
Another pause.
"This whole thing--it was my idea. I saw the ad. I pushed us to apply. I wanted to shake things up. Make some money. Be bold for once."
His voice softened.
"I don't love watching you with someone else. I won't lie. But I get it now. These are just tasks. Experiences. And the more I fight it, the more I look like the one trying to make you feel wrong for doing what we agreed to."
She looked at him, really looked.
He held her gaze.
"So... yeah. I'll do it. We do this together. I don't have to be happy. I just have to be fair."
Sophie nodded.
Her heart was heavy. But lighter than before.
Chuck was trying.
And that still mattered.
🔸 Sophie & Chuck - 5 Minutes
The kiss was warm.
Soft.
Familiar.
Chuck's hands found her waist, gentle fingers pressing into her skin. Sophie tilted her head, opened slightly. Their mouths moved like a dance they'd done before. No fumbling. No discovery. Just routine. Careful affection.
But even as she kissed him, Sophie felt it.
This is love. But it 's not hunger.
He smelled like the same cologne she'd known for years. His hands shook slightly, whether from nerves or restraint she didn't know. She tried to meet him there--to lean in, to mean it.
But her body didn't melt.
It held.
Held back.
When the second chime sounded, they transitioned into the embrace.
Chuck wrapped his arms around her, pressing their chests together.
He rested his forehead against hers. Closed his eyes.
Sophie held him gently.
But her mind was already drifting.
🔸 Sophie & Malik - 5 Minutes
She stepped back onto the mat, heart beating too fast now. The floor felt warmer beneath her feet. Or maybe it was just her skin--flushed, tight, ready. She hadn't expected this. Not like this.
Malik was already standing in the center.
Still.
Tall.
Nude.
His body was statuesque but breathing--not cold marble, but fire beneath skin. Shoulders broad. Posture relaxed. His cock rested low against his thigh, full, unbothered, impossibly present without asking for attention.
He wasn't looking at her body.
He looked into her eyes.
And that was worse.
He 's not just a body. He's a man who knows exactly what I'm feeling.
And he's not in a rush to take anything. He's letting me want it.
The chime sounded.
She stepped in.
Their lips met--and time bent.
There was no hesitation.
No awkwardness.
His mouth moved like a rhythm she didn't know she'd been waiting for.
Full. Warm. Controlled. Exploratory. He didn't kiss to impress--he kissed to understand.
His lower lip dragged against hers. He let her taste him slowly.
And when she parted her mouth wider, he responded--but gently, never overtaking her.
Her hand found his chest--hot, hard beneath her palm, the kind of muscle that came from years of focus, not vanity. Her fingers brushed across his nipple, and she felt the tiniest flicker of reaction beneath his skin. He didn't move. But his body spoke.
Her thighs clenched instinctively.
Her breath hitched.
She didn't mean to moan--but it whispered out between kisses.
This is what I 've been missing.
This is what I've never had.
He's not kissing me to possess me. He's kissing me to unravel me.
Her nipples were aching now, hard and sensitive, brushing his chest with every shift. She felt slick between her legs--wet in a way that had nothing to do with nerves.
She wanted to rub against him.
Feel his thigh between hers.
Know what it would be like to wrap her leg around his waist and not have to hold back.
When the second chime rang, she was stunned it hadn't already.
They transitioned into the embrace.
Malik stepped closer, slowly, like gravity was drawing them together.
His arms wrapped low around her waist. One hand rested high on her back. The other... settled just above the curve of her ass.
His cock pressed softly against her lower stomach--warm, thick, not hard... but undeniably alive.
She inhaled sharply. He exhaled against her hair.
Her body melted.
I 'm not supposed to feel this safe. This turned on. At the same time.
She could feel the quiet strength of his arms around her, the way he held her without claiming her.
And that's when she realized:
If he pulled away right now... I would want more.
📹 DIARY ROOM - SOPHIE
The chair was warm beneath her. Or maybe she was just hot.
Sophie sat with her legs slightly parted, spine straight but tense. Her skin still glowed faintly from the task room, her hair slightly tousled from his hands.
She licked her lips before she even realized she had.
"Thank you, Sophie. Please reflect on your physical and emotional experience in today's task."
She exhaled slowly, trying to organize the thoughts.
They didn't want to be organized.
"It was... it was a lot."
"Please describe your experience with Charles first."
She nodded slowly.
"Chuck was... sweet. Familiar. It felt like something we've done so many times. And that was comforting. I didn't have to think. It was safe."
"How did your body respond to that contact?"
A pause.
"I didn't feel turned on. But I didn't feel repelled, either. I think I just... went through the motions. It was a memory, in motion."
"And with Malik?"
She blinked.
Then looked up.
"Malik didn't just kiss me. He... read me. With his mouth. His hands. His body. It wasn't a task to him--it was a moment. And he let me make it real."
Her fingers tightened slightly on the armrest.
"I thought I was in control. But the way he held back--like he was waiting for me to meet him there--that's what wrecked me."
She shifted slightly in the chair, feeling the slickness between her thighs as she moved.
Her voice dipped, almost to a whisper.
"I'm still wet."
"Would you describe any emotional impact?"
She nodded again, slower this time.
"I felt something I didn't expect. It wasn't just desire. It was... seen. Like he wasn't trying to take anything from me. He was giving me space to want more."
Another pause. Her eyes flicked down, then back up.
"And I do. I want more."
"Do you feel guilt?"
"No."
"Do you feel closer to Charles... or Malik?"
A long silence.
Then softly:
"Closer to myself."
📹 DIARY ROOM - CHARLES
Chuck sat a little hunched, arms resting on his knees, hands clasped loosely. His eyes were tired. Not red. Just... dimmed. The smile he gave the camera was automatic.
Then gone.
"Thanks for having me," he said dryly, then shook his head. "I sound like I'm on a podcast."
The voice chimed in.
"Please reflect on today's task. Begin with your experience with Sophie."
Chuck exhaled through his nose.
"It was fine. Natural. Like muscle memory. I knew exactly where to put my hands, when she'd tilt her head... it felt easy."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Yeah. I mean--yeah. She's beautiful. She's mine."
He paused.
"It just didn't feel like anything new. I guess that sounds... lame. But it felt like kissing someone I already knew the answer to."
"And watching her with Malik?"
A long silence.
He looked down. Rubbed at the back of his neck.
"She kissed him like she forgot I was in the room."
Another pause. A swallow.
"And when they held each other... I saw her body soften in a way I haven't seen in a while."
His voice dipped.
"She let herself fall into him. Just... let it happen. That wasn't a task. That was... something else."
"How did that make you feel?"
Chuck gave a short laugh. Empty.
"Small."
He shook his head again.
"But this is what I signed up for, right? I told myself we'd both be strong enough to handle it. And maybe we are. I just didn't think watching her connect with someone would feel so... one-sided."
"Do you think she's losing interest in you?"
Chuck looked up, startled.
Then... quieter:
"I think she's finding something that doesn't include me. And I don't know how to compete with that."
"Would you continue if tomorrow's task paired her with Malik again?"
He stared straight ahead.
"Yes."
"Why?"
Another beat.
His voice dropped to nearly a whisper.
"Because I'd rather be here watching her slip away... than somewhere else pretending she isn't."
🍷 DAY 3 - EVENING | WINE & TRUST GAMES
The sun dipped low behind the garden wall, leaving the patio washed in a soft orange hue. Inside, the house lights glowed warmer now, shifting into their evening tones--ambers and blush golds that kissed the walls and floors like candlelight.
The chime rang softly.
"Evening recreation initiated. Wine provided."
A chilled bottle of deep red waited on the kitchen counter, beside three clean glasses and a bowl of strawberries. No explanation. No rules.
Sophie smiled when she saw it.
"We earned this."
Chuck poured carefully, and they took their glasses to the sunken lounge. Cushions surrounded them. They sat in a loose triangle--nude, relaxed, legs tucked, bodies half-lit and half-shadow.
Sophie's legs curled beneath her. Chuck leaned back on one elbow. Malik sat cross-legged, glass held loosely, his posture always perfectly effortless.
The first few sips passed quietly.
Then Sophie laughed at something small--Chuck brushing her calf with his foot by accident--and it broke the tension.
"Okay," she said, tilting her glass. "Anyone else feel like we need a game?"
Chuck raised his brow. "Like what, spin the bottle?"
Malik smirked.
"I think the house has one in mind," he said, nodding toward the screen.
It blinked to life.
TRUST MODE: CURATED GAME - TRUTH OR DARE (Consent-Based)
Light intimacy | Group bonding | Optional Bonuses
The first prompt appeared, floating soft in the golden air.
🃏 TRUTH: CHARLES
"Who surprised you the most today, and why?"
Chuck glanced at Sophie. Then Malik.
"Honestly?" he said. "Malik."
Malik raised a brow.
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah," Chuck nodded. "You didn't have to talk to me this morning. Could've just... let me flail. But you didn't."
Sophie looked between them, her smile softening.
"He helped you?"
"Yeah," Chuck said. "He gave it to me straight. Didn't gloat. Didn't posture. Just... called it like it was."
Malik lifted his glass, a small nod.
"You listened. That's the real win."
Chuck raised his own in return.
Sophie just looked at the two of them--feeling a strange warmth settle low in her belly.
God, they 're both trying.
The screen blinked again.
🃏 TRUTH: SOPHIE
"Who in the house made you feel most desired today?"
She froze for a second.
Chuck's expression didn't change.
He sipped his wine.
Malik didn't blink.
Sophie smiled--soft, unreadable.
"I think we all know the answer to that."
She looked at neither of them directly.
But Malik's eyes lingered on hers.
And Chuck just looked down.
A silence fell.
But it wasn't awkward.
It was charged.
Like everyone felt something shift, but no one would say it aloud.
Malik set his empty glass down.
"You handled today well," he said to Chuck. "Could've gone another way. Respect."
Chuck gave a quiet nod. That meant more than he'd expected.
"Thanks," he said. "Still figuring it out."
Sophie watched them both.
One man trying to stay in the game.
The other, holding all the cards--and not even playing them yet.
"Next Round: Coin of Contact"
A participant and their dare will be selected at random.
They will flip a coin to decide on the person.
They must perform the dare with the person the coin assigned.
Participation is optional. Bonuses awarded for completion.
Sophie raised her eyebrows, sipping her wine with a teasing smirk.
"Well that's twisted."
Chuck gave a low laugh. "Hope the coin's on my side."
Malik leaned back, relaxed.
"I'm good with chance."
The screen blinked.
🎯 DARE 1: SOPHIE
Dare: "Sit in someone's lap for 60 seconds. No speaking. Just breathing."
Sophie let out a nervous laugh.
Chuck visibly tensed. Malik's brow lifted, but his face remained unreadable.
The screen pulsed:
Flip the coin.
Malik handed her the small gold coin from the center dish.
Sophie held it, heart thudding.
She flipped.
It spun in the warm light--flashing gold, gold, gold--
Tails.
Her eyes widened.
"Malik," she said quietly.
Chuck's jaw clenched. He smiled. Barely.



Malik didn't move. Just opened his legs slightly and patted his thigh once.
Sophie stood slowly.
She walked across the mat, every inch of her skin humming.
Nude. Breasts slightly flushed. Her breath catching in her throat.
She straddled him. Lowered herself down.
His cock rested soft beneath her--but it was there. Present. Warm against her slick folds.
She could feel it through the contact.
Not growing. Not aggressive.
Just... aware.
His hands rested on her hips.
Light. Respectful.
She placed hers on his shoulders.
They didn't speak.
But their breathing synced.
And Chuck couldn't take his eyes off her.
She 's not trying to be seductive.
She's just... connected.
Her eyes fluttered closed.
And Malik exhaled slow--through his nose, not his mouth--like he was grounding her.
Sixty seconds passed.
The chime sounded.
She stood up--legs shaky.
Malik didn't adjust himself.
Chuck said nothing.
But something had shifted.
The screen blinked again.
🎯 DARE 3: MALIK
Dare: "Whisper something you want to do to one of us--in their ear. No one else gets to know."
Sophie's lips parted.
Chuck straightened slightly.
Malik... smiled.
"Finally."
He stood slowly, stretching tall--a cascade of shadow and skin, his body effortlessly graceful as he moved. He stepped barefoot across the lounge.
The screen glowed:
Flip the coin.
He caught it mid-air with ease.
Flip.
Turn.
Land.
Tails.
Sophie.
Chuck's jaw tensed.
But he said nothing.
Malik walked behind her slowly. No rush. No swagger.
Just control.
Sophie sat upright now, her skin already tingling before he even reached her.
He leaned down--his chest close to her back, his mouth beside her ear.
His lips brushed the shell of it.
His voice was low.
Smooth.
Velvet and heat.
We don't hear what he says.
But we see her reaction.
Her knees press together slightly.
Her breath catches.
Her nipples tighten again, visible even in the low light.
And her fingers clench softly into her thigh.
He straightens.
Returns to his seat.
Not a word spoken.
But Sophie won't look at Chuck for several long seconds.
And Chuck?
He doesn't ask what was whispered.
Because he's afraid he already knows.
📣 END-OF-DAY ANNOUNCEMENT
The soft chime echoed through the house as the lights shifted to evening tones--cooler now, tinted soft blue and muted rose.
The lounge screen pulsed with calm, digital warmth.
"End of Day Three."
Bonuses awarded today:
- Charles: £1,500
- Sophie: £2,000
- Malik: £1,500
Current Totals:
- Charles: £3,000
- Sophie: £3,500
- Malik: £3,000
Base milestone of £10,000 remains pending. Thank you for your continued participation.
Goodnight.
The screen faded. The house dimmed.
No one spoke.
🌙 BEDROOM | NIGHTFALL
The house had gone still, except for the soft hum of nighttime lights glowing dimly near the floorboards. The windows were streaked with moonlight, pale against the cool blue dark.
Two beds.
Two bodies.
Chuck was already asleep. Face turned toward the wall. His breathing deep, even.
Sophie lay on her back. Sheet pulled just to her stomach. The air against her bare skin felt too cold... and not cold enough.
Her body wouldn't settle.
Her mind wouldn't quiet.
She'd kissed two men today.
One made her feel safe.
The other made her feel real.
She could still feel Malik's mouth against hers. The way he waited--not taking, just inviting. Letting her lean in. Letting her want it.
And then... his arms around her.
The way he held her like her body meant something. Like he could tell exactly where she was tender. Like he wanted to memorize her breath.
And later--
His lap.
Her thighs stretched over his. His cock resting, thick and warm, just under her slit. Not pressing. Just... being.
Her folds had pulsed against him.
Her nipples had stiffened without permission.
She wanted to move. To grind.
To let go.
But she hadn't.
Not yet.
And then--the whisper.
That one final blow before the lights dimmed.
His mouth at her ear, breath slow and low, voice velvet over her skin:
"I won't touch you until you stop pretending you don't want it. But when you let go? I'll take my time showing you everything you've been denying yourself. And afterward... you won't want to go back."
She swallowed.
Pressed her thighs together.
Still didn't touch herself.
But her fingers curled in the sheets.
And sleep did not come easy.
🌅 DAY 4 - EARLY MORNING | SOPHIE'S DREAM & WAKING
Sophie woke with a soft gasp, her breath caught halfway between a moan and a sob.
Her skin was flushed.
Her thighs, soaked.
The sheets damp with slick heat between her legs.
Her nipples ached, hard as glass under the linen sheet. Her hand had drifted halfway between her legs in sleep--fingers curled near her mound, but never quite touching.
It felt so real.
His hands on her hips. His lips between her legs.
The whisper again, curling like smoke through her head...
"I won't touch you until you stop pretending you don't want it. But when you let go? I'll take my time showing you everything you've been denying yourself. And afterward... you won't want to go back."
Her legs rubbed together, involuntarily.
She wanted to cum. Desperately.
But not like this.
She swallowed hard.
Sat up.
Slipped out of bed before Chuck stirred.
She didn't look at him.
Because if she did, she'd remember she was still someone else's girlfriend.
📹 DIARY ROOM CALL - SOPHIE & CHARLES TOGETHER
The screen in the lounge pulsed gently as the house stirred to life.
"Sophie and Charles, please proceed to the diary room together."
Chuck looked up from the kitchen, surprised. Sophie was just returning from the bathroom, damp hair tucked behind her ears, skin still dewy.
They exchanged a glance.
Curious.
Nervous.
They walked in together, nude, barefoot. The floor cool beneath them.
Two chairs. Side by side.
They sat. Close--but not touching.
The soft voice of the system hummed in.
"Thank you for joining us. You have completed three full days in the program."
"Today, the program will begin transitioning into Phase Two. Tasks will escalate in intimacy and complexity."
"Before continuing, you are both being offered the opportunity to exit the house. If you choose to leave now, you will take your currently earned bonus money with you."
"Alternatively, if you choose to stay, you must commit to completing the next seven days--through Day 10. Upon successful completion, you will each receive your full £10,000 milestone, plus all additional bonuses earned during that time."
"Please answer honestly, and in front of one another."
Sophie swallowed.
The silence stretched.
"How are you feeling about the experiment so far?"
Charles cleared his throat. He went first.
"It's harder than I expected," he said softly. "Seeing her with someone else. Watching her... connect. That's tough. But I signed up for this. We did this together. And I want to see it through."
He looked at Sophie.
"It's only ten days," he added, more to himself than her. "We can do ten days."
Sophie blinked. Surprised.
And something inside her... unlocked.
"I'm surprised," she said gently. "But I'm glad."
"I feel... challenged. Conflicted. But curious. And I don't want to walk away from that just because it's uncomfortable."
She paused. Looked straight ahead.
"I want to keep going too."
"To confirm: you both agree to stay until at least Day 10?"
"Yes," they said together.
They were dismissed a moment later.
Sophie stepped into the hall ahead of him.
And smiled to herself as she walked.
I have permission now.
🏊‍♂️ DAY 4 - MIDMORNING | THE SWIM
The sun was warm and climbing, bright over the garden as the trio made their way outside. The pool shimmered like glass--crystal clear, untouched until now.
They were all nude. That was no longer strange.
But in the daylight, everything looked more vulnerable.
Malik was the first to dive in--cutting through the water with a smooth, perfect arc. His body sliced under the surface like he belonged to it. When he came up, water streaming down his chest, the sunlight clung to him in every curve of muscle.
Chuck followed, awkward but trying.
Sophie stepped in slowly--sighing as the coolness kissed her thighs, her stomach, her breasts.
"God, this feels good," she said, floating back on her spine, her hair fanning out in the water.
Malik watched her for a beat. Quiet. Appreciative.
Chuck swam closer and flicked water toward her.
"Don't get too relaxed. I've got killer splash aim."
Sophie laughed and splashed him back.
They chased each other through the shallows for a minute--just enough contact to feel skin brushing skin beneath the surface. Hips bumping. Arms sliding past shoulders. Legs entangled under water before pulling away.
"So," Malik said finally, floating effortlessly beside them, "you two had your first real decision this morning."
Sophie glanced at Chuck. Then at Malik.
"Yeah. They gave us a chance to leave. With what we've earned so far."
"But you stayed," he said.
"We did," Chuck added. "We committed to at least Day 10."
Malik turned to Sophie.
Not cocky. Not smug.
Just... something settled in his voice.
"Good," he said, eyes on hers. "I'm glad."
And she felt it--heat sliding lower in her belly at the way he said it.
Like he'd been waiting for her permission too.
💻 TRANSITION TO TASK - "Scent & Sensation"
As they dried off--Malik with a towel slung low over his hips, Chuck brushing off water from his arms, Sophie wringing out her hair--the chime rang.
The screen lit up on the patio wall.
"Today's first task has been selected: Scent and Sensation Identification."
"One participant will be blindfolded. The two others will take turns making gentle, non-verbal contact--limited to skin-to-skin touch from the waist up."
"The blindfolded participant will then attempt to identify each partner by scent, touch, and presence."
Selected Participant: Sophie
Bonus: £750 for correct identification. £500 awarded to each partner upon successful completion.
Chuck let out a short laugh. Nervous.
Sophie raised her brow.
"You guys ready for me to guess who's who?" she teased.
Malik just smirked.
Not a word.
He already knew she would know.
👁️‍🗨️ DAY 4 - TASK: SCENT & SENSATION
The lounge had been transformed--soft lighting, cushions scattered on the mat, and a folded black silk blindfold placed neatly at the center.
Sophie stood nude between them.
The air felt warmer on her skin now.
Anticipation had that effect.
Chuck and Malik stood a few feet apart, also naked, instructed not to speak--not even a breath too loud.
Sophie picked up the blindfold, fingers trembling just slightly.
"Alright," she whispered. "Let's play."
She slid the silk over her eyes.
Darkness.
Her body, already alert.
Nipples tight. Breath shallow. Thighs damp from more than the pool.
She knelt on the cushion, as instructed, arms relaxed at her sides.
"Participant ready," the system said.
🔸 Touch One
A pause.
Then footsteps. Slow.
Hands touched her shoulders--tentative, slightly trembling.
Familiar.
Chuck's hands.
They moved lightly down her upper arms. Careful.
Affectionate.
A little nervous.
One hand cupped the side of her neck, thumb brushing softly over her collarbone.
He leaned in close--his breath smelled faintly of mint.
She inhaled.
Sweet. Gentle. Safe.
But her body didn't light up.
He withdrew.
🔸 Touch Two
Another pause.
Then--
The air shifted.
Even without sight, she knew who was coming.
The heat.
The weight of presence.
Malik.
His hands landed firmly--not rough, but confident--on her shoulders.
Wider palms. Stronger fingers.
He didn't stroke.
He held.
Then his hands moved--slow, sliding down her arms.
He traced the shape of her biceps, thumbs ghosting over her skin.
Every inch of her tingled.
When he reached her ribs, he slowed.
His thumbs brushed inward--close enough to her breasts to make her gasp, but not touching them.
She didn't breathe.
His hands moved behind her--gliding down her back, fingers resting at the small of it, pressing just enough to make her arch slightly.
God...
His breath was near her ear. Just a warm exhale.
And then--nothing.
He stepped away.
"Sophie, please identify Participant A and Participant B."
She didn't even hesitate.
"First was Chuck," she said softly.
"Second was Malik."
"Correct. Task complete."
💦 AFTERMATH
She pulled the blindfold off slowly.
Blinking in the warm light.
Chuck smiled, a little proud.
Malik said nothing.
But his eyes were locked on hers.
🔥 SCENT & SENSATION - LEVEL 2: Lower Body Awareness
Just as Sophie was catching her breath, the system's soft voice returned.
"Level 1 complete. Participant correctly identified both partners."
"Proceeding to Level 2."
Focus: Lower Body Contact. Touch will extend from hips to knees. No direct genital contact permitted. No speaking. No eye contact. Maintain slow breathing throughout the experience.
"Participant will remain blindfolded."
Sophie froze slightly, the black silk still in her hand.
Malik didn't move.
Chuck looked toward the floor.
"You okay?" Chuck asked softly.
She nodded.
"Yeah. I want to keep going."
👁️‍🗨️ Level 2 Begins - Sophie Blindfolded Again
She knelt back down on the mat, legs slightly apart now.
The house was warm.
But her inner thighs were warmer.
The blindfold slid back over her eyes.
Her nipples had never stopped tingling.
🔸 Touch One - Hips to Thighs
Hands touched her hips--soft, trembling.
Chuck.
He traced along the curve of her sides, then down toward the outer edges of her thighs.
His hands avoided anything too central.
But she could tell where he wanted to go.
He was cautious. Nervous.
One palm brushed a little too close to her mound.
He flinched away from it, not daring.
Sweet. Careful. Measured.
He pulled back.
🔸 Touch Two - Hips to Thighs
Then the second approach.
Different.
Malik didn't hesitate.
His thumbs landed just above her hipbones, firm and slow.
He pressed inward--not possessive, but commanding.
His fingers spread across her lower belly, then slid around her sides.
Heat bloomed where he touched.
He didn't tease.
He guided.
Down, down, down--
His palms brushed the top of her thighs, thick muscle and soft skin.
His thumbs skimmed the inner edge, just inside, just barely--
She gasped.
Her body shivered.
Her clit throbbed.
She was soaked now. Soaked and aching.
He held the inside of her thighs for a moment.
Just held.
No movement.
But everything inside her moved.
And then--he was gone.
"Sophie, please identify Participant A and Participant B."
She didn't even need to speak.
But she did.
"First was Chuck."
"Second was Malik."
"Correct. Level 2 complete."
She ripped the blindfold off this time.
Her pupils were wide. Her breath, uneven.
Her thighs were glistening.
Chuck didn't know where to look.
Malik did.
🌤️ DAY 4 - LATE AFTERNOON | THE Quiet Before
The sun had started to soften, low in the sky now. Its light cast golden streaks through the windows, stretching long across the floor. The house was quiet.
Chuck lay on a lounge chair near the pool, staring upward. A glass of water on the ground beside him, half-full. His chest rose and fell evenly.
He hadn't said much since the task.
Sophie sat under the shaded awning, her knees hugged to her chest. A towel draped casually around her hips, her breasts bare, skin still slightly flushed from earlier. Her damp hair clung to her neck.
She hadn't touched herself. Not since the task.
But she'd thought about it.
She'd felt it. Every step she took, she could still feel Malik's thigh between hers.
She watched a single bead of water roll down her thigh.
And she wondered what it would feel like if he followed it with his mouth.
Across the patio, Malik sat at the table, scribbling in one of the system-provided notebooks. His posture was calm. Naked, as always. His cock rested thick and soft against his thigh.
He didn't look up.
But he didn't need to.
He knew she was watching him.
Chuck stood eventually, walking to the edge of the pool. He dipped a foot in, then just sat beside it.
"Everything feels different today," he said softly.
Sophie looked over. Their eyes met.
"Yeah," she said. "It does."
A silence.
"You okay?" he asked.
She smiled, small and kind.
"I don't know yet."
The system hadn't spoken in hours.
But they all knew.
Something was coming.
Something they'd have to act through.
Pretend was just a task.
Pretend was just play.
Even though their bodies already knew the lines.
The sun dipped lower.
The chime sounded.
And the screen lit up.
Evening Task Incoming. Please proceed to the lounge.
ROLEPLAY REALITY: Verbal Fantasy + Physical Proximity.
💻 EVENING | ROLEPLAY REALITY -- SYSTEM RULES DISPLAY
The lounge lights dimmed to a soft amber glow, like sunset melting across the walls.
A soft chime rang, and the central screen came to life.
A moment passed.
Then the rules began to scroll, each line glowing as it appeared--clinical, calm, and undeniably erotic.
📋 ROLEPLAY REALITY -- TASK RULES
Objective: Explore intimacy through verbal fantasy and body positioning.
• Each participant will adopt one of three roles: The Girlfriend, The Boyfriend, and The Lover.
• One at a time, a sex position will be displayed on screen.
• The Girlfriend and the Lover must physically mimic the position.
• Genitals may come into contact. Penetration is not permitted. Grinding, rubbing, and pressure are allowed so long as there is no insertion.
• Participants must hold the position while improvising verbalized fantasy in character.
• The Boyfriend will observe and engage with dialogue in character as appropriate.



• Once the system detects selected key phrases from each role, the scene will conclude.
💸 £500 per participant for each completed position.
"Performance earns pleasure. Honesty earns power."
The screen paused, then shifted to a second panel.
🎭 CHARACTER ROLES
Each role appeared with its full description, scrolling slowly--giving the room time to absorb every word.
💔 Role: The Boyfriend
• Personality: Loving. Insecure. Passive.
• Description:
A devoted partner who gives everything he has--but has always suspected it isn't enough. He wants to be what she needs, but deep down, he knows something's missing. Still, he clings to hope... even as she slips further away.
• Suggested dialogue style:
Quiet. Uncertain. Needy.
"You still want me... don't you?"
"I love you. I just want you to come back to me."
🔥 Role: The Girlfriend
• Personality: Passionate. Torn. Starved for more.
• Description:
She's loyal... but restless. Her body has started craving what her boyfriend can't give her--strength, dominance, thrill. She loves him, but she needs more. And once she's had a taste, it's impossible to forget.
• Suggested dialogue style:
Conflicted. Breathless. Shameless.
"I'm sorry... it's just so much better with him."
"Please, just this once... let me feel him again."
😈 Role: The Lover
• Personality: Dominant. Patient. Addictive.
• Description:
A man who takes what he wants--because he knows he's wanted. He doesn't need to convince her. Her moans do that for him. He isn't scared of the boyfriend. He enjoys the audience. Because he knows... she'll always come back for more.
• Suggested dialogue style:
Calm. Possessive. Decisive.
"She's wetter for me, and you both know it."
"Look at how her body reacts. She's already mine."
The screen faded to black for a moment.
Then it came alive again, this time with a single glowing line:
Sophie, please select your role.
She didn't hesitate.
"Girlfriend," she said softly.
Then the screen glowed again:
Charles, please select your role.
He froze.
His eyes flicked to the Lover description. The lines there sounded nothing like him.
He imagined trying to say those words...
Imagined stumbling, looking weak, sounding fake.
Worse: he imagined Malik actually saying them--and meaning every word.
He looked at Sophie.
Then the floor.
"I'll... take the Boyfriend role," he said.
Softly.
Defeated.
💻 ROLEPLAY REALITY -- SCENE 1: Standing From Behind
Roles:
• Girlfriend: Sophie
• Boyfriend: Charles
• Lover: Malik
Position: Girlfriend bends over the couch. Lover stands behind. Genital contact permitted. No penetration. Dirty talk required. Trigger words must be spoken by each participant to complete the round.
🎬 Scene Start
The light dimmed warmer, thicker.
Sophie approached the couch in silence, the tension thick in her breath.
She bent slowly--palms braced on the top edge, her ass lifted, legs slightly parted.
Every curve of her was on display.
Her skin already flushed.
Her thighs--still wet from earlier.
Malik stepped up behind her.
Not a word.
He let the space close naturally.
The head of his cock brushed her folds--soft, swollen, heavy.
It dragged slowly across her lips.
Slick met heat.
Sophie trembled.
Her breath caught in her throat, eyes fluttering shut as her body registered the contact--not just size, but substance.
He wasn't hard, not yet. But even in that semi-weighted state, his cock parted her lips like it belonged there.
Like her folds had been waiting to hold something that thick, that warm, that real.
She felt her own slickness pulse outward--not just arousal, but instinct.
Her body recognized the pressure immediately.
And welcomed it.
He 's not even trying, she thought, heart hammering.
He's not inside me... but it already feels like I'm being opened.
She knew the difference.
The stretch, the length, the pure, intimidating mass of him.
He dwarfed everything she'd ever known.
And he hadn't even started moving.
She trembled.
🗣️ Sophie (Girlfriend)
Her voice was thin, already breathy.
"Oh my god... you're right there..."
Malik pressed closer.
His cock slid between her lips--not inside, just resting in the cradle of her heat.
"You're already so hard," she whispered. "I can feel it... every thick inch of you."
"You... you make me feel so fucking full... even when you're not inside me."
She rocked her hips once.
Just enough to feel him glide.
"I never say those things with him. Never felt them. This--this is different."
😈 Malik (Lover)
His voice came low. Slow.
"Because your pussy knows the difference, and it needs this."
He dragged his cock forward just a little--her lips parting around him, slick coating his shaft.
"It's not just the size. It's the way I make you need it."
"Feel how wet you are for me, Sophie. You're soaking me, and we're not even fucking yet."
"And he's watching. You're dripping with my cock between your legs, and he's watching."
Sophie whimpered--no acting. Just reaction.
💔 Charles (Boyfriend)
Charles sat stiffly on the cushion, hands clenched, jaw tight.
His cock was hard--but he didn't feel powerful.
He felt... forgotten.
He watched Sophie's lips move. Watched her shudder.
And suddenly wondered--Is this still roleplay?
Was she just saying what the system expected?
Or had those words been waiting inside her for weeks?
"I never say those things with him."
It echoed in his head.
Then he spoke.
Small. Flat.
"Sophie... are you even pretending anymore?"
She didn't answer.
She only gasped as Malik slid forward again, cock now resting fully against her pussy--tip pressing lightly to her clit, no thrust, just weight.
🗣️ Sophie (Girlfriend)
"I'm sorry..."
"I'm sorry he's hearing this."
"But I need you, Malik. Right now. I need your cock against me... just like this..."
She moaned.
"He never makes me moan like this. Not from just touching..."
System Chime: "Trigger phrases detected. Round complete."
The screen flashed softly, listing the key phrases:
✅ VERBAL CONFIRMATIONS DETECTED:
• "Every thick inch of you."
• "He doesn't make me feel like this or No one has ever made me feel like this."
• "I need your cock or I need you."
• "Your pussy needs more or Your pussy wants this."
• "You make me so wet or I am soaked."
• "Are you still acting/roleplaying or Are you even pretending anymore?"
Malik stayed where he was.
His cock pressed fully between her soaked lips.
Hard. Warm. Leaking.
Sophie's breathing was ragged.
Her thighs trembled.
And Charles?
He was still wondering if he'd just watched his girlfriend stop pretending.
💻 ROLEPLAY REALITY -- SCENE 2: Kneeling Worship
Roles:
• Girlfriend: Sophie
• Boyfriend: Charles
• Lover: Malik
Position: The Girlfriend kneels nude before the Lover. No physical touch with the genitals. Proximity is required--mouth close to groin. The Boyfriend kneels beside her. Dialogue must continue until trigger phrases are detected. No penetration permitted.
🎬 Scene Start
Malik stood tall in the center of the lounge. The lights were low and golden, casting long shadows across his chest, his thighs, and the enormous cock that hung between them--half-hard, swaying, impossibly thick.
Sophie sank slowly onto her knees before him, the soft mat cushioning her legs as her eyes rose up the length of Malik's body--until they stopped.
Her breath caught.
There it was.
She'd seen it before... glimpses, hints.
But now, up close? At eye level?
It was something else entirely.
Malik's cock hung thick and dark between his thighs, not even fully hard, and yet already longer, fuller, heavier than anything she'd ever seen in real life.
It rested in a gentle curve, soft but alive, the weight of it making it swing slightly as he shifted. The skin gleamed with natural heat, a single bead of clear pre-cum glistening at the tip, catching the warm lounge light like a polished jewel.
Her mouth fell open slightly--not from shock, but from sheer, stunned awe.
He 's not even hard...
And already?
Nearly three times the size of Charles at full erection.
That quiet, private fact hit her somewhere deep in the gut.
It made her thighs tense.
Her clit throbbed.
She stared at the thick shaft, at the heavy, full testicles swaying below, each the size of a clenched fist, hanging low and proud between his powerful legs. The subtle veins along the shaft pulsed gently with his calm heartbeat.
She leaned in just slightly.
Not to touch. Not yet.
But to feel--his scent, his heat, his presence.
Her breath brushed along the underside.
And his cock twitched.
Just once.
But she felt it.
And her body answered before she could think.
How could that even fit inside me?
The thought was insane.
And intoxicating.
Charles was called forward.
He hesitated.
Then knelt beside her.
His eyes were wide.
He could see everything.
And yet all he really saw, was the lust in Sophie's eyes.
🗣️ Sophie (Girlfriend)
Her voice was almost reverent.
"Look at him..."
"You're so big. Even soft, you're so much bigger than he's ever been."
She leaned closer.
Her breath hit his thigh.
She could see his balls now--full, low, heavy.
"God, I can smell how ready you are for me."
"I want to kiss your thighs. Your balls. Your Cock. Lick you... just once. Please."
She didn't touch.
But her mouth hovered--close enough that her breath warmed his skin.
"I've never wanted anything like this before..."
😈 Malik (Lover)
Malik didn't move.
His voice was slow. Deep.
"You don't have to pretend anymore, Sophie."
"Your mouth is where it belongs."
"Say it. Tell him why you're on your knees for another man."
💔 Charles (Boyfriend)
Charles glanced at her.
At Malik.
At the sheer massive size of him.
At the way Sophie's nipples had tightened again.
"You said it was just acting," he said softly.
"But you look like you're worshipping him."
"You've never looked at me like that."
He tried to smile.
Tried to breathe.
"Do you even remember I'm here?"
🗣️ Sophie (Girlfriend)
She didn't look at Charles.
Not right away.
Her eyes stayed on Malik's cock.
"I remember."
"But this is what I need. This size. This... power."
She leaned closer--so close her lips nearly brushed his balls.
"If I flicked out my tongue, I could taste you."
"I want to."
"I'm soaking just kneeling here."
Malik didn't touch her.
Didn't push forward.
He didn't have to.
His cock twitched, fully hard now--a thick, veined pillar rising in front of her mouth.
And Charles?
He turned his head away...
But his cock was still hard.
And he hated that.
System Chime: "Trigger phrases detected. Round complete."
The screen glowed:
✅ VERBAL CONFIRMATIONS DETECTED:
• "You're where you belong."
• "I've never wanted anything like this before."
• "This is what I need."
• "I want to kiss, lick, taste you..."
• "Do you even remember I'm here?"
• "So much bigger than you..."
Sophie didn't rise.
She stayed kneeling.
Malik looked down at her, breathing steady.
And Charles?
Still beside her.
But now?
He was so much lower.
💻 ROLEPLAY REALITY -- SCENE 3: Face-to-Face Straddle
Roles:
• Girlfriend: Sophie
• Boyfriend: Charles
• Lover: Malik
Position: The Girlfriend straddles the Lover 's lap, face to face. Full frontal contact permitted. Genitals may touch. No penetration. Dialogue required from all participants. The Boyfriend observes from close proximity.
🎬 Scene Start
The lounge was thick with tension.
The mats shifted as Malik leaned back against the large cushion in the center of the room.
His legs stretched in front of him, relaxed--exposing the full, massive weight of his cock, resting thick and dark between his thighs. Already half-hard. Already waiting.
Sophie approached him.
She didn't ask permission.
Didn't look to Charles.
Didn't even glance at the screen.
She just... climbed into his lap.
Slow. Quiet. Sure.
Her knees spread to either side of Malik's hips, legs opening around him with a kind of aching reverence.
She hovered for a second--suspended above him like a confession not yet spoken.
Then she lowered herself.
Slowly.
Her thighs brushed his.
Her breath hitched.
And then--contact.
Her bare, slick folds met the full length of his cock, lying thick and flushed between his legs.
She moaned.
Not for him.
Not for Charles.
Not for the cameras.
Just because her body couldn't stay quiet anymore.
The texture of him--veined, hot, impossibly thick--pressed right against her most sensitive skin.
His cock nestled into the soft, soaked cradle of her slit, and her clit landed directly against the ridge of his shaft.
God... it 's like I'm already stretching, already filled... and he hasn't even moved.
The weight of him beneath her was shocking.
And yet her hips didn't flinch.
They settled.
As though they belonged there.
As though this had always been the shape she was missing.
Her breath came hot and shallow against his neck.
And her nipples ached from the tension curling lower and lower.
She was no longer pretending.
🖤 The Contact
Malik didn't move.
His cock was cradled between her lips, thick and heavy, lying right across her entrance.
Her clit brushed his shaft--just the right angle.
And she gasped again.
Her hands came to rest on his shoulders.
She didn't speak yet.
She started to move.
A slow, rolling grind of her hips--dragging herself along his cock, back and forth, just enough to smear herself across him.
She spread her slickness down his shaft with every motion.
Her head tilted back.
"F-fuck..."
😈 Malik (Lover)
His hands found her hips.
Then, slowly... slid down.
He cupped her ass.
Fingers spread, palms full of soft, perfect curve.
And then--he helped.
Gently. Confidently.
He rocked her against him--guiding the rhythm.
Not hard.
Not fast.
Just enough to make her body tremble.
"Look how your pussy fits me, Sophie."
"This is where you belong. Riding what your boyfriend can't give you."
"Say it."
🗣️ Sophie (Girlfriend)
She opened her eyes. Looked at Malik.
Then at Charles.
"He's not inside me..."
"But it feels like he is."
"I can feel every ridge of him. I'm soaking him."
She leaned forward--their foreheads almost touching.
"This is what I think about when I'm with you, Charles."
"Not you. Him."
She rolled her hips again. Slow. Wet. Wicked.
"He's so fucking big..."
💔 Charles (Boyfriend)
Charles couldn't hide it anymore.
His cock was hard.
His hands clenched at his sides.
"You're... you're moaning for him," he said softly.
"You never sound like that with me..."
"God, Sophie... you love it."
His voice cracked.
"You love what he's doing to you."
😈 Malik (Lover)
"She's doing it to herself, man."
"I'm just helping."
His hands squeezed her ass once--grinding her slick folds against his cock with slow pressure.
Sophie let out a broken moan.
Her thighs were trembling.
"Say it, Sophie," Malik murmured.
"Tell him who's making you feel this."
"You are," she whispered.
"You are, Malik. You are."
System Chime: "Trigger phrases detected. Round complete."
The screen glowed:
✅ VERBAL CONFIRMATIONS DETECTED:
• "Feels like he's inside me or He's stretching my pussy."
• "I'm soaking him or My pussy is so wet for him."
• "This is what I think about and dream about or This is what I think about when I'm with you."
• "You love what he's doing to you or You love his big cock."
• "She's doing it to herself or She wants this."
• "Who's the only one that can make you feel like this or Who makes you feel like this?."
• "You are, Malik or You're the only one."
But even as the system marked the round complete...
Sophie didn't stop moving.
Her clit was pulsing.
Malik's cock was slick with her need.
She knew the rule.
She knew if she shifted just an inch--
He'd be inside her.
She didn't shift.
But she wanted to.
And Charles?
He watched.
And wondered what was left for him now.
💻 ROLEPLAY REALITY - TASK ENDING
The chime sounded again, softer this time. Like the system knew it was interrupting something intimate.
"Final position complete. All roles fulfilled. Task concluded."
Total earned this session:
- Sophie: £1,500
- Charles: £1,500
- Malik: £1,500
Well done."
But Sophie didn't move.
She stayed straddling Malik, her knees soft on the mat, his cock nestled thick and gleaming between her folds.
Her body still trembled--less grinding now, but not from lack of want. From exhaustion. From overstimulation.
Her eyes were still locked on his.
She looked... worshipful.
Or broken.
Or both.
Malik's hands rested on her waist now. Gentle. Not holding her down.
She finally inhaled.
"I need a moment."
Her voice was tight.
She slowly lifted herself off his lap.
And as she did--
A strand of her slickness stretched from the tip of Malik's cock to the dripping lips of her pussy.
Long. Wet. Glimmering in the low light.
Charles saw it.
He stared.
Malik exhaled, but didn't gloat.
Sophie didn't turn back.
She walked--barefoot, trembling, still leaking--toward the bedroom.
🛏️ BEDROOM
The door didn't close all the way. Just clicked lightly.



Then...
The sounds started.
At first, soft.
Familiar.
Sheets shifting.
Breath catching.
Then--
A whimper.
Then a moan.
Long. Guttural.
Not acted.
Sophie's hand was between her legs.
Her fingers moved fast.
Her thighs slick and parted, head thrown back.
She was still wet from Malik.
Still swollen from riding him.
And now?
She let herself break.
"F-fuck..."
"Malik--oh god--"
🛋️ LOUNGE - Malik & Charles
Charles was still kneeling.
He hadn't moved.
His hands trembled. His cock still ached.
"She..." he said, barely audible. "She never--never sounded like that with me..."
Malik sat beside him now.
Still nude. Still calm.
He didn't smile.
He didn't look smug.
He just said:
"It was a task. A roleplay. Words on a screen."
"It wasn't real."
But even as he said it--
Even as he tried to offer some comfort--
Sophie screamed.
It was sharp. Full. Wet. Raw.
The sound of a woman finishing something that never should've started.
And both men sat there.
Listening.
One in denial.
The other?
Already knowing this game wasn't just a game anymore.
End of Part 1.
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THE PACKAGE HANDLER
The door clicked shut with a soft thud, but the sound echoed in her chest.
She stood still for a beat too long, hand resting on the knob, the warmth of his voice still lingering in the hallway like a trail of smoke. "Have a good day, Miss Covington." Smooth. Deep. Casual -- but just enough edge to make her wonder if he meant something by it.
Her bare heel shifted slightly on the hallway tile as a small, slow burn curled low in her belly. That... hadn't happened in a long time.
She walked back into the soft-lit calm of her home, the scent of vanilla candles hanging in the air, the hem of her emerald wrap dress whispering against her thigh with every step. Her fingers grazed the high slit -- the same one that had caught his eyes when she opened the door. Not that he said anything. But she saw it. The pause. The flicker. The look that lingered half a second longer than it should have.
She knew that look.
She used to live for that look.
Dropping into the chair at the edge of her bed, she crossed one leg over the other, letting her fingers trail absently across the smooth dip of her exposed thigh. God, when was the last time she even noticed her own skin?
Lacey exhaled slowly, leaning back against the vanity, her mind already slipping into memory. A dangerous place. But that little moment -- the subtle glance, the polite voice laced with quiet dominance -- had cracked something.
Six years.
Six years since she wrote a single line.
Six years since she let her mind wander freely to the kind of thoughts that once made her fingertips tremble over a keyboard.
Six years since she tucked that part of herself away... for him. For her husband.
He was a good man. Smart. Loyal. Faithful.
Average.
Average in size. Average in skill.
Safe.
He didn't like Lacey writing those stories. Not anymore. Not once they married. At first, he said he understood. That it was fiction. Fantasy. But when the books started selling, when people commented, when the covers grew bolder and the sex more explicit... he asked her to stop.
What he never fully realized -- or maybe refused to -- was that while her stories were written like fantasies, they were built on truth.
Not every word, of course. But the lust? The domination? The raw, aching hunger for thick, powerful men who took their pleasure unapologetically -- that wasn't made up.
That was her past.
The one he claimed to accept... but quietly wished she'd bury.
And because she loved him, she did.
But love doesn't fill every space.
Especially not the ones that ache.
Lacey stood, peeling off the thin satin wrap she'd thrown over the green dress. Her reflection caught in the mirror -- toned curves, golden skin, thick dark hair tumbling past her shoulders.
She looked... dangerous.
No, she looked like herself.
She picked up the small stack of padded envelopes from the dresser. The same packages he'd come to collect. Her old books. Still selling quietly. Still making their way into the hands of strangers -- strangers who didn't even know she'd vanished from the world she once ruled.
Except now, one of those strangers wasn't so anonymous.
And he wasn't a stranger anymore.
Not after the way he looked at her.
And not after the way she felt when she looked back.
--------
It had been three days.
Not that she was counting.
But she knew.
Lacey glanced at the clock on the kitchen wall -- ten past noon -- then back toward the window. Nothing yet. She turned, walked to the mirror, and checked herself one more time. The deep burgundy dress hugged her hips just tight enough. She wore it casually -- or at least that's what she told herself -- but the neckline dipped a little lower than usual. The hem just barely kissed mid-thigh.
Her fingers touched her lip gloss. One final swipe. Then came the knock.
Three short raps. Confident. Controlled.
She took her time walking to the door. Let him wait a moment. She opened it slowly, and there he was -- dark skin glowing under the sunlight, muscles flexing under the soft grey of his polo. Sunglasses pushed up on his head, curls just beginning to sweat. And that grin.
"Afternoon, Miss Covington," Trey said, eyes scanning her, pausing -- not too long, just long enough. "Hope I'm not interrupting."
"You're right on time," she said, soft smile playing on her lips. "I've got two packages for you today. Might be a little heavy."
He stepped in slightly, peering past her shoulder. "That right?" His voice dropped, amused. "What are we moving today... bricks?"
"Close." She turned and walked ahead, making sure to sway just enough. "Books."
He followed, eyes trailing down her back. "You must really love reading."
"I used to love writing them more."
He stopped. "Wait -- you wrote these?"
She glanced over her shoulder, playful. "Surprised?"
He smirked. "Depends on the genre."
Lacey leaned down to lift one of the boxes, the hem of her dress rising just enough for his eyes to flicker and linger. She straightened and handed him the box. His arms flexed as he took it from her -- and damn if she didn't notice.
She watched his brow arch as he read the shipping label aloud. "'L. Covington... Covington Press... 'Silken Obedience.'"
A beat passed.
Another.
"Is that the title?"
"It is."
He glanced at her. "Sounds... intense."
"It's not that bad." She smiled. "Unless you're new to the genre."
"And what genre would that be?"
"Erotica."
His lips curved slowly. "Didn't expect that."
"Why not?" she asked, folding her arms under her chest.
He looked at her -- slow, deliberate. "I don't know. Maybe because you look like you belong on the cover of one, not behind the keyboard."
Lacey's breath hitched. Just barely. But she smiled through it. "Careful, Trey. You keep talking like that and I might start writing again."
He bent slightly to pick up the second box, his voice low. "Then maybe I should read what you already wrote. Get a little... inspired."
Their eyes locked.
Heat. Slow. Heavy. Familiar.
The box in his arms was thick with her past. Bound in paper and ink and memory.
He straightened up, towering slightly over her now. "You want me to drop these off and swing back with a review?"
Her voice barely came out. "Only if it's honest."
"Oh, I don't think I could fake a reaction to something like this," he said, voice velvet-smooth. "Especially if it's... vivid."
He stepped back toward the door, the weight of the books nothing compared to the weight in the air between them.
"I'll be seeing you, Miss Covington," he added, already halfway out.
She stood in the doorway, lips parted, skin humming.
She didn't write again that day.
But her fingers itched.
And for the first time in six years, she wondered what it might feel like to have someone read her words -- not just as fantasy... but as invitation.
--------
It was late -- not too late, but past the hour when texts usually feel professional. That soft zone between "just a question" and something else.
Lacey sat curled on the end of her bed, legs tucked under her, glass of red wine in hand. Her phone rested in her palm. The cursor blinked in the message box for too long.
She scrolled up through her delivery confirmation -- the automated notification from earlier that day. There it was: the number attached to Trey's pickup account. Officially, it was the business line.
Unofficially... she was about to blur that line.
She took one last sip, tapped the screen, and typed:
Hi Trey -- this is Lacey Covington. I hope it's okay I'm messaging here. Just wanted to see if I could shift Thursday's pickup to Friday instead. Let me know if that's possible. Appreciate it!
Simple. Harmless. Nothing wrong with that.
But it was also a message sent just after 9 p.m.
While she sat in nothing but a soft pink robe and fresh lotion.
While her thighs were pressed just a little too tightly together.
While she still remembered the way he had said "Silken Obedience."
She hit send.
Five minutes passed. Then ten. She was just about to set her phone down when it buzzed in her hand.
Trey:
Of course. Friday works fine. Want me to come by the same time?
Lacey:
Yes, same time would be perfect. Thank you 😊
The smiley face. She debated it. Sent it anyway.
Three dots appeared... then vanished.
Then appeared again.
Trey:
By the way... I started reading one of those books.
Her stomach flipped. She blinked at the screen. And typed -- carefully:
Oh? Which one?
Trey:
Silken Obedience.
That title stuck with me. Figured I'd see what kind of stories you were moving in those heavy-ass boxes.
Her lips parted. She smiled -- slow, quiet, dangerous.
Lacey:
That one's... intense.
Trey:
Yeah. That's one word for it.
I've only made it to Chapter 3 and already had to put it down twice.
She swallowed.
Trey:
Not because I wasn't enjoying it.
Because I was.
Three dots appeared again. Then:
Trey:
I'm guessing some of that is fantasy.
But the way you write it?
Feels real.
Her heart pounded as she stared at the screen. And for the first time in six years... her fingers didn't hesitate.
Lacey:
Some of it is fantasy.
Some of it isn't.
Trey:
Thought so.
Trey:
The way she gasps when he doesn't stop. When she begs but doesn't want him to stop. That part hit different.
He paused. Then sent one more line.
Trey:
Got me thinking about you.
Her thumb hovered over her phone screen, but her breath caught in her throat.
"Got me thinking about you."
Just seven words. Nothing explicit. Nothing overt. But it hit her lower than anything had in years.
She felt it -- that low, unmistakable ache between her thighs. The kind that bloomed slowly and spread like warm syrup across her skin. She pressed her knees together instinctively, but it only made the tension worse.
Her body was awake now. And her robe? Suddenly felt too soft, too open. She looked down at her chest -- nipples tightening beneath the silk fabric, begging for attention. Her skin flushed, lips parted slightly.
It wasn't just what he said...
It was how he said it.
Confident. Unapologetic. Like he knew exactly what effect he had on her -- and wasn't afraid to name it.
Lacey leaned back against the headboard, the phone resting on her stomach now, rising and falling with each breath. She didn't respond right away. Didn't know if she could.
It wasn't fear.
It was memory.
Her past self -- the one who'd once knelt for men who made her feel this way. The one who wrote about being used, stretched, praised, punished. That woman had gone quiet.
Until now.
Her fingers slipped slowly down to her thigh. She grazed her skin with the tips -- teasing, not quite committing. Just feeling. Because that message? It wasn't just flirtation. It was permission. A man like Trey wouldn't judge her for her past... he'd want it. All of it.
She looked at her phone again. The message still glowing on screen.
And then, for the first time in years, Lacey whispered aloud -- to no one but herself:
"God... I miss being fucked like that."
She didn't send another message.
Not yet.
--------
She heard his van before she saw it.
That familiar hum as it crept down the street -- slow, steady, controlled. Lacey stood at the mirror, adjusting the soft mocha dress she'd chosen with care. It wasn't overtly sexy -- not tight, not low-cut. But it hugged her hips in a way that whispered invitation. The sleeves slipped just off the shoulder. And beneath it? No bra. No panties. Just her.
Her perfume was soft and deep -- vanilla, sandalwood, something warm that clung to the skin. A scent made for closeness.
She took one last glance at her reflection.
She didn't look nervous.
She looked... ready.
Then came the knock.
Three taps. Familiar now. Confident.
She opened the door slower this time. Deliberate.
Trey stood there, same grey polo -- but this time, the sleeves were slightly rolled. His arms looked thicker. His eyes swept over her -- openly now -- and when they met hers again, his lips parted just slightly. He didn't speak right away.
Neither did she.
"Afternoon," he finally said, voice a shade lower than usual. "You look... relaxed today."
She smiled. "I rescheduled everything for this morning. Just been waiting on you."
His brow lifted, just a little. That smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. "That so?"
She stepped back, letting the door fall open wider. "Boxes are in the hallway. Same as last time."
He stepped inside. Close. Heat trailed behind him like a shadow.
Trey moved to the boxes -- two again, but this time labeled with her most explicit title.
"Crave."
He squatted down -- and god, the way his pants stretched across those thighs -- lifting the first box with ease. As he stood, he looked over at her.
"I read a little more," he said casually.
"Oh?" She folded her arms, pressing her breasts up ever so slightly.
He didn't miss it.
"Yeah," he said. "The scene where she's pinned face down across the table... mouth open, ass up... begging him to slow down even though she doesn't want him to."
Lacey exhaled -- slow and quiet, her legs pressing together beneath the dress.
"That part felt... familiar," Trey added.
She arched a brow. "To you?"
"No," he said, stepping closer with the box. "To you."
He brushed past her, the heat of his chest grazing her shoulder. She didn't move. Just turned her head -- slowly -- to follow his scent.
He came back for the second box. This time, their fingers brushed.
Electric.
"I can't lie," he said, voice a soft rumble. "I've been thinking about that scene all day."
Lacey swallowed. "You're very... engaged as a reader."
"I like realism," he said, lifting the last box. "And that? That felt real. The sounds. The stretch. The way she needed it even when it hurt."
Lacey leaned against the doorframe now, one hand tracing the wood, the other brushing her hip. Her voice was softer.
"It was real."
He paused.
"I figured," he said. "You write like someone who knows how it feels to take a real man."
The silence stretched. Tightened. Wrapped around them like heat.
"I'll get these loaded up," he said finally, his voice now thick. "But next time..."
He turned toward her, eyes dark and direct.
"...you leave me a copy. One you sign."
He didn't wait for her answer.
He walked out, slow and heavy, letting her watch the sway of his steps.
And when she finally closed the door, her whole body buzzed.
She didn't go back to the mirror.
She pressed her back against the door, dress clinging to her breasts, her thighs wet, her breath uneven.
She wanted him.
And he knew it.
--------
The knock came just after noon.
Lacey opened the door slowly, wearing a deep navy ribbed knit dress -- long sleeves, high neckline, deceptively modest. But the fabric clung to her curves like it had memorized her body. No bra. No panties. Just her.
Soft, warm, undeniable.
"Afternoon," she said, stepping back.
Trey's eyes swept over her, catching the way the dress curved at her hips, how it hugged her thighs. His lips parted slightly, just a breath, before he glanced toward the hallway.
"Boxes in the usual spot?"
"Mmhmm." She turned, leading him toward the packages.
As he bent down to lift the first one -- arms flexing, veins pronounced -- her eyes dropped without thinking. The stretch of his cargo pants pulled across thick thighs... and there it was.
The bulge.
Not a hint. Not a suggestion.
It was there.
Heavy. Full. Curved off to one side with the weight of something that didn't just fill a woman -- it left her trembling after.
Her breath caught -- just barely -- and she blinked quickly, lifting her eyes again before he stood. He didn't notice. Or maybe he did.
He lifted the box with ease and smirked. "You forgot something," he said, tapping the label. "Crave. You said I'd get a signed copy."
Lacey smiled, feigning a little embarrassment. "You're right. I pulled one out last night and everything. Just forgot to sign it."
He tilted his head. "I can grab it next time. Don't want to slow you down."
She paused, fingers trailing along the kitchen doorframe.
"It's upstairs," she said softly. "Won't take a second. You can wait in the kitchen, if you want... I've got coffee."
Trey's brows lifted slightly. "You sure?"
She turned, meeting his eyes. "If I wasn't, you wouldn't be inside already."
That made him grin. "I'll take it black, if you've got it."
She glanced back at him with a sly smile.
"Mmhmm," she murmured. "Best way to take it."
The kitchen smelled of vanilla and amber. Warm, thick, comforting. Trey leaned against the counter, arms folded, watching her move.
Lacey returned with the book and a pen, her hair loosely pinned, a few strands kissing her collarbone. The dress shifted over her hips as she moved -- too smooth to miss.
She placed the book gently between them and sat down across the table, tucking one leg under her. Barefoot. Relaxed. But alert.
"No spoilers," she said as she uncapped the pen.
"Just a signature?"
She looked up at him, expression soft but steady. "Not exactly."
Her handwriting flowed across the inside cover. She didn't rush. She didn't speak. She just wrote -- then slid the book across to him like it meant something.
And it did.
He looked down at it, fingertips grazing the cover.
"You said this one's more personal," he said.
"It is."
"How much of it's real?"
She met his gaze. A pause. A small breath. And then:
"Some scenes in Silken Obedience were based on memories," she said quietly. "But Crave... there's a chapter in there that isn't fiction. Not even a little."
He tilted his head. "Which one?"
"You'll know when you feel it."
Trey exhaled through his nose, eyes narrowing just a little. "You make it hard not to read everything at once."
She leaned in, lips curving. "That's the idea."
They lingered there longer than they should've -- sipping coffee, speaking in half-smiles and slow breaths. And every time her eyes flicked to the bulge that hadn't gone away... she wondered just how real he could make those stories feel again.
Later That Night - 11:07 PM
Her phone buzzed.
Trey:
Just got to Chapter 5.
I felt that one.
Deep.
Like it was happening to you.
Still can't believe it's real.
Inside Cover -- What She Wrote in Crave :
To the one holding this book -- This scene wasn't written. It was remembered. I took every inch that night. Couldn't walk the next day. And I still dream about how he told me: "You'll take it again. You were made for this." -- L.
Trey:
I read it twice.
My hand's been down my pants the whole time.
Trey:
You ever want to feel like that again...
Just say the word.
I'll ruin you in the best possible way.




--------
It was nearly midnight.
Lacey sat cross-legged in bed, the soft glow of her lamp casting a golden hue across her thighs. The book lay open beside her -- Crave, Chapter 5 -- the scene that was no longer just fiction to him.
Her phone buzzed again.
Trey:
I keep rereading the scene.
The lingerie part...
The black lace with the sheer back? That real too?
Her lips curled.
She got up, slow and deliberate, padding barefoot across the bedroom, reached to the back of her closet, parting a row of forgotten dresses, and there it was--still hanging, still waiting.
The black lace bodysuit. The one that made her feel like trouble. Like herself.
She hadn't worn it in years. But it was still there. Waiting. Like it knew it wasn't done being worshipped.
She slipped it on -- the sheer black lace bodysuit hugging her curves like it had missed her. The cups lifted her breasts into soft, perfect mounds, the delicate straps tracing her shoulders. The lace clung to her hips, dipping between her thighs, where a subtle wetness already formed. The back? Nearly nonexistent -- just soft mesh and a single strap running just above her ass.
She looked at herself in the mirror. Not like she used to.
Like she'd never stopped.
She picked up her phone. Took three photos.
One standing -- her hand tugging the strap down her shoulder.
One kneeling on the bed -- legs slightly open, fingers curled at her thigh.
One from behind -- angled in the mirror, showing the full curve of her ass, the lace barely covering anything.
She sent them all.
No caption.
A minute later, her screen lit up.
Trey:
Holy fuck, Lacey.
You expect me to read after seeing that?
My dick's so hard it's touching my abs right now.
She felt her whole body respond -- a sharp, electric pulse between her legs, tightening her nipples against the lace. She pressed her thighs together, but it didn't help. Nothing would, except--
Another message.
Trey:
You look dangerous in that.
I bet you already soaked through the bottom.
She bit her lip. Tapped out a reply.
Lacey:
Just dreaming about the delivery man and his big package.
Seconds later -- a photo appeared.
Her breath hitched.
Trey, shirtless. Thick chest, abs tight, ink curling across his left pec. And then --
The towel barely holding on. His cock pressing through it. Massive. Long, thick, heavy -- the outline unmistakable. It curved slightly left, the ridge pronounced even beneath the cotton. He didn't even need to show skin. It was all there.
Her hand slid down without her permission.
Trey:
You like what I'm working with?
She didn't answer right away.
Her fingers found the soaked fabric beneath her. Rubbed slow circles.
Then:
Lacey:
I'm going to need two hands for that one.
Trey:
Good.
Next time we see each other... you'll be the package handler.
She gasped -- audibly -- and dropped the phone onto the mattress, breath coming faster, fingers already working harder.
Not fantasy.
Not a scene.
Not a memory.
This was now.
--------
The house was still.
Dim light from a corner lamp washed her bedroom in amber shadows. The only sound was the soft clink of ice melting in her untouched glass of wine.
Lacey sat at the edge of the bed, robe wrapped loosely around her, thighs bare, skin still warm from her own touch -- not quite satisfied. Not anymore.
She stared at her phone.
The last text from Trey still glowed on the screen.
You'll be the package handler.
Her pulse fluttered. Not with fear -- with need.
Her body ached in that deep, empty way that only one thing could fix. She had taken care of herself after his last message... twice. But it wasn't enough. It wasn't him.
Her mind spun.
She shouldn't.
He's younger.
He's her delivery driver.
She's married. But lately, Trey's the only man who's touched her without even touching her
And she's so tired of being polite. Tired of waiting. Tired of pretending she doesn't want to be the person she once was, the person she has been hiding from the world.
She unlocked her phone, thumb hovering over his name.
What would she say?
She typed.
Deleted.
Typed again.
Paused.
Then she smirked -- just a little.
Bold. Direct.
Like the Lacey she used to be.
She wrote:
Can you come by later?
Not for a pickup.
I need a large package delivered.
And I'll make sure that it's handled... properly.
She read it twice.
Her pulse pounded between her legs.
Send.
The second she hit it, she felt it -- that hot wave of anticipation. Of no return.
She set the phone down and stood, walking to the mirror, slipping the robe off her shoulders slowly.
She looked at herself. At her body.
And smiled.
She was done remembering.
Done fantasizing.
Tonight, she'd feel it.
--------
She heard the bang of the van door.
It wasn't just a sound--it was a trigger. Her body reacted like she'd been touched. Her nipples beaded instantly under the sheer black robe, tingling with anticipation. Her cunt clenched, slick already dripping down her inner thighs. The air felt heavy, warm, charged.
She didn't just feel horny. She felt starved.
Barefoot on the hardwood, robe barely tied, a glass of water in her hand she had no intention of drinking--Lacey stood glowing in the soft light, her entire body humming with need.
Then: three slow raps on the door.
The knock landed like a pulse between her legs. Her breath caught in her throat. But she didn't move.
Let him wait.
Let him feel it. Smell it.
She opened the door slowly, already knowing what she'd find.
Trey stood there. Towering. Broad. Silent. His black tee clung to his chest like sin itself, cargo pants slung low across his hips. His arms hung loose at his sides, thick and veined like tree trunks, fists clenched. But it was his eyes--dark and ravenous--that made her stomach flip.
They dropped to her robe. Paused. Then rose to her face, already burning.
Neither of them said a word.
She turned.
Walked away.
The robe shifted with each slow step, flashing glimpses of bare thigh, the curve of her ass.
He followed. Silent. Focused. Predator-like.
In the kitchen, she turned to face him.
"I hope you brought the package," she murmured, voice dipped in honey and heat.
Trey didn't speak.
He just unbuckled his belt. One slow click. The metal clinked against itself.
Zipper lowered.
His pants dropped.
No underwear. No teasing.
His cock swung out heavy and half-hard--already a monster. It rose as she stared. Long. Thick. Veins like roads down the shaft. The kind of cock you didn't just take--you surrendered to.
Lacey's mouth parted, a tiny gasp escaping her.
"Fuck me..." she whispered. "That's not a cock--it's a problem."
His voice came low, rough. "You gonna be my little slut and take it?"
Her thighs clenched again.
She let the robe drop.
"Take it?" she whispered, breathless. "I want it in me--everywhere. My mouth, my pussy, my ass. I want to feel it tomorrow."
His growl vibrated through the room.
He grabbed her by the jaw and kissed her--hard. Deep. Wet. Claiming.
Tongues tangled. Lips smashed. His hands found her tits, squeezing, thumbs flicking nipples until she gasped into his mouth.
Then he lifted her--arms under her thighs--and threw her down onto the kitchen island like she was nothing.
Her legs spread instinctively.
Her pussy was soaked, glistening in the soft light. Her lips were swollen, begging.
Trey dropped to his knees. Spread her wide.
His tongue hit her clit like lightning.
She screamed.
"Fuck!" she gasped, one hand slapping the counter, the other clawing at his hair.
He licked, sucked, devoured her like a man starved. His spit mixed with her slick, dripping off her cunt. She was shaking. Begging. Coming before he even slid a finger inside.
He pulled back, face soaked.
"Goddamn," he muttered. "This pussy's fuckin' ready."
Then--he lined up his cock and drove in.
One long, stretching thrust.
Lacey screamed--sharp, raw, guttural. Her back arched, nails raked the counter.
"Jesus--fuck--it's so much--"
He paused halfway in.
"That's the tip, baby."
Then he thrust deep, to the hilt.
Her world exploded.
Her orgasm tore through her like a bomb, her cunt clenching so hard it forced a wet squirt down his shaft and onto the floor.
He held her there, cock buried deep, one hand gripping her throat as he fucked her hard on the island--each thrust sending shockwaves through her body.
"You like that, slut?" he growled. "You love this big black cock stuffing that tight little hole?"
"Yes--yes--yes!" she cried. "I love it--I need it--please don't stop--"
He flipped her onto her stomach, slammed back in.
Her scream hit the cabinets, echoed.
"Keep moaning," he hissed. "Let the neighbors hear what a fucking whore you are."
"I am a whore," she sobbed. "I'm your slut. Use me. Use all of me."
He pulled out.
Grabbed her hair.
Dragged her off the counter, down to the kitchen tile floor.
She landed on her knees with a thud, tits bouncing, hair wild, sweat glistening on her skin.
She looked up at him.
Mascara smudged, eyeliner streaked from the tears of earlier.
"Open."
She opened her mouth wide, stuck out her tongue.
He slid in deep.
She choked instantly, eyes going wide. Saliva spilled over her lips, coating his cock. Her mascara and eyeliner smudged, mixed with her tears as it started to stream slowly down her cheeks in dark, messy trails as he began to fuck her throat--raw, guttural, uncontrolled.
Oh my god--he 's going to break me. I'm going to die with his cock in my throat and I'll smile doing it.
Her vision blurred. Her lungs burned. Her jaw ached from the stretch of him. And yet, she never tried to pull away. She wanted to feel used. Needed to feel it. To be nothing more than a tight, wet fuckhole for this man and his enormous cock.
"Fuck," he groaned, both hands gripping her head now. "Look at this little cumslut. Fucking made to suck cock, huh?"
She couldn't even nod. His hips snapped forward, and her nose smashed into his pelvis, throat bulging obscenely with his length. Her makeup was ruined. Her lips were raw. Drool and spit coated her chin, dripping to her tits.
And still--she moaned.
It vibrated around him and he snarled, pulling back just enough to see her face. Mascara ruined, tears staining her cheeks, but her eyes--those wild, glassy eyes stared up at him like she was addicted.
Because she was.
She wanted his cum. Down her throat. On her face. Inside her. Everywhere.
When he pulled out with a slick pop, she coughed, spit stretching in a long string from her lips to his tip.
Her voice was ruined. "More."
He yanked her up by her hair and pulled her through to the living room. She stumbled, dazed, used, glowing.
"Get on the couch," he growled.
She collapsed onto it, trembling, sopping wet, lips still parted like she was begging for more.
He didn't give her time to recover. He was on her, in her, filling her again with long, deep strokes.
This time, she clung to him. Her hands on his back, nails dragging down his sweaty skin, thighs spread wide around his hips.
Her thoughts were gone. There was no past. No marriage. No name.
Only his cock.
Only the stretch. The pressure. The depth.
Only the endless, echoing slap of skin on skin.
Only Trey.
He flipped her over, bent her across the couch back, and pounded her like she was nothing but something to fuck--something to mark.
"Tell me who you belong to," he growled, slapping her ass hard.
"You!" she screamed, nearly sobbing. "I'm your slut--fuck me harder--break me open--"
She came again, violently. Her body seized and shook, and she collapsed forward, gasping like she'd been pulled out of deep water.
Then he grabbed her again.
Dragged her to the rug like an animal with a prize between his teeth.
He threw her down, mounted her.
"Your pussy's dripping," he said, his voice almost feral. "You ready for me to take your ass?"
She turned her face toward him, tears still on her cheeks, sweat and spit glistening on her skin.
"Please," she whispered. "Please take it. I want you to have all of me. Every fucking inch. I want you to own my ass."
He didn't even need lube, she had made such a slimy sticky mess of his cock already.
He pressed the head to her tightest hole.
She gasped, the pressure already making her eyes roll back.
Then he pushed.
"Fffuck--" she moaned, body going rigid.
Her ass burned as it stretched around him, her breath punched from her lungs.
But then--she relaxed. Breathed. Took it.
He slid in deeper. His hands gripped her hips so tight they'd bruise.
"You're mine now," he growled. "This ass, this pussy, this throat--all of it."
"Yours," she sobbed. "I'm yours--your little married whore--do anything you want--just keep fucking me--"
He slammed into her. Again. Again.
Her face smashed into the rug. Her fingers gripped it in tight fists as her ass was filled, stretched, claimed.
When he reached under and rubbed her clit, she came again--so hard she screamed into the carpet and squirted across his thighs.
He didn't stop.
She was a mess now. Leaking from both holes. Sweat, spit, and tears covering her.
And still she begged.
Still she wanted more.
Still she whispered through moans:
"Fuck me... fuck me... never stop..."
Trey leaned over her, cock still buried in her ass, and grunted against her ear as he slammed in one final time.
Then--he came.
Hot, thick, endless.
Filling her with every twitch.
Her lips parted, breath caught somewhere between a gasp and a cry, no sound escaping--just raw, overwhelming sensation.
Her body collapsed beneath him.
They lay there together, tangled in heat and filth, sticky and soaked.
The smell of sex was heavy in the air--musk, sweat, lube, and everything her body had given him.
His cock stayed inside her for a moment longer.
Finally, he pulled out, and she whimpered at the loss. His cum slid from her slowly, trailing down the curve of her ass, pooling on the rug between her thighs.
He leaned in close.
His voice low.
"Lacey... how long we got?"
She blinked, barely able to speak.
"My husband's away," she whispered. "He won't be back till tomorrow night..."
Trey grinned against her shoulder, kissed her cheek, then stood up.
His cock, still glistening, twitched.
"Then let's go make a mess of his bed."
--------
She barely remembered the walk upstairs.
Just hands.
His on her ass, her waist, her breasts. Fingers gripping, guiding, claiming. Just heat. Her thighs slick, inner walls still fluttering with aftershocks. Her skin sang where he touched her.
He shoved the bedroom door open and eyed the soft, pristine king-sized bed -- all neutrals and clean lines. He smirked.
"Bet he's never fucked you properly in this bed."
She didn't answer.
She didn't need to.
Trey glanced down at the bed, then looked at her. "Which side's yours?"
She pointed, breathless.
Without a word, he grabbed her wrist, dragged her to the other side--his side--and shoved her down.
"Not tonight," he growled. "Tonight, you cum where your husband sleeps."
Trey grabbed her, spun her around on the mattress. Crawled over her like a beast hunting something already broken in. He kissed her neck, her chest, sucked her nipples into his mouth one by one -- hard enough to make her cry out -- and growled as she writhed beneath him.
"You're so fucking wet," he muttered, dragging his tip through her folds. Her whole body jumped. "This pussy's starving."
"Then feed it," she gasped, wrapping her legs tight around his waist.
He plunged in -- hard. Deep. No warm-up. No teasing.
Her whole body snapped. Her back arched. Her mouth opened in a scream that never fully came out. Just raw breath.
"Yes--fuck--yes!"
He gripped the headboard and slammed into her. Over and over. Fast. Devastating.
The bed creaked.
The headboard pounded against the wall.
The mattress groaned beneath them.
"You feel that?" he hissed. "That stretch? That pressure?"
"Yes--Trey--don't stop--!"
"You won't even feel him after this."
"Make me yours, Trey--please--make me yours!"
She clawed at his back. Bit his shoulder. Moaned like she was being broken into all over again.
He flipped her.
Face down.
Ass up.
One hand in her hair.
The other locked around her hip tight enough to bruise for days.
He fucked her like a machine -- pure force. Her cries muffled by the pillow -- her husband's pillow -- while her nails dug into his side of the bed.
She came again. Hard. Then again. And again.
He didn't stop.
He stayed hard, fucked her through every spasm, every scream. He chased her pleasure like a man obsessed -- like her body was his new religion.
When he came, it was deep. Thick. Endless.
Hot cum filled her again, spilling out around his cock as her thighs twitched and trembled beneath him.
She collapsed, soaked, wrecked, face pressed into his side of the sheets.
But they weren't finished.
She recalls little 20 minutes of naps here and there.
A brief moment of rest. Her mind melted. Her body raw. Aching. Satisfied.
But then he was ready again. Always ready.
Later -- they fucked in the shower. Water running down her back as he pinned her against the tile, lifted her, and took her again while she screamed through echoes and steam.
Then he got on his knees. Ate her out slow -- methodical -- fingers deep in her, his tongue working lazy circles over her clit while she whimpered and came into his mouth, legs shaking.
She rode him after that.
Wild.
Breasts bouncing. Sweat pouring. Her head thrown back, screaming his name as she bounced on his cock like she wanted it lodged in her womb.
And still -- they weren't done.
In the final hour before sunrise, he laid her on her side. Slipped in from behind. Fucked her slow. Deep.
Long strokes that made her cry.
He whispered filth in her ear the entire time -- how she felt, how she looked, how good her body took him, how much she loved this cock. How she was never going back.
The house was quiet.
Lacey lay in bed. Sore in the best way.
Her thighs ached.
Her nipples throbbed.
Her entire body was a pulsing memory of Trey's cock -- stretched open, swollen, dripping. Marked.
She winced as she stretched, the ache between her legs a sweet, cruel reminder. She was still wet. Still leaking.
Her mouth curled into a smile.
She hadn't felt this way in years.
Used.
Satisfied.
Addicted.
Awake.
Her best friend used to say, once a size queen, always a size queen.
She'd laughed then. Said that life was in the past.
Now?
Now she knew.
She rose slowly. Her body tender. Wrecked. Glowing.
She wrapped herself in a robe, padded barefoot down the hall into her office. The chair was cool against her thighs.
She opened her laptop.
The screen blinked to life.



Blank.
Waiting.
She exhaled.
Then typed:
The Package Handler
by Lacey Covington
And she smiled -- not the smile of a housewife.
Not a woman pretending.
But the smile of a writer.
Of a woman who finally remembered who the fuck she really was.
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Zoe woke long before her alarm. Her body was already restless -- humming with heat and anticipation, her nerves sparking beneath her skin like static before a storm. She lay still, eyes fixed on the ceiling, one hand idly trailing the dip of her waist, fingers brushing the sash of her robe but going no further. Not yet.
Memories of the day before played in vivid, visceral flashes -- the slick slide of his length against her glove, the impossible heft of it in her grasp, the molten splash of his cum striking her skin like it belonged there. Guilt no longer weighed on her. Only hunger.
She dressed with quiet purpose. The robe she chose was blush-pink silk, whisper-light, cinched loosely at the waist, delicate enough that her breath might slip it open. Beneath it: black lace that kissed every curve -- for no one but herself. Or so she told herself.
She pinned her hair in a soft, undone twist, letting wisps fall just so. Just enough gloss to make her lips look like they'd been licked. Her cheeks were already flushed, not from blush, but from the illicit thrill coiling inside her.
Upstairs, she lit a single candle in the spare room. Vanilla and amber softened the air. She laid out new towels, placed the larger sample cup beside them like a sacred offering, and stepped back to survey the scene. Professional. Perfect.
At exactly 7:15 a.m., the doorbell rang.
Nate stood on the threshold in gym gear, hoodie unzipped to reveal a sweat-darkened t-shirt stretched tight across his chest and arms. The duffel bag slung over his shoulder looked forgotten. His eyes, however, were anything but absent. They drank her in slowly, lingering on the dip of her collarbone, the sheen of her robe, the hint of thigh that peeked from its parting like an invitation.
"Morning, Doc," he said, voice low and easy -- but the heat behind his gaze scorched.
"Come in," she said, grateful for the steadiness in her voice. "You know the way. I'll be right up."
By the time she entered the room, Nate was already naked, seated on the edge of the bed. He hadn't bothered with towels. His thick, dark length rested between his thighs, lazy and half-awake -- not yet fully roused, but already stretching with weight and promise. Like something too virile to ever go soft for long.
Zoe paused in the doorway. A pulse of arousal bloomed low in her belly.
He didn't speak. He didn't need to.
The only sound was the flicker of candlelight, and the soft, guilty thrum of her own breath catching in her throat.
Zoe snapped on a pair of gloves, the latex crackling softly in the charged silence. She drew in a steadying breath before speaking, her voice pitched low, calm, controlled.
"We'll proceed just like yesterday."
Her fingers curled around his shaft again -- thick, hot, swelling with every heartbeat like something alive in her palm. She felt him respond instantly, his girth expanding as blood surged beneath her touch. Her other hand joined in, and she began to stroke with unhurried precision, each movement deliberate, confident, reverent.
Every sensation was amplified: the map of pulsing veins beneath taut, silken skin; the impossible heat radiating from him; the sheer heft of him dragging her wrists with each pass. Her thighs instinctively drew together. She was wet already -- soaked just from holding him.
He was magnificent. Still, she couldn't quite comprehend how massive he was -- not just long, but thick in a way that defied reason. Her fingers refused to meet around him, no matter how tight she gripped. And with each stroke, a flicker of awe bloomed in her chest.
What would it taste like?
The question flashed through her mind like lightning, uninvited and yet irresistible. The thought made her fist tighten just slightly, made her breath catch.
"God... that feels incredible," Nate murmured, voice rough with tension.
Zoe didn't reply, but her lips curved into a subtle smile -- small, secretive, wicked. Her strokes gained confidence, becoming firmer, more focused. The wet, obscene sound of flesh on flesh began to fill the room, underscoring the soft stutter of his breath and the taut flex of his thighs beneath her.
His hips tensed. Her grip tightened instinctively, coaxing every drop from him like it was her craft.
"I feel... so full," he groaned. "Like my balls are gonna fucking explode."
"Then we'd better ease the pressure," Zoe whispered, her voice molten, rich with dark promise.
And then he came.
His groan broke from his throat like a growl, and the first thick jet shot into the collection cup with such force it splashed halfway up the inside in one violent surge. She barely had time to adjust before the next wave pulsed out -- and then another, heavier still, until the cup brimmed dangerously.
By the fifth spurt, it spilled over, thick white ropes splattering across the towel with a wet, lewd slap.
"Fuck... sorry," Nate breathed, chest heaving.
Zoe said nothing at first. She simply stared at the cup -- full and cloudy with his seed -- then down at his softening cock, slick and shining with cum and heat, still glorious even in retreat.
"It's fine," she murmured at last. Her voice was soft, but filled with something almost reverent. "We've got what we need."
And then, after a pause, with a glint in her eyes:
"...and then some."
The pride in her voice wasn't medical. It wasn't professional. It was personal. She'd pulled that release from him -- her hands, her touch, her body drawing it out of his like it had nowhere else to go. Like it had always been meant for her.
--------
Back in her home office, Zoe sat down at her desk, hands trembling ever so slightly as she pulled up the patient file. The screen glowed softly in the dim light, casting a sterile hue across her flushed skin.
She stared at the blank field marked "Sample Notes." Her fingers hovered above the keys, but her thoughts were anything but clinical.
Subject produced substantial semen volume.
Observation: excessive quantity. Near overflow.
She paused.
Her jaw tensed as she read the words back to herself. They were cold. Impersonal. A flat, detached translation of something that had stirred her so profoundly it still throbbed through her limbs. Her thighs squeezed together under the desk -- involuntarily at first -- but then she didn't try to stop. The heat that had been simmering inside her since Nate left hadn't dissipated. If anything, it had deepened. Settled low in her belly like a coiled ache.
She exhaled through her nose, steadying herself, and slowly pushed her chair back. The soft creak of the casters was deafening in the silence of the room. With a quiet breath, she reached down and slid open the bottom drawer of her desk -- the one she kept locked, always. Just in case.
Her fingers found it by feel: sleek, discreet, her little emergency escape. The compact vibrator fit perfectly in her palm like it belonged there, warm from the heat it had absorbed from the drawer's darkness. She turned the lock on her office door, her heart thumping now, louder than it should have been.
This wasn't about stress relief.
It wasn't even about Nate's sample.
It was about him.
She leaned back in her chair, eyes closing as she slid her free hand down the front of her panties. Her folds were already slick -- embarrassingly so -- her clit throbbing and tender with need. As her fingers brushed over it, her breath hitched.
"Just a quick one..." she whispered to no one.
But it wouldn't be quick. Not really. Not when the memory was still so vivid -- the sheer weight of him in her hands, the veins bulging against her gloves, the heat, the pressure, the way his voice had caught on that first groan like he was breaking apart in her grasp.
Zoe pressed the vibrator against herself with trembling fingers, muffling a gasp as the first pulse hit her.
In her mind, it wasn't her own fingers anymore.
It was his hands.
Rough. Big. Confident. She could see him -- towering over her, naked, his eyes fixed on hers with that same mix of need and danger. His cock was heavy between them, thick and slick, still glistening from her touch. He would be watching her now, like this, legs parted in the chair, her hand between her thighs, needing him.
She bit her lip hard to keep from moaning aloud, hips rocking against the toy. Her body was already spiraling -- it didn't take much. Not when every nerve was wired with memories of the way he'd erupted for her, the warmth of his cum as it spilled across her skin, the intensity in his eyes as he lost control.
The release came like a ripple first -- small, tight, shaking -- and then it shattered into a deeper pulse, gripping her from the inside. Her thighs quivered, muscles clenching as she came silently, eyes fluttering shut, mouth parted in an open gasp she didn't let escape. Her head fell back against the chair, chest rising and falling in uneven waves.
A soft, broken sound slipped from her lips -- not quite a moan. More like a name unspoken.
Her hand stilled.
She lay there for a moment, fingers still tucked between her thighs, eyes closed, face flushed, breath slowly calming. The faint buzz of the toy subsided as she clicked it off and held it limply in her lap.
And then, with a slow breath and a shiver of shame and satisfaction, she straightened in her seat, tucked the vibrator back into the drawer, and closed the file on her screen.
Sample recorded.
Follow-up required. Psychological response: uncontrolled.
She smiled faintly at that last line.
Uncontrolled, indeed.
--------
When Zoe opened the door, she looked effortlessly casual -- but Nate saw through the disguise in a heartbeat.
She wore charcoal-gray yoga pants that clung to her hips like second skin, and a soft, pale tank top that framed her breasts with casual cruelty. Her hair was swept up in a loose bun, a few tendrils curling down around flushed cheeks. On the surface, she was all leisure and lightness.
But her eyes told a different story.
There was a gleam in them. Bright and charged.
There was colour in her cheeks.
And under all of it, that unmistakable tension -- need, just beneath the surface.
"Back for round two?" she asked, voice low, teasing. She stepped aside to let him in.
Nate's smile was slow. Confident. "You tell me, Doc."
This time, there were no pretenses. No gloves. No nervous hesitations.
Zoe led him upstairs and into the now-familiar room, and once the door clicked shut behind them, she dropped to her knees with the calm composure of someone fully in control. Her bare hands reached for his waistband.
The moment she freed him, he sprang forward into her palms -- thick, warm, pulsing with life.
She exhaled slowly, almost reverently, her fingers curling around his growing length like she'd missed the feel of it since morning. And she had.
"You're getting faster at this," Nate murmured, his voice laced with a grin -- but husky with arousal.
Zoe's lips curved. "Practice," she said, stroking deliberately, "makes perfect."
Her hands began to move -- firm, sure, and unhurried. There was no awkwardness now, no clinical distance. Just her and him. Skin to skin. Her strokes alternated with elegant precision -- base to tip, slow to fast, a gentle twist of her wrists just at the crest, like she was sculpting something divine.
She was learning him -- not like a student, but like a lover.
Not cataloguing him. Composing him.
She leaned in, letting her breath ghost across the head of his cock, and it twitched in response, leaking a bead of precum that glistened in the afternoon light. She didn't flinch. She watched it roll -- fascinated. Tempted.
Her nipples tightened beneath the cotton of her tank, brushing against the inside fabric as she shifted. She was soaked again -- and growing wetter with every pulse she felt in her palm.
Her hands mapped him like she was reading a language only her body could understand: the thick, prominent vein that ran along the underside. The subtle flare just beneath the head. The tautness of his skin stretched over solid muscle, the way he swelled with each long stroke.
He wasn't just big. He was beautiful. A perfect contradiction -- brutal in size, elegant in shape.
And he was hers, for now. Her patient. Her secret. Her obsession.
She watched his chest rise with each breath, the way his jaw flexed as he fought for control. She loved that. Watching the tension build. Watching him try not to give in too quickly, while she did everything in her power to make him.
"Jesus," Nate breathed. "Your hands..."
Zoe said nothing. Just smiled.
And kept going.
As Nate's breath turned ragged and his hips began to tense, Zoe reached for the sample cup, steady and composed -- like this was just another part of the process.
The first few spurts were powerful and immediate, filling the cup in seconds, the thick streams splashing against the plastic walls with obscene force. But then, just as the next pulse surged through his shaft, Zoe shifted her grip -- slow, deliberate -- angling him away from the container.
The next spurt painted her chest.
Nate groaned, startled. "Did you... do that on purpose?"
She didn't flinch. Another hot rope landed across her collarbone, then another, heavier, streaked between the swells of her breasts, sliding down the slope of her cleavage with a lazy, molten drip.
"Towels were a mess this morning," Zoe said, impossibly calm, lifting the cup with a practiced hand and a devilish smirk. "And we already have more than enough."
Nate could only stare, chest heaving, his cock still twitching in her grasp.
Zoe walked out without another word.
Minutes later, behind the privacy of her bathroom door, she peeled off her top in one slow motion. The fabric clung to her chest, damp and clinging with the weight of his release. She let it fall to the tile floor and stepped in front of the mirror.
She exhaled slowly.
His cum streaked her chest in thick, glossy trails -- pearlescent and still warm, faintly sticky where it had begun to dry at the edges. A single drop dangled from the underside of her left breast like a tear. She touched it, slowly, curiously. Then she smeared it across her skin, dragging two fingers through the mess and massaging it in like it was a serum, watching her own reflection the entire time.
Her nipples tightened instantly -- hard and flushed -- as her hands glided over her slick skin.
It was visceral, the sensation -- warm, textured, obscene in the most beautiful way. She could still feel the heat of him lingering in the release, like his body had left its echo on hers. It didn't just coat her.
It marked her.
Her stomach fluttered. Her pulse throbbed low and deep. The clinical, rational voice inside her was gone -- drowned beneath the wet slide of semen over skin, the scent of him rising with the steam from the sink, the way her body responded like she'd just been fucked raw.
She dragged her fingers down between her breasts, scooping more of the slick fluid and rubbing it in slow, shameless circles. Her breath hitched. Her thighs clenched. Her mind filled, not with guilt, but with a need so rich it bordered on religious.
What would it feel like, she wondered, to let him finish inside me instead?
She didn't answer. Just moaned softly into the silence.
--------
After Nate left, Zoe sat alone in her office, still steeped in the afterglow of what had just transpired. Her body hadn't settled. Not really. The pulse between her thighs still fluttered with aching insistence. Her skin buzzed with memory -- of his cum on her chest, the sheer pressure of him in her grip, the way he groaned like her touch was the only thing tethering him to earth.
She tried to distract herself. She really did.
She opened her laptop -- Barry's laptop -- and clicked into a browser tab, intending to find something anonymous, something quick to help her come down from the high. But as she began typing, the autocomplete stopped her cold.
Cheating wife with BBC
Her breath caught in her throat. For a moment, she just stared.
What the hell...?
Her fingers trembled slightly as she clicked.
A video loaded instantly. No delay. No buffering.
The thumbnail alone hit her like a slap -- a prim, well-dressed woman with wedding rings on full display, on her knees before a towering black man. The title burned into the corner of the screen in bold white text: "She loves her husband... but she needed something more."
Zoe's mouth was dry.
This is Barry 's laptop. This is what he's been watching...?
The realization rocked through her -- a flash of heat and disbelief colliding with something far more dangerous: permission.
He'd been jerking off to this?
To women like her being seduced by men like Nate?
She hit play. She couldn't help it.
The scene unfolded in slow, inevitable steps. A husband at work. A wife in soft lingerie. A young, muscled black man walking in like he owned the house, the air, her.
Zoe's breath hitched as the wife whimpered, already bent over the arm of a couch. The man was rough, dominant, but patient -- like he knew he had all the time in the world. Like he knew she would break first.
The wife moaned -- and it didn't sound fake. It sounded real. Hungry. Relieved. Like she was finally getting something she hadn't even known she was missing.
Zoe's thighs clenched, but she couldn't look away.
And then the camera panned. The man came into full view.
He was big.
Thick. Erect. Confident.
But Zoe bit her lip.
Not as big as Nate.
Not even close.
That realization made her wetter than she'd expected. It shot a filthy thrill through her belly. Barry had been jerking off to this man -- fantasizing about his wife being used by someone like that -- but the man on screen didn't even measure up to the real thing.
I 've got better. Bigger. Stronger. Younger.
Her hand was already between her thighs, pushing into her panties, her fingers sliding through slick heat like they belonged there. Her other hand stayed on the trackpad, adjusting the volume as the wife's moans rose in tempo -- guttural, choked, needy.
Zoe imagined herself on that screen.
But not with him.
In her mind, it was Nate.
Nate pushing her to her knees, guiding that massive cock into her mouth, filling her until she gagged. Nate flipping her over, spreading her, stretching her open and pounding into her dripping cunt while she begged for more.
Not just fucking her.
Owning her.
Her fingers worked furiously now, rubbing tight circles into her clit, her breath hissing through clenched teeth.
"Nate..." she whispered, breathless.
It wasn't a fantasy anymore. It was a confession.
And when the orgasm hit, it came hard -- a deep, devastating quake that pulsed through her core and stole her breath. Her thighs trembled violently. Her toes curled. Her hand locked tight over her mouth as her moans escaped, muffled but unmistakably filthy.
She bit down on her knuckles, riding wave after wave until her vision blurred and her body sagged against the back of her chair.
The video was still playing.
But she was done with that version.
She had her own story now. Her own man.
Better than the one on screen. Realer than anything Barry could dream of.
And soon... she wasn't sure she'd be satisfied just watching anymore.
--------
Over dinner, Zoe stirred her wine lazily and said, almost offhand, "Nate's dropping by later."
Barry looked up from his plate, chewing thoughtfully. "Third time today?" he chuckled. "That kid must have a crush on you."



"He's on a strict diagnostic regimen," she replied smoothly, eyes never leaving her glass. "We're collecting consistent samples to monitor changes across the day. It's part of a clinical trial protocol."
Barry raised an eyebrow, but shrugged. "You haven't really said what's wrong with him. What kind of samples?"
"I can't," Zoe said evenly, with the practiced tone of a professional. "Doctor-patient confidentiality, remember? You know the rules."
"Right, right," Barry said, nodding as he reached for his drink. "Of course. Well... I'm glad he's got you looking after him. I'm sure he feels lucky."
Zoe smiled back -- but it was the kind of smile that carried a second meaning, hidden just behind the curve of her lips.
Later, with Barry distracted by the low drone of an action movie downstairs, Zoe slipped to the back door, her bare feet silent on the tile. The lock clicked open with a whisper.
Nate stepped inside like a shadow.
Neither of them said much. They didn't need to. The silence between them was weighted -- thick with anticipation, the kind that hummed just beneath the skin.
She led him through the darkened hallway without a word, her fingers brushing his as they turned the corner into the guest room. The door shut behind them with a soft click that felt louder than it should have.
"We're really doing this with your husband downstairs?" Nate asked, voice low and incredulous, a flicker of excitement in his tone.
Zoe turned toward him, her eyes sharp and shining in the dim light. Her smile was wicked.
"You're my patient, Nate," she whispered, her voice like velvet and smoke. "And I take my work very seriously."
And then, without another word, she sank to her knees.
No hesitation. No theatrics. Just raw, deliberate submission.
She looked up at him as she reached for his waistband, her expression unflinching -- confident. Hungry. Her eyes never left his, even as her fingers found the zipper and dragged it down slowly, reverently.
The sound was soft -- a little rasp of anticipation, metal teeth parting like a secret being confessed.
Zoe's breath hitched slightly as she saw him again, thick and already swelling in expectation. She reached inside, fingers wrapping around that familiar, monstrous weight.
He was hardening fast.
So was she.
And the fact that her husband was just one floor below made every movement, every breath, every slick stroke of skin-on-skin feel dangerous.
Deliciously so.
Zoe's hand moved with expert rhythm now -- slow, deliberate strokes that coaxed every twitch from Nate's thick shaft. But tonight, something shifted in her. She was no longer content to just touch him.
Her free hand drifted lower, hesitating for only a heartbeat before she gently cupped the weight hanging between his thighs.
His balls were heavy. Swollen. Loaded.
She drew in a sharp breath as her fingers explored them, massaging with reverent care. They were tight to the touch -- full to the point of aching -- and so warm, like the heat of his body had pooled there, waiting to be poured into her. She could feel the tension in them, the resistance, the promise.
It was more than arousal. It was awe.
A beast, she thought. A stallion.
These balls could breed.
Her womb throbbed, clenching around emptiness. A deep, instinctive ache bloomed low in her belly. As a woman who had spent years chasing fertility through clinics, cold rooms, and sterile tests -- the sheer virility in her hands nearly undid her.
The thought struck her hard and hot:
What would it feel like to take all of this inside me?
To be filled... to be bred.
"You really need to cum," she murmured, her voice barely more than a breath. "It'll help."
Zoe leaned in. Her lips brushed the slick, sensitive crown of his cock in a feather-light kiss. It twitched in her grip. He gasped -- a sound so raw, it made her thighs clench.
She kissed him again -- slower this time, her mouth parting as her tongue traced the rim of his head in a soft flick that made his entire body tense. She could feel him swell even more in her hands.
"Give me your cum," she whispered, voice soaked in lust and submission.
That was all it took.
With a strangled groan, Nate's body jolted forward -- and the first powerful spurt struck her lips and chin in a sudden, searing splash of heat. She didn't flinch. Didn't pull back. Just gasped quietly and opened wider.
The next torrent pulsed into her mouth.
It was hot. Heavy.
Velvety. Salty. Alive.
She could taste his heat and power -- the weight of his lust, the potency of what had been building in those swollen, aching balls for hours.
Her tongue moved instinctively, drawing the thick fluid deeper into her mouth. She moaned around it. It wasn't just about flavor -- it was about possession. About taking something primal, raw, masculine, and making it hers.
Zoe swallowed.
The moment it slid down her throat, her eyes fluttered shut -- not from disgust, not even from surprise -- but from something closer to worship.
She licked her lips slowly, savoring what lingered. Her body trembled as aftershocks of arousal rippled through her. She had never felt so alive. So female. So claimed.
Nate reached forward, brushing a tender thumb along her cheek. His expression was stunned -- not just by his release, but by her reaction to it.
"You okay?" he asked softly.
Zoe looked up at him, her cheeks flushed, her mouth still slick, her eyes wide and glittering with something deeper than lust.
A smile curled across her lips.
"I really am," she whispered.
And in that moment, she was.
Because for the first time in her life, she wasn't just wanting. She was taking.
--------
As Nate descended the stairs, his strides slow and unhurried, he turned the corner and came face to face with Barry.
Barry looked up from his phone, caught off guard, but smiled easily. "Hey, everything going okay up there?"
Nate's pause was a fraction too long.
"All good," he said with a casual shrug, his grin quick and wolfish. "Dr. Z's been incredible. Really taken a load off--"
He caught himself, smirked. "I mean, pressure off."
Barry laughed, oblivious. "She's something else, huh?"
Nate's eyes glinted with something unspoken. "Yeah," he said, voice low. "She really is."
He clapped Barry on the shoulder -- a friendly, heavy-handed pat that carried just a little more weight than necessary -- and turned toward the front door.
Barry lingered for a moment, then went back to scrolling. No suspicion. No clue.
Not yet.
Upstairs, Zoe stood frozen in the bathroom, one hand braced against the sink, the other still holding the damp towel she'd used to clean herself. But not all of her.
A thin trail of Nate's release still clung to the corner of her mouth.
She caught her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes wide, dazed. Her lips -- parted, wet, marked. Her body still trembled faintly with aftershocks.
She reached up slowly, fingers gliding across the last smear of his cum. It clung to her skin, warm and thick, like a kiss that refused to fade.
She brought her fingertip to her mouth. Hesitated.
Then sucked it clean, slowly.
Thoughtfully.
Her eyes closed for a moment.
It was nothing like Barry. Not in taste. Not in texture. Not in meaning.
Nate's cum had been thick and hot and alive.
It had coated her mouth like it belonged there.
It had fed something in her -- not just lust, but something deeper. Something biological.
She didn't know what shocked her more -- the fact that she'd done it... or how right it had felt.
How much she wanted to do it again.
Not as a fantasy.
Not as a game.
But as a woman claiming something she had no right to want -- and now couldn't live without.
She stared at herself a moment longer, pulse hammering.
The mirror offered no judgment.
Just the image of a woman coming undone, piece by piece.
And loving every second of it.
Later that evening, Zoe curled into the corner of the couch beside Barry, wine glass in hand, her legs tucked under her. The soft hum of the television filled the silence between them. Her body was warm -- from the cabernet, from the afterglow, from everything she hadn't told him.
Barry turned to her with a lazy smile. "Oh hey -- Nate said you've been incredible today. Said you're really helping him out."
Zoe glanced over the rim of her glass, a playful smile tugging at her lips. "He's... eager. And very responsive to treatment," she said smoothly.
Barry chuckled, oblivious. "That's great, babe. You're really making a difference."
She sipped her wine, savoring the taste -- though it wasn't what lingered on her tongue. Not really.
Her nipples still tingled faintly, hidden beneath her oversized sweater, a ghost of sensation from earlier. Her thighs pressed together as she shifted on the couch, a subtle movement, instinctive. Her body was betraying her again.
And her mind?
Her mind was already back upstairs -- kneeling, tasting, wanting.
Tomorrow.
More samples.
More tension.
More boundaries to blur.
More of him.
Zoe tilted her head back against the cushion, the wine glass resting delicately on her stomach. She stared at the ceiling with a smile that Barry didn't see.
She was already waiting for the next knock at the door.
--------
The email came through at 6:37 a.m.
Zoe hadn't been sleeping.
She lay curled on her side, her phone gripped loosely in one hand, the other resting against her thigh. The glow of the screen lit the hollows of her face in the still-blue morning. Her eyes burned with exhaustion and something else--something she couldn't name.
A single message blinked into focus:
JustDoctors Portal
Dr. JJ has responded.
She tapped it open with a heavy thumb.
"Sample volumes appear stable. You've gathered more than enough material for comparative analysis. At this point, further collection may not be necessary.
Consider ceasing sampling until test results return.
Advise maintaining standard health monitoring in the meantime."
She read it again. Then once more, slower.
Her chest tightened.
That was it? Just... stop?
No more samples.
No more sessions.
No more contact.
The words should have brought relief -- validation, even. A professional boundary reinstated. But instead, they hollowed something out in her. A quiet ache unfurled just beneath her ribs. The kind that came not from guilt, but from loss.
She lowered the phone to the mattress, staring into the greying light that crept through the curtains.
It wasn't just about the samples anymore. They both knew that.
They'd passed the threshold long ago.
She sat up slowly, her bare thighs brushing against cool sheets, the soft morning chill curling around her shoulders. Her hand still tingled faintly with phantom memory -- the stretch of his cock, the weight of his balls in her palm, the hot flood across her tongue. Her nipples peaked beneath her camisole without warning.
She ran a hand through her hair and exhaled. She would have to tell him. She should tell him.
But she didn't move right away.
Because to tell Nate would be to end the game. To sever the last fragile thread of illusion. Without the clinical mask, what they had left was just... want. Raw. Exposed. Real.
And real was dangerous.
Eventually, she stood and padded across the room. The carpet was cool beneath her bare feet. She pulled on a silky black chemise, the kind that clung like a whisper, then layered a short robe over it -- enough to be decent, not enough to hide the curve of her hips. She tied it loosely and tugged her hair into a casual ponytail, the kind that said nothing's wrong -- even when everything was.
Downstairs, Barry was hunched over the sink, brushing his teeth, hair tousled and t-shirt wrinkled.
It was the weekend, so he had the day off -- a rarity in itself -- but a routine Saturday morning errand run was always his ritual.
"Heading out to grab the paper and pick up a few things from the store," he said around a mouthful of mint foam. "You want anything?"
Zoe stood in the kitchen doorway, arms crossed lightly over her chest. "No, I'm good," she said. "I might just tidy up a little. Get some laundry on."
Barry rinsed, spat, and leaned in to kiss her cheek. "Alright, sweetheart. Be back in an hour or two."
She watched him go.
The moment the door clicked shut, she turned toward the stairs -- heart thudding.
Because she hadn't told Nate yet.
--------
Exactly seven minutes later, the doorbell rang.
Zoe's heart gave a small, traitorous leap -- but her face remained calm as she moved to answer it.
Nate stood on her porch, dressed in loose grey joggers and a hoodie that clung slightly to his damp chest. His hair was still wet from a shower, the scent of soap and heat drifting in behind him. His smile was easy -- that slow, crooked smirk that knew exactly what it did to her.
"Morning, Doc," he said, voice rich with mischief.
She stepped aside, her robe swaying lightly at her thighs. "Come in," she murmured. "Let's go upstairs."
No pleasantries. No tea. No pretense.
Upstairs, in the soft quiet of the spare room, she gestured to the bed. Nate sat at its edge with familiar ease, legs spread, hands resting on his thighs. He looked entirely at home -- but also alert, watching her with the kind of attention that made her stomach flutter.
Zoe stood across from him, holding her arms gently at her waist.
She hesitated -- not out of uncertainty, but gravity. This meant something.
"I got a message this morning," she said finally. "From a trusted colleague. He reviewed the data we've collected so far -- and according to him, we've gathered more than enough material for analysis."
She paused. "Which means... no more sampling. No more cups."
Nate's expression flickered -- just for a second -- before settling into something amused.
"The cups are breaking up with me?" he asked, feigning a wounded look. "Damn. I thought we had something real."
Zoe laughed -- unexpectedly. It loosened something in her chest. The guilt. The tension. He had a way of doing that.
"I'm afraid so," she said, smiling. "They've served their purpose."
Nate's gaze didn't waver. "But the pain's still there," he said softly. "That... fullness. The pressure. When I'm not releasing, it builds fast. It gets bad."
Zoe inhaled slowly. Her chest rose with the weight of everything unsaid.
Then she stepped forward -- one quiet, decisive pace. Her voice was gentler now. Intimate.
"Then maybe I can still help," she murmured. "Not as a doctor gathering data. But as someone who cares. As someone who doesn't want to see you in pain."
She swallowed.
"At least... until the results come back."
Nate looked up at her, his posture relaxed but his eyes sharp, reading every flicker across her face.
He nodded once -- not with hesitation, but with quiet understanding. He knew exactly what she was offering. Exactly what she was risking.
"I'd like that," he said. Then, with a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth, he added, "You can help me through my breakup. With the cups."
Zoe rolled her eyes, but her smile lingered.
She had just taken a step off the edge.
And she wasn't turning back.
Zoe sank to her knees between Nate's spread thighs, the quiet rustle of her robe settling around her like smoke.
This time, it felt different.
No pretense. No sterile context to hide behind. Just her, on the floor, looking up at the young man whose body she knew better than her own husband's -- whose heat had ruined her for anything less.
She reached for the waistband of his joggers, fingers slipping beneath the soft fabric. There was no hesitation now -- only ritual. She peeled them down slowly, savoring every inch as his cock came into view, thick and rising, already half-hard and impossibly heavy.
Her breath caught -- not from surprise, but from memory.
She'd touched him so many times, and still, her body reacted like it was the first. Her pulse skipped. Her mouth watered. Her cunt clenched.
"No more gloves," she whispered, her voice husky with need as she wrapped her bare hand around him. "We're past pretending this is clinical."
The moment her skin met his, he let out a soft, guttural groan. She felt the smooth heat of him against her palm, the thick shaft pulsing under her fingers like something alive. Her other hand joined, because she needed both -- he demanded that.
Veins throbbed beneath the silk of his skin. Her fingers moved with slow, confident control -- not performing, but possessing.
"You feel so full," she murmured, more to herself than to him.
"I am," Nate said through gritted teeth, his voice barely above a breath. "I've been aching all morning."
Her eyes flicked up to his. "We don't need to rush," she said gently. "But Barry's only out for a little while."
Nate's mouth twitched into a grin, breath quickening. "Then I won't waste your time."
Zoe's hands began to move faster, her rhythm deepening. She didn't need to look down -- she knew every inch of him now. The way he thickened and swelled under her touch. The way his hips lifted subtly, like his body was begging for more without needing to speak.
The friction built quickly -- wet, slick, obscene.
She leaned in closer, her chest brushing his thighs, and the heat between them grew humid. Her nipples dragged faintly against her robe, sending a jolt through her core. She was so wet it hurt.
"You feel better already?" she asked, her voice low, intimate -- a secret passed between lovers.
"God, yes," he whispered, his hand curling into the sheets.
His cock twitched in her grip -- once, then again -- and she knew.
Zoe didn't flinch.
"Let it go," she whispered. "Let me have it."
Then it came -- he came -- in thick, violent spurts that pulsed from the base of him like an eruption. The first shot caught her forearm, hot and shocking. The next struck her chest, soaking through the thin silk of her robe and sticking to her skin. Another burst, and another -- warm, sticky ropes painting her clavicle, her throat, the swell of one breast.
Still, she stroked him -- slower now, almost tender -- coaxing the last drops from his tip as his body sagged in relief.
His cock twitched weakly in her hand, sensitive, softening, glistening.
Zoe looked down at herself -- chest marked, skin glowing, breathing shallow. His cum clung to her robe like a claim. She brought her wrist to her mouth, licked a drop from her skin, and closed her eyes for a beat, just feeling.
When she opened them, Nate was still watching her -- slack-jawed, flushed, eyes dark with something between disbelief and reverence.
She smiled, slow and knowing, chest rising with every hot breath.
"No cup required," she said softly.
And she didn't need to say the rest:
Just me.
--------
Barry returned just before noon, the front door swinging open as he juggled a grocery bag of warm pastries, a newspaper tucked under one arm, and a disposable coffee tray that wobbled dangerously in his grip.
"Your hero has arrived!" he called out with exaggerated bravado.
From the kitchen came Zoe's voice, low and sweet: "Kitchen table, hero."
He stepped in -- flushed from the cold -- and took one look at her... and stopped mid-stride.
"You're glowing," he said, blinking.
Zoe glanced up from the cutting board where she was slicing fresh fruit. Her robe clung a little too perfectly to her waist, and her cheeks were flushed with a healthy, post-orgasmic color. She smirked -- all innocent mischief.



"Maybe I'm just excited for a croissant," she said.
Barry set the tray down with a small laugh. "Right. Definitely not from yoga, answering emails... or some sort of stress relief?"
Zoe let that hang in the air, her knife gliding effortlessly through a ripe peach. The silence stretched just long enough to make him shift in his seat before she finally looked over and offered a slow smile.
"Just a little tension earlier," she murmured. "All gone now."
He stepped forward and kissed her cheek -- soft, affectionate, oblivious.
"Well," he said, "whatever it is, it suits you."
They sat together at the table, sipping coffee and sharing pastries, the conversation meandering -- soft, simple domesticity. But Zoe was watching him, behind her lashes. Studying the way his eyes lingered too long on the curve of her thighs. The way his hand kept drifting to touch her wrist, her hip, her knee. He was always hungrier for her when she glowed like this. When she looked... ruined.
And now, she wanted to play.
She leaned in a little closer, her voice lowered.
"So," she said, dipping a piece of melon into her yogurt with casual elegance, "you mentioned watching something... stimulating?"
Barry gave her a sheepish grin, cheeks pinkening. "Yeah. Watched a little porn yesterday."
"Oh?" she tilted her head. "What kind?"
He hesitated, his eyes flicking down to her cleavage before snapping back up. "Just regular stuff, mostly. But there was this one scene... interracial."
Zoe arched an eyebrow, lips curving. "Interracial?" she repeated slowly, savoring the syllables. "That's... interesting."
Barry scratched the back of his neck. "I don't know. Ever since we got that, uh... that big black toy, it's been kind of stuck in my head."
Zoe stood, her movements unhurried, feline. She circled the table behind him, fingers trailing across his shoulder blades as she passed. Then she leaned down, lips close to his ear.
"What exactly stuck?" she whispered. "The woman on her knees, maybe? Begging for it? Or the way she opened up for someone... bigger?"
Barry's breath caught. "Maybe both."
Zoe smiled against his cheek. Then she straightened and stepped back.
"Stay right there," she said softly, voice suddenly full of sultry command. "Room service will be right with you."
And just like that, she disappeared down the hall -- hips swaying, hair trailing loose over her back.
She wasn't just playing along anymore.
She was rewriting the fantasy.
She disappeared down the hall without another word.
Barry sipped his coffee, smiling to himself -- amused, aroused, and clueless. But when she returned a few minutes later, his breath caught in his throat.
Zoe didn't walk into the room. She owned it.
Gone was the soft domesticity. In its place: a goddess dressed to ruin him.
She wore a French maid costume -- one from a long-forgotten Halloween, but now transformed into pure weaponry. The bodice was jet-black and satin-slick, hugging every curve, cinched tight at the waist until her generous breasts spilled over the lace trim like an offering. The skirt? A teasing scrap of fabric -- black with frilled white lace that barely grazed the tops of her thighs. Beneath it, sheer stockings clung to her toned legs, held in place by delicate garters, and glossy black heels clicked seductively with every measured step.
Her thick waves of dark hair framed her flushed cheeks, a tiny lace headband perched among the curls like a crown.
And in her hand? The black dildo.
Not hidden. Not shy.
She carried it like a baton of authority, tapping it lightly against her palm as she sauntered in.
Barry's jaw dropped.
"Holy... shit."
Zoe smiled -- slow, dangerous.
"Well, well," she purred, slipping into a thick, sultry accent that made her sound foreign and forbidden. "Looks like housekeeping arrived while the guest was still enjoying his private entertainment."
She twirled on her heel -- not too fast -- giving him a full view of her round ass as the skirt flipped up just enough to flash a glimpse of sheer lace stretched across her backside. She bent low, hips cocked, pretending to dust the coffee table with a slow, teasing stroke of her hand. Her thighs tensed as she moved, perfectly framed by the tops of her stockings and the shimmer of her heels.
Then she straightened, turned, and held up the dildo like she was about to issue a citation.
"I found this under your bed, sir," she said playfully. "Very naughty."
Barry laughed, eyes wide with awe and disbelief. "Jesus... you look--fuck, Zoe, you look incredible."
She took a slow step closer, letting the dildo trail up her thigh, over her corset, finally resting it just below her breasts.
"Now listen carefully," she said, her tone dipping low -- darker now, more commanding. "If you've got a cock the same size as this... or bigger..."
She paused, letting her eyes drag across his body like a searchlight.
"...then I'll let you fuck me right now. Right here. On this hotel bed."
Barry blinked. His throat moved as he swallowed, visibly flustered. "Wait--really?"
Zoe leaned in, her voice a velvet razor.
"Go ahead, Mr. Monroe," she whispered. "Take it out."
Barry's hands fumbled at his waistband, trembling with eagerness as he freed himself. His cock sprang forward -- stiff but modest, achingly human.
Zoe gave it a quick, almost clinical glance -- and then, with slow theatrical flair, lifted the black dildo beside it.
The contrast was almost comical.
She raised her brows in mock surprise, then tilted her head. "Oh, honey..." she purred, voice thick with amusement and something darker. "Looks like you'll just have to watch the maid clean up by herself."
Barry groaned, his cock twitching helplessly at the humiliation. His breath stuttered as Zoe straddled his lap, grinding down -- not on him, but on the thick dildo pressed tightly against her soaked panties.
"You can pretend it's yours," she whispered, lips brushing his ear. "But we both know whose cock this really is."
Barry moaned, already pumping himself slowly, his eyes glued to the image of his wife in costume, playing the slut for a fantasy he could barely handle.
Zoe stood, heels clicking against the floor, and bent forward in front of him -- offering him a perfect view of her ass as she tugged her panties to the side and guided the dildo between her slick folds. She gasped as the head pushed in, her body stretching to take it -- slow, thick inches disappearing inside her.
"Ohhh... fuck," she moaned, voice ragged with pleasure. "So much better than that little cock you've got, Mr. Monroe..."
Barry whimpered, his hand stroking faster now.
Zoe didn't slow down. She mounted the toy with ease, her hips rolling, her thighs trembling as she sank down again and again, moaning like the maid from Barry's porn -- but this was no act.
She rode the dildo with wild, grinding desperation, her breasts bouncing against the tight black corset, sweat beginning to bead at the base of her neck. Her fingers teased her clit through the lace, her moans raw and real.
"Fuck me... stretch me out... ohhh--yes... just like that..."
She wasn't playing to Barry anymore.
In her mind, the cock inside her wasn't silicone. It was hot. It pulsed. It claimed.
It was Nate's.
Every bounce, every gasp, every desperate cry of pleasure was for him.
Barry watched, eyes wide, panting as he stroked himself to the show -- his flushed wife, dripping and trembling, fucking herself stupid on a cock he couldn't compete with. And he loved it.
She came hard.
Her body arched, shuddering, her breath catching as her orgasm ripped through her like a wave. Her thighs clenched around the toy. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream as she came on something too big for her husband to give her.
Moments later, Barry groaned behind her, his own release quick and needy -- spilling across his stomach as he slumped back into the couch.
Zoe curled beside him a few minutes later, still flushed and glowing, her costume disheveled, her body humming.
"You're incredible," Barry whispered, voice still shaky with afterglow. "Seriously."
She smiled softly, kissed his cheek like a good wife.
"Tomorrow," she whispered, voice silk. "You can pick the next scenario."
But as her head rested against his shoulder, her thoughts drifted elsewhere.
Because the next scenario was already forming in her mind.
And Barry?
Barry wouldn't be the one starring in it.
--------
The late afternoon sun filtered through the blinds in long golden streaks, striping the walls of Zoe's bedroom like fingers -- warm, quiet, and slow. The air still carried the faint scent of sweat, perfume, and her earlier roleplay -- remnants of lace, cum, and power. She'd tidied up, yes, but the ache between her thighs hadn't been touched. Not truly. She still pulsed with need. Still glowed.
And now he was coming.
No clinical pretext.
No justification.
Just heat. Just hunger.
A knock at the back door -- sharp, precise, familiar.
Zoe's pulse quickened as she made her way down the hall, barefoot on hardwood, her robe grazing the backs of her thighs. She opened the door with a quiet smirk already lifting the corners of her lips.
"Right on time," she said, eyes flicking over him.
Nate stood tall and loose in a sweat-darkened T-shirt and gym shorts. He was still flushed from a run, skin slick with a fine sheen of effort. He looked raw. Male. Edible.
"You okay?" she asked softly, eyes darting -- without shame -- to the outline between his legs.
He grinned, that boyish smile tinged with a growing swagger. "Pressure's back. Like I've got bricks strapped to me."
Zoe's eyes darkened, her voice turning velvet. "Then we should do something about that."
Upstairs, the silence between them thickened with promise. They didn't speak. They didn't need to.
Zoe turned her back to him, standing at the edge of the bed. Her fingers reached for the buttons of her blouse, undoing them slowly -- one at a time -- with the kind of control that made Nate's mouth dry.
She slipped the blouse from her shoulders with practiced elegance. No bra. No hesitation.
Her breasts spilled free like a blessing -- full, round, perfectly natural. High on her chest with just the right weight, they swayed slightly with her breath. Her areolae were wide and dusky, nipples thick and diamond-hard from arousal and the whisper-cool air of the room. They twitched as the fabric fell, responding like they knew they were being watched.
Nate froze where he stood.
"Holy fuck, Zoe," he whispered, reverence dripping from every syllable. His voice was low, tight. "You're so... goddamn sexy. Your tits are perfect. I've been dreaming about them."
Zoe smiled, slow and knowing, as she turned to face him fully -- her bare breasts rising and falling with every steady breath. She stepped forward, her hips rolling like water, her eyes locked to his.
"Good," she said. "Because now... you're going to feel them."
Zoe gave a slow, wicked smile as she perched on the edge of the bed, her fingers brushing beneath the heavy curve of her breasts, teasing them together like she knew they were his favorite sin. She lifted them deliberately, full and ripe, cupping them like an offering.
"No more cups," she purred, squeezing them tightly so her cleavage swelled with lewd invitation. "Guess you'll just have to find somewhere else to put your cum."
Nate stood frozen, his cock already pressing hard against the fabric of his gym shorts. His voice was hoarse. "Are you serious?"
Her smirk deepened. "Dead serious."
She patted the space in front of her with her free hand. "Come here, baby."
He stepped forward, and Zoe reached out with practiced hunger, tugging his shorts down in one fluid motion. His cock sprang free -- thick, veined, already twitching with anticipation. She didn't hesitate. Her fingers wrapped around him, slow and possessive, stroking his length as her thumb swept through the gleaming pearl of pre-cum at the tip.
"You've been thinking about this all day, haven't you?" she murmured, eyes locked on his cock as she stroked.
He gave a ragged laugh. "Since this morning. Since your mouth."
"Mmm," she hummed, biting her lip. "Good. Because these--"
She leaned in, letting her breasts settle around the base of his cock, "--have missed you."
The feel of him against her bare skin made her moan softly. He was hot and hard, his cock resting perfectly in the deep valley between her tits. She adjusted, lifting and pressing them together until the thick shaft was completely engulfed in her soft, slick flesh.
"Ready?" she whispered, her eyes glowing as she looked up at him through dark lashes.
"God, yes," Nate breathed.
Zoe started to move -- slow, controlled strokes at first, rocking her body forward, pressing her breasts around him as his cock slid through the warmth of her cleavage. His head peeked out at the top with every stroke, swollen and flushed, leaking onto her skin.
The sound was obscene -- wet, rhythmic, delicious.
"You feel that?" she teased, her voice low and electric. "That's my tits hugging your cock, baby. So warm... so soft. You could fucking sleep in them."
"Jesus," Nate gasped, his hands gripping her shoulders now, trying not to lose control.
"You love this," Zoe continued, her tone filthier now. "You love how my fat tits wrap around your big fucking cock. So thick... it's like they were made just to milk you."
Nate's moans deepened, his hips starting to buck gently into the rhythm, helplessly chasing her movements.
Zoe's tongue flicked out, catching just beneath the swollen head when it reached the top of her stroke. She licked it slowly. Teasing. Worshipful.
"Mmm... fuck, you're leaking for me," she whispered, catching the slick bead with her tongue. "You're right there, aren't you? I can feel it."
He was shaking now, legs taut, the tension radiating through his whole body. His eyes rolled back as her breasts tightened around him, her hands pressing them harder, faster, the glide obscene and relentless.
"Come on, baby," she urged, breath hot against his cock. "Show me how much you need this. Don't hold back. Let me have it."
That was it.
With a strangled, raw groan, Nate erupted.
The first hot blast struck Zoe's neck and chin, sliding down her collarbone. Another coated her chest, thick and glistening. Her tits were painted in ribbons of white -- across her nipples, between the curves, dripping from her skin like liquid sex.
She didn't flinch. Didn't slow.
She kept pressing, milking every last drop from his cock as it twitched between her breasts, her tongue darting out to clean up what she could reach.
"Fuck..." Nate gasped, panting, trembling.
Zoe finally let him go, his cock sliding from her cleavage with a slick, wet sound. She looked down at herself -- covered, claimed, her skin streaked and shining.
Then she dipped a finger into a thick line across her breast and brought it to her lips, sucking it clean with a slow, hungry hum.
"Definitely better than any damn sample cup," she said, licking her lips with satisfaction.
Nate could only stare, glassy-eyed and breathless. "You're... fucking unbelievable."
Zoe smirked and rose, her chest still slick with cum, owning every inch of her flushed, filthy beauty.
"I try...," she said with a wink, handing him a towel.
As he cleaned himself up, she stood at the mirror, topless and proud, her tits glistening with his release. Her gaze met her own reflection, and she didn't see shame.
She saw power.
He was hers now.
And she hadn't even really started.
--------
The television flickered quietly in the background, casting a soft strobe of shifting shadows across the living room. Warm light danced across Zoe's bare legs as she sat curled on the couch beside Barry, one foot tucked beneath her, the stem of a half-empty glass of red wine resting between her fingers.
Her eyes were on the screen -- but she wasn't watching.
Not really.
Barry laughed at something the sitcom actor said, and Zoe offered a polite smile, the kind that passed easily in dim light. But her thoughts were elsewhere.
Upstairs.
At the mirror.
Her tits still damp from the heat of Nate's release.
She could still feel the slow drip of his cum down her chest. Still taste the salt of him at the back of her throat. The image of his face -- breathless, reverent, ruined -- had imprinted itself on her in a way she couldn't quite shake. That look. That need.
It hadn't faded. Not even now. Not with Barry beside her.
She shifted slightly, and the knit of her sweater dragged across her nipples -- still stiff, still aching -- beneath the camisole she hadn't changed out of. A slow pulse throbbed low in her belly.
"You've been quiet tonight," Barry said, his voice low as he reached over and ran a hand slowly down her thigh. "Still thinking about our little maid game?"
Zoe turned to him, her smirk subtle but edged. "Maybe."
"Because that was..." He exhaled, his smile boyish, eyes glassy from wine. "That was incredible. I don't know where you pulled that from, but I've been thinking about it all day."
Zoe took a sip of wine, savoring the weight of it on her tongue before swallowing. Then she glanced at him, her voice feather-light but probing.
"Can I ask you something?"
Barry blinked, curious. "Of course."
"Have you always had that interracial fantasy?" she asked softly. "Or... did something spark it recently?"
Barry hesitated, fingers curling on the throw pillow beside him. "I guess... it's been there. Lurking," he admitted with a shrug. "But watching some stuff lately just brought it up again. That interracial thing. I don't know. It kind of stuck."
Zoe didn't react right away. Her gaze held steady -- calm, but sharp. Calculating.
"What about it stuck with you?" she asked, tone deceptively casual.
Barry scratched the back of his neck, sheepish. "I think it was just the way the wife was," he said. "She wasn't just being fucked... she was into it. Lost in it. Like... she needed it. Bad."
Zoe's lips curved into something more dangerous than a smile.
"Ever since we brought that big black cock into the bedroom..." she murmured, swirling her wine, "you haven't been able to stop thinking about what it represents, have you?"
His eyes flicked to her mouth. "Kind of hard not to."
Zoe leaned closer, brushing a kiss across his cheek -- light, affectionate, practiced.
Then she stood slowly, letting the hem of her sweater rise just enough to hint at bare thigh.
"Well," she whispered, her voice like silk wrapping a blade, "maybe I'll surprise you again soon."
Barry grinned, eyes lit with anticipation. "I'm counting on it."
Zoe turned toward the hallway with a faint smirk, hips swaying as she walked away -- but inside, something had shifted.
He was asking for the fantasy.
And she was living it already.
A little while later, after the movie faded into credits and silence, they climbed into bed.
Barry was out in minutes -- his soft breathing turning to light snoring as he melted into the mattress beside her.
But Zoe... couldn't sleep.
She lay on her back, eyes open, staring into the shadows that stretched across the ceiling. Her skin still tingled. Her body thrummed -- not with nerves, but with something deeper. More electric. Arousal that refused to settle. Thoughts that refused to stop.
Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, slicing through the quiet.



JustDoctors Portal: New Message from Dr. JJ
Zoe's breath caught as she picked it up, thumb already moving.
"Given the range and consistency of your samples, I believe we're near completion.
However, to fully rule out hormonal fluctuation, one final collection may be beneficial -- ideally between 2-4 a.m., when natural production rhythms shift.
A controlled, private setting is best.
If the patient is trusted, a supervised overnight stay would be ideal.
Maintain discretion.
- JJ"
Zoe stared at the screen. Once. Twice. A third time.
One more sample.
One final release.
In the middle of the night.
It would mean Nate... staying over.
She glanced at Barry, asleep beside her, peaceful and unaware -- his mouth slightly open, his hand curled loosely beneath his cheek.
It was the weekend. No early alarm. No obligations. She could make it work.
Her fingers moved before she could talk herself out of it.
We may need one last sample. 2-4 a.m. I'll explain tomorrow.
She watched the message deliver.
The three dots blinked. Then vanished.
No reply came.
Just the silence of a house that didn't know what was coming.
Zoe set the phone down. Rolled onto her back. Tried to breathe.
Eventually, sleep claimed her.
But peace... didn't.
In her dream, she was standing at the foot of the bed -- naked, flushed, her skin glowing in the low amber light.
The room was thick with heat and silence.
Behind her, she felt him. Nate.
His chest pressed to her back. His hands slid down her waist, across her hips, then between her thighs with no hesitation. No permission asked. No words needed.
She gasped, arching into him, her breath catching in her throat.
He didn't ask.
He took.
Zoe moaned as her palms hit the bed, her knees wide on the mattress, her ass lifted high. And then he was there -- thick and hard, filling her inch by slow, relentless inch.
She cried out, not from pain -- but from fullness. From being stretched. Owned.
"You want this?" he growled into her ear.
"Yes..." she gasped, eyes fluttering closed.
"Say it again."
"I want you."
Each thrust slammed into her with punishing rhythm, shaking her to the core. The dream blurred around her, heat and sound and motion, until her orgasm exploded inside her like fire -- sharp, hot, uncontrollable.
She came with a cry.
Zoe jolted awake with a soft gasp, her chest rising fast.
The room was dark. Barry still slept beside her.
But her panties were soaked. Her thighs trembled.
She brought a hand to her heart. It thundered.
And all she could think about was tomorrow...
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The sun drooped low, casting its final golden sigh across the stillness of the suburban street. Emma stood at the window of their new house, fingers lightly grazing the frame, her eyes tracing the tidy lawns and symmetrical trees that lined the quiet cul-de-sac. This was supposed to be the beginning--the bloom of the life she and Jason had dreamed into existence. And in so many ways, it was. Their first home. A fresh start. The soil of their future finally beneath their feet.
And yet, under the excitement, something restless stirred--a gentle ache, a flutter of disquiet just beneath her ribs.
The house itself was beautiful. Spacious. Sun-drenched. The kind of place that promised birthdays, backyard barbecues, whispered dreams behind closed doors. Jason had been euphoric when they found it. It checked every box. The kind of place he'd always imagined they'd grow roots in, raise something real. A family.
Emma smiled at the thought. It made sense. It was right. But as she moved through the stillness of each room--the polished floors, the pristine kitchen, the untouched corners--there was a strange echo in her chest, a hush that didn't feel quite like contentment.
It wasn't Jason. It wasn't the house. It was something in her. A stretch of herself she hadn't touched in years. She'd poured so much of her energy into the shared dream--into being what he needed, what the future required--that she'd forgotten how to ask herself what she wanted. Who she was becoming. If she was becoming at all.
A soft knock at the door broke the spell.
Grateful for the interruption, she padded across the hall and pulled it open.
He stood there--Malcolm Freeman--confident as a summer storm. Older. Solid. A broad, muscled frame relaxed beneath a faded t-shirt and drawstring shorts. He was unmistakably Black, his skin deep and warm like burnished mahogany, his salt-and-pepper hair cropped short, his eyes calm and steady, full of a quiet knowing. He looked like he was somewhere in his early fifties, though the years sat on him like a well-worn leather jacket--lived in, not worn down. His eyes held the quiet of someone who'd seen enough to stop pretending.
"Hi there," he said, voice smooth as velvet over gravel. "I'm Malcolm. I live next door. Thought I'd come welcome you to the neighborhood."
"I brought a little something," he added, holding out a small potted plant. Its green leaves burst vivid against the muted tones of the porch, sharp and unapologetically alive.
Emma blinked. There was something disarming about him--so grounded, so at ease. When he stepped forward to offer her a potted plant, her fingers brushed his, and the contrast startled her. Her skin looked pale against his--fragile, almost glowing in the soft light of the porch. She felt a little flutter in her stomach she couldn't quite explain.
"A plant?" she echoed, fingers curling around the terra cotta pot. "That's... sweet of you. Thank you."
"It's more than that," Malcolm said, a low chuckle threading through his words. "It's a reminder. Life doesn't grow unless you tend to it. Give it sunlight, water, time... and it'll show you what it's capable of."
Emma stared at the plant--new, fragile, waiting. Its bright leaves caught the dying light like they were reaching for it. Something about it made her throat tighten. She didn't know why. Not yet.
"We've never been great with plants," Jason said, joining her with a casual grin. His tone was light, but his attention was already drifting elsewhere.
Malcolm didn't seem fazed. He looked to Emma again, softer now. "It's okay to learn as you go," he said. "Most people forget that. They think they have to know everything from the start. But some things... some things grow with you."
There was an openness to the way he said it. Not pushy, not philosophical--just present. Grounded. And it made her feel seen in a way that was sudden and disarming.
Emma smiled, a little bashful. "I'll try not to kill it, then."
He grinned, and for a moment the years between them dissolved. "That's all anything needs, really. A little attention. A little care."
She laughed, and it surprised her--how easy it felt. How good.
"I'm just over there," Malcolm added, gesturing with a nod toward his place. "If you ever need anything. A wrench. Sugar. Someone to curse at your broken sprinklers with."
"Good to know," Emma said, still smiling.
"I've also got a hot tub out back," he added, casually. "It's more fun with company."
The line was delivered with just enough warmth to tease, just enough restraint to leave the moment open-ended. Not a come-on. Not quite. But the kind of line that lingered.
Jason chuckled, distracted. "Hot tub. That's... generous."
Emma wasn't listening.
Her eyes had drifted back to the plant, now warm in her hands. In the soft amber of evening, its leaves seemed to glow faintly. It didn't feel like just a welcome gift. It felt like something else. A sign. A beginning.
Malcolm's presence still lingered in the doorway long after he was gone.
--------
Later that night, the house hummed in its own quiet language--pipes ticking, wood settling, wind whispering against glass. Emma sat alone on the edge of their bed, the soft linen sheets curled around her hips like a half-finished thought. The room was still unfamiliar, its white walls too pristine, too clean, like a blank canvas waiting for someone to bleed on it.
On the windowsill, the plant sat in its small terracotta pot, its bright green leaves vivid against the sterile backdrop. It didn't belong--and yet, somehow, it belonged more than she did. It was alive. It was growing. It demanded care. It reached for the light without apology.
Growth. Care. Life.
Malcolm's words echoed in her mind like the chime of wind through an open door.
Emma wrapped her arms around herself, feeling the slow pulse of something restless beneath her skin. Was she growing? Or was she simply enduring? She'd always told herself this--that life would one day arrive fully formed. That she just had to wait for the right house, the right love, the right moment. But now she was here--in the house, beside the man--and it still felt like something vital hadn't taken root.
She turned to look at Jason. He lay facing away from her, already drifting through sleep, his breath slow and even. His body, familiar. His presence, comforting. Their first night in this house. Their first night as husband and wife.
And yet...
She loved him. That much was real. Solid. But love didn't always speak the language her body needed. There were moments--quiet, flickering moments--when their connection in bed left her aching not with pleasure, but with the longing for something unnamed. A deeper rhythm. A fuller surrender. She thought it would come naturally, that with love, the rest would bloom. But some part of her still felt untouched, as if there were rooms inside her that Jason hadn't yet found... and maybe didn't know how to enter.
Her thoughts, uninvited and warm, slid back to Malcolm.
That easy way he moved, like his body had already made peace with the world. The way he filled a space without demanding it. He didn't posture. He didn't chase. He just was. And in that effortless stillness, something about him tugged at a place inside her she hadn't known was empty.
It wasn't that she wanted him--not in any way she'd admit to. It was more... the contrast. The way he made her aware of herself. Aware of the hunger buried beneath the careful smiles and routine gestures. Aware that desire could look different--feel different--than she'd known. There was a gravity to him, and she felt her body leaning toward it, even if only in the safety of her own mind.
The plant rustled faintly as a breeze slipped through the cracked window. Its leaves reached out as though grasping for something just beyond the glass.
Emma followed its movement with her eyes, the metaphor unfolding itself without effort now. That tender thing--rooted, vulnerable, but persistent--it mirrored her perfectly. She, too, was stretching toward something invisible. Something warm. Something that would coax her open.
She didn't know what any of it meant. Not yet. But she knew the stillness inside her wasn't just peace--it was a waiting. A yearning. Something was shifting, curling, blooming beneath the surface.
She turned back to Jason, watched the rise and fall of his breath, the curve of his shoulder.
Whatever came next--whatever truth she might find in herself--she still wanted to walk it with him.
But in the dark, her fingers drifted to the plant on the sill, brushing gently against its tender leaves.
She wasn't sure who she was becoming.
But she could feel it: she was starting to grow.
--------
The following evening arrived wrapped in warmth, the dying sun painting slow amber trails across the walls as Emma moved through the kitchen, setting the table with quiet care. The scent of roasted chicken filled the air, mingling with the rich pop of uncorked wine. This was their first proper dinner in the new house--an evening meant to settle in, to feel like home.
But under the surface, there was a thread of anticipation winding through her.
Malcolm.
She hadn't expected to think about him as much as she had. There was a maturity in him--not just in age, though he had at least thirty years on her, easily--but in his steadiness. His calm. It wasn't intimidating in the way older men sometimes could be. It was grounding. Like he'd already weathered the storms she hadn't yet learned to name.
Jason was already placing glasses on the table, his hosting instincts in full swing when the doorbell rang. Emma wiped her hands on a towel, heart fluttering with a nervous energy she hadn't anticipated, and opened the door.
There he was--Malcolm. The light behind him gilded the edges of his shoulders, and in his hands, a dark bottle of wine. His smile--slow, warm, easy--was the kind that made her body relax before her mind caught up.
"Good evening," he said, voice like velvet worn smooth by time. "Brought a little something to keep the conversation flowing."
"Please, come in," Emma said, stepping aside.
Malcolm moved inside with unhurried confidence. Not arrogance--just comfort, the kind born of someone completely at home in his skin. His eyes flicked around the space, taking in their still-settling world.
"It's a lovely home," he said genuinely. "I can already imagine the memories that'll live in these walls."
"Thank you," Jason replied, his voice warm. "We're excited to start making them."
They settled at the dining table, the wine poured, laughter softening the spaces between clinking glasses and the shuffle of plates. Malcolm's stories filled the room effortlessly--tales from his college football days, the countries he'd wandered through, the life he'd shared with his late wife.
"She was my world," he said at one point, his tone dipping into something quieter. "We had dreams, big ones. We tried for kids, but..." He exhaled through a slow smile that didn't reach his eyes. "Wasn't in the cards."
Emma's heart tugged. She hadn't expected this rawness from him--but it didn't feel heavy. It felt honest. Lived in.
"I'm so sorry," she said gently. "That must've been... incredibly difficult."
He nodded. "It was. But we found joy anyway. She taught me how to be fully present. Even in loss, there was beauty. And love." His eyes glinted with a fondness that shimmered just beneath grief.
Jason listened with the steady calm of a man who could sense something sacred in the story.
Emma, though, felt something more. Not pity. Not admiration, even. Something deeper. Something alive. Drawn was the word that came to mind, though she wasn't ready to sit with that thought too long.
As the meal wore on and the second bottle of wine dwindled, conversation drifted toward their homes. Malcolm spoke of his, just next door--how it had fallen into quiet neglect since his wife passed. The garden, once her pride, now overgrown. A leak in the roof he kept putting off.
Emma set down her glass, her voice soft but earnest. "If you ever need help... I'd love to come by. Gardening, cleaning--I don't mind. I'll be looking for something to keep me busy."
Jason glanced sideways at her, a brow rising, but he said nothing.
Malcolm gave a soft chuckle. "That's kind of you. But before you make that offer, there's something I should be honest about."
He paused. Not dramatically--thoughtfully. With a stillness that commanded silence.
"I've lived a certain way since she passed. A way we lived together. And I never saw any reason to change it."
He met Emma's gaze first, then Jason's.
"I'm a nudist."
The room went quiet. Not awkward. Just... still. As if the word itself demanded room to settle.
Emma blinked. Not out of shock--more like her brain needed a second pass to confirm what she'd heard. She was young--just twenty-three--and this kind of candor, this kind of unapologetic truth, felt rare. Maybe that was part of what drew her in. He wasn't trying to impress. He wasn't trying at all.
Malcolm continued, his voice calm. "It's not about being provocative. It's not about shock or performance. It's about peace. Intimacy with the world. With myself. We lived that way, my wife and I, and I made her a promise: that I wouldn't go back to hiding just because she was gone. So I didn't."
The weight of it wasn't in the nakedness. It was in the loyalty. The love. The ritual of it.
Emma's lips parted, then pressed together. She wasn't sure what emotion was blooming in her chest--maybe curiosity, maybe awe--but she wasn't uncomfortable. And somehow, she knew Malcolm wasn't trying to make anyone else uncomfortable, either.
Jason cleared his throat, recovering. "That's... certainly different. But I respect that."
Emma smiled slowly, her mind whirling with questions she wasn't ready to ask. "Honestly? I don't mind. It's just another part of who you are."
Malcolm's face softened into a genuine grin. "That means a lot. Really."
The tension broke, light laughter returning to the space as they moved back to easier conversation. But Emma's awareness lingered. She watched the way Malcolm spoke, the weight of his presence, how little he needed to say to command attention. She felt something in herself lean toward that calm, that authenticity. He belonged to a world she hadn't lived in yet. And for reasons she couldn't explain, that made her want to inch closer.
By the time the evening wound down, and Malcolm rose to leave, something between them had shifted--slightly, subtly, undeniably.
At the door, Emma caught herself smiling before she even looked at him. "He's a good man," she said softly after he left.
Jason nodded. "Yeah. Unusual... but yeah."
Emma stared at the door, then let her eyes drift toward the plant on the windowsill. Its leaves caught the dim light, a quiet beacon in the gathering dusk.
She wasn't sure where any of this would go.
But she could feel it: the world was beginning to open.
--------
The next morning unfolded slowly, sun filtering like honey through the trees behind Malcolm's home. Emma crossed the lawn with measured steps, her heart a drum beneath her ribs. She'd offered to help with some light cleaning--just a neighborly gesture, something to keep her hands busy. That's all it was.
Still, her palms were clammy. This was the first time she'd be alone with him. Inside his house. In his world.
She exhaled as she reached the door, trying not to think too hard about what lay on the other side.
Malcolm answered with that same disarming calm. A loosely tied robe clung to his frame, grazing his thighs and hanging from one shoulder like it belonged to no one but him.
"I figured I'd keep the robe on," he said, voice smooth as aged whiskey. "At least until we got started. Didn't want to make you uncomfortable."
Emma smiled, soft and steady, though her insides flipped like pages in a gust. "It's your home, Malcolm. You don't need to worry about that."
He stepped aside, and she moved in. The air inside was cooler than outside, but her skin prickled with heat nonetheless.
The robe was an afterthought on his body--tied only in theory. Each movement stretched the fabric wider, exposing thick bands of dark skin and the slow, deliberate power of a man who wasn't in a rush to cover anything. It swung open just enough, and then--
Oh.
Her breath hitched, silent and sharp.
Not because of the size--though God help her, the size was absurd--but because of the effect. He wasn't aroused. He didn't need to be. The way it hung--heavy, languid, unbothered--commanded her gaze. It made her body thrum in places she'd been trying to quiet since last night.
She turned to the kitchen counter and started wiping surfaces with sudden, excessive focus. Anything to avoid letting her jaw fall slack.
But the thoughts were loud.
That 's him soft?
She swallowed hard, her thighs drawing together in an instinctive attempt to contain the heat now blooming between them. It wasn't just lust--it was reverence. A molten awe.
Malcolm moved around the kitchen, casual and unhurried, the robe shifting with each motion. Each turn of his torso, each lift of his arm teased her with flashes--hips, thigh, belly, that monstrous weight slung casually between his legs.
It wasn't just big. It was mythic.
And she couldn't stop looking.
"Emma," he said, not unkindly. "You're quiet."
She turned to him, voice carefully leveled, heart hammering. "You don't have to keep the robe on."
His brow rose slightly.
She continued, a soft smile on her lips. "This is your home. I don't want you breaking your promise to your wife. It's okay."
A silence passed between them, warm and intimate. His gaze held hers--deep and dark, unreadable for a moment. And then he nodded, slow and respectful.
The knot slipped. The robe fell. Her breath caught in her throat.
It wasn't just exposed flesh--it was presence. The way he stood there, unashamed, body thick with strength and time, his cock draping across one thigh like something sacred. The veins, the heft, the sheer girth of it... her mouth went dry. It was as wide as her wrist. Maybe more.
It looked like it shouldn't belong to a human being. Like it had been carved out of some ancient story.
And he wore it like it was nothing.
Her gaze snapped away too quickly, but the image had already etched itself onto the backs of her eyelids. The size. The texture. The impossible mass of it. And the calm way he stood, not performing, not preening. Just being.
She returned to her cleaning with trembling fingers, fighting to focus on countertops and clutter while her body reeled with hunger.
Malcolm offered her a glass of water, and when their fingers touched, the glass nearly slipped from her grip. The cold did nothing to cool her.
They spoke--casual words, nothing important. About the weather. About the lawn. But beneath her shirt, her nipples were tightening. Her pussy was soaked. Her thighs ached from squeezing against each other for control.
And still... her eyes kept drifting.
Not just to the size of him, but to the implications. The weight. The stretch. The act of accommodating it. The shape of surrender. She imagined what it might feel like just to hold it. To lift it. To open herself around it and feel him push--
She wiped harder, faster, as though the friction of her cloth could dull the friction inside her.
By the time she reached the living room, her legs trembled with restraint. Her panties were damp and clinging, a soaked slip of confession between her thighs.



Malcolm thanked her with an easy smile.
She nodded, her voice a hush. "Anytime."
And as she turned to go, she couldn't help but wonder--
Did he see it?
Did he see the tremble in her fingers? The pause in her breath? The way her voice softened whenever he stepped too close?
She didn't know.
But she was beginning to suspect--Malcolm always knew more than he let on.
--------
That night, Jason kissed her softly--sweetly.
Awkwardly.
She let him.
He was tender in the way someone is when they believe tenderness is enough. His hands were careful, his mouth familiar.
It was love that whispered, not love that took. Not the kind that made your breath hitch or your soul claw toward the surface.
When he moved between her legs and started to thrust--short, shallow, eager motions--Emma stared at the ceiling.
There was no spark.
Only the dull rhythm of a body trying to mean something.
She didn't flinch. It didn't hurt.
But it didn't touch her either.
Not the way Malcolm had.
Not the way her memory of him still did--thick and haunting behind her eyes, in her core.
Her breath caught for all the wrong reasons.
Her eyes fluttered shut, not in pleasure, but to escape.
She wanted to be there. She did. She tried. Her hands curled in the sheets, clutching the softness like an anchor. But her body had already betrayed her--slick, aching, primed... for someone else.
For him.
When Jason finished, he kissed her temple--gentle and dutiful. He pulled her close, wrapped himself around her like he always did. A ritual. A comfort.
But the silence afterward didn't soothe.
It echoed.
Through her chest. Between her legs. Across the hollow space where something wild was trying to bloom.
She loved him.
She really, truly did.
But there, in the dark, her truth pressed against her like a bruise.
Something inside her had cracked open.
Not broken--just... shifted. Exposed.
Her body was different now.
Hungry in ways she didn't yet understand.
Awake in places that had slept too long.
And when sleep finally took her--drowsy, raw, unsatisfied--it wasn't Jason she dreamed of.
It was weight.
The weight of Malcolm's body, dense and hot above her.
The stretch.
The fullness.
The delicious ache of being filled too far, too deep, too completely.
And the way, with just his presence, he made her feel not just wanted.
But alive.
--------
It had only been two days.
Two days since she'd seen him--all of him--and Emma still couldn't shake the imprint. Not just of his body, but of the weight of him. The way he moved through his space--confident, naked, utterly at ease. The way that impossible length and girth had etched itself into her mind like a holy secret. A violation she invited. A dream she didn't want to wake from.
And now, she was back. Standing at Malcolm's front door, trying to steady the thrum of her pulse.
She was here to help, she reminded herself. To clean. To give her hands something to do. But already, heat was uncurling low in her belly, winding through her thighs like smoke.
The door opened, and there he was--bare chest kissed by the soft morning light, robe tied loosely around his waist, the knot little more than suggestion.
"You're back," Malcolm said, smiling. "Sure you're not tired of an old man yet?"
Emma returned the smile, stepping inside. "Not yet."
He chuckled, stepping aside to let her pass. "Well, house is still a disaster. Fridge too. And I'm still too stiff to reach anything lower than my knees. I'm just grateful you don't mind."
"I don't," she said, truthfully. "It's... peaceful here."
His gaze lingered a moment, something quiet and unreadable behind his eyes, then he nodded. "Well, I won't get in your way."
But he didn't leave.
She moved through the kitchen, wiping down shelves, stacking the odd dish, trying to focus. But he stayed--sipping from a coffee mug, moving behind her with a lazy grace that made her hyperaware of every inch of her body.
"You're still wearing the robe," she said, too casually, glancing over her shoulder.
He met her gaze with a slow smile. "Didn't want to assume. But you gave me permission, didn't you?"
And then he untied it. The robe slipped free, pooling at his feet like it had been waiting for this moment.
Emma turned away quickly, but it was too late. She'd seen it again. That thick, swinging monument between his legs. It moved with him like it had weight. Gravity.
Each time she saw it, it stunned her--not just the size, but the truth of it. How natural it looked. How natural he looked.
Malcolm eased into a leather armchair, spreading his legs slightly, his cock resting along his thigh like something at rest, not tamed.
"I hope it's not strange for you," he said, his voice quiet but open.
Emma shook her head, fingers stilling on a shelf. "No. It's not... strange. Just different."
"Different's good," he said, voice warm. "Different's honest."
She hesitated, then asked, "Was your wife like this too?"
Malcolm's face softened instantly.
"Oh yeah," he said. "She's the one who introduced me to the lifestyle. Said clothes made her feel like she was hiding. She didn't want to hide from me."
He paused, sipping his coffee. Then: "Though, she used to joke she only said that so she had an excuse to stare at my cock all day."
Emma laughed--too quickly, too loudly. But she couldn't help it. The ease of it, the truth in it, the filth of it, tucked inside love--it was intoxicating.
Malcolm smiled at her laugh. "She had a dirty mouth. Said it wasn't fair. Said walking around like that kept her constantly wet."
Emma's hand froze on the countertop. A flush bloomed up her neck and spread across her chest.
He wasn't being vulgar. He was being honest. And somehow that made it worse--better.
"She told me I ruined her," Malcolm continued, voice steady. "Said after me, anything else would feel like nothing. So we never stopped. Not until the end."
He glanced toward the window, voice drifting into memory. "We fucked constantly. When she was well enough. In bed. In the garden. Kitchen. Shower. Sometimes the laundry room, just because the floor was cold. She liked the contrast."
Emma couldn't move.
Her body burned with arousal--not just because of the image, but because of the way he spoke it. Like devotion. Like worship. Not of himself--but of her.
"And it wasn't just the physical," he said. "It was the freedom. No shame. We knew each other. Really knew each other. Desire kept us close. It was a language."
Emma was still holding the rag, knuckles white, breath shallow.
Then Malcolm asked, quiet and steady, "You and Jason... is it like that?"
She turned slowly. His eyes weren't prying. Just present. Curious.
"I don't know," she said. The words came out thinner than she expected. "We're still figuring things out."
He nodded. "Takes time. But don't ever let comfort take the place of connection."
She swallowed. "What if you're not sure what connection's supposed to feel like?"
He looked at her for a long moment. Then said, "Then you listen to your body."
She nodded. Not because she understood.
But because she wanted to.
After that, the silence returned--but it wasn't awkward. He stayed nearby. Sometimes reading. Sometimes humming. Always visible. Always uncovered.
Emma's glances weren't hidden anymore. They were slow. Searching. Hungry.
She watched the way his muscles moved under skin. The way that heavy, thick cock shifted slightly as he adjusted, like it belonged to its own rhythm.
She imagined what his wife must have felt. How she must have taken him. How it must have felt to stretch around that much man--and not just stretch, but open for it, crave it, anchor to it.
When Emma left, her thighs were tight with restraint, her panties soaked through, her body hot with ache.
And her mind? Still caught on the words he said so easily:
"Listen to your body."
--------
The next visit came easily.
Too easily.
Emma told herself it was still just a favor. Just helping. Tidying up, wiping windows, organizing the quiet corners of a home still thick with memory. That's all.
But when she stepped inside and saw him again--completely nude, stretched out in the golden hush of morning light--her stomach fluttered.
"Morning," Malcolm rumbled, voice low and lazy. "Back to tame the beast?"
She smirked, closing the door behind her. "I'm starting to think this house might be a lost cause."
"That makes two of us," he replied, shifting in his seat with a slow, careful motion. One hand slid behind him, rubbing his lower back with a grimace.
"You okay?" she asked.
"Just sore," he muttered. "Back's tight. Neck too. And honestly? Feels like I've been hit by a truck. Old football injuries never let up. It's not just my back--it's everywhere lately."
Emma set down a throw pillow she'd been straightening. "Do you want a massage?"
Malcolm looked at her--not startled. Just... considering. Then he nodded once, slowly. "Only if you're sure."
"I'm sure," she said, before she could even hesitate. "You're overdue for one."
He lay himself facing down on the couch. She knelt down beside him, drinking in his nakedness. Her hands hovered for a beat above his shoulders... then sank gently into him.
Warm. Dense. Real. The muscle beneath her palms was thick and tense, roped with strength and age, his skin rich and dark beneath her fingertips.
She kneaded slowly at first, easing into the rhythm. Circles. Pressure. Breathe. Her thumbs worked across the broad span of his shoulders, drawing a low sigh from Malcolm's chest.
"God... that's good."
Encouraged, she moved lower, fingers pressing into the base of his neck, along the spine, into the deep, knotted muscles near his ribs.
Her hands skimmed lower still--down to the small of his back, where the ache lived deep. He groaned, softly, head tipping forward.
Not sexual. Just vulnerable.
Still, something fluttered in her chest. Her breath caught.
As she worked, one knee brushed his hip, her body inching closer without even realizing it. She pressed into the firm curve of his lower back, her eyes skimming along the lines of his body.
"You want me to turn over?" he asked suddenly, voice quiet--more offering than question.
She froze for half a second, pulse stuttering in her throat.
"Yes," she breathed. "If you're comfortable."
He nodded, then leaned back, shifting slowly, the massive old couch creaking slightly beneath him. As he turned, Emma's breath locked in her chest.
There it was.
His cock--fully visible now--lay across his stomach like something undeniable. Thick, heavy, half-hard already. Every inch of it dark and veined, a languid sprawl of flesh too big to ignore. It didn't just lie there--it dominated his torso.
She forced her eyes to his chest. Began working her hands over his pecs, kneading gently, thumbs pressing into the muscle. But her gaze kept drifting downward--inevitably.
She moved to his abdomen, fingertips gliding over the ridges of muscle softened by time. She worked slowly, reverently. Her hands inches from his cock. Her eyes locked to it. Not touching. Not yet.
It twitched.
Just slightly. Like it knew.
Her breath came shallower, her skin flushed. She kept rubbing slow circles into his stomach, her wrists brushing coarse hair. She couldn't look away--not now.
It began to rise.
Truly rise.
With each breath, it filled--thickened--arched up along his stomach until it cast a shadow across his ribs. Fully hard now, it was massive. The girth alone stunned her. It was easily as wide as her forearm. From elbow to wrist. Maybe more. Veins crisscrossed its surface like rivers across a landscape she ached to explore.
It wasn't obscene. It was mythical.
Emma's mouth parted slightly, her fingers slowing.
She worked higher again--back to his chest, needing to regain focus--but she couldn't. Every pass of her hand was deliberate now. Every glance downward was an act of surrender.
She wanted to touch it.
She wanted to know how it felt.
She wanted to feel it react to her.
But she didn't. Not yet.
Instead, her fingers trailed up across his sternum one last time. "That should help," she whispered, though her voice barely carried.
Malcolm's eyes stayed closed. "You've got a good touch," he murmured. "Not many do."
Emma stood slowly, her legs unsteady. Her heart thundered in her chest. She reached for her bag with trembling fingers.
And she still looked again--couldn't not.
It was fully erect, lying proudly across his abdomen, unhidden. He didn't move to cover it. Just stayed there, peaceful. Solid.
"Thank you," he said again, calm and low.
She nodded, voice gone, and slipped out the door, her breath uneven, her panties clinging to her--wet, soaked, pulsing.
--
That night...
Jason curled around her, half-asleep, pressing gently against her back. Familiar. Safe. His cock soft and seeking.
He entered her with a sigh, slow and affectionate.
But Emma was already gone.
Her mind was on the couch. On the stretch of Malcolm's chest beneath her hands. On the moment his cock rose--slow, thick, alive.
Jason moved inside her. She moaned, quietly. Pretended.
But her pussy throbbed for something bigger. Deeper.
Later, when Jason fell asleep with a contented hum, she turned away and let her hand slip beneath the covers. Her fingers worked her softly, then harder, her breath catching.
She imagined Malcolm--fully hard beneath her. That beast resting against her belly. The curve of it. The impossibility of taking it.
I 'll make you take it, he'd whisper.
You were made to take this cock.
Her orgasm hit her like a storm--silent but shattering. Her hips trembled. Her body clutched around nothing.
And his name echoed through her like a spell.
Malcolm.
--------
It was Malcolm's idea.
They sat on his patio just after dusk, the heat of the day slipping into cool evening. The stars had begun to pierce the velvet sky above, and the gentle bubbling of the hot tub filled the space between easy laughter and soft sips of wine.
"I spend most nights out here," Malcolm said, gesturing toward the steam curling up from the water. "It's where I clear my head. Nothing better than soaking naked under the stars. Been that way since my twenties."
Jason gave a chuckle, always eager to match the vibe. "Sounds... freeing."
Malcolm leaned back, that calm smirk tugging at his lips. "You two are welcome to join me. Clothing optional, of course. But I never wear anything. Never liked the feel of fabric in water. You can strip or not--no pressure."
Jason turned to Emma, grinning. "We're guests. When in Rome, right?"
Emma blinked. "Wait--"
"It's just skin," Jason said, too casually. "He's already seen everything, right?"
Her stomach flipped--not with fear, but with something far more dangerous.
With Jason's hand lightly pressing at the small of her back, and Malcolm watching them with such easy openness, the line blurred.
Emma nodded. Quietly. "Okay."
Inside, she stood in front of the mirror.
The lighting was low, warm. Her skin looked soft in it--creamy and pale, her cheeks flushed from wine and nerves. Her hair hung in loose, honey-toned waves, tousled in a way she hadn't planned. She wore no makeup. No filters. Just herself.
Her robe hung open at the collar.
She looked at her body without judgment. Her breasts were small, naturally full, with nipples already tight from the thought of being exposed. Her waist curved inward, leading to soft hips, thighs that brushed, and a gentle, feminine belly that rose and fell with every breath.
Between her legs, her bush was neatly trimmed--a soft triangle of blonde curls, framing the pale pink folds beneath. It wasn't styled for seduction. It just was. Natural. Honest.
Jason said she was beautiful. But he loved her for her, not because of how she made him ache.
Malcolm... she wasn't sure. But something about the way he looked at her--so still, so full of presence--made her feel different.
Not just seen. Noticed.
She considered grabbing a swimsuit. But her hands didn't move.
This wasn't forbidden. It was freedom. Wasn't it? She let the robe fall loosely around her, tied just enough to keep it closed. Then stepped back outside and joined the boys on the patio.
Jason walked ahead, laughing at something Emma hadn't caught, wine already buzzing behind his smile. He reached for the knot at his waist with a little shrug.
"Well, when in Rome..."
He untied the robe and let it fall.
His cock, soft and small, rested gently against his groin--light, modest, unassuming. It barely moved in the breeze. It wasn't just average. It was... quiet. Almost bashful.
Jason climbed into the water, trying to keep the air light. "Guess I'm setting the bar low."
Malcolm stood nearby, still sipping from his glass. He didn't say a word. He simply undid the knot of his robe and let it fall.
The fabric slipped from his shoulders like water, pooling around his ankles with quiet finality.
And there it was.
His cock, thick and long, already half-awake, hung low between his thighs--dark and heavy, with the kind of presence that shifted the air. Even soft, it dwarfed Jason's completely. Wide at the base, darker near the head, veins tracing the length like a roadmap of something forbidden.
Jason's smile faltered--not much. Just enough.
Emma didn't mean to look.
She did.
Her stomach flipped, her pulse thrummed between her legs. She swallowed, cheeks flushing as guilt bloomed beneath her ribs--but it didn't stop her from staring.
Malcolm turned, calm as ever, and stepped into the water.
Jason forced a small laugh. "Well... guess the water's warm."
Malcolm smiled. "Always is."
Then Emma untied her robe.
Malcolm didn't move. Didn't speak. He just... drank her in.
Her pale skin was almost luminescent in the porch light. Her breasts, full and perky, shifted slightly with each nervous breath. Her stomach was soft and real, and her thighs curved down into smooth, supple hips. The triangle of soft blonde curls between her legs made something inside him go still for a moment.
She didn't look posed. She looked like something private. Something personal.
A woman completely unaware of how fucking beautiful she was. And it changed him a little.
Malcolm let out a breath he didn't realize he'd been holding as she moved toward the water.
Jason, watching from below, laughed. "That's not fair--she looks like a goddess."
Malcolm smiled. "You two make a beautiful couple."
But his eyes were only on her.
She stepped into the water slowly, knees folding, thighs pressing subtly beneath the surface. The warmth curled around her body, easing some of the tension, but not the flutter in her chest.
Any awkwardness, if it existed, didn't last.
Malcolm began to speak, telling a story from his college days--a naked canoe race, a wrong turn, and a very public mooning of the dean. Jason laughed, loud and unfiltered. Emma giggled, covering her mouth.
Malcolm had a gift. He smoothed the air around him. Made everything feel natural--even this.
Three naked adults in a hot tub, and somehow it didn't feel insane. It just was.



Time blurred. The stars deepened overhead. The wine ran low.
"I'll grab another bottle," Malcolm said, standing.
Emma didn't mean to look.
She did.
Water cascaded down his body in glistening streams. Down his broad chest, across his powerful thighs... and over his cock--now hanging low and alive, fuller than before, slick and magnificent in the soft light.
Jason stared. Emma stared harder.
It looked even larger wet. More real. It moved when he walked. Not like it was swinging, but like it was leading him.
He disappeared into the house. Silence followed.
Jason shifted beside her. Opened his mouth. Closed it.
There were questions there--Is this okay with you? Do you think about that thing? Are you still thinking about it now?
But he didn't ask. He didn't want to sound small.
So instead, he looked up at the stars and said, "You having fun?"
Emma turned her head slowly. Met his eyes.
"Yeah," she said softly.
And this time, she meant it.
--------
Later that night--
Jason kissed her hard the moment the bedroom door clicked shut.
His hands moved over her naked body--the same body that Malcolm had seen in full moonlight, had taken in with his steady, unreadable gaze. The same body Emma had exposed not just in skin, but in energy, in tension, in curiosity.
Jason was horny.
Emma was hungry.
But the difference between them stretched like a chasm.
He climbed on top of her, clumsy with wine and need, pressing kisses down her neck as he fumbled between her legs. She parted them instinctively, her skin hot, wet, open--but not for him. Not fully.
He pushed, trying to slide inside.
Nothing. His cock was soft.
Jason groaned, rolling onto his back with a frustrated exhale. "Too much wine, I guess."
Emma stayed still. Silent.
Her body was slick between her thighs--aching, flushed, soaked.
But it wasn't from Jason's fingers. Or his mouth. Or the idea of his cock.
It was from the image she couldn't shake.
Malcolm.
The moment he stepped out of the hot tub, water gliding down his dark skin, his cock swaying as he moved--thick as her wrist, long enough to make her breath catch.
It wasn't just the size. It was the way he carried it. Like it was nothing. Like it was his, and the world had to make peace with that.
That image was burned into her mind now. Into her body. A living ache.
Jason rolled away.
Emma stared at the ceiling, wide awake.
Her legs tingled. Her lips were swollen, slick and throbbing. Her body was alive for something she wasn't allowed to want. Something she couldn't even name out loud.
She knew it was wrong.
She knew.
But if that was wrong...Why did it feel so right?
--------
The morning after the hot tub was quiet.
Emma sat at the kitchen table, slowly stirring her tea. Her robe hung loosely from her shoulders, collarbone bare, hair still damp from the quick shower she'd taken alone. Her body felt clean. But not clear.
Jason moved around the kitchen with an energy that didn't match hers--nervous, overcompensating. He glanced at her more than once, waiting for her to say something. A comment. A joke. Anything about last night.
She hadn't.
"You sleep okay?" he asked, trying too hard to sound casual.
Emma nodded, not looking up. "Yeah. Fine."
She didn't ask if he did. Her voice wasn't cold. But it wasn't warm either. Just... distant. Muted. Like something in her had dimmed, and he couldn't find the switch.
When Jason left for work, he kissed her cheek. A soft press of lips without heat. She smiled--automatically--but it didn't reach her eyes.
Later that morning, he called her from the car.
"Hey," he said when she picked up.
"Hey."
"I was thinking... maybe we should go out tonight. You know. Something nice. Just the two of us."
She paused. "Okay. That sounds... good."
"Dinner. Wine. No distractions. I want to take you out. Remind you why you married me." He tried to laugh. It came out a little thin.
She gave a soft chuckle. "Okay, Jason."
But when the call ended, the knot in his chest didn't loosen.
Dinner was sweet.
Jason had picked a nice place--mid-tier romantic, dimly lit, linen napkins, small portions. He even made a reservation. He complimented her dress--a soft, wine-red wrap that hugged her curves more than she usually allowed. Her cleavage pressed just slightly into view, the fabric dipping along her hips, teasing the soft curve of her thighs.
"You look incredible," he said, his voice lower than usual.
"Thank you." And she meant it.
She did feel good. Not because of Jason.
Because of something else.
Because she knew now what it felt like to be looked at... really looked at. Not just noticed, but felt through someone's eyes.
She'd seen it in Malcolm.
And now, when she walked, she saw it in strangers. In the way men's heads turned. The way their eyes paused at her hips, her lips, the natural curve of her body she'd never thought to celebrate.
They talked. About work. About nothing. Jason tried--earnestly. He smiled too much. Reached for her hand too often.
After dessert, he kissed her in the doorway.
"You feel like making tonight... even better?"
Emma nodded.
Maybe tonight would be different.
The bedroom was quiet, low-lit.
Jason undressed with a confidence he didn't always have. His cock stirred, eager, hopeful.
Emma peeled her dress away slowly. Not for him. Not like a performance.
She stood nude in front of the mirror, catching her own reflection in the soft glow of the bedside lamp.
She looked beautiful.
Natural. Soft. Real.
And she thought of Malcolm.
She thought of the way he'd watched her--once, and only briefly--but in that single look, she'd felt completely naked. Even before her robe had fallen.
Jason guided her to the bed, his lips pressing against her neck, his fingers skimming down her hips.
She let him. Let her legs part. Let him slide inside.
He was hard--enough.
But not enough.
Not deep enough. Not slow enough. Not present enough.
His thrusts were steady, shallow. He whispered her name like he was asking for reassurance, permission, something she couldn't give.
She moaned softly. Politely. Out of habit.
When he came, he gasped her name again and collapsed against her, skin warm, breath light.
Emma lay still, her eyes on the ceiling.
Jason curled into her, kissing her bare shoulder. "That was nice, wasn't it?"
She nodded. "Yeah. Perfect."
But the word rang hollow in her throat.
There was no flutter. No rush. No fire.
Only the slow, aching absence of what her body had started to crave.
Her body was done pretending.
And the man sleeping beside her had no idea how far she'd already drifted.
--------
It was a warm afternoon when Emma returned to Malcolm's.
Jason was at work. They'd barely exchanged more than a few words that morning. He'd left a note on the counter in his sweet, crooked handwriting: Last night was amazing. I love you.
But it felt... disconnected. Like a message sent from the wrong time zone.
She hadn't written back.
She hadn't needed to.
She hadn't planned to stay long today. Just check on the garden. Tidy the kitchen. A polite visit.
But the moment Malcolm opened the door--standing tall, relaxed, and completely nude--her breath caught in her throat.
She didn't flinch.
She looked.
She let herself look.
As he stepped aside, it moved with him--long, veined, impossibly real. Not obscene. Just... undeniable. His ease, the way he let his body exist without explanation, made something tighten low in her belly.
She didn't mean to stare. But she did.
And she stayed longer than she meant to, because turning away felt impossible.
"Hey," she said, stepping into the earthy, musky scent of his home.
"Hey, yourself." His voice was low, warm. "You didn't have to come today."
"I wanted to."
His eyes softened. "I'm glad."
She moved through the kitchen, wiping counters, loading dishes. Slower than usual. Her hands moved with purpose, but her mind was elsewhere--dragged back again and again to the man sitting behind her.
Malcolm sat at the dining table, sipping cold tea. Legs open. Easy. His cock resting against one thigh like it belongedthere.
And it did.
Every time she passed him, something pulsed low in her belly. She could feel it--the slow build, the slick heat between her thighs. She was wet, and she didn't even try to hide it from herself anymore.
They chatted. Lightly. Books. Weather. A memory from her childhood that made them both smile.
Then, softly, he asked:
"How are things with Jason?"
She paused, cloth still in her hand. Her fingers tightened around the rag.
"Fine," she said--too quickly.
But Malcolm didn't push. He didn't press. He just stayed present.
And it unraveled her.
Emma set the cloth down, slowly. Turned to face him.
"They're... okay. He's sweet. He's trying."
Malcolm nodded. "Trying's something."
She stared at the floor, then exhaled. "It's just... hard. Sometimes. I feel like I'm lying when I say I'm satisfied."
He didn't speak. He just let it hang between them. Let the truth breathe.
"I don't think I've had a real orgasm with him in... months," she admitted. Her voice cracked at the edges. "I feel awful even saying it. Like it makes me a bad wife."
Malcolm's tone was quiet, grounded. "It makes you honest."
Her eyes met his. Searching. Wanting.
"Does he know?"
"No," she said. Too fast again. "I don't want to hurt him."
Malcolm leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees, his cock still visible beneath the table, thick and dark, forgotten but impossible to ignore.
"You already are," he said softly. "Just not in a way he understands yet."
Her breath caught.
"You can't live your whole life unsatisfied, Emma. You'll wither from the inside out."
She swallowed. "I know."
There was a silence.
Then he continued, voice velvet-smooth but edged with something deeper. "Sex isn't just friction. It's knowing someone. Feeling them. Being felt. Worshipped."
That word bloomed inside her like a gasp.
She nodded, barely. Her voice came small. "He tries. But he's just... not enough. And I mean that in every way."
Malcolm didn't react. No smirk. No shift. Just the same steady attention.
Emma's eyes dipped--shameful. But her mouth kept going. "He's... small. I didn't think it mattered. I told myself it didn't. But now..."
She trailed off, her eyes flicking downward. She couldn't help it.
Malcolm followed her gaze, then brought it back to her face. "It's not just about size," he said gently. "It's about presence. Intention. Hunger."
She let out a shaky breath, almost a laugh. "I don't think he knows how to be hungry."
He took another sip of his tea.
"A man who can't satisfy a woman with his cock should use his mouth. His hands. His focus. There's more than one way to worship someone."
That word again.
Worship.
Her body tightened--barely--but she felt it. Felt her sex throb quietly between her legs.
"Did your wife..." she started.
He nodded. "Every night we weren't inside each other, we were still touching. Still tasting. We never left each other untouched. Not ever."
Emma's pulse was racing now. Her breathing quickened--subtle, shallow.
Then Malcolm's voice softened even further.
"Go home," he said. "Tell him what you need. Don't shame him. Don't resent him. Just... show him."
Emma stood frozen for a moment.
The truth burned behind her ribs like heat.
Then she nodded.
And before she could stop herself, she stepped forward and pressed a kiss to his cheek--light, trembling, barely a whisper of skin.
But it lingered.
And neither of them moved as it did.
--------
That night.
Jason was surprised when Emma climbed on top of him after dinner.
Even more surprised when she slid downward, straddling his chest, her knees framing his face.
She didn't speak.
Just reached for his hand, guided it to her hips, and said softly:
"I want you to use your mouth tonight."
His eyes widened--caught somewhere between arousal and uncertainty. "I... yeah. Okay."
It was awkward at first. Hesitant. His tongue was eager, but aimless. The rhythm was off. The pressure too light, then too firm.
But Emma didn't recoil. She corrected him.
Gently. Patiently. Encouraging.
"Slower."
"Right there."
"Don't stop."
And when she started to moan--really moan--Jason responded like a man who'd been wandering a desert and finally found water.
She came.
Not from his mouth.
But because of it.
Because she allowed it. Directed it.
Claimed it.
Afterwards, he lay back, breathless and proud, his hand stroking her thigh like he'd discovered something rare.
He smiled, satisfied.
Emma smiled too.
But in her mind, it wasn't Jason's voice she heard.
It was Malcolm's--low, patient, steady.
There's more than one way to worship someone.
She closed her eyes, heart slowing, body warm. But the ache between her legs hadn't faded.
It had only grown quieter.
--------
Emma wasn't supposed to see Malcolm today.
It was Saturday. Jason was working overtime. She'd told herself she'd run errands, maybe read in the garden, do something light. Keep her distance. Stay... normal.
But by mid-morning, her body moved before her logic could catch up.
She brushed her hair.
Slipped on a pale, soft tank top--no bra.
Just panties and a long skirt that clung to her hips, swayed softly when she walked.
She didn't do it for Malcolm. She told herself that.
But when she caught her reflection in the mirror--bare shoulders, nipples faintly visible through the fabric, the curve of her waist disappearing into the skirt--she lingered.
She looked... beautiful.
And she felt like being seen.
He opened the door in nothing but a towel. Water still clung to his chest, beading in the salt-and-pepper curls scattered across solid muscle.
"Emma," he said, surprised--but not unhappy.
"I wasn't planning to come," she said, voice quiet. "I just... felt like talking."
His smile came easy. "You're always welcome."
He stepped aside. She entered.
The house smelled like soap and steam. The air felt warmer here--heavier somehow. More intimate.
"You caught me mid-soak," he said, motioning toward his damp chest. "Hot tub's still warm. Weather's too good to waste."
She paused. Just a breath.
Then: "Why not."
She didn't ask for a suit. Didn't hesitate in the bathroom.
She slipped out of her skirt, her top, her panties--folded them quietly--and walked into the backyard with nothing but a towel loosely tucked around her.
Malcolm was already in the water, arms stretched across the rim, steam curling lazily around him.
When she dropped the towel and stepped in--fully nude--his eyes met hers for a moment.
Just a moment.
But it was enough.
She saw it.
That flicker.
Of appreciation.
Of desire.
Of control not exercised, but owned.
Her cheeks flushed with warmth.
She was naked with him again.
But this time, it wasn't Jason's idea.
It was hers.
They sat shoulder to shoulder in the water, not quite touching. Sunlight filtered through the trees above, dappling the surface with gold.
Emma sighed. "Thanks again... for what you said the other day."
Malcolm nodded, slow and deliberate. "Did it help?"
She smiled. "It did, actually. I finally got something out of Jason last night."
He tilted his head, amused. "That so?"
She let out a soft laugh. "I had to spell it out for him. But yeah... it was the first time in a long while I actually finished."
His smile widened, slow and warm. "Good. You deserve that."
She turned slightly toward him. Her wet hair clung to her collarbone. Her breasts hovered just beneath the surface, catching light like secrets trying to rise.
"I just..." she hesitated, voice lower. "I don't know if it'll ever be enough."
Malcolm didn't rush to answer.
So she kept going.
"I mean... I love him. I do. But I don't think he has what it takes to really satisfy me. Not fully."
She looked at him now. Fully.
Her voice softened into a teasing edge.
"Not everyone's blessed like you, Malcolm."
The air changed.
The words hovered, thick with implication. The surface of the water almost seemed to still.
Malcolm didn't smirk. He didn't break the moment with ego.
He just looked at her--calm, deliberate, slow.
"You're learning what you need," he said. His voice was like warm thunder. "That's a good thing."
She felt those words in her chest.
In her stomach.
Between her legs.
She didn't look away.
They talked for a while after that. Half an hour, maybe more. Not about size. Not about sex. But something had shifted.
It was quiet.
Undeniable.
Like the space between them had changed shape.
When she stood to leave, her towel slipped slightly as she stepped from the tub. Just a little.
Malcolm didn't stare. He didn't have to. He'd already seen her.
And Emma walked away knowing she'd be seen again.
--------
The sky was heavy with clouds.
A dull overcast muted the morning, turning the light a washed-out grey. Shadows stretched long and tired across the hardwood floor. Somewhere in the distance, thunder murmured -- not loud, but there. A warning.
Emma stood barefoot by the window, watering can in hand, eyes fixed on the little green plant in its clay pot.
The one Malcolm had given her.
Its leaves had spread since the day she brought it home. Fuller. Stronger. A quiet survivor in a house that felt less like home and more like... a holding space.
His words played again in her head:
"For growth. For things needing care to flourish. You'll have to give it sunlight and water, just like anything in life that's worth having. It'll grow in its own time."
But today, there was no sunlight.
Only stillness.
And silence.
And that silence with Jason felt louder than ever.
I need to grow too.
She watched the water disappear into the soil -- slow, patient, sinking deep.
Then she turned.
"Jason?" she called out, her voice soft, but sure.
He was sitting on the edge of the bed, tying his shoes. He looked up with a half-smile. "Hey."
Emma stepped into the room. Closed the door behind her.
"Can we talk?"
They sat at the foot of the bed. A few feet apart. A chasm between them -- invisible, but impossible to ignore.
Emma looked down at her hands. Then up into his eyes.
"I love you," she said. "But I need to say something. And I need you to really hear it."
Jason nodded, uncertain. "Okay."
She inhaled slowly.
"I'm not satisfied. Sexually."
His head tilted slightly. "What?"
"I haven't been. Not for a long time. I've tried to ignore it. Tried to pretend. But it's not working, Jason."
The air between them thickened.
He gave a small, hollow laugh. "This about that jacuzzi night?"
"No," she said, firm. "It's not about one night. It's about every night. I feel disconnected. Like I'm going through the motions. And when we do have sex... it doesn't reach me."
Jason's face paled. "So I don't satisfy you."
"I'm saying I need more. I want to feel... full. Desired. Alive. I want to feel things I've never felt with you. And I don't want to fake it anymore."



He stood abruptly, voice rising. "So what, you want someone else now? Is that it?"
"No--" her voice cracked. "Jason, I'm telling you this because I want to fix it. But we can't if we're not honest."
He turned away, hands on his hips, pacing. His voice trembled now.
"I work nonstop to take care of us, and this is what I come home to? A checklist of how I'm failing?"
"I'm not attacking you," she said. "I'm telling you I feel alone. Even when you're right next to me."
Silence.
Jason ran a hand through his hair. Then he muttered, "I'm going to my parents'. I need time."
Emma's heart dropped. "You're leaving?"
He didn't answer. Just moved to the dresser and began pulling out clothes.
"I'm not walking out," he said. "I'm stepping away before I say something I'll regret."
She didn't stop him.
And he was gone within the hour.
--------
By early afternoon, she was standing outside Malcolm's door.
No message. No warning.
She didn't even know what she planned to say.
Her hand lifted before her mind caught up. She knocked once.
The door opened.
Malcolm stood in nothing but a towel, freshly showered. Beads of water still clung to his chest, catching in the salt-and-pepper curls that dusted his skin. The heat of his body reached her before he even moved, and the clean scent of soap and man and something earthy underneath it made her breath snag in her throat.
He saw her eyes -- red-rimmed, glassy, vulnerable.
He said nothing. He just stepped aside.
She entered. The door shut quietly behind her.
"Jason left," she whispered.
Malcolm didn't ask how or why. He just opened his arms. And she stepped into them.
The moment her body met his, she felt it all:
His chest -- broad, warm, steady.
His arms -- thick, protective, wrapping around her like the walls of a shelter she didn't know she'd needed.
And lower... against her belly... the press of him beneath the towel. Not hard. But full. Heavy. Real. Present.
A silent promise she wasn't ready to unwrap.
But she felt it.
She trembled. But not from fear. From relief.
From the feeling of finally being held by someone who knew how to hold.
He said nothing. Just stroked her back with a hand the size of a reassurance. His touch was slow. Thoughtful. No urgency. No pressure.
Just presence.
She pressed her face into the curve of his neck. Breathed him in.
Malcolm didn't smell like Jason. Not like aftershave or cologne or anything curated. He smelled like skin and heat and time. He felt solid. Grounded. Unshakable.
Where Jason hesitated, Malcolm simply was.
And Emma... didn't want to let go. And Malcolm didn't make her.
They stood like that for what could've been five minutes or fifty. No clock. No expectations.
Just the slow melt of something that had been frozen far too long.
The Evening was quiet.
No call from Jason. No message. Nothing.
Emma didn't know if she felt abandoned or freed. Maybe both.
The house felt too still. Too spacious. The silence pressed against her skin like breath she couldn't exhale. She wandered room to room, touching things without knowing why--doorframes, windowsills, chair backs--like trying to remember what this house was ever meant to be.
Her body carried a strange, slow ache.
Not grief. Not even guilt.
Just longing.
A persistent pulse low in her belly that tea couldn't soothe. That a hot bath only stirred deeper. That no blanket or book or distraction could quiet.
And as the evening shadows lengthened, she found herself thinking of Malcolm again.
Of how he held her today. Of how his hands moved--confident and patient, like he knew exactly how to handle pain without trying to fix it.
And of the way his body had pressed against hers... the slow, promising swell beneath the towel, resting right where her hips began to hum.
Her fingers twitched. Her breath deepened.
And quietly, without even making the decision aloud, she knew what she'd do tomorrow.
She would go back. She'd offer a massage--just like before.
But this time, it wouldn't be about helping. It would be about touching.
And if he let her...
--------
Malcolm opened the door before she knocked.
He didn't ask why she was there. He just smiled.
Soft.
Safe.
And undeniably male.
Inside, the house was warm -- not just in temperature, but in presence. In Malcolm. It felt like stepping into something she wasn't just welcome in, but meant for.
He wore nothing. As always. And this time, Emma didn't flinch.
Her eyes dropped without shame.
Soft. But full. Hanging between his thighs with that slow, casual weight that made her breath catch in her throat. The kind of cock that didn't need to be hard to ruin you. Heavy, veined, shadowed at the base, the head just visible beneath the subtle sway of its own gravity.
She let herself look. Let herself want.
Her voice came low. Controlled. But aching beneath the surface.
"Do you still want that massage?"
Malcolm's mouth curved, slow and steady. "Always."
He laid on the couch, face down, one arm folded beneath his head. The towel beneath him creased gently as he settled in. His back stretched wide and thick beneath the lamplight, muscles shifting as he exhaled--a slow, grounded breath that sounded like something sinking into the earth.
Emma knelt beside him. Poured oil into her hands. And began.
Her palms moved slow. Reverent. The warm oil gleamed on his dark skin as she smoothed it over his shoulders, his spine, the thick ropes of muscle down his back. His body felt hot beneath her--alive, like it held something just beneath the surface that hadn't yet been touched.
Her fingers pressed deeper. Into knots. Into tension. Into a man who never showed pain, but carried it.
He didn't moan.
He rumbled.
A sound that came from somewhere deep, low and full, vibrating through her hands and straight into her thighs. The kind of sound that didn't beg. Didn't ask.
Just existed.
And Emma's body answered.
She shifted her weight as she moved lower. Her thighs pressed together beneath her skirt, not in shame--but in pulse. In wet, unrelenting ache.
Her hands drifted to the curve of his lower back. The flare of his waist. Her fingers brushed the top of his glutes, slick with oil now, firm beneath her thumbs.
She shouldn't have gone lower.
But she did. Slowly. Deliberately.
As if the permission had already been given.
She traced the outer swell of his ass, letting her hands explore the shape, the density, the heat. Her breath had quickened without her noticing, and when she spoke again, her voice had changed.
Thicker.
Darker.
"You feel like stone," she murmured.
Malcolm's reply was a simple, low hum.
And then... silence.
But not empty. It was the kind of silence that dared her. That waited for her.
And Emma... was done hesitating. Her voice didn't waver.
"Turn over."
Malcolm looked at her. Still. Grounded. Then, with the calm of a man who had never once hidden himself from the world, he shifted.
And rolled onto his back.
And it was all there.
His cock dropped with the motion--heavy, deliberate--falling from one thigh to the other with a fleshy thud that made her inhale sharply. The sound alone made her thighs twitch, her pulse roar in her ears. It was like a physical punctuation to everything she'd been pretending not to feel.
She froze.
Just for a second.
It wasn't just big.
It was... absurd.
Thick and long, even soft, it stretched across his thigh like something half-sleeping, waiting. Veins traced down the shaft like dark rivers, the crown nestled low but already flushed, hinting at the devastation it could bring. It looked leisurely, resting there with arrogant weight, as if it knew what it could do.
She didn't look away. Couldn't.
Her breath had gone shallow. Her core clenched without warning, panties damp and clinging.
You 're not even hard yet, she thought. How is that possible?
Her hands moved on autopilot, pouring more oil into her palms, pretending to continue the massage. But her eyes stayed fixed.
Malcolm didn't shift. Didn't adjust. He let her see. Let her stare.
And she did.
She placed her hands on his chest.
Thick, powerful muscle met her touch--solid beneath a dusting of dark hair, warm with heat. Her palms glided over his pecs, slow, sensual strokes that had little to do with tension now and everything to do with the man underneath.
He breathed slow. Even.
His nipples hardened beneath her thumbs as she passed over them, and she let herself notice.
Her fingers moved down his torso, tracing the curves of strength and time. His belly wasn't flat--he wasn't a boy--but it was strong, deeply lined with lived-in muscle, thick and real and deliciously male. Her fingers dipped into the groove of his abs, the slick sound of oil filling the space between them.
But her eyes never stayed on her hands.
They dropped again.
To him.
Laid out like an offering. Dark against the golden sheen of his thighs. Her mouth went dry.
She wasn't just curious now.
She was aching.
Her hands skimmed lower, just above the thick line of hair that led downward, her fingers gliding over the soft skin of his lower abdomen, inches from the base of that impossible cock.
Should I?
Her pussy clenched so hard it hurt.
Is it time?
She was burning. So wet, her thighs stuck together beneath her skirt. She felt the ache of need blooming outward from her center like a second heartbeat.
And still he said nothing.
Just watched her from beneath hooded eyes, like he knew. Like he'd been waiting for her to make the move she already knew she wanted.
Her hands stilled just above his hip bones.
God, I want to touch it.
I need to feel it.
Her voice barely left her throat. Just breath and want.
"Can I touch you?"
Malcolm's eyes met hers. Calm. Certain.
"Yes."
She moved beside him, shifting her weight until she was kneeling near his legs. The air between them felt charged, trembling with what had already been decided.
He lay fully exposed, his cock soft but still massive, resting across his thigh like it had been laid there by intention. Not just thick--monstrous. Dark, ridged, the skin almost satiny with veins that wound like roots down its impossible length. It didn't look like it came from the same species as the men she'd known before. It looked mythic. Like something carved from a darker god. Meant not just to enter--but to claim.
Emma stared.
And for the first time in her life, she felt truly small. In the best, most aching way. Her breath shivered in her chest.
Touch it.
Her hand hovered, hesitant only for a beat.
Then she reached.
Her hand met his skin--hot, velvety, heavy--and she tried to grasp him. Truly grasp. But her fingers didn't come close.
Not even close.
Her hand curved as far as it could, but a thick band of cock still pushed past the gaps in her grip, like he was spilling out of her touch without effort. It would've taken both hands and then some just to hold the base.
And there was so much more.
He pulsed in her grip. Not like a heartbeat. Like a summons.
One stroke, and he began to swell.
When he began to grow in her hand, it was like watching something rise from the earth--slow, assured, deliberate. His cock didn't just get hard--it revealed itself, swelling with intent, the head flushing into a swollen, aching crown that glistened at the tip.
She wrapped both hands around him--one, then the other--sliding along the glistening shaft, her palms slick with oil and precum and awe. Still, a full stretch of him remained exposed, thick and proud between her fingers like even her best effort was just a suggestion of control.
Her eyes widened.
Jason would vanish in one hand.
She didn't need palms to hold him. Just a few fingers. That's all it took. That's all he was.
Her two handed grip on Malcolm... didn't contain.
It only worshipped.
Malcolm exhaled.
Not approval.
Permission.
She watched it rise--slow, deliberate--until it curved upward and settled against his stomach like a weapon returning to its altar. The skin was taut and ridged with veins, the head flushed to a deep, carnal crimson that glistened at the tip.
She stared.vStunned all over again.
It wasn't like her forearm.
It was her forearm.
Maybe thicker. Maybe longer.
Her mouth watered. It was beautiful. And so much.
Too much? No.
Exactly enough.
Her hand began to move, slow and reverent. From base to tip, she stroked with care, twisting slightly at the crown, her thumb grazing the ridge. His slick mixed with the oil on her hands, creating a perfect glide, a frictionless rhythm that left her trembling.
Malcolm breathed deeper. A low rumble coiled in his chest.
But he said nothing.
He let her.
Let her learn him.
Let her worship him.
Her other hand joined the first. One hand at the base, the other stroking upward, milking slowly, gently, with deliberate pressure. The feeling of it--so hot, so thick, so alive--made her whole body react.
Emma's body pulsed with heat.
Not just between her legs--through her. An ache that lived in her spine, her ribs, her scalp. Her whole body was tight and tuned, breath catching every time the thick head of his cock passed beneath her thumb.
She shifted--trying to breathe, trying to think--but the pressure inside her felt like a kettle just before the whistle. She wasn't squeezing her thighs together to stop it.
She was squeezing them because the pressure needed somewhere to go.
A slickness bloomed beneath her skirt, hot and wet and shameless.
And when Malcolm moaned her name, that low, velvet rumble, it made her hands tighten, her rhythm slow, sensual, precise.
She wasn't touching him like he was big.
She was touching him like he was sacred.
Her head was light.
Her skin was fevered.
And he moaned again.
Low. Guttural.
"Emma..."
His voice was rough velvet. Almost reverent.
"You don't have to stop unless you want to."
But she didn't. She didn't want to. Not yet.
She kept going, her hands fluid, her rhythm tuned to the way his hips twitched, the way his breath staggered. She felt him begin to throb in her grip--warning her.
He was close. She slowed. Not ready for that.
Not ready to make him cum.
She wanted to feel this longer. This power. This heat. This cock that could undo her before it even entered her.
Finally, her hands stilled. They slipped away, slick and gleaming. Emma sat back on her heels, flushed and shaking, her breath ragged. Her lips parted.
"I need a minute," she whispered.
Malcolm looked at her like he could see all of her. And smiled.
She stood--legs trembling, thighs damp--and slipped down the hall toward the bathroom, saying nothing.
Malcolm stayed where he was. Naked. Oiled. Eyes half-lidded. His cock lay against his thigh, still twitching, still hungry, the heat of her touch lingering like a scent.
He understood. He didn't need to finish. He'd seen what he wanted.
And then he heard it. A sound. Muffled. Barely there.
Then clearer.
The slick, frantic rhythm of fingers moving fast and wet. The low moan she tried to bury. The desperate gasp that caught in her throat and spilled against tile like steam.
Silence.
Then another moan.
Deeper.
Malcolm smiled, eyes closing for a moment, his cock pulsing once with silent, throbbing satisfaction. Not because she came.
But because she couldn 't stop herself.
When she reappeared, her walk was slower. Her cheeks flushed. Her skin dewy at the temples. There was something wild in her eyes now--like something had broken open in her, and she hadn't figured out how to put it back yet.
She didn't look at him. She couldn't.
Malcolm didn't move. He just spoke, his voice calm and smooth and low enough to reach under her skin.
"You don't have to hide in there."
Her step faltered.
"If you want pleasure..."
A pause. A breath.
"You only have to ask."
Emma froze. Halfway across the room. Her lips parted slightly--like the words were there, just behind her teeth.
But she didn't say anything.
Not yet.
Emma just sat beside him again--close. Close enough to feel the warmth radiating off his skin, the low thrum of his breath. The scent of oil still clung to the air, sharp and musky and thick with memory.
Her thighs touched his. Bare. Hot.
And her eyes dropped.
Lower.
And stayed there.
Malcolm hadn't moved.
He lay back like a man carved from stillness--chest broad, arms relaxed, every line of him drenched in calm power. And then there was him.
That enormous cock resting across his stomach--not just lying there, but claiming it. Like his torso existed for no other reason than to be its altar. The thick, dark shaft stretched from hip to navel, glistening with oil and promise, too heavy to do anything but sprawl across the muscle like it belonged there.
Her heart pounded, a deep echo in her ribs.
She hadn't said a word since returning from the bathroom. Her orgasm still lingered behind her eyes. In her legs. Between her thighs.
But it wasn't enough. It never would be.
Malcolm's voice broke the silence, low and velvet-rich.
"You don't have to pretend anymore."
Emma turned to look at him. Breath tight. Lips parted.
"I saw how you touched me," he continued, his tone soft, measured. "I felt what was in it. That wasn't curiosity. That was hunger. You didn't just want to feel it..."
His gaze pinned her.
"You wanted to own it."
The words struck her squarely in the chest. Her lips parted further, but her voice came small.
"Is that wrong?"
"No." He shook his head once, slowly. "It's honest."
And that was it. That was all she needed. And she reached for him again.
Her fingers curled around the base, her grip tighter this time. Confident. Needy.
He twitched in her hand, already thick, already growing, the weight of him building between her palms like something alive.
She stroked him slowly, deliberately--watching the way he swelled under her touch, how the head flushed darker, wetter, more demanding. She let her second hand join, stroking upward, and still... so much of him remained exposed.
It stunned her all over again.
She gave a shaky laugh--half-disbelief, half-devotion--and finally said what she hadn't dared say before.
"Jesus, Malcolm..."
Her eyes moved down, her hands stroking, reverent and sinful.
"You're so fucking big..."
He rumbled softly, a sound of pleasure and pride.
"I mean... I can't even--" She tightened her grip. "I can barely hold you. It's like... my hands aren't enough."
Malcolm smiled lazily, gaze heavy-lidded.
"They're not," he said.
Emma moaned under her breath, licking her lips unconsciously as her pace slowed again, just to feel him more.
"I've never seen anything like it," she whispered. "It's... beautiful."



Her mouth hovered just above the crown now, slick and glistening, pulsing against her breath.
She looked up at him.
"Let me."
And he nodded. Once.
Her mouth hovered just above him, her breath warm against the swollen crown. Malcolm's cock twitched--impossibly thick, impossibly ready--and her lips trembled with hunger she no longer pretended to tame.
She kissed him first. Just a brush. Barely there. A reverent press of her lips to the slick, flushed head.
Then her tongue flicked out, slow and wet, tracing the ridge with a soft, circling motion that made his body go still beneath her.
Malcolm groaned. Not loud. Low.
From the chest. The kind of sound that made her pussy clench hard, like a muscle catching fire.
Her lips parted wider now, trembling with anticipation, her breath catching as she inched forward.
And then--she took him.
The stretch was instant. Shocking.
Her jaw opened wide, too wide, her lips slick and full around his girth. Heat filled her mouth in a rush--salt and skin and pure, impossible man--and still, he pushed deeper.
She moaned against him.
Her tongue worked, sliding beneath the weight of him, and her throat opened as far as it could manage--but it wasn't enough. There was still so much cock left to take. More than she thought possible. She wrapped one hand around the base and stroked where her mouth couldn't reach, twisting gently, wetting him further with every bob of her head.
Malcolm exhaled like he'd been holding his breath since she started. And maybe he had.
This wasn't just a blowjob. It was worship.
Devotion in the form of pressure and spit and sound. She loved every inch she could take. Loved the stretch. The burn. The feel of him pulsing on her tongue like her mouth had finally found its purpose.
And she ached--aching desperately--for the parts she couldn't take yet.
His size was a challenge. His texture, maddening. Her hand kept pace where her lips couldn't, gliding with practiced rhythm, twisting at the tip just enough to draw another ragged breath from his chest.
She flicked her tongue just beneath the head--there--and he broke.
"Emma..."
Just her name.
One word, strained and low and wrecked.
It made her moan around him, the sound vibrating down his shaft.
And Malcolm groaned again--deeper this time.
She was soaked again--ruined her panties twice in one day.
The second time wasn't from her fingers.
Or his words.
It was from the act of worship itself.
She took him deeper, her throat stretching, jaw aching, and when she gagged lightly, she pulled back with a wet gasp--eyes watering, lips slick, hand stroking fast and soaking wet with spit.
Malcolm's body tensed beneath her.
She felt it--his breath catching, his hips shifting, his cock pulsing harder in her fist.
His voice dropped, hoarse and wrecked.
"Fuck... Emma, your mouth feels unreal..."
She moaned against him, a needy, guttural sound that sent vibration down the thick shaft of his cock. He groaned in response, head falling back, and that was all it took.
She needed to hear that.
That she was good. That she was enough for this enormous, godlike cock.
Make him cum.
The thought hit her like fire. Her thighs clenched again, her body alight with the filthy, gorgeous truth that she wanted to please him. Desperately. Proudly. She didn't want his praise--she craved it. Needed it.
He was close.
Her hand pumped faster, her lips kissing the swollen tip again, tongue flicking the head with wet, practiced circles.
He grunted, deep and rough.
"Where--?" she asked, voice thick, lifting her mouth from him just enough to speak, lips swollen and pink and glistening.
Malcolm's breath shuddered.
"Anywhere you want."
She opened her mouth, eyes locked on his.
And she watched him cum.
He growled her name--raw, broken--and thick, hot ropes of cum pulsed free, painting her lips, her chin, her tongue. It was so much. Warm, musky, male--and she swallowed what she could, let the rest drip slowly from her mouth and onto her bare chest.
A droplet clung to her collarbone. Another slid down the curve of her breast.
Her hand didn't stop moving until the last twitch faded in her grip. Then she leaned forward--slow, deliberate--and took him back into her mouth.
Just the head.
Her lips wrapped around the crown with reverence, her tongue circling once, twice, catching the final remnants of his release. She cleaned him like it meant something. Like he meant something.
And he did.
She savored the taste--thick, warm, rich--as it slid across her tongue. Salt and musk and male. Her eyes fluttered closed as she swallowed the last of it, her throat working softly, taking him into her one more time in the most intimate way possible.
She moaned--quiet and satisfied--and only then did she pull back, licking her lips, chest rising and falling. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand... and smiled up at him.
Not shy.
Proud.
Neither of them spoke for a moment.
Then Malcolm shifted, his breath still unsteady, and reached for the throw blanket behind the couch. He pulled it down, draped it over her shoulders--not to cover her, but to wrap her in something gentle.
Something earned.
"Rest," he murmured.
His voice was quiet. Deep. Soft in a way that curled under her skin. She curled against his side, her cheek against his chest. And for the first time in days--maybe longer--Emma fell asleep without feeling alone.
She woke slowly, her body still heavy with satisfaction, her skin wrapped in warmth and softness.
The room had dimmed.
Outside, the sun had dipped behind a cover of clouds, casting the space in a gentle gray-blue hush. Time had passed, but she didn't know how much--only that it was the most blissful sleep she could remember.
Malcolm was beside her. Asleep now, lying on his back like a man who had nothing to hide. One arm behind his head. Chest rising slowly. Still naked. Still thick. Still beautiful.
Emma's gaze dropped between his legs.
Even soft, his cock lay massive against his thigh--impressive, unbothered, like it didn't need to be hard to command attention. She let her fingers drift lightly over his thigh, brushing up toward the heat between his legs.
She cupped his balls--soft and full in her palm. Then, with gentle pressure, she stroked him. Just once.
He twitched in his sleep. A slow pulse. A subtle shift.
She leaned in. And kissed the base of him.
Soft. Curious. Devoted.
Her lips explored, her tongue flicking gently, as if she were learning him again. Mapping the skin. The texture. The way his scent changed when he was half-asleep and untouched.
She wanted to know every inch.
Malcolm stirred. Not startled. Just aware.
His breath caught in that way men breathe when something good is happening before they understand what it is.
Then his eyes opened. Their gazes met.
He didn't move. He just watched her, voice low and warm like melted velvet.
"Go ahead."
Emma smiled against his skin. And without another word--took him into her mouth again.
Ready to worship all over again.
--------
She didn't sleep that night.
She lay in bed alone, the sheets tangled around her thighs, her fingers curled softly against her skin, still tasting him on her lips.
His salt.
His weight.
His pleasure.
Every time she closed her eyes, she saw it--that thick, pulsing length in her hands, the shine of spit and oil, the way he moaned her name with a reverence that made her ache all over again. She saw the way his body tensed beneath her mouth, how his voice cracked when he came for her. Because of her.
She remembered the second time.
The way he trembled when she didn't stop. The way she didn't want to. And she felt no shame.
None.
Only... awake.
Lit from the inside. Taut with power. Heavy with something she didn't have a name for--but she knew she never wanted to give it back.
Jason hadn't called. Not even a message.
And for the first time since he left--She didn't care.
Not a flicker. Not a flutter of guilt or ache.
Because for the first time in her life...She knew what it felt like to be full.
--------
The sky was overcast when she returned to Malcolm's.
Muted light. Soft shadows. No drama.
Just a quiet certainty in her bones.
Not a single word on her tongue. She didn't need them.
He opened the door with his usual calm warmth--naked, relaxed, as if he'd known she was coming. As if this moment had already taken root somewhere in both of them and now, finally, it had bloomed.
Emma stepped inside.
And without a word, she let her coat fall to the floor.
No bra.
No panties.
Nothing.
Just skin.
Bare. Exposed. Unflinching.
Her breasts rose with her breath, nipples already drawn tight by anticipation. Her stomach fluttered. Her thighs damp with heat. But her eyes--her eyes were steady.
"This is your house," she said, voice low, calm. "Your rules."
Malcolm's gaze moved over her--not devouring, but drinking her in. Slowly. Deeply.
Not leering. Seeing. Appreciating.
He didn't touch her yet. But his presence did.
His smile curved, slow and reverent.
"You are beautiful, Emma," he murmured. "Do you know that?"
She didn't answer. Couldn't.
Her breath caught behind her ribs. Words dissolved in her throat.
He stepped forward, tall and towering, heat radiating off him in waves. His cock swung between them--dark, thick, heavy with anticipation--already beginning to swell.
She didn't look away. Not this time.
His fingers found her cheek, gentle and warm, before trailing lower--down her neck, across her collarbone, over the soft swell of her breast. He paused there, brushing a thumb across her nipple.
She gasped. Not from surprise. From relief.
From the pressure. The contact. The answer.
And then he kissed her. No hesitation. No rush.
Just desire--thick and sure and knowing.
His lips claimed hers with a hunger that didn't need explanation. His hand slid behind her back, pulling her closer, flesh to flesh, heat against heat, cock brushing against her hip with the slow, unmistakable promise of what was to come.
She melted into him. And in that kiss--in that moment--Emma felt it for the first time:
Belonging.
And she reached for him.
Her hand moved between them, fingers wrapping around the length that pressed against her belly--thick, hot, growing by the second. She stroked him once. Slowly.
Possessively. Like he was hers now. Like this cock, this body, this moment, belonged in her hand.
It jerked in her grip. She smiled against his mouth.
Her thumb swept along the underside of the head, just enough to make him groan softly into the kiss. And still, her lips never left his. Her fingers worked him with steady, reverent ease--not teasing, but claiming.
She wasn't asking anymore.
She was taking.
"Come with me," he said, his voice deep, calm, assured.
He took her hand and led her to the bedroom.
Emma lay back on the bed, heart hammering against her ribs, her skin flushed and glowing. Her thighs parted slightly, almost shy--trembling with anticipation, soaked with need.
Malcolm stood at the edge of the bed, looming above her--broad, quiet, in control.
Semi-hard and impossibly full, his cock swayed with lazy weight--slowly swelling, rising like it had sensed her arousal before she'd even spoken.
"I want to taste you," he said, simple and sure.
She nodded, breathless. "Please..."
He knelt between her legs. And the moment his tongue touched her, her back arched off the bed.
"F-fuck--"
The cry tore from her throat, raw and gasping.
It wasn't licking.
It wasn't playful.
It was worship.
Malcolm moved slow. Deliberate. His tongue swirled around her clit in firm, perfect circles, then slid lower--teasing her entrance, tasting the slick heat waiting for him, then back up again.
Over and over. Learning her. Claiming her.
His hands gripped her thighs with authority, fingers sinking into the soft flesh like he owned every trembling inch. And he did. In that moment--he absolutely did.
Emma moaned--louder than she ever had in her life. The sound tore through the room: needy, desperate, unfiltered.
She couldn't breathe.
Couldn't think.
Her hips bucked. Her hands clawed the sheets. She tried--tried--to close her legs, the pleasure too much, too sharp, her body burning with sensation.
But Malcolm growled against her, low and commanding.
He held her open. Spread her wider. Pressed his face deeper into her, tongue flattening, flicking, sucking, devouring.
She gasped his name like a prayer. And he gave her everything.
"You taste incredible," he murmured against her, his voice thick and ruined with lust.
Emma cried out, her hips grinding against his mouth now--wild, raw, desperate. She didn't care how it looked. Didn't care if it was messy. If she moaned like a slut.
She needed it. She needed him.
And when he slid two thick fingers into her--slow, firm, perfect--her entire body seized. She gasped, the sound ripped from her chest, hands clawing at the sheets.
"Malcolm--f-fuck--I'm gonna--"
His voice was calm. Low. Commanding.
"Let go."
And she shattered.
Her back arched, thighs clamped around his head, her mouth open in a silent scream as the orgasm hit her like lightning. No gentle build. No fluttering release.
It was a storm. A flood. A detonation.
Her body convulsed, twitching, pulsing around his fingers, wave after wave crashing through her as he kept licking--tongue firm, slow, unrelenting--riding out every second of her collapse like it was his job to witness her unravel.
When it finally faded, her body slumped against the bed, twitching, spent. She was panting--barely breathing--her skin flushed, thighs still trembling with aftershocks.
Malcolm rose slowly.
He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, gaze fixed on her, his lips glistening with her slick. He looked like a man who had devoured something holy. And standing tall between his legs now, his cock was fully hard--dark, thick, proud, towering.
She looked at it. At him. And she wasn't afraid.
She was hungry.
"I want you," she said, voice hoarse and shaking.
"I want to feel you inside me."
He hesitated.
"Emma..."
Her voice was barely a whisper--but it carried like a prayer.
"I want to feel you. All of you.
Claiming me.
Making me yours."
His eyes darkened, something primal flickering behind the calm.
He reached for her face, cupped her jaw with one strong hand--gentle, but with the weight of everything he was about to do to her.
"You understand what you're asking for?" he said, voice low, rough.
She nodded, lips parting, breath trembling.
"I want to know what it feels like to be fucked properly."
That sound--a growl--rose from deep in his chest. Not performative. Not controlled. Just need, rising fast and sharp and real.
Then he kissed her. Hard. Hungry.
Mouth devouring hers, tongue claiming, body pressing against her until she felt every inch of him--his chest, his heat, the enormous cock that pulsed against her thigh with promise.
He shifted between her legs.
And she saw it. All of it. Thick. Towering. Veined and flushed and impossibly hard.
Her body responded instantly--core tightening, clenching, aching in anticipation. Slick already coating her inner thighs, her body wide open and begging for the stretch she knew was coming.
Her hands gripped the sheets again, knuckles white. Her legs fell open further, thighs trembling, heart racing.
"I'm yours," she whispered, eyes locked on his.
"Take me."
Malcolm knelt between her legs like something ancient and unshakable--his body a study in calm power, his cock flushed and towering, veins thick and pulsing, slick with oil and the weight of her anticipation. Her thighs trembled, stretched wide beneath him, her skin flushed, glistening, the heat between her legs pooling in soft waves of want.
She was so wet she could feel it dripping onto the sheets.
He ran a slow hand down her stomach, palm warm and steady, grounding her like he knew what was about to happen would shake her to her core.
"I'm going to go slow," he murmured, voice like smoke and thunder. "Let you feel all of me."
Emma nodded, lips parted, chest rising fast. "Yes... I want it."
Her eyes locked on his. Unblinking. Hungry.
"I want you."
He shifted forward, lining himself up.
The broad, swollen head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance--so thick, so hot, she gasped before he even pushed. Her pussy clenched instinctively, fluttering at the promise of that impossible stretch.
And then--pressure.
Her breath caught. Her hips jerked. He pushed forward. Just the head. Barely. But it was already too much.
Emma's hand flew to his chest--unsure whether to pull him closer or hold herself together. Her body fought the invasion and welcomed it in the same breath, her slick folds stretching to part around the thick, unrelenting crown.
"Oh--Malcolm--" she gasped, her voice breaking on his name.
It wasn't like anything she'd ever felt. It wasn't sex. It was something else.
Her pussy stretched slowly, painfully sweet, that thick head carving its way inside her inch by inch. Her mouth fell open, eyes fluttering--and then she looked down.
She had to.
She tilted her chin and stared between her legs, watching his cock--her fantasy made flesh--disappear into her body.
It looked surreal. Like a dream trying to force its way into her reality. Her lips parted wider as more of him sank inside, as her pussy opened, swallowed, took him.
He was really inside her.
"Jesus Christ..." she whispered. "I can feel everything... fuck--you're so big--so fucking big--"
Her thighs shook, her toes curled, her belly tightened around the intrusion.
Malcolm groaned above her, sweat starting to bead at his temples, his control razor-thin as her walls squeezed around him.
"Tell me if it's too much," he rasped, voice rough now, jaw clenched as he paused mid-thrust, letting her adjust.
Emma shook her head wildly, her hands clawing at the sheets, nails biting into the fabric.
"No--don't stop. Please don't fucking stop--I need this."
Her voice cracked again on the last word, tears stinging the corners of her eyes--not from pain. From feeling. From the stretch. From the fullness. From finally knowing what it meant to be taken.
He kept going. Deeper. Thicker.
Her breath was broken now--ragged gasps between moans--as inch after inch filled her. He pushed until he bottomed out, until the base of his cock was pressed flush against her swollen lips, her cunt stretched around him, trembling, claimed.
A deep, primal groan left his chest.
A sound she felt more than heard--like it vibrated through his cock, into her core, and echoed in the back of her throat.



Her entire body was quivering--from the sheer weight, the heat, the pressure. Her thighs trembled around his waist, her toes curled into the sheets.
Her voice was a gasp. A reverent confession.
"Oh my god..."
She looked up at him, eyes wide, dazed.
"You're inside me... all of you. You're--fuck--it's perfect."
Malcolm's gaze was locked on her--steady, hungry, and full of awe.
Then he leaned forward. Not rough. Intentional.
His lips crashed into hers--a kiss that consumed, tongue sweeping deep, hands cradling her face like he didn't want to leave a single part untouched.
And the motion drove him deeper still--just a fraction--but enough. Enough to press her clit against the base of him. Enough to grind it just right.
Emma gasped into his mouth. Her hips jerked.
"Ohh--fuck--Malcolm--so good," she moaned, her voice spilling into the kiss, breathless and broken. "It feels so fucking good..."
She didn't mean to say it out loud. But it was truth.
Her arms wrapped around his back, her nails dragging down his skin. She could feel the veins on his cock, the stretch of every ridge, every swollen inch throbbing inside her like it belonged there.
Like he'd always belonged there.
"Thank you..." she whispered, eyes glassy, lips brushing his. "Thank you, Malcolm."
He stilled again--let her body catch up, let her feel it.
Her pussy fluttered around him, like it couldn't decide whether to fight the intrusion or clench tighter to keep him there forever.
"You're taking me so well, baby..." he whispered against her skin, his voice a low heat in her ear. "So tight. So fucking wet."
His tongue traced the line of her jaw, his lips pressing soft, possessive kisses as she panted beneath him, stunned by the sensation of being so full and still wanting more.
A moan escaped her throat--raw and shaking.
And then he moved. Just once. A slow, deliberate pull back that left her gasping--her pussy clinging, not ready to let him go. Then a push. Deep.
The kind of thrust that settled into the space behind her pubic bone and made her see white behind her eyelids.
Her breath caught. Her fingers clutched at his back. Her thighs locked around his waist. He started to fuck her then--slow and heavy, each stroke purposeful, each one deeper than the last.
Claiming her. Marking her. Ruining her--just like she asked for.
Each thrust whispered the same unspoken truth: You are mine.
He started moving faster. The rhythm changed. Longer thrusts--deeper, heavier.
Then harder. Hard enough to echo.
Her mouth fell open again, but no words came--just raw, broken moans spilling out of her in ragged gasps. The kind that didn't sound like her anymore. The kind that only existed when a woman was being fucked into revelation.
"Malcolm--oh my god--don't stop--don't stop--" she gasped, voice caught in her throat. "You feel so fucking good--so good--please--please--just like that--"
Every stroke hit deeper. Every stroke knocked her further apart. Her body rocked under him, helpless, delirious, willing.
Then he shifted his hips--changed angle. And slammed into something new. Something deep. Something that made everything inside her light up.
Her eyes flew open, wide and wild.
A sharp, high-pitched sound tore from her throat--guttural and cracked and wrecked.
"I--oh--fuck--what is that? Malcolm--what--*fuck me just like that--*don't you dare stop--"
Her body jerked beneath him. Her legs spasmed. Her hips bucked uncontrollably. And then she gushed.
Heat and slick poured out of her, soaking them both--so fast, so hard, so sudden that it felt like her body had been ripped open from the inside.
The orgasm didn't roll. It exploded.
Violent. Wet. Uncontainable.
Her pussy clamped around him, clenching and fluttering in chaotic rhythm as she screamed--screamed--her back arching clean off the mattress, her nails digging red crescents into his back.
"I'm--I'm--oh my god I'm--Malcolm, I can't--*I'm coming so fucking hard--*I can't stop--what the fuck--what the fuck are you doing to me--"
He didn't stop. Didn't even slow. Just drove his cock right through the wave of it, thick and slick and ruthless.
"You're squirting, baby," he growled, voice a sinful snarl in her ear. "Look what this cock does to you."
Her head shook. She whimpered. Shuddered.
Still pulsing around him. Still soaked. Still coming.
"Oh my god--oh my god--Malcolm I've never--never--fuck--don't stop, please don't stop--"
She was gasping--drenched--ruined.
And Malcolm? He wasn't finished. Not even close. He didn't slow.
Not even when she came--violently, uncontrollably--soaked the sheets, soaked him, her entire body quaking.
But then, as the last ripple of her orgasm trembled through her, Malcolm pulled out. She gasped. A soft, aching whimper left her lips--empty, stretched, still pulsing.
Her legs fell open, her thighs slick and trembling, her body begging to be filled again.
But Malcolm sat back on his heels, his cock soaked in her release--thick and shining, twitching with power, glistening like something worshipped. He looked down at it, then at her.
"Look at this mess," he said, voice low and calm--but edged with heat. "You soaked me, baby."
Emma's eyes followed his gaze--and moaned at the sight of it. His cock was glistening with her arousal. Still rock hard. Still twitching. Still hers.
"Clean it up," Malcolm said. "You made this mess. You take care of it."
She didn't hesitate. She couldn't.
She crawled to him on shaky limbs, her skin slick with sweat and orgasm, her pussy still clenching around nothing--desperate, wet, open. Her body was still trembling from the inside out, and all she could think was: More. I need more.
She dropped to her knees before him.
Still so hard. So thick. Glazed in her own slick, still pulsing with power. Her juices clung to his shaft, gleaming in the low light like proof of everything he'd done to her.
"Clean it," Malcolm murmured again.
Emma moaned softly, almost dazed, and wrapped her hand around the base of his cock--feeling the weight of it, the twitch of heat under her fingers. She leaned in, breath trembling.
And then she licked. Slow. From base to tip.
Her tongue met her own taste--warm, slightly salty, thick with the heat of her own release--and her stomach fluttered.
It was dirty. It was wrong. And it was perfect.
She loved it. Oh god, she fucking loved it.
This is who I am now, she thought, eyes fluttering shut. This is where I belong. On her knees. Between his thighs.Licking her own orgasm off the cock that had broken her.
She dragged her tongue along the ridge of his crown, tracing the seam, swirling slowly before sucking it between her lips. Her moan vibrated against him, wet and low. She wasn't just cleaning him.
She was thanking him. Worshipping him.
She opened her mouth wider, took more in, her hand stroking what her lips couldn't reach. Every inch she tasted reminded her of the stretch, the fullness, the way her body had gushed around him like it was made for this.
She pulled back just enough to whisper, breath hot against his tip.
"I taste like sin..."
Then she licked him again, slower, sloppier, eyes glassy, voice trembling.
"And I fucking love it."
The taste of herself on his cock--the act of licking it clean like it was hers to care for--made her feel powerful and owned all at once. She wasn't ashamed.
She was awake. She was a woman now.
Not a girl pretending. Not a wife hiding in comfort. A woman who knew what she was. What she needed.
She kissed the underside of his shaft, murmuring softly against the veined heat of him:
"Thank you... thank you for fucking me like that..."
Then she looked up. Eyes wide. Pupils blown. Mouth wet and swollen.
And whispered, "Please... I need it again."
Malcolm growled low in his chest. Stood. Took her by the wrist. And turned her around.
Malcolm didn't say a word. Just took her. Not cruelly--commandingly.
His hand closed around her wrist, firm, sure, possessive. And before she could take another breath, he turned her--his, now--and bent her forward, placing her face-down across the bed like she weighed nothing.
Emma gasped, breath catching as her cheek pressed into the cool sheets. Her heart pounded in her ears. Her breasts spilled against the mattress. Her knees were spread, wide and wanton. Her ass lifted high, hips tilted, thighs trembling.
Offered.
Presented.
Owned.
She was bared in the most primal way, completely exposed--soaked and still leaking, pussy swollen and twitching from everything he'd already done to her.
But her body wasn't scared. Her body was begging.
She could feel the air on her slick folds, the way her cunt throbbed open in time with her heartbeat, desperate to be filled again. Her clit throbbed, pulsing with need. Her walls fluttered, still aching from the fullness that had been inside her just minutes ago.
This position--this moment--made her feel everything.
Raw. Beautiful. Dirty. Female.
She belonged here. Bent over and waiting for him.
She heard it behind her--the slow, deliberate slide of his hand stroking along his cock. That thick, gleaming shaft she'd just cleaned with her tongue was still rock hard, still glistening with spit and slick.
She could feel his gaze on her--studying her, savoring her. And then his voice--low, deep, filled with hunger and awe.
"Look at you..."
The head of his cock pressed against her outer lips, sliding slow, teasing, through the drenched mess of her folds.
"Already open for me," he murmured, dragging it up and down, letting her feel the size again, the promise. "Still so fucking wet. Like your pussy's crying for me."
She whimpered--her hips arching, thighs spreading wider, offering him everything.
She couldn't speak at first. Just a breathless, "Please..." torn from her lips.
He held himself there--just at her entrance, not quite pushing, not yet.
"Tell me," he growled, the thickness of his voice vibrating down her spine. "You want this cock again? You want it from behind? You want to feel it hit deeper this time?"
Her fingers twisted into the sheets, her voice a choked moan.
"I need it--fuck, Malcolm, I need you--put it back in, please, I want every inch--I want all of you--"
He didn't hesitate. Didn't tease. He just drove forward. One hard, slow push. Not cruel. Perfect. Controlled. Merciless.
Like he knew exactly how to break her--one inch at a time.
The stretch from behind was deeper--richer, more invasive, like he was folding her open from the inside out. Her walls clamped around him instantly, fluttering, spasming as they tried to adjust--tried to take it all.
Emma screamed into the sheets, her voice muffled and wrecked.
"Fuuuck--Malcolm--oh my god--"
She tried to breathe, but all she could feel was him.
"It's--too deep--I can't--*I can't take it--*oh fuck, yes I can--don't stop--please don't stop--"
Her fingers clawed at the sheets, dragging lines into the fabric. Her thighs trembled, stretched wide, hips forced upward by the thickness burying itself inside her again. Her spine arched instinctively, mouth falling open around another desperate, feral moan.
But this time? From this angle?
It hit something else. Something buried. Something sacred.
It hit her soul.
Malcolm bottomed out with a growl, hands digging into her hips like he owned them. He stayed fully sheathed, the entire impossible length pulsing inside her, holding himself there like he needed her to feel it.
And she did. Every vein. Every throb. Every inch that made her body tremble.
Emma turned her head against the mattress, gasping, lips parted, eyes wild with disbelief.
"I can feel you in my fucking stomach," she moaned, voice cracking. "You're--oh my god--you're so fucking big--*it's all inside me--*I can't believe it--fuck--"
Malcolm leaned over her slightly, the heat of his body pressing against her back, his voice thick and raw.
"You were made for it," he growled, low and rough. "Made to be filled like this. Look at you... stretching around my cock like you need it--like your body's been waiting for it."
Emma sobbed--not from pain. From the glory of it.
"Yes--yes--I have--I have--I didn't know--fuck, Malcolm--I didn't know I could feel like this--don't stop--please, don't ever stop--"
Long, heavy thrusts. The kind that broke rhythm and became something closer to a claiming.
Malcolm's hips slammed against her ass, the sound echoing off the walls--obscene, perfect, earned. Her soaked pussy clung to him, sucking him back in with every retreat. The wet, filthy squelch that filled the air was her, greedy and used, stretched to the limit.
Her moans rose in pitch--shameless now, feral, wrung straight from her lungs.
Each thrust scraped across that swollen, perfect spot inside her. Her clit dragged and ground against the root of his cock, and every connection sent fire through her spine.
"Oh--fuck--Malcolm--I'm gonna-- I can't--again--I can't stop--"
She meant it. Her body was spiraling.
He didn't slow. Didn't even pretend to. Just reached down and slapped her ass, the sting sharp and perfect, forcing another moan from her throat.
"Do it," he snarled. "Come again. Soak this fucking cock. You know you want to."
And she did. Again. But this time--harder.
So hard her body betrayed her completely. She screamed--no words, just raw, helpless sound--as her pussy clenched around him, squeezing him in a way that nearly forced him out.
And then she gushed.
A wild, pulsing spray of heat that shot down her thighs, splattered across the sheets, soaked her belly. Her breath shattered into sobs as her whole body seized. Her vision blurred. Her voice broke.
"Oh my God--I'm--I'm doing it again--fuck--I can't stop--I can't stop--fuck, Malcolm, I'm--"
And in the same thought--Jason never made me feel this. Not even close.
Jason had never even seen her cum like this. He'd never been inside her deep enough to make her shake. She used to think orgasms were just soft, fleeting things--whispers and sighs in the dark.
But Malcolm? Malcolm made her cry out like an animal. Malcolm shattered her.
She didn't even know her body could do this. That she could soak a man. That she could squirt, wild and uncontrollable, from being fucked like she mattered. From being fucked like she was meant to take it.
Her face was buried in the sheets, fingers twisted in the fabric, her body writhing and ruined. And Malcolm didn't stop. Didn't even slow.
He fucked her through it--deep, brutal, unforgiving--like he was proud of what he pulled out of her.
She couldn't move. Couldn't breathe. All she could do was beg.
"Please--please, Malcolm--cum inside me..."
Her voice was barely human. Just a need. A truth.
His thrusts started to stutter. She felt it--the shift. The thick swell at the base of his cock. The tension in his thighs. The growl crawling up from his chest.
"Say it again," he hissed, breath hot against her back, his voice like thunder.
Emma turned her head, barely conscious, mouth open, unraveled.
"I want it--I want you to cum inside me--I want to feel it explode--*fill me up, Malcolm, please--please--*I need it--*give it to me--*mark me--make me yours--"
Malcolm's thrusts turned wild--less rhythm, more need. His hands gripped her hips tighter, fingers digging deep into the softness there, anchoring himself to the woman he was about to break completely.
She felt it. The swell. The tremble in his thighs.
The hiss of his breath between clenched teeth as his cock jerked inside her, thick and throbbing.
"Take it," he growled through gritted teeth. "You said you wanted it--fucking take it."
And she did. Every inch. Every twitch.
Every final thrust that sank him to the hilt, until his pelvis met her ass and he spilled inside her with a sound like thunder.
Emma screamed. Not from pain.From fulfillment.
She felt it hit--hot and heavy, that first thick pulse of his cum deep inside her, and then another. And another. Each one forced her walls to clench tighter, her pussy fluttering around him like it was milking him, desperate to take all of it.
"Oh fuck--" she sobbed, face buried in the sheets. "I feel it--I feel all of it--you're filling me up--I'm so full--oh my god, Malcolm--I'm yours."
He stayed buried, grinding slow, making sure she took every drop. His cock throbbed deep, pumping her full until she swore she could feel it dripping out around the base, slick and messy and filthy perfect.
And her body loved it. Welcomed it. Held it.
She trembled underneath him, her thighs soaked, her pussy fluttering weakly, already trying to keep it in.
And still, she whispered--
"Thank you..."
A kiss of breath.
Wrecked. Ruined. Complete.
Malcolm leaned down, kissed the back of her neck, and murmured:
"You're mine now, baby."
She didn't need to say yes. Her body already had.
Malcolm stayed buried in her for a long moment, breathing hard, his chest rising and falling over her back, his cock twitching inside her with the last faint pulses of release. Emma could feel everything--the heat, the weight, the sheer volume of him. Her pussy still fluttered, gripping him like it didn't want to let go.
But eventually, he pulled back. Slowly. Carefully.
And when he did, she whimpered--not from pain, but from the absence. From how wide open she felt. There was no mistaking what he'd left inside her. It spilled out immediately.
Hot. Heavy. Endless.
A thick, sinful stream of cum slid down the back of her thigh, pooling between them, soaking the insides of her legs and the ruined sheets beneath. She could feel the mess he'd made of her, and it was the single most satisfying sensation she'd ever known.
Malcolm collapsed beside her and pulled her into his arms--no hesitation, no words, just belonging. Emma melted into his chest, her body limp and twitching, her breath shallow and soft.
She was sore. Raw. Filled in every way.
And as she pressed her cheek against the warm curve of his chest, her thighs still parted, his cum leaking out of her slow and thick and relentless, she finally understood what it meant to be taken. To be seen. To be ruined and adored.



She closed her eyes with a small, content sigh. And drifted off. Still dripping.
Still his.
--------
The morning light crept in soft and golden, spilling through the curtains like silk across skin.
Emma stirred against warmth--not just heat, but presence. The kind that settled under your skin and refused to leave. The kind that lingered inside you, even when the body didn't move.
Her thighs ached. Her pussy was tender. Swollen. Claimed. Every inch of her felt used, stretched, and beautifully ruined... and yet she throbbed for more.
There was no guilt. No question. Only the quiet, unshakeable truth that she had been fucked in a way no man ever had--not until him.
She shifted, the soft sheets tugging at her skin, and felt it immediately. That deep, raw ache inside her.
The way her cunt still fluttered around nothing, missing the thickness she'd been stuffed with just hours ago.
Still open. Still wet. Still his.
She turned her head. And saw him.
Malcolm lay on his back, one arm thrown over his brow, the slow rise and fall of his chest calm and steady. His skin was warm bronze in the sunlight, muscles relaxed, powerful even in sleep.
And there it was. That thick cock, lying heavy against his thigh--half-hard already, as if his body knew she was watching. As if it remembered her too.
Emma's breath caught. God, he's beautiful.
Not just his size, not just his strength--but the stillness. The comfort. The unapologetic masculinity that radiated from him, even unconscious.
She bit her lip. Then moved.
The blanket slid off her body like it had no right to cling to her. She straddled him in one smooth motion, the stretch of her hips making her wince--sweet pain, the best kind. Her bare pussy pressed against the length of his cock, slick again in seconds just from the weight of him beneath her.
She wrapped her fingers around him. And he twitched in her hand. Her eyes fluttered at the feeling--hot, thick, alive. Her body ached for it again.
Malcolm stirred, voice thick with sleep, but still smiling.
"That's how a man should be woken up..."
Emma leaned down, kissed the flushed head of his cock--warm and already swelling--and whispered against it:
"I'm not done with you."
He exhaled through a groan, his body responding before his mind had fully caught up.
And she didn't wait. She lined him up beneath her, his cock thick and throbbing, her soaked folds already parting for him. When she lowered herself down, the stretch made her gasp--her breath catching, her nails digging into his chest.
She was still so sore. Still open from the night before. But her body welcomed the ache. Welcomed him.
"Oh God..."
Her eyes fluttered shut. He slid deeper. She wasn't just riding him. She was reclaiming him.
She sank down slowly, inch by thick, throbbing inch, until she was filled--completely. Her walls stretched tight around him, still tender, still aching from the night before, but hungry. Needy. Insatiable.
Malcolm groaned under her, his hands gripping her hips, fingers digging in just enough to ground her.
"Still so fucking tight," he growled. "Like your pussy doesn't want to let me go."
Emma's mouth fell open in a moan as she rolled her hips--slow, deliberate, grinding herself down, milking him with every motion. Her hands slid over his chest, nails grazing the dark skin stretched over muscle, the contrast as erotic as the rhythm she built with her body.
"You feel even bigger this morning..." she breathed, head tilting back, her hair tumbling over her shoulders as her hips rolled again. "So deep... so thick. It's like... I can't escape it."
She leaned forward, panting against his lips, her forehead pressing to his as she whispered:
"And I don't want to."
Malcolm's eyes darkened. He held her tighter, guiding her now, lifting his hips into hers with every thrust.
"You love this cock, don't you?" he rasped, voice breaking with want.
She whimpered, nodding wildly. "Yes... fuck yes... I love this cock... I love how it ruins me..."
She rode him harder now--needing it. Taking it.
Her breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples flushed and tight, her body bouncing atop his like she was chasing salvation. Each grind dragged his cock over that soaked, swollen spot inside her again and again, until her thighs began to shake.
"I love your cock--oh god, I love it--"
He thrust up into her, deeper, harder, and something inside her just snapped.
Her voice broke as she screamed the truth from somewhere deeper than her lungs--
"I LOVE YOUR COCK--I LOVE YOU!"
And then--She came.
But this time? It wasn't just an orgasm.
Her entire body locked, her back arched, her mouth open in a silent, shattered scream--and then it exploded out of her.
A gush of wetness burst from her, uncontrollable, violent, soaking Malcolm's thighs, her own legs, the bed beneath them. Her vision blurred, her mind shattered. She squirted--not once, but in pulses, her whole body seizing, collapsing into him.
"Holy fuck," Malcolm growled, pulling her down, locking his mouth to hers in a kiss that was all tongue and hunger and reverence. "Look at what you do for me... look what this pussy gives me..."
She couldn't speak. She was still cumming.
And then--still inside her--Malcolm rolled her onto her back, strong hands guiding her as gently as if she were breakable. But the moment she hit the mattress?
He fucked her. Hard. Deep. Unrelenting.
His pace was ruthless, every stroke punching a cry from her lips--but his mouth stayed on hers, or on her neck, or whispered against her skin like she was something sacred and his to protect.
She was screaming now. Every thrust split her open again, made her sob with pleasure, made her beg for more even as her body trembled under the force of it.
"Please--fuck--Malcolm--don't stop, I want more--I want all of you--"
And he gave it.
He groaned, low and raw, and thrust once--deep and final--and came inside her.
She felt everything.
The hot, thick rush of him spilling into her, pulse after pulse, so much she could feel it leaking out around his cock even while he was still buried inside.
And the sensation?
It wrecked her. She came again.
Another orgasm ripped through her, involuntary, cataclysmic. Her body convulsed beneath him, clutching at him, her pussy fluttering wildly, squeezing every last drop out of him.
She clung to him like she was drowning, shaking, gasping, tears slipping from the corners of her eyes--not from sadness, but from completion.
From love.
From everything she didn 't know she'd needed until this man gave it to her.
They lay there for a long time. Tangled. In sweat, and cum, and heat.
His release still inside her, thick and warm, slowly seeping out between her thighs, leaving a trail that marked the sheets--and her soul.
Neither of them spoke. Neither needed to.
The silence wasn't empty. It was full.
Heavy with what they'd shared. With everything that had passed between bodies and beyond them. That aching, beautiful stretch of time where nothing existed except breath and touch and belonging.
Malcolm's arm curled around her, broad and strong, but gentle now--cradling her like something precious. His chest rose slow and steady beneath her cheek, his heart beating calm and deep against her ear.
Emma's palm pressed to his skin--flat and warm--just over that rhythm.
That anchor.
His scent was all around her. His cum still inside her. His body beneath hers. And she had never felt more safe. More claimed. More home.
She tilted her face up, kissed the underside of his jaw, then traced the line to his ear with her lips. Her voice was a whisper--barely a breath--but it carried more weight than anything she'd ever said.
"I'm yours, Malcolm," she murmured, her voice thick with sleep and truth. "All of me."
He didn't answer. Not with words. He just held her tighter.
And for the first time in her life--Emma had nothing left to search for.
--------
Eight Months Later
Jason stepped out of his car and stared at his house. Still legally his. Still under his name. Still draining his bank account every month.
But it didn't feel like home anymore. It felt like the scene of a crime.
Like the place where someone had ripped out his heart, and cut off his manhood before handing both over to another man who didn't even flinch.
He walked slowly, almost dazed, toward the mailbox--as if muscle memory could pretend for him. He opened it.
There it was. A single letter. Still addressed to Emma Sinclair.
No new name.
No forwarding address.
No trace of where she'd gone--
Just her. Still here. Still rooted in the soil they once claimed together.
Jason stood there too long, the envelope heavy in his hand. He should've just walked away. Should've left it in the box, forgotten her like she'd clearly forgotten him.
But his feet carried him down the path anyway. Toward Malcolm's house. The one where Emma had gone when she'd walked out of theirs.
As he approached the door, something caught his eye--small, vibrant, tucked into the front window. A plant. The plant. The one Malcolm gave them when they moved in--back when this was supposed to be the beginning of their forever.
It had been struggling when Jason last saw it. Now? It was thriving.
Lush. Spilling from the pot. Bold green leaves reaching out, soaking in the sunlight. Like her.
He felt something tighten in his chest--regret, resentment, reality. The kind that burrows deep and makes a man feel small.
He stepped up, knelt, and bent to slide the letter quietly through the slot. But the door creaked open. And there he was.
Completely naked. Not even blinking.
Just standing there like the king of his own castle--unapologetically powerful. His body was stronger now, broader somehow. Still carved from time and sweat and truth.
And that cock--dark, heavy, swinging like it knew it won.
Jason's eyes flicked downward. Just for a second. But it was enough. He flinched.
"Jason," Malcolm said, calm and casual, as if they were neighbors exchanging morning greetings. "How've you been?"
Jason swallowed, tried to keep his voice even. "Fine. Just... this came for Emma."
He held out the letter.
Then--Footsteps. Bare. Soft. Behind Malcolm.
And she appeared.
Emma. Naked. Radiant. Glowing.
Her body full and beautiful, breasts swollen with milk, belly round and unmistakable.
Pregnant.
Her skin shimmered with warmth and rest. Her eyes sparkled with peace. Her smile? That was Malcolm's victory too.
She didn't hide. She didn't speak. She just came to stand beside the man who'd filled her.
And Jason? Jason simply stood there. With nothing left to say.
She stepped beside Malcolm, her bare skin glowing in the late afternoon light, and leaned into him like she belonged there. Like she'd never belonged anywhere else.
His hand moved to her belly with a quiet, instinctive reverence--fingers spreading wide, protective, claiming. And it stayed there, resting on the round curve that held not just his child...But children.
Emma looked at Jason, her smile soft. Gentle. Almost sympathetic.
"We got some news today," she said, voice warm, as if she didn't notice the earthquake under her words. "Twins."
Malcolm chuckled, one hand still resting on her belly like it belonged there. "Not bad for fifty-three, hey buddy?"
They both laughed. Not cruelly. Just truthfully. Like two people who had nothing left to hide.
Jason tried to smile. He managed it, barely. But it stopped somewhere before his eyes. "Congratulations."
They stood in the doorway--naked, golden, radiant.
He stood on the porch. Small.
"Any luck selling the house?" Emma asked, polite as ever.
Jason shrugged. "No. Seems people aren't lining up to live next to... nudists who fuck like wild animals."
They roared. Unapologetic. Free.
Malcolm's laughter boomed. Emma wiped a tear from the corner of her eye. "Yeah... that's fair."
Jason nodded, stiff. "Right. Well. Catch you later."
He turned. Walked across the lawn. Back to the house that still had his name on the deed. But no longer belonged to him in any way that mattered.
Twenty minutes later.
He sat in the backyard, alone. A lukewarm beer sweating in his hand. His eyes fixed on the fence that once meant privacy.
Now it just meant exclusion. That fence used to be a boundary.
Now? It was a wall.
And the silence? Didn't last. It began soft. Barely there. A hum of sound on the breeze. Then it grew. The rhythm. The moans.
Her voice.
Raw. Joyful. Ruined.
"YES--FUCK--STRETCH ME WITH THAT BIG COCK--!"
Jason froze. The beer bottle tilted in his hand. Forgotten.
Then it came again--louder this time. Crashing through the air like music meant only for someone else.
"*FUCK--MALCOLM--*I love you so much!"
Emma's voice. Full of life. Full of release.
No shame. No pretending. Just truth.
Jason stared at the fence. At the thin strip of wood that might as well have been miles of distance.
Then he closed his eyes. And finally understood--Not just what he'd lost. But what he'd never had.
THE END.
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Demolished.
The sun painted soft gold across the sleek marble countertops, glinting like liquid heat, catching in the shimmer of fingerprint-free polish. Outside, the pool rippled in lazy waves, throwing light across the kitchen walls like the memory of movement. Everything about the Whitmore home was curated -- sharp lines, designer touches, the kind of silence that came with wealth and walls too thick for conversation. From the outside, it was picture-perfect.
But Claire had learned that perfection made the loudest kind of emptiness.
She stood barefoot on the chilled stone tiles, the smooth coolness biting gently at the soles of her feet. Her thin white tank top clung to her skin like breathless cotton, damp from the heat of her body. Her nipples, subtly peaked beneath the fabric, teased the air-conditioning. A pair of barely-there silk shorts grazed her hips, the hem teasing the tops of her thighs. The silk whispered against her skin, weightless and obscene -- the kind of fabric made for being removed.
She dressed like this most days -- for herself, she told herself.
But deep down, she dressed like this because someone should be looking.
And James wasn't.
Her manicured fingers threaded through thick, damp curls -- blonde waves still air-drying from her morning swim. The scent of chlorine and sun lotion clung faintly to her, mingling with the citrus of her perfume and the bare trace of something warm: her skin, golden and honey-slick from the sun. She exhaled softly, breasts rising against the tank, her gaze wandering toward the still, glittering water outside.
She waited for that old, aching sensation. The kind that used to come from being touched, not from laying too long in the heat.
Her phone buzzed against the countertop -- a sharp, sterile vibration.
James.
She answered with a soft sigh, sliding the phone between shoulder and cheek, her fingertips pressing into the edge of the cold marble as she looked through the wide glass doors.
"He's here," she murmured, watching as a white van rolled into the drive, its sides blank, dust kicking up beneath thick tires. The kind of vehicle that didn't belong in their curated neighborhood. "Just pulled up in some janky van. No company name. Seriously?"
James's chuckle was tinny through Bluetooth, all distance and disinterest. "Trust me, babe. He did Eric and Jessica's place last year. You loved that extension."Claire rolled her eyes, her hip shifting subtly, silk slipping higher on one thigh. "I loved her extension. Her kitchen. Her wine fridge. Her husband -- who actually takes her on dates."
"Come on," James said gently, voice trying for affection but coated in distraction. "You know I'm slammed this quarter. The whole point of this office build is so I can be home more. So we can actually have time again."
She watched the van door creak open, the sound sharp and metallic, cutting through the morning stillness like a warning shot.
"I don't know," she muttered into the phone, voice distracted. "He doesn't even have a big reputation..."
But then -- he stepped out. And the words dissolved in her mouth like sugar on the tongue.
He was massive. Not just tall, but built. The kind of frame that didn't happen in gyms -- it was forged by years of real labor, sweat and sun and the weight of the world pressed into muscle and grit. His skin was a rich, dark bronze -- sun-slicked and glistening -- stretched over thick arms and broad shoulders, his biceps etched with ink that moved when he did, like stories written on living stone.
He wasn't wearing a shirt -- just a black tank top slung carelessly over one shoulder, like fabric was optional for a man like that.
His jeans rode low on his hips, worn in all the right places, clinging to thighs thick with strength, the waistband dipping just enough to tease the deep V of his abdomen. When he paused to stretch -- arms lifting, spine arching, abs flexing under the rising sun -- Claire felt her breath catch. The motion made his jeans shift lower, just a fraction, just enough.
A slow throb curled low in her belly.
James's voice crackled through the phone, tinny and far away.
"He might not have a big rep... but he's big on getting the job done."
Claire's lips parted before she could stop herself, breath catching in her throat. Her voice came out soft. Hungry.
"Yeah. He's big alright."
"What was that?" James asked.
"Nothing," she said too quickly, eyes locked on the figure now making his way toward the front door. "He's... he's coming to the door."
She hung up, her thumb shaking slightly over the screen, heart thudding against her ribs like it was trying to get free.
Her chest rose, fast and shallow. Heat bloomed beneath her skin -- not from the sun, but from something darker. Deeper.
She straightened her spine, subtly arching her back. Adjusted the tank top. Let her fingers drift down the line of her torso, smoothing the fabric across her breasts -- high, full, surgically perfected, and aching for attention. The cotton hugged them tight, nipples brushing against the inside like they were begging to be noticed.
She hadn't needed the surgery. But she needed to feel wanted again. To be looked at, craved.
Her husband said he loved her just the way she was. But he hadn't looked at her like that in over a year.
So she found the best surgeon in the country. She got what she wanted.
Now she needed someone to want what she got.
The doorbell rang. Sharp. Final.
Claire swallowed. And opened the door.
He stood there -- framed in morning light, sweat gleaming across his chest, that tank top still hanging from his shoulder like an afterthought. His eyes, dark and steady, dragged over her with zero hesitation -- from the swell of her breasts to the smooth stretch of bare thigh just beneath her silk shorts.
And for the first time in too long...
Claire felt seen.
Darius King.
Tall. Ripped. Cool in a way that didn't need explaining -- the kind of presence that didn't announce itself, but claimed every space it walked into. His skin glowed in the morning light, slick with sweat across the swell of his chest, tattoos stretched tight over thick muscle like inked armor.
"Morning," he said, his voice low and thick -- smooth as poured syrup, edged with something Southern, something that made the syllables curl. His gaze didn't shy away from hers. It didn't flicker, didn't apologize -- just dragged, slow and deliberate, over her mouth, her neck, the soft rise of her cleavage as she breathed a little too fast.
Claire swallowed, lips parting. "Hi," she said, too brightly. "You're... here for the build."
His smile was subtle -- crooked, knowing, just one side of his mouth tipping up. "That's what they tell me."
He glanced past her toward the backyard, then looked back again -- eyes flicking once more across her body, slower this time. Appreciative. Unhurried.
"Out back, right?"
She nodded, suddenly aware of every inch of bare thigh, every taut line of her tank top pressing against her breasts.
"Anything I should know before I get started?" he asked, gaze hovering right at the hem of her shorts before rising -- slow enough to make her skin prickle. "Like what kinda wood you want me workin' with?"
Claire blinked. Her mind blanked. "Uh... James... he mentioned cedar?"
Darius chuckled -- low and rich, like it came from his chest and not just his throat. "Cedar's solid. Smells good, too. Might rub off on the house a little. You'll catch it in the air."
He took a half step forward, close enough that she caught his scent -- sun-warmed sweat, fresh sawdust, skin. A heat that made her dizzy.
"Could you show me where the line runs?" he asked, tilting his head just slightly -- not in confusion, but challenge. "Unless you like leavin' that part to me."
Claire blinked, thrown for just a beat too long. It sounded like a question about construction. But it felt like something else entirely.
Her mouth opened -- then closed again. She licked her lips, a flicker of breath caught in her chest. "I... I'm sure you'll figure it out."
That smile of his returned, slow and sinfully amused -- like he'd just tested the tension in a wire and found it strung tight.
"Oh, I always do," he murmured. "But I don't mind takin' my time with the edges. Makes it easier to find where they blur."
He didn't wait for her reply. Just adjusted his belt -- slow, practiced -- and turned.
Claire's eyes followed him instinctively, helplessly, watching the flex and pull of muscle beneath sun-warmed skin, the subtle sway of denim hanging just low enough to be a sin.
He disappeared around the side of the house, and she stood there for a long, burning moment -- her pulse a drumbeat between her thighs.
Claire stood in the doorway for a long moment, hand still resting against the cool glass, her body buzzing with something she hadn't felt in months. Maybe years.
This build was supposed to bring her and James closer.
Instead, it had just opened the door to something big.
Something dangerous.
Something already walking through her yard -- leaving heat and want in its wake with every step.
The day dragged -- hot and slow, thick with silence that settled over everything like a wet sheet. Claire drifted through the house like a ghost in silk, her bare feet whispering across polished floors, her fingertips brushing countertop edges and door frames as if she could summon sensation just by making contact. The rooms felt too large. The light too bright. The silence too loud.
She scrolled her phone without seeing the screen. Checked the time without remembering it. And every ten minutes, her gaze slid -- like muscle memory -- to the tall windows that framed the backyard.
He was always there.
Moving. Lifting. Sweating.
Powerful arms flexing with every swing of the hammer, his shoulders broad and gleaming beneath the sun. His jeans clung low to his hips, soaked darker in the heat, every movement an unspoken invitation.
She told herself she wasn't watching. But she didn't miss a single thing.
By mid-afternoon, the sun had turned cruel -- blazing so hot it made the stone patio shimmer, mirage-like. Claire stepped into the kitchen and caught her reflection in the glass door: flushed, glowing, a soft sheen of perspiration making her skin look glazed in gold.
Her blonde curls were tied in a loose knot at the base of her neck, a few damp tendrils curling at her temples. Her tank top clung to her chest in faint damp patches, molded to the curve of her breasts. Her tiny white shorts hugged her hips so tightly the fabric creased along the top of her thighs.
She looked like summer. But not the kind you picnic in.
Once, it had been for James -- for candlelit dinners, impulsive getaways, hotel rooms where she'd peel her dress off slow and climb into his lap with laughter in her throat and his mouth on her skin.
That version of their marriage had faded like dusk light on water -- slow, then suddenly gone.
Now she dressed for the mirror. Or maybe... for the man with forearms like carved stone.
She turned toward the fridge, the glass cool against her skin as she opened it. Her fingers curled around the chilled handle of a pitcher of lemonade, and she poured two glasses -- ice cracking loudly as it hit the bottom. Her hand trembled just slightly as she placed them on a tray.
When she stepped outside, the heat wrapped around her like a lover -- hot, thick, all-encompassing. It kissed the backs of her thighs and slid beneath her tank top, made her nipples tighten against the thin fabric. The air smelled like salt and sunlight and something distinctly masculine -- wood, sweat, the faint burn of metal baking in the sun.
She walked slowly across the patio, the tray balanced in both hands, her skin tingling from the sudden exposure.
"You alright?" he asked casually, voice thick with that low Southern rasp that settled into her skin like smoke.
She blinked, startled. "Hmm?"
"You're starin'."
Her cheeks flushed instantly -- the kind of heat that had nothing to do with the sun. She forced a laugh, too airy, too fast.
"You're not exactly easy to miss."
Darius arched a brow, a slow grin curling at one corner of his mouth -- teasing, but edged with something more dangerous.
"Black guy in a rich white neighborhood?" he said, his voice low and smooth as bourbon, no shame in the drawl.
Claire blinked, caught off guard for just a beat. "What? No-- I meant your build. Your... body. You're huge."
The grin deepened. Not cocky -- knowing. Like he'd been waiting for her to say it out loud.
He let the silence speak for him.
And God, it said everything.
Claire cleared her throat, brushing a damp curl from her cheek, trying to find her footing again. "So... how's it coming along?"
He stepped closer to the beam, like he needed to remind her of his presence -- and didn't need to move an inch to do it.
"Good bones," he said, his gaze dipping -- slow, deliberate -- down the full line of her legs. "Sturdy foundation."
A pause.
"Might need some reinforcing..." he added, voice dropping, "...if I'm gonna go deep."
He looked up -- and locked eyes with her.
Direct. Heavy. Filthy in its confidence.
"I like to go deep."
Claire's breath caught in her throat once more.
He didn't smirk. Didn't backtrack. He just stood there, letting the air thicken between them, letting the heat crawl down her spine like a mouth pressed to her skin.
She shifted her weight -- hips swaying involuntarily, her shorts riding up just a little higher on her thighs, the fabric bunching between her legs.
"Well," she said, her voice lighter than she felt, "Let me know if you need anything. Tools. Shade. More drinks."
Darius cocked his head slightly, tongue pressing to the inside of his cheek like he was weighing just how far he wanted to push her.
"Appreciate that," he said -- but his eyes dropped to her chest and stayed there. No shame. No apology. Just that steady burn of I see what's mine before I take it.
James used to look at her like that.
No -- James never did. Not like that. No one had ever looked at her like that.
"Though I don't usually need much help..." Darius added, voice deepening, sliding into something darker. "...'less you're offering the hands-on kind."
Claire's lips parted. She blinked -- once. Twice. Her pulse was a drumbeat between her thighs.
He didn't move. Didn't step forward. He just let the words hang between them, sticky and slow like honey melting in the heat.
"I--uh..." She laughed, breathless. "You seem... fully capable."
Darius nodded once -- slow, assured -- and backed away toward the frame, the muscles in his back catching the light like sculpture come to life.
"Oh, I am," he said over his shoulder, voice all gravel and sex. "But capable don't mean I'd turn down a little company now and then."
Then he turned the corner, disappearing behind the unfinished wood -- like the whole moment had never happened.
But Claire stood frozen on the patio, glass sweating in her hand, her body still reeling.
That wasn't imagination. That wasn't subtle.
It was intentional.
It was a warning. A promise.
And what was worse...
She wanted it.
--------
The house was silent.
Not the peaceful kind -- the kind that rang hollow. Empty. Performed.
James had left early. Again. Another breakfast eaten standing at the kitchen island, half-scrolling through emails, barely tasting his coffee. Another rushed kiss on the cheek -- dry, distracted, duty more than desire. Another murmured, "We'll do something this weekend," like a promise he had no intention of keeping.
Claire didn't even pretend to believe him anymore.
Now she lay tangled in the soft white sheets of their bed, one bare leg thrown across the duvet, the other curled tight beneath her. The AC whispered overhead, cool air brushing her flushed skin, but it did nothing to soothe the warmth spreading slowly under her ribs -- a warmth that had nothing to do with sunlight.
Her thighs shifted restlessly beneath the cotton.
The ache between them pulsed like a secret.
She could still hear him.
I like to go deep.
Just the memory of his voice -- that rough, molasses drawl -- made her breath hitch, her hand press lightly against her stomach, as if that alone could quiet the storm inside her.
She wasn 't stupid. She knew what was happening.
She hadn 't even gone upstairs to change after yesterday's patio encounter. She'd walked through the house in that same tight little tank top, breasts high and proud, nipples brushing against the fabric like they were begging for attention.
She wanted to be seen. Not pitied. Not tolerated. Not passed by like scenery in her own life.
And when Darius looked at her...
It wasn 't like James. It wasn't like a man seeing his wife. It was like a man ready to claim her.
She drifted in and out of restless sleep, sweat clinging to her skin in places the sheets barely touched. Her dreams were a blur of sun and sound -- the steady rhythm of Darius's hammer, the soft hiss of his breath, the way his jeans hugged his hips like they'd been tailored to sin.
She woke with her hand already between her thighs, fingers curled instinctively, a soft gasp caught behind her lips.
Oh my god...
She snatched her hand away, shame flaring -- bright and immediate. Her cheeks burned even alone. But the ache didn't go away.
It never went away.
By midday, the heat had become punishing.
Thick. Breathless. The kind of heat that made clothes feel like lies.
Claire opened her closet, let her fingers drift across rows of perfectly pressed linen, expensive cover-ups, elegant sundresses. And passed them all.
Instead, she chose her smallest bikini -- a barely-there white two-piece that felt more like lingerie than swimwear. The top cinched her breasts high, pushing them into firm, decadent curves, nipples already puckering against the fabric. The bottoms sat high and tight on her hips, the thin straps biting softly into golden skin.
When she stepped in front of the glass door, her reflection stopped her cold.
She didn't look like someone's wife. She looked like a fantasy. And she knew exactly who might be watching.
The water was cool silk against her skin -- a relief and a tease all at once. Claire slid beneath the surface with a low sigh, her body instantly tightening from the contrast. Her skin prickled, nipples stiff beneath the soaked fabric of her bikini top, thighs gliding apart with the weightlessness of each slow movement.
Out by the side structure, Darius worked shirtless -- again.
A thin rag hung from the back pocket of his jeans, damp and barely holding the sweat streaking down his spine. Sunlight licked across his skin, making every carved line of muscle glisten, tattoos shifting as he moved. Even from here, she could feel the gravity of him. The pull.
She floated on her back, eyes closed, letting the warmth of the sun bloom across her chest while the pool lapped gently at her limbs. Water curled around her thighs. The air smelled like chlorine and heat and something else--him, somehow, even from a distance. Like sawdust and salt and tension.
When she stepped out, she didn't rush.
She performed.
Each movement was chosen -- the kind you felt from the inside out. Her hips moved with that lazy, feline rhythm. Her hands smoothed back her curls, now wet and heavy, glinting gold in the sun. Water clung to her body like worship, beading and slipping down her cleavage, between the swell of her breasts, trickling along her stomach and the soft inside of her thighs.



She stretched -- arms lifted high over her head, the curve of her waist lengthening, breasts arching upward -- then bent slowly, deliberately, to grab a towel.
The moment her head lifted, she felt it.
His eyes.
She looked up -- and there he was.
Darius stood at the edge of the frame-in-progress, one forearm resting on a thick wooden beam, chewing on the inside of his cheek. His gaze was fixed, dark, and unblinking. There was no subtlety in it. No pretense. Just raw, deliberate appreciation.
He didn't look away.
And Claire didn't pretend she didn't notice.
She stood straight, chest rising, nipples still hard beneath the damp white fabric. The towel pressed to her skin like a slow caress, but her gaze didn't leave his.
"You always swim like that when there's company?" he called, voice thick as molasses, slow-dragging across her like fingers through honey.
She smiled -- small, sultry, folding the towel against her chest like it was armor. Like it could hide the way her body flushed beneath his stare.
"Only when the company's worth showing off for."
Darius let out a low, rich chuckle that carried across the yard like thunder in summer air. He turned back toward his work -- but slower now, every step drawn out, every movement measured.
Like he wanted her to keep watching.
She did. Oh, she did.
Later that afternoon, Claire stepped out with a tray in her hands -- a cold bottle of water, two glasses, and a small bowl of fruit nestled in ice. The air had turned heavy, the sun sitting low but still merciless, pressing against her skin like a promise.
She didn't see Darius at first.
Not until she rounded the corner of the patio -- and froze.
He was behind his truck, standing in the narrow band of shade it cast, a clean pair of cargo shorts in one hand, his old jeans pooled around his boots. A fresh shirt hung off the tailgate, while the one he'd been wearing -- soaked through -- lay discarded beside it like a shed skin.
He hadn't noticed her yet. He was focused, towel in hand, wiping sweat from his abs with slow, methodical drags.
And he was standing there in nothing but a pair of dark briefs.
Claire's breath caught -- hard.
His back was a sculpture of sun and muscle, sweat catching in the grooves of his spine, tapering into the sharp cut of his waist. The fabric of his underwear clung tight to his hips, stretched over thick thighs and--
God.
Her eyes dropped before she could stop herself.
And then they froze.
The fabric of his briefs -- dark, damp, stretched tight from sweat and heat -- barely contained him.
There was a bulge.
No -- not a bulge.
A presence.
Thick. Long. Heavy.
So big the outline was unmistakable -- not hard, but there, like a promise. Like gravity. She could see the blunt crown pressing against the fabric, the thick shaft curving beneath it, so defined it looked like it was sculpted into the cotton.
There was even a hint of something more -- veins, maybe, or the memory of them, visible through the damp clinging fabric. Like detail, her fingers could follow if she dared. The kind of cock that wasn't just large -- it was legendary. Intimidating.
Longer than her forearm.
Wider than her husband ever was -- even at his best.
Her stomach tightened. Her breath caught.
Fuck.
He spotted her instantly -- tray in hand, eyes wide, flushed.
Claire jolted, yanking her gaze upward too fast, like she could somehow erase the fact that she'd been drinking him in.
"I--I didn't mean to..." she blurted, voice barely a whisper.
Darius didn't flinch. Didn't reach for the shorts. Didn't cover himself.
He took a slow step toward her, casual, grounded in that lazy dominance that made her knees weak.
"No harm in lookin'," he said, that smirk curling the corner of his mouth. "You already paid for the view."
Claire stood frozen -- tray trembling slightly, water dripping off the sides, the fruit forgotten. Her skin flushed. Her pulse? Wild.
He reached for the bottle, and once again -- their fingers touched.
His were hot. Rough. Confident. Hers were cool, delicate, shaking.
And then he turned, like it was nothing. Like she was the one left standing exposed.
The towel slung low over his shoulder, briefs still clinging like a second skin, the outline of him etched into her brain now. Permanent. Unavoidable.
Claire stood in the sun, soaking wet all over again.
And not a single drop came from the tray.
--------
The bedroom was dark and still -- the kind of stillness that didn't soothe, only echoed.
Claire lay on her side, her body curved toward her husband's back, the soft hush of his breathing the only sound in the room. Slow. Steady. Dull. His spine rose and fell with each inhale, unmoved by the hand that reached out for him.
Her fingers grazed over his shoulder -- gentle, testing. Seeking something. Anything.
"James," she whispered, barely audible.
He stirred faintly. "Mm?"
"I... I can't sleep," she murmured. Her hand drifted lower, finding the waistband of his shorts -- fingers slipping just beneath, warm and tentative.
"Thought maybe you could help."
A pause. Then a soft groan. "Early meeting tomorrow, babe..."
His voice was distant. Half-asleep. Half-alive.
Her fingers lingered for another heartbeat, hopeful -- desperate -- waiting for him to shift, to reach back, to even react.
He didn't. Not a twitch.
Claire exhaled, silent and bitter, and withdrew her hand like it had been burned. She rolled onto her back, curling in slightly on herself, eyes locked on the ceiling fan as it spun in lazy, useless circles.
She began to grind, hips shifting in search of friction. Of feeling.
But it wasn't James she needed...
Darius!
It was the way he looked at her -- like her body wasn't just seen, but studied. Like her curves weren't tolerated, but devoured. The way he never apologized with his eyes. The way his voice dropped when he talked about going deep. The way he moved with strength, sweat glistening down that dark, powerful body.
She could still see the water beading on his skin -- trailing down his chest, soaking through the black fabric that had barely hidden him. That thick, heavy shape burned into her memory like a brand. His cock outlined and unreal, like something pulled from a dream she didn't know she was allowed to have.
Her hand slipped lower.
Beneath the soft silk of her panties, her fingers found heat -- wet and waiting, already slick from the storm Darius had stirred inside her hours ago.
She moved slowly, carefully, her teeth grazing her lip, her legs parting in the darkness like a secret.
Her other hand clutched the sheet as her fingers began to circle, soft and slow at first -- then faster, as the image of him rose sharper in her mind. His voice. His smirk. That knowing look. That cock.
She gasped, hips twitching, back arching slightly off the bed.
And when release finally swept through her -- sharp, hot, and helpless -- it wasn't her husband's name she whispered into the dark.
Darius!
And not once did she feel guilty.
Not even when she turned away from James and curled into the pillow, breath trembling, body humming with aftershock. Because guilt doesn't live where you're finally being touched -- even if it's only in your own hand.
Morning broke bright, hot, and unapologetic.
Claire dressed with intention.Tight white shorts hugged her hips like a whisper, the hem slicing across the golden curve of her thighs. A thin silk camisole -- pale, nearly sheer in the morning light -- clung to the swell of her breasts, dipping just low enough to suggest more than it showed. She left her curls loose today, tied only at the base, a few damp strands falling wild around her face like a secret waiting to be confessed.
She didn't wear this for James. She hadn't for a long time.
Darius was already outside, hammer in hand, shirtless beneath the rising sun. His body moved with that same casual power -- like strength was second nature. Sweat caught in the hollow of his throat, slid down his chest, dipped into the shadows of his abs. His jeans rode low, that towel still slung from one pocket like it belonged to someone else's fantasy.
But Claire knew better now. This was hers.
He looked up as she stepped onto the patio, and his eyes did exactly what she wanted them to do -- dragged over her with open interest. Slow. Savoring. His gaze caught at the dip of her waist, the soft bounce of her breasts under silk, the bare line of thigh where her shorts refused to cover.
"Morning," she said, voice light and smooth, a soft smile curling at her lips as she held out a tray with two sweating glasses of lemonade.
"Morning," he echoed, but his voice was lower. Heavier. It sank into her skin like heat from the inside.
"You're working early," she offered, holding the tray just a second longer than necessary before he reached for it.
He took a glass, and their fingers brushed again -- thick, warm, rough against her soft skin. That single contact made her stomach tighten.
"Hot days only get hotter," he murmured, his mouth tipping into a small smirk. His eyes didn't leave hers -- didn't need to look down to know she felt that line in more ways than one.
Claire raised her own glass, sipped slowly, letting the cold contrast with the flush in her cheeks. She didn't say anything right away.
But her silence wasn't retreat. It was an invitation.
Then, Darius leaned a fraction closer -- just enough to let his voice drop, smooth and low, all smoke and warning.
"Careful," he said. "You keep lookin' at me like that, might get yourself into trouble."
Claire's heartbeat kicked, hard. But she didn't flinch.
She met his gaze and let the corner of her lip curve.
"Maybe I don't mind a little trouble," she said -- quiet, but with bite.
That silence settled between them again, thick and electric. His gaze held hers, no smirk now -- just heat and a slow exhale that said he felt it too.
Claire stepped back -- not because she was backing off, but because she wanted him to watch her walk away. Her skin prickled under his stare, her hips swayed with a rhythm that wasn't quite innocent.
She slipped inside, the glass still cool in her hand.
But everything else burned.
--------
By late afternoon, the heat pressed down like a blanket -- thick, unrelenting, curling into every corner of the house. Claire couldn't sit still. Her body thrummed with restless energy, her skin oversensitive to every shift of fabric. The memory of last night clung to her like perfume: the tension, the ache, the whispered name she'd moaned into the dark.
Darius.
And outside, he moved like temptation made flesh.
She caught sight of him slowing down -- dragging the back of his arm across his forehead, breath heavy, body gleaming. His shirt was long gone, forgotten hours ago. His jeans, soaked dark with sweat, clung to his hips like they didn't want to let go. Every movement was a study in exhaustion and raw male beauty -- slow, deliberate, powerful.
Claire bit her lip. Hard.
She reached for a towel -- soft, white, still warm from the dryer -- and let her fingers curl into it like it was something to hold her steady.
She stepped outside, her voice light -- but her pulse anything but.
"You're going to melt out here," she called, the towel slung loosely over her arm. "The shower's still there, by the pool. Might be the only way to cool off."
Darius paused -- hammer hanging loose at his side -- and turned his head to look at her. Really look.
His smirk deepened, slow and dark. "Yeah? I'd take you up on that..."
He took a step toward her -- not fast, not loud, just close enough that she felt the heat radiating off his skin like a furnace.
"But I ain't wearin' any underwear today."
Claire's mouth opened, but no sound came out at first -- only a soft rush of air, thick with want.
Her body flushed all over -- skin prickling, nipples tightening beneath her camisole. The heat between her thighs flared.
"Oh--well... I mean..."
She fumbled for words, her voice suddenly too soft, too breathy. She forced a smile, tried to retreat behind it.
"I can... give you some privacy."
But Darius didn't step back. He tilted his head, eyes dragging over her slowly, soaking her in.
"Nah," he said, voice low and unhurried. "You oughta stay. Enjoy the sun."
He let his gaze drop once -- deliberately -- to her legs, her chest, the way her breath moved beneath the silk.
"Maybe even... enjoy the view."
Claire couldn't answer. She didn't trust her voice -- or her body.
Her mouth was dry. Her skin buzzed with nerves, electricity dancing up the backs of her thighs and over the tips of her breasts. Every part of her wanted. And every part of her knew he saw it.
And still -- she stayed.
He turned without another word, walking toward the shower tucked near the pool house, and Claire followed his every step like a woman hypnotized. His hands moved to the button of his jeans -- slow, unbothered -- tugging it free with a flick of his fingers.
Her heartbeat pounded like a war drum in her chest.
His thumbs hooked into the waistband, and he peeled the jeans down inch by agonizing inch -- the denim clinging for just a moment to sweat-slick skin before giving way, sliding over thick, muscled thighs and strong calves. He stepped out of them like they were nothing, and for a heartbeat, the sun caught him fully.
And he stood there. Completely naked.
The sight hit her like impact -- like heat and hunger and disbelief colliding in her chest.
He was a goddamn vision.
His cock hung low, thick even at rest, a massive, dark weight between his thighs. Deep brown -- darker than the rest of his skin -- the shaft was lined with thick, prominent veins that twisted like corded rope, pulsing faintly just beneath the surface. The head was broad and proud, the skin taut and smooth, flaring perfectly at the crown like it had been carved from something primal. Below, two heavy testicles swung low -- full, round, impossibly dense -- moving subtly with each breath, each shift of his stance.
It wasn't just size. It was power. Presence. The way it moved with gravity, demanding reverence.
Claire's breath punched out of her in a rush. Her thighs clenched. Her nipples pressed hard against the silk of her camisole, stiff and aching. Her core throbbed so sharply it felt like being touched without ever being touched at all.
She couldn't move. Couldn't even blink.
Darius stepped beneath the spray.
The water hit his shoulders first -- then rolled down the hard plane of his chest, tracing every ridge of his abs, pooling briefly at the base of his spine before sliding lower... lower... over the length of him. The sunlight caught on the droplets, turning his cock into something glistening, gleaming, monumental.
It twitched slightly under the stream -- not with arousal, not yet -- but with life. With weight.
She stared. Unashamed. Shaking.
Her breath shallowed. Her lips parted. Her thighs rubbed together as if moved by instinct, the ache between them building, pulsing, needing. Her fingers tightened around the towel in her hands like it was the only thing keeping her tethered to the earth.
Then he turned. Face on. Full frontal. Nothing hidden. Nothing soft.
He looked straight at her. Right into her.
"Enjoying the view, Claire?" he asked -- calm, deep, like he wasn't standing there soaked and glorious with a cock that made her want to drop to her knees.
She couldn't lie. Couldn't play coy. Her mouth barely moved around the word:
"...Yes."
His gaze held hers -- steady, knowing -- like he could see every flicker of thought behind her eyes.
Then, slowly, he stepped out from beneath the stream, water pouring down his chest, his thighs, the heavy swing of that thick, perfect length leading the way.
Each step was deliberate. Silent. Predator-smooth. He stopped in front of her -- close enough to feel the heat radiating from his skin -- and reached for the towel still frozen in her grip.
Their hands touched. His was wet, warm, rough. Hers trembled.
He took it from her -- didn't rush -- and let his hand linger for just a second longer than necessary.
"Good," he said, voice a rumble, a promise. "'Cause you don't look like you're done lookin' yet."
Then he turned and walked away, towel slung low around his hips, the swell of his ass and the sway of his cock seared into her memory like fire on silk.
Claire stood there -- trembling, wet without water, lips parted, heart roaring. She couldn't breathe. Couldn't move.
And in that moment, she knew -- fully, finally -- that this was no longer a tease.
She wanted him. And there was no going back.
The sun had begun to dip, stretching long, molten shadows across the backyard and washing the skeletal office structure in a hazy gold. From behind the kitchen glass, Claire watched Darius move through the frame -- bare torso slick with sweat, jeans clinging low to his hips, every movement slow, steady, intentional. The hammer rose and fell with rhythm, syncopated with the beat of her pulse.
She told herself she just wanted to "check on the progress."
But she knew better.
And so did he.
She changed before coming out -- subtly, but not by accident. The thin tank she'd worn earlier was swapped for something more deliberate: a halter-style crop top in ivory, loose in the back but low in the front. Deep-cut and clinging, it framed her cleavage like a promise -- the soft, high curves of her breasts pushed upward, faintly glowing with a sheen of sun and anticipation. No bra. No need.
Her skin was still warm from earlier, her thighs bare beneath a lightweight sundress that clung when the breeze caught it -- and caught him watching.
Her sandals tapped lightly on the stone path as she made her way toward the frame. The air was heavy, pressed down with heat and tension. The kind that made you breathe slower. Or forget how to breathe altogether.
She stepped into the unfinished frame -- all raw timber and filtered light. Dust floated in the sunbeams like suspended gold, and the scent of sawdust curled around her like smoke.
Darius was bent over a saw, muscles flexing, veins rising in his forearms as he finished the cut with practiced ease. He didn't see her at first.
But when he stood -- full height, chest rising -- and turned...
He saw everything. And he stilled.
His gaze swept over her like heat lightning. Not in a rush. Not polite. Just... taking. A long, deliberate drag down her body and back again. Her bare shoulders. The exposed line of her chest. The swell of her breasts rising with every breath. The way the fabric clung to her hips like it belonged to him.
"You lost?" he asked finally, lips curling into that lazy, knowing smile that made her thighs shift.
Claire's throat was dry. Her heart was anything but.
"No," she said, stepping deeper into the frame, slow and barefoot, her fingers grazing the edge of a beam as she passed. "Just... checking in. Seeing how it's coming along."
But they both knew that wasn't what she was checking on.
His eyes dragged over her again -- not subtle, not shy -- and this time, they lingered. On the bounce of her breasts. The slight sway of her hips. The flushed heat already climbing her neck.
And still, she walked toward him.
Deliberate.
Hungry.
And just dangerous enough to mean it.
"Coming along fine," Darius said, his voice low and slow, like he was half talking about the build and half talking about her. "Still needs some shaping. A little... reinforcement."



Claire smiled, but it barely held. Her heart pounded behind her ribs like it was trying to escape. "You say that about everything."
Darius stepped closer -- one deliberate stride that changed the air between them.
He dragged the rag across his brow, slow, sweat-slicked skin catching the light. Then he tossed it over a beam without looking, eyes never leaving hers. The space between them vanished in a blink -- thick with heat, the scent of wood and sweat and something sharply male curling around her.
"You keep showing up like this..." he murmured, voice rough silk, the edge of a dare hiding in the drawl, "and I'm gonna start thinking you're not really here for the construction."
Claire's breath caught. Her lips parted.
"Maybe I'm not," she said, voice barely audible over the hum in her ears.
And that changed something.
The air went still. The light, hotter. The tension, alive.
Darius took another step. Close enough now that she could feel the heat radiating off his chest, smell the clean, earthy musk of sweat on sun-warmed skin. His scent hit her like a drug -- sawdust and soap and something darker. Primal.
Her breath trembled.
His voice dropped even lower -- a whisper, raw and intimate.
"You here for me, Claire?"
She blinked, her lips parting -- but the answer was already written across her skin. Her chest rose with every breath, the thin fabric of her dress shifting against hard, aching nipples. Her thighs pressed together, subtly. Desperately.
But she didn't say it.
Didn't have to.
Darius didn't need to step again -- he was already there. The space between them was gone. He lifted his arms slowly, deliberately, bracketing her body against the unfinished beam. Not touching her. But close enough that she felt everything. His breath, warm against her cheek. The heat coming off his chest. The weight of his gaze on her mouth.
Claire's back met the wood with a soft, final thud.
She didn't move. Didn't want to.
"You say the word," he murmured, voice rough silk. "I'll stop. You want me to walk away, I will. Right now."
Her pulse roared in her ears. Her body trembled beneath his shadow.
And then -- soft, trembling, wrecked -- she whispered:
"Touch me."
He didn't hesitate.
His hand slid down her side -- rough, calloused fingers tracing silk and skin, dragging heat in their wake. Every inch he touched lit her nerves like flame to kindling. When he reached her thigh, the contact was bold, slow, claiming. Claire's stomach tightened. Her breath stuttered.
His other hand moved with purpose, bunching the soft fabric of her sundress until it rested at her waist, exposing her completely. Cool air brushed between her legs. Her skin tingled.
His eyes flicked down, and his voice was nothing short of a growl.
"No panties," he murmured, grinning like sin. "Been thinkin' about me all day, haven't you?"
Claire couldn't answer. Her lips parted, but no sound came. Her mouth was dry. Her chest rose and fell in sharp bursts. Her eyes fluttered closed, lashes trembling.
Her body? Begging.
He didn't wait.
His fingers slid between her thighs -- grazing the slick heat there, featherlight at first, then firmer, more deliberate. Claire's breath caught in her throat, a tiny gasp escaping her lips. Her back arched subtly, a tremor running through her abdomen.
"You're soaked," he said -- not in surprise, but approval. His voice was low, reverent. "And I haven't even started."
His thumb found her clit, circling in slow, devastating rhythms. Claire's eyes rolled back for a heartbeat, her hips jerking helplessly in his hand. A low, broken moan escaped her throat, and her thighs shook in protest -- trying to clamp shut, to intensify the pressure, to stop nothing.
Then -- gently, powerfully -- he pushed one thick finger inside.
Claire cried out softly, her body jolting. Her hands flew back to the beam, fingers clawing for purchase. The wood was rough against her palms -- solid, grounding. The only thing keeping her upright.
He added a second.
She arched into him, the soft flesh of her breasts pressing hard against his bare chest. Her jaw slackened. Her breath fractured in his ear -- short, panting, helpless.
"Good girl," he whispered, voice like velvet wrapped in gravel. "Just like that."
His fingers moved with maddening purpose -- slow, deep thrusts that curled upward and found her again and again. Her head dropped back. Her mouth opened in a silent moan. Her sandals lifted slightly from the plywood floor as her knees buckled. Her legs trembled violently.
Her body was betraying her -- or maybe it was finally being honest.
And then she broke.
Her muscles snapped tight. Her thighs locked around his wrist. Her eyes squeezed shut as a cry tore from her lips -- raw, uncontrollable. The orgasm ripped through her, fast and molten and too much.
"Fuck--" she gasped, the word punched out of her as her hips jerked, her walls clenched around his fingers, and still he held her there -- steady, unshakable -- dragging every last tremor out of her. Her hips jerked against his hand, her walls pulsing around his fingers, milking every last wave as she came apart in his grip.
And still he held her -- steady, unshakable -- dragging it out until she gasped against his shoulder, breathless, undone, her body shivering with aftershocks.
She collapsed into him, boneless, wrecked. Her cheek found the curve of his neck, and she pressed into it, breath hot, skin flushed. Her entire body hummed.
Spent.
But not even close to satisfied. Not fully. Not yet.
He pulled his fingers from her slowly -- dragging them free like a man who knew just how to leave a woman ruined.
Claire's gaze found his face just in time to see him lift those slick fingers to his mouth.
He sucked them in. Slowly. Intimately.
Claire whimpered.
"You taste like you've been waitin' a long time," he said softly, his voice dripping with dark satisfaction.
And she had no words. Because it was true.
Claire's breath trembled as she sagged against the beam, legs weak, barely holding her upright. Her body still pulsed with aftershocks -- waves of pleasure echoing through her thighs, her belly, the swollen ache between her legs. Her nipples strained against the silk, stiff and sensitive, her dress askew.
She felt undone. Satisfied in a way that felt shamefully complete.
And then -- like a match snuffing out -- the moment cracked.
Her eyes met Darius's. That slow, wicked grin on his lips. Those two fingers -- still wet with her -- slipping past his lips as he tasted her like a man savoring something he'd claimed.
And suddenly the weight of it all hit her.
This wasn't flirting anymore.
This wasn't harmless.
She'd let him in -- completely. She came on his hand like it belonged there. While her husband sat miles away, believing she was the devoted wife building him a future.
Claire's chest rose in a sharp inhale. The heat in her face shifted -- from lust to something colder. Panic. Guilt.
Her hands dropped from the beam, arms crossing over her chest like armor.
"I--" she stammered, voice cracking. "I shouldn't have..."
Darius didn't move. He didn't try to soothe her. Didn't touch.
He just stood there. Still. Watching.
Claire's sandals scraped softly against the dusty plywood as she backed away, her heartbeat racing like it was trying to outrun what she'd just done.
"I shouldn't have done that," she whispered again, barely audible.
Then she turned -- almost tripping over her own breath -- and fled.
Across the yard, barefoot, the grass kissing her skin but grounding nothing. Through the glass door, into the house -- her sanctuary turned confession box. She slammed the door shut like it could trap the truth outside.
But the truth was already inside her.
She stood there, chest heaving, her reflection staring back from the glass. Her cheeks flushed. Her lips swollen. Her eyes... haunted. Her thighs trembled, slick and aching with the memory of him.
She touched her mouth, fingers ghosting over parted lips.Then dropped her hand like it burned her. She didn't know what she was anymore.
But she knew she wasn't innocent.
--------
Claire barely slept.
She tossed under the sheets, her body restless, skin still tingling with the ghost of his touch. Her thighs were damp with memory, her nerves still firing in the echo of that orgasm -- the one she let him pull from her, the one that shattered her in silence.
Every time she closed her eyes, she was there again.
The rough grain of the beam at her back.
His breath against her neck.
The heat of his hand between her legs -- relentless, patient, knowing.
She came so hard, so helpless, it frightened her.
And now she couldn't make it stop.
Her body still pulsed with need, as if her skin remembered more than she wanted it to. She shifted, thighs sliding together beneath the sheets, searching for something soft, something solid -- something familiar.
She reached for James in the dark.
Her hand found his shoulder, warm and still. He didn't move. His breath was steady, peaceful.
Unaware. Unchanged.
She let her hand fall away. She didn't try again.
--------
Morning light crept into the kitchen, soft and accusing. Claire moved through the motions like muscle memory -- coffee, eggs, toast. Familiar. Harmless. She wore leggings, a loose tee, no makeup. Her hair was tied up like she hadn't just spent the night being ruined in silence.
She dressed like she used to. Like the version of herself that hadn't changed.
But inside, everything was different.
Because no matter how many times she blinked, no matter how many times she told herself she was still good, still loyal, still his...
Her body called her a liar.
It hummed for Darius. Burned for him. Opened for him.
And James... he didn't know.
He stepped into the kitchen, suit jacket slung over his arm, travel mug already in hand. He kissed her cheek -- soft, automatic.
She froze for a breath, the gesture hitting her like a bruise. Because he didn't know that just hours ago, his wife had come apart on another man's hand. That her breath had stuttered around someone else's name.
"You okay?" he asked, distracted, already checking his phone.
"Fine," Claire said, forcing a small smile. "Just tired."
A lie wrapped in routine.
"Long week," he muttered. "We'll do something this weekend. I promise."
She nodded.
"Yeah. Looking forward to it."
But she wasn't.
Because the only thing she could look forward to was the next time Darius would look at her like that. The next time her body would betray her. The next time guilt would be the thing she had to feel to get anywhere close to alive.
She didn't go outside.
She stayed in. Cleaned. Folded towels that didn't need folding. Ran the dishwasher half-empty. Opened and closed cabinets like she was looking for something she couldn't name.
She scrolled through her phone and didn't read a single word. Just stared.
Her skin felt too tight. Her nerves too loud. Her body buzzed with a need she wouldn't feed -- an ache lodged low in her belly, heavy and throbbing. She crossed her legs when she sat. Crossed them tighter when that didn't help.
But she didn't look out the window. She refused to give in.
Refused to check if Darius was out there. Of course he was. She heard him.
The faint thump of boots on plywood. The low, patient rhythm of a hammer. The sound of breath -- deep, paced, male. It wasn't even loud, but it filled the house anyway. Filled her chest. Matched her pulse. Echoed in places that had only just remembered how to throb.
She stood behind the curtain once -- just once -- and parted it an inch.
Just to confirm. Just to see.
And there he was -- lifting a beam into place, shirtless, his back a map of muscle and sun. Sweat streaked his spine in long, glinting lines, and his arms flexed with every lift like he was doing it for her.
Claire's fingers curled into the curtain fabric. Her breath caught in her throat. Her thighs pressed together sharply, as if she could trap the heat between them and stop it from rising.
She stepped back like she'd touched a flame. Like distance could undo what her body had already decided.
Later, in the laundry room, she saw it. One of his rags. She didn't remember bringing it in.
It just sat there -- on top of the basket. Faded. Wrinkled. Still damp in places. It smelled like sweat and cedar. Like sunbaked cotton and him.
Her hands trembled as she picked it up. She didn't mean to lift it. Didn't mean to bring it closer. But it was already there -- under her nose, against her mouth, her fingers curled into it like something desperate.
She inhaled. Deep. Her eyes fluttered shut. Her lips brushed the cloth.
She shouldn 't have. But she pressed it tighter against her face anyway.
The scent of him flooded her senses -- leather, heat, muscle, sawdust -- and her body betrayed her again. Her thighs clenched instinctively, muscles twitching, searching for friction. For relief.
"Fuck..." she whispered, eyes stinging.
She was unraveling. And she didn't know how to stop.
That night, she sat on the couch beside James. A movie played -- some action sequence, loud and distant. She didn't follow it. Didn't even pretend to.
His hand rested on her thigh -- casual, habitual -- fingers light and warm through her leggings. A gesture that once might've sparked something.
Now it felt like nothing.
Too light. Too soft. Too distant.
She stared straight ahead, chest tight, her whole body coiled beneath the stillness.
Because she didn't want warmth. She wanted weight.
She wanted to feel pinned. Held down, gripped, taken.
She wanted Darius's voice -- low and rough and unapologetic -- spilling filth into her ear while his fingers ruined her again. She wanted to taste herself on his mouth. She wanted to be bent, stretched, filled until there was no room left for guilt.
And yet the guilt was all she had.
It settled in her stomach like iron. Made her skin crawl even as her thighs clenched beneath the soft knit of her blanket.
When James leaned in to kiss her -- soft, sweet, clueless -- she turned her head.
"Tired," she murmured, her voice smaller than it should've been.
He paused, nodded, and didn't press.
She felt the guilt flare hotter because of that. Because he didn't know.
Later, in bed, she lay stiff beneath the covers -- eyes wide in the dark, throat tight, her pulse skittering with memories she tried not to summon.
Her thighs drew together, tense and aching. Her fingers curled into the sheet. But she wouldn't touch herself. Not tonight.
Because if she did... she knew exactly whose name would be on her lips when she came. And it wouldn't be James.
And she wasn't ready to admit that out loud -- even if her body already had.
Outside, the night was still. Silent. But in the backyard -- framed in unfinished timber and soft shadow -- the skeleton of the office stood like a secret waiting to be confessed.
And so was he.
--------
That morning, Claire moved through the house like a woman on a mission -- blinds drawn, music playing, dishes clattering just loud enough to cover the distant thump of boots on unfinished wood. She vacuumed rooms that didn't need vacuuming. She sorted closets she hadn't opened in months.
She had promised herself she wouldn't look. Not once, not even a glance.
She didn't let herself touch the curtain. Didn't let herself wonder if he was shirtless again.
Didn't let herself feel.
Because she knew if she stepped outside... she wouldn't come back the same.
But by afternoon, that fragile self-control had withered -- replaced by silk, gloss, and the ghost of a hope she no longer trusted.
Claire stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the straps of her black sundress. The silk hugged every inch of her like it had memorized her body. It dipped low at the bust, cradling her breasts in a deep, artful curve that caught light like skin dipped in honey. The hemline kissed mid-thigh -- teasing, elegant, dangerous. No bra. No need.
Her legs were smooth and golden, the swell of her hips carved by the fabric like sculpture. Her collarbones shimmered faintly, touched by highlighter. A delicate chain grazed the soft hollow of her throat.
Her lips were glossed in barely-there pink, plump and soft. Her eyes rimmed in smoky bronze, lashes curled, wild blonde curls pinned just loosely enough to whisper undone.
She looked like she was going on a date...Because she was trying to.
James had been buried in work all week, and she'd told herself she wasn't giving up yet. That there were still embers to salvage, still moments worth reaching for.
So she made a reservation -- downtown, candlelight, soft jazz and wine. One of their places from the before. The kind of night that used to end with his hands under her dress in the back of a cab. With hotel doors. With laughter.
She even sent a photo of the dress.
"This still do it for you?"
No reply.
Now she stood there, phone to her ear, the edge of the vanity pressing against her hip. Her heart thudded like it already knew the answer.
Finally, James's voice crackled through the line -- scratchy, rushed, somewhere far away.
"Hey babe. I just saw your message -- you look amazing."
Claire exhaled, tension momentarily softening in her shoulders.
"Good. So... you'll be home in time? I made the reservation for seven."
A pause. One beat too long. Then the sigh. That sound she hated most -- the sound that always meant no.
"Claire..."
Her stomach twisted.
"I can't. I'm sorry. There's a client dinner tonight. Just came up. I really have to go. It's important."
Of course it was. She said nothing.
"I'll make it up to you," he added quickly. "Promise."
She smiled -- but it was the kind of smile you wear at funerals. A polite death.
"Yeah. Sure."
"Love you," he said.
"...Love you too."
Click.
She stared at the screen for a long time before lowering it. Then she looked back at her reflection.
All dressed up for a man who hadn't touched her in weeks. Who hadn't really seen her in months.
She looked breathtaking. She looked starved. And he didn't want her.
But someone else did.
She didn't think. She didn't even breathe.
She just turned, crossed the house on shaking legs, and stepped through the back door -- silk whispering over her thighs, her heart slamming like a fist inside her chest. Each heel struck the stone path with sharp finality, a steady rhythm that echoed in the heavy heat.
Click.
Click.
Click.
She walked the way women do when they've already made the decision -- not hoping, not hesitating. Just knowing.
Darius was there.
Shirtless. Jeans hanging low, sweat glistening across every hard line of his body. He wiped his brow with the back of his arm, then paused as he saw her approach. His posture changed, subtly, like even he wasn't sure what she was about to do -- only that it would matter.
Her heels clicked against the plywood floor as she stepped into the unfinished frame. The sound echoed off the skeletal beams -- too feminine for a construction site, too deliberate not to mean something.
She didn't speak.
Didn't slow.
The black silk of her dress caught the late light like a secret, skimming over her hips, the straps slipping just slightly off her shoulders. Her breath was shallow. Her fingers were already curling.



She walked straight into the shadowed frame and met his gaze.
He opened his mouth -- maybe to tease, maybe to stop her -- but she didn't give him the chance.
Claire dropped to her knees.
The sound was soft, the wood catching her gently, but the final click of her heels as she knelt was obscene in its clarity. Like punctuation. Like the whole house had been waiting for this moment to happen.
Her hands moved to his belt before either of them could breathe.
Darius exhaled sharply, low and wrecked. "Damn."
She unbuckled him slowly, deliberately, her fingers trembling with hunger and certainty. She slid the zipper down, eyes locked to his, daring him to stop her -- or to let her do what they both knew she came for.
He didn't move. He just watched. Silent. Solid.
Letting her take.
His cock fell free -- and Claire's gasped, mouth wide open.
Thick, dark, already heavy in her hand. Bigger than she remembered from when he took the shower. Veins ran like twisted ropes up the shaft, pulsing faintly beneath the skin. The head was blunt and swollen, deep, dark mahogany, already glistening at the tip. Even soft, it was massive -- more than her fingers could wrap around. More than her mouth could easily take.
And beneath it, his balls hung full and low, heavy with heat, swaying slightly with each subtle shift of his hips.
The size of him was... overwhelming.
No -- it was devastating.
And that was when it hit her.
James was built for desks. Conference calls. Soft hands, soft voice, soft cock. Predictable. Contained.
But Darius?
Darius was built to be worshipped. To be taken with reverence. To ruin women.
He was built for this -- for the way her body opened at the mere thought of him, the way her fingers trembled now around the base of his shaft.
Claire stared. In awe. In hunger. In surrender.
She tilted her head and leaned in.
Her lips brushed the tip, warm and wet. A kiss -- gentle, like a confession. Her tongue flicked out and circled, slow and reverent, tasting the bead of salt at his crown.
Darius groaned -- low, raw, from somewhere deep in his chest. His abs flexed under the strain of not pushing forward.
Claire's eyes fluttered shut as she opened her mouth wider, lips stretching around him. Her jaw ached almost instantly -- not from force, but from sheer size. Her tongue pressed against the underside, tracing every ridge, every vein, as he slid over it.
He was hot. Heavy. Alive in her mouth.
He grew harder instantly -- thickening between her lips, filling out with a weight that made her moan before she even moved. He was heavy. Massive. Way too big for her mouth, but that only made her need it more. Her hand wrapped around what she couldn't take, stroking slowly at first, in sync with the bob of her head -- messy, greedy, obsessed.
Her lips stretched wide around him, tongue flattening to welcome the sheer girth of him. Every inch felt alive -- pulsing, hot, veined -- and she wanted to taste every fucking beat of it.
"Shit, Claire..." Darius groaned, his voice thick, breath hitching. One hand slid to the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair -- not forcing, just anchoring her there. Letting her know exactly what she'd earned.
She moaned around him -- loud and wanton -- a wet, broken sound that vibrated through his cock like a prayer. Spit slid from the corners of her mouth, glistening down her chin, soaking her lips and fingers. Her mascara smeared. Her eyes blurred. Her thighs pressed together, trying to ease the ache that only got worse with every second his cock was in her mouth.
And still, she didn't stop.
She couldn 't.
She took more, inch by inch, letting her throat open. Her jaw burned. Her eyes stung. She gagged once -- a raw, helpless sound that only made her wetter. She pulled back, sucked in air, then went right back down, lips sealing around him again with a messy, wet pop that made Darius groan like he was holding back something dangerous.
"Fuck... that mouth," he muttered, voice gravel rough. "You takin' it like you need this."
She did.
Her hand pumped him at the base, slick with saliva, twisting just enough to make him twitch. Her tongue curled around his shaft, tracing veins, teasing his slit. She sucked harder, deeper, humming low in her throat like his cock was the only thing that could fill the hollow in her chest.
Her eyes met his -- glassy, wide, needy. She looked up at him like she was starving.
Because she was.
She was swallowing the man who made her feel alive again.
"Look at you," Darius growled, his hips starting to roll now, just slightly, controlled but hungry. "Gaggin' on this dick like it's the best goddamn thing you've ever tasted."
Claire whimpered around him in answer -- high and desperate -- and pushed her mouth down deeper, drool spilling over her knuckles, her thighs trembling under her.
He grunted sharply, cock throbbing against her tongue.
"You want me to come in your mouth?" he asked, voice strained, right at the edge. "Or all over that pretty fuckin' face?"
Claire moaned again -- louder this time, filthy and urgent -- and nodded without hesitation, her mouth still full, spit bubbling at the corners. The sound was pure sin.
That was all he needed.
He pulled free, thick and glistening, and stroked himself hard -- once, twice -- before his body tensed with a deep, guttural growl. He came in hot, heavy ropes across her cheek, her open mouth and lips, her chin and even the corner of her eye and the bridge of her nose. It hit her in wet splashes, warm and claiming, dripping onto her chest, spattering the neckline of the dress she 'd worn for her husband.
Claire gasped, licking his taste from her mouth, her chest rising and falling like she'd just run a marathon on her knees. Her lips were swollen. Her chin soaked. Her eyes wild.
And the dress -- that soft black silk -- clung to her thighs now, damp with saliva, streaked with his release, ruined in the most beautiful way. It had been her peace offering to James. Now it was evidence of everything she really wanted.
Darius looked down at her -- at the mess she'd made of herself. At the goddess kneeling in spit and silk and his cum.
"You finally done holdin' back?" he asked, his voice low and dark, a slow rumble of ownership.
Claire dragged the back of her hand across her mouth, smearing the slickness, swallowing what remained.
"I don't know," she whispered, breathless, wrecked.
Then she looked up at him with heat still smouldering in her eyes.
"You tell me." She said getting back to her feet. And just like that the clicking of her heels and she was gone.
--------
The sun hung heavy and golden over the backyard, painting the pool in shards of light that shimmered like broken glass. Claire reclined on a lounger, legs stretched long, her skin slick with sun and something more restless. A sleek black bikini clung to her like melted ink -- minimal, sharp, unapologetically revealing. Her oversized sunglasses shielded her eyes, but not the weight in them.
A martini glass sweated in her hand. She wasn't sipping. Just holding it. Letting it warm.
The soft trickle of the pool jets, the chirp of a bird somewhere in the hedge, the distant hum of a lawnmower a few streets over -- it was all background noise. The real sound was inside her.
The echo of her moan.
The wet glide of her spit down his shaft.
The sound he made when he came on her face.
James was gone.
Again.
Some "last-minute" client golf thing. He'd barely looked at her. Kissed her forehead like a pet, promised to "make it up to her," already halfway through the door before she could fake a response.
She hadn't bothered. She just waved. Closed the glass slider behind him. Turned the lock like it meant something.
Now it was just her.
The heat. The quiet. The ache.
She shifted on the lounger, the edge of the bikini pressing against her folds. Her nipples were already hard beneath the thin triangle of fabric, the silk of it brushing just enough to remind her -- of everything.
Of being on her knees.
Of how his cock felt heavy on her tongue.
Of how her fingers curled around him, trembling, starving, alive.
He hadn't come back on Friday. She told herself that was good. That it meant he respected the line she'd already destroyed.
She told herself a lot of things. She didn't believe any of them.
By noon, Jessica arrived -- all hips and high spirits, strolling through the side gate like she owned the place. Her green bikini clung like seafoam, and a wide-brimmed straw hat shaded her smirk. One hand held a bottle of rosé. The other, the kind of secrets only shared between women who've watched each other break and bloom.
"Damn, girl," Jessica said, eyes sweeping Claire from head to toe. "You look like a housewife on the edge."
Claire pulled her sunglasses down, just enough to flash a dry smile. "That's because I am."
They poured drinks. Slid into loungers. Let the sun stroke their skin and the wine blur the edges of everything sharp. Conversation floated in lazy spirals -- husbands, gossip, that new yoga instructor with the arms. But the shift came quick.
It always did.
"So..." Jessica said, swirling her glass. "You didn't tell me you hired him."
Claire kept her face still. "Who?"
Jessica gave her a look -- wide eyes, mock insulted. "Claire. Please. Darius. The one who's been walking around your backyard all week, like a goddamn walking orgasm? Tall. Dark. Looks like he could crack a watermelon with his thighs?"
Claire let out a long, slow exhale, her drink glinting in the sun as she swirled it. "He's doing the office. James picked him."
Jessica grinned into her glass. "Oh, I know. He did my extension. Two summers ago."
Claire paused. "Right... but you never said what he was like to work with."
Jessica turned toward her, lazy and lethal. "I didn't work with him."
Claire blinked. "Wait. You...?"
"No," Jessica said, a little too fast. Then she laughed -- low, wicked. "But Jesus, Claire. I wanted to. The way he looked at me? Like he already knew what I tasted like."
Claire's pulse skipped. She kept her glass at her lips too long.
Jessica kept going, like she didn't feel the shift. Or maybe she did.
"I'd come out in my little cover-ups," she continued, eyes closed against the sun. "Pretending I needed to 'check the progress.' He was always polite. But cocky. Confident. Like he knew I was one glass of wine away from letting him bend me over the countertops he was installing."
Claire didn't move. Her stomach coiled.
"Why didn't you?" she asked, her voice a notch too quiet.
Jessica shrugged, stretching out her legs. "My husband was home too much. And maybe... maybe I was scared." She turned her head, eyes suddenly sharp despite the wine. "Because a man like that? It wouldn't be a fling. He'd ruin you for everyone else."
Claire looked out at the shimmering pool, chest tight. The glass in her hand felt suddenly too cold, too heavy.
Jessica watched her. Then, softly:
"Why? Thinking about going there?"
Claire smirked -- the kind that hides panic behind practiced confidence. "Just curious."
Jessica's grin was slow. Feline. "Mmhmm."
The sun beat down. The wine sank deeper. And Claire couldn't decide if she was more angry at Jessica's story...
...or the idea that she almost had him first.
A half hour later, the low growl of a truck engine made Claire sit up straighter. Her heart jumped. Her fingers curled slightly around the stem of her glass.
The sliding gate creaked open. And then he appeared.
Shirtless. Boots striking the stone with slow, deliberate weight. His jeans hung low on his hips, sweat already tracing the deep lines of his abs. The sun caught every contour, every drop.
Claire felt it before he even looked at her.
"Hope I'm not crashing the party," he said, his voice thick with lazy heat as he tipped his head at the two loungers. "Just figured I'd knock out a few hours. Stay ahead of schedule..."
He turned slightly, catching Claire's eyes -- and held them.
"Lost a little time yesterday," he added, slow. "Got... distracted."
Jessica didn't catch it. Just hummed into her drink, legs crossed and smiling like a woman enjoying the view.
But Claire?
Her breath caught in her chest. The glass suddenly felt too slick in her grip. Her legs shifted beneath the lounger, thighs clenching reflexively.
Darius didn't smirk. Didn't wink. He just looked at her -- steady, hot, unreadable -- and then turned toward the unfinished frame like nothing had happened.
"You two enjoy your afternoon," he said over his shoulder. "Looks like a hell of a view from over here."
Jessica giggled behind her glass.
Claire didn't laugh. She burned.
Later, after Jessica had left -- still grinning, still buzzed, muttering something about needing a cold shower -- Claire stayed behind, perched at the edge of the pool like a statue carved from sun and tension.
Her fingers skimmed the surface of the water, slow, idle. But nothing inside her was still.
Darius's hammer echoed in the background, each strike like a pulse in her core. Steady. Patient. Inevitable.
Her skin was still warm from the sun, but it wasn't sunlight that made her thighs feel damp and sensitive beneath the soft black of her bikini. It wasn't heat that made her stomach flutter when she remembered the way his eyes lingered. The way his voice curled around words just for her.
She thought about Jessica. About her confession. Her flirtation. Her regret.
An almost. An if-only.
Claire's nails tapped softly against her glass. She stared at the last swirl of rosé clinging to the bottom, catching the light like a secret.
No.
She wouldn't be Jessica. She wouldn't just talk about temptation like it was a fantasy.
She wouldn't sigh over missed chances and bury her hunger behind laughter.
She was done pretending.
Claire slid her feet from the water, the wet slick of her skin catching the fading light. She stood slowly, letting the heat cling to her like a lover, letting her body feel every shift of air against her bare stomach, her aching chest, her thighs that no longer wanted gentle.
Tomorrow -- he'd have her.
Because she was going to offer herself without hesitation.
Not as a mistake. As a choice.
--------
The house was too quiet.
Claire stood barefoot in the kitchen, the late-morning light streaming through the tall windows and dancing across the marble countertops. Her sundress -- black, thin, indecently soft -- brushed the tops of her thighs with every breath. No bra. No panties. Just skin and silk and the ghost of his fingers still imprinted on her body from days before.
She hadn't put anything between them. Not this time.
Outside, the sun was already high and hot, the sky wide and cloudless. Inside, the air was heavier -- full of heat, anticipation, and the quiet hum of need that had been building like static under her skin.
James was gone. Again. Another trip. Another lie. Another promise to "make it up to her."
Claire didn't care. She hadn't even looked at her phone.
When the knock came at the back door -- low, deliberate -- her breath caught, but her body was already in motion. Her feet knew the path. Her blood already answered.
She opened the door without hesitation. And there he was.
Shirtless. The sun clung to his sweat-slick chest like worship. His jeans rode dangerously low, slung around hips that moved like rhythm itself. His eyes dropped instantly -- to the hem of her dress, the hint of her nipples pushing against silk, the shine of her thighs.
"Well, damn," he said, voice low and full of rough velvet. "That for me?"
Claire didn't speak. She just stepped back, holding the door open, her gaze locked on his.
He stepped inside like he belonged. Like he'd been invited before she even realized it. The scent of him -- sweat, sun, wood, a trace of smoke -- curled around her as the door clicked shut behind them.
Darius paused, eyes sweeping the kitchen, then back to her -- lingering on her chest, her bare feet, the flutter in her throat.
"Your husband know you're dressed like that for another man?" he asked, stepping just close enough that she could feel his heat.
Claire met his gaze, bold and burning. "No," she whispered. "And I don't care."
That changed everything.
He moved -- fast, hot, inevitable -- his hands gripping her hips, lifting her like she weighed nothing, silk sliding against his palms. The cool stone of the kitchen counter kissed the back of her thighs as he set her down, legs parting instinctively to welcome him.
His body filled the space between them, jeans dragging against her bare skin, the thick press of him unmistakable even through denim.
"You've been aching for this," he rasped against her throat, lips brushing her pulse as it thundered beneath her skin. "Haven't you, baby?"
Claire's fingers buried themselves in his shoulders, clinging like he was the only thing keeping her from unraveling. "Every goddamn second."
A low growl vibrated in his chest. His hand slid up her inner thigh -- rough, calloused, perfect -- dragging the hem of her dress with it. And then he saw.
No panties. Just bare heat. Glowing. Dripping.
He sucked in a breath, his eyes flicking up to hers, dark and electric.
"Fuckin' soaked," he murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. "You came wet. Ready. Beggin'."
She whimpered, nodding. "I need you, Darius..."
He leaned back just enough to take her in -- flushed, desperate, legs open, dress bunched around her waist, chest rising too fast beneath thin silk.
His gaze dropped to her breasts -- high, round, perfect.
"You wore this for me," he said, more statement than question.
Her breath trembled. "I wore it so you'd take it off."
That did it.
His hands moved up, cupping her breasts with reverence and hunger, thumbs circling the hard peaks beneath the fabric. The silk was no match for him -- it slid down with a tug, and then she was bare, nipples tight and waiting.
"Fuck," he muttered, dragging his thumb across one. "You bought these for your husband?"
Claire moaned, arching into his touch. "He never even looks at them."
Darius leaned in, licking a slow circle around her nipple before sucking it deep into his mouth, tongue rolling hard against the sensitive tip.
"He didn't deserve 'em," he growled against her skin. "These tits..." -- he switched to the other, biting gently, sucking until her back arched -- "...were made for my hands. My mouth."
She gasped, fingers tangling in his hair, holding him tighter. "God, yes... they're yours."
He devoured her, slow and brutal. Mouth full of her, teeth grazing soft flesh, hand gripping the other breast, kneading, claiming, dragging groans from deep in her throat.
"You didn't know what you needed," he whispered, breath hot against her skin. "But now you do."
She nodded helplessly, eyes fluttering, hips rolling toward him. She didn't just want him anymore. She needed him!
He groaned low in his throat, the sound thick with anticipation, and stepped back just enough to unbuckle his jeans. The clink of the metal, the slow drag of the zipper -- it all sounded louder in the charged stillness.
"You ready to see what all that teasing's been building to?" he asked, voice rough, dark, dragging heat down her spine.
Claire's eyes dropped automatically -- and widened.
She licked her lips hungrily. Her thighs twitched open wider, instinctive, hungry.



"Please..." she whispered, voice breathless with awe and desperation.
He slid his jeans down, slow, letting the denim fall. When he pulled himself free, her mouth parted in a silent gasp.
"God..." she breathed. "It's bigger than I remember."
And it was. Thick, dark, glistening -- the heavy crown already flushed with blood, veins prominent down the shaft like coiled tension, his balls drawn close and full beneath it. He stroked himself once, lazily, watching her reaction.
"Yeah," he murmured, eyes locked on hers. "You worshipped this with that sweet mouth of yours like you were born for it."
He stepped between her legs, the tip of him teasing her folds, already wet and open.
"Now," he growled, voice dropping, "I want to hear you beg to be split open on it."
Claire whimpered, her hands sliding around his shoulders for balance, her hips already rocking forward, needy. Her voice was high, trembling, dripping with want.
"I want it all," she whispered, then louder. "I want every inch, Darius. Please. I need it inside me--now."
He leaned in close, lips brushing her ear.
"Then take it," he said. "Take every. Fucking. Inch."
And he didn't ease in.
Darius gripped her hips tight, dragged her to the very edge of the counter, and lined himself up. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, slick with her heat -- and then, with a slow, brutal push, he began to sink inside.
Claire's head flew back. Her fingers clawed at the marble edge behind her.
"Oh my god--" she gasped, voice broken and breathless. "It's-- Darius, it's so big--"
"Shhh," he whispered, gritting his teeth as her walls clenched around him. "You can take it. You're mine, remember?"
He kept pushing -- inch by aching inch -- her body stretching, struggling, trembling around him. She could feel every ridge, every throb, every slow invasion of thick, dark heat as he filled her deeper than she'd ever been touched.
"Fuck," she cried, legs trying to wrap around him. "It's--oh my god--it's too much, I can't--"
"Yes, you can," he growled. "You were made for this cock, Claire. You're gonna take every inch like a good fuckin' girl."
And still, he pushed deeper.
Her lips parted. Her back arched. Her body sang with pain and pleasure, her walls fluttering around the stretch, already wet and needy, already surrendering.
And then -- bottomed out.
Claire's entire body seized, arching off the counter as her orgasm hit like a goddamn wave. It wasn't slow. It wasn't quiet. It ripped through her -- sudden, shattering, wild.
She screamed -- loud, high, feral -- her hands clawing at the stone, legs trembling violently as her pussy clenched around him, gripping him so tight it pulled a guttural groan from his throat.
"Fuuuck, Claire..." Darius gasped, buried to the base, frozen there while her body tried to milk him, desperate and insatiable.
She shook beneath him, moaning his name like it was the only word she remembered, hips jerking with every spasm as he held her through it -- not letting her run, not letting her go, just watching her fall apart on his cock.
And still, he wasn't done.
He was grinning through clenched teeth, sweat sliding in slow, shining rivulets down the ridges of his chest and abs. His jaw was tight, his voice like thunder wrapped in gravel.
"You feel that?" he growled, every word vibrating against her skin. "That's what a real man feels like."
Claire couldn't speak -- couldn't even breathe -- not with that inside her. Not with her body stretched around his cock, struggling to hold the sheer size of him. Every inch throbbed inside her, heat radiating out in waves.
Her lips parted, a helpless gasp escaping, eyes fluttering back as he pulled halfway out--
And slammed back in.
She cried out -- raw, unfiltered -- her moan echoing off the cabinets and countertops like a chorus of sin.
"Bet your little husband never even made it halfway," Darius hissed, breath hot against her cheek. "Just soft hands and softer cock, right?"
Claire shook her head wildly, tears prickling her lashes from the stretch, the pressure, the need. "He doesn't--he can't--he's not--oh god--"
Darius grabbed her tits like he owned them, both hands full and hard, squeezing the perfect curves as if testing the weight of what her husband never deserved.
He leaned in and buried his face between them, tongue swirling, teeth grazing, his breath hot and heavy as he devoured her.
"These tits," he growled between bites, "paid for by him. But they're mine now. Mine to suck. To fuck. To mark."
Her nails raked down his back. Her head tipped back in a broken moan.
He lifted her suddenly -- her legs wrapping instinctively around his waist -- and spun her with shocking strength, bending her over the kitchen island. Her bare chest hit the cool marble, nipples brushing the stone as she panted, trembling, open.
And then he took her again.
Hard.
The sound of his hips slapping her ass filled the room, wet and fast and brutal. Skin against skin. The rhythm relentless. Merciless. Perfect.
Claire wasn't moaning anymore -- she was chanting his name now, over and over, like prayer. Like confession. Like surrender.
No guilt. No hesitation. Just need.
Her legs shook with every thrust. Her fingers scrambled for grip against the slick counter. Her mind was gone -- wrecked and ruined and exactly where she wanted to be.
Because she was finally being fucked by someone who knew what to do with a woman like her.
He leaned over her back, his breath scorching the shell of her ear.
"You want it in your mouth next, baby?" he growled, voice slick with sin. "Want to taste our juices mixed together?"
Claire moaned -- a soft, broken sound. Her body was still trembling, thighs slick from the orgasm he'd ripped from her, but her hunger hadn't faded. It had shifted -- lower, deeper, rawer.
She nodded frantically, eyes wild. "Yes. Please--God, yes..."
He slid out of her slowly, thick and glistening with her slick, and the emptiness made her whimper.
"You gonna thank me for it?" he murmured, dragging the head of his cock along the swell of her ass, letting it throb against her spine. "Show me you know what I gave you?"
Claire was already turning, dropping down to the floor like she belonged there. "Yes," she breathed. "Yes--I'll thank you--I'll swallow it all--please let me taste you--"
Darius's chest rose and fell in slow, deep pulls. He stepped back as she knelt before him, her dress rumpled around her waist, her hair wild, cheeks flushed and streaked with sweat.
She reached for him like prayer, wrapping one hand around the base of his cock -- thick, pulsing, veined like fury -- and guided him to her lips.
She kissed the tip first. A soft, reverent press. Then another. Her tongue flicked out, slow and teasing, licking up the salt of herself from his skin. She moaned -- moaned -- against the weight of it like it was the only thing she'd ever wanted in her mouth.
"Fuck, look at you," Darius said low, his hand tangling in her curls. "Pretty little wife on her knees, begging for what her man can't give her. Desperate for real dick. Real taste."
She looked up at him, glassy-eyed, her mascara smudged, and then opened wide and took him in.
Slow. Deep. Determined.
She gagged once -- hard -- but didn't pull back. She moaned around him, loud and wet, and went again, taking more, her throat working, her hand stroking what she couldn't fit. Spit dripped from her chin. Her thighs squeezed together beneath her, slick with need all over again.
His cock twitched between her lips.
"I'm close," he growled. "You want it? You want me to come all over that mouth?"
Claire nodded frantically, eyes shining, moaning around him like she lived for it.
Seconds later, he grunted, hips twitching -- and then he came.
Hot. Heavy. Thick.
She stayed there. Let it fill her mouth. Let it coat her tongue. She swallowed it greedily, sucking softly even after, licking the crown clean, eyes rolling back like it was the best thing she'd ever tasted.
She moaned low in her throat. A sound of worship.
When she finally pulled back, panting, her lips were swollen and red. His cock still pulsed against her cheek, glistening with the last traces of her worship. A thick drop of his release clung to her chin, then slipped free -- slow and decadent -- falling to the kitchen floor with a soft, obscene splash. Another strand clung to her throat, catching the light. Her mouth was open, still tasting him, still hungry.
And still, she stayed there. On her knees. Looking up at him like she wasn't done yet.
And then he took her again. He grabbed her by the jaw, made her look at him.
"Where's he eat?" he growled, eyes burning.
Claire blinked, dazed. "W-what?"
"Your husband," Darius snapped, already dragging her backward by the hips. "Where does he sit when he eats in this fancy fuckin' kitchen?"
She pointed weakly toward the end of the long oak table, breath hitching, eyes wide.
"Perfect," he muttered.
Then he spun her, bent her over that spot -- the exact chair her husband used every morning -- and slammed her hands flat against the table.
"This where he reads his emails?" Darius rasped, kicking her legs apart. "Sips his coffee? Checks his stocks while you sit there starvin'?"
She gasped, trembling. "Yes..."
"Good," he said, stepping in behind her, cock already thick and ready. "Now he can eat his breakfast tomorrow with my cum still drying on the wood."
And then he was inside her again. Deep. Savage.
The first thrust knocked the air from her lungs. The second made her cry out -- a choked, feral sound that echoed off glass and stone.
The third had her body melting forward, chest flush to the table, her nails scraping desperately against the polished surface as he pounded her. Every stroke was a punishment and a reward -- all at once. Raw. Violent. Perfect.
Her legs buckled, knees shaking, but Darius didn't stop. One hand gripped her hip, the other in her hair, yanking her head back as he growled into her ear.
"You want me to come in you, Claire?" he rasped. "Want me to fill you right here, where he eats?"
"Yes," she sobbed, voice cracking. "Please--please--I want all of it--"
And that was it. He growled -- a primal, guttural sound -- and slammed deep one last time.
And stayed there.
His cock flexed inside her, thick and throbbing, buried to the hilt. Claire felt it -- the twitch, the stretch, the overwhelming heat as his cum surged into her in heavy, pulsing waves. It wasn't just release -- it was a flood, a filthy gift delivered with a guttural groan and a final thrust that sent her gasping.
The moment he came, her body reacted like it was wired to him.
She seized -- her back arching hard, her legs locking, toes curling in her heels. Her pussy clenched violently around him, milking his cock, pulling every drop deeper. The sound that ripped from her was half-sob, half-cry -- high, helpless, wrecked.
"*F-fuck... Darius--*oh my god--" she choked out, her voice barely human.
Her orgasm hit like detonation -- everything tightening, then unraveling, white-hot pulses tearing through her core as her body spasmed around his, over and over. It wasn't just pleasure -- it was possession. Complete, devastating surrender.
He held her there through it all -- one hand still gripping her hair, the other flat to the small of her back, pressing her down, keeping her open while he emptied into her. Thick, hot spurts filled her completely, deeper than anyone had ever reached, until she could feel it leaking from her, dripping down her thighs with every aftershock.
Her arms gave out. Her face pressed to the table. Her body twitched, whimpering, filled beyond capacity -- stretched, used, and marked from the inside out.
And Darius just stood there behind her, breath ragged, cock still inside her, savoring the feeling of her trembling, twitching around him.
Of what it meant to fuck a woman so good, she forgot who she was.
By the time they collapsed on the kitchen floor hours later -- slick with sweat, breathless, completely undone -- Claire couldn't feel her legs. Every muscle in her body ached, humming with the echoes of him. Her skin was flushed and glistening, painted with his touch -- love bites blooming across her collarbone, fingerprints branded into her hips, the faint sting of where he'd held her too tight and fucked her too deep.
Her breasts throbbed with the lingering pressure of his mouth. Her lips were swollen, kissed raw, kissed open. Her thighs were still wet, still leaking his cum, proof of what they'd done and how many times she'd begged for it.
And she had never -- never -- felt more alive.
Her head rested against his chest, their heartbeats still tangled. Darius kissed the curve of her shoulder, then her collarbone, lazy and possessive, like he had all the time in the world to worship what was now his.
He trailed a fingertip down her stomach, pausing at the base of her belly.
"You're not going back to pretending now, are you?" he murmured -- not teasing. Just sure.
Claire exhaled a trembling laugh -- weak, hoarse, wrecked.
It was the sound of surrender. Of truth.
"I don't even remember how," she whispered.
Because she didn't. She couldn't.
She couldn't go back to waiting at the window, dressing for a man who didn't see her. Couldn't go back to silent meals, sterile kisses, a house full of untouched luxury and zero fire.
Here -- sweaty, stained, thoroughly fucked on the kitchen floor -- she finally felt real.
He leaned in close, his hand sliding over her hip and gripping tight. "Good," he growled softly, his lips brushing her ear.
And just like that -- without ceremony, without question -- she was his.
Mind. Body. Heart. Everything.
And she never wanted to be anything else.
--------
Claire sat in her car, parked on the edge of a cracked driveway, her manicured fingers wrapped tight around the steering wheel.
She'd never been in this part of town before.
The houses here sagged under the weight of time -- porches with missing slats, windows covered in sheets, fences held up by willpower. The air smelled like warm asphalt, rusted metal, and grease from a corner diner. The sun hung low, bleeding burnt orange across everything, but still, it felt dim. Still. Like the kind of quiet that warned you not everything was asleep.
She stared at the address she'd scrawled on a wrinkled scrap of paper. She'd read it a dozen times. Said she'd never use it. And yet, here she was.
Darius's place.
It wasn't much -- a squat, one-story house with chipped siding, weeds in the driveway, and a dented old truck out front that looked like it had lived two hard lives. A rusted screen door hung crooked on its hinges, yawning slightly from the last slam.
This wasn't where she belonged. And yet, her heart pounded harder than it ever had pulling into her own pristine, gated estate.
She stepped out slowly. Her heels clicked sharply against broken concrete -- a sharp, foreign sound in a place like this. Her black dress clung tight to her thighs in the heat, the expensive fabric too rich, too soft, too clean for the space around her. Her perfume wafted faintly into the air, a floral ghost brushing against the scent of oil and dust and sunburnt pavement.
Everything about her screamed wrong side of town. But she walked anyway. Her knuckles tapped once against the door.
Silence. Then it creaked open.
He stood there.
Bare-chested, skin glistening from a shower or a workout -- maybe both. Sweatpants slung low, loose enough to threaten decency. A towel hung around his thick neck, ends draped down a torso marked by muscle and ink. His eyes were heavy-lidded, slow to blink, like he'd been expecting her the entire time.
No smile. No greeting. Just that look.
Dark. Steady. Knowing.
The kind of look that stripped her down deeper than any hand ever had.
Claire opened her mouth -- to explain, to excuse, to ask for something she didn't have words for.
But nothing came out.
He leaned against the doorframe, eyes trailing over her body like he was undressing her with every slow drag of his gaze.
"What are you doing here, Claire?" he asked, voice thick, low, unreadable.
"I needed to see you," she said, her voice barely a whisper. "I couldn't stop thinking about you."
He tilted his head, jaw tense. "You come all this way just to tell me that?"
She didn't answer. Just stepped forward -- over the threshold, into his space -- without invitation.
The air hit her like a wall. Hot. Still. No A/C, just the dull whir of a fan in the corner. It smelled like him -- sweat, old cologne, laundry detergent, sex. Masculine. Unapologetic. Real.
The house was stripped down to basics. No decor, no distractions. Just tools in the corner, a mattress on the floor, and a wide-open window looking out at rusted fence and forgotten sky.
It wasn't her world. It wasn't polished or perfect. But it pulsed with something that made her wet the moment she stepped inside.
Darius shut the door behind her with a soft, final click.
"You look real pretty," he murmured. "But you don't belong here."
She didn't flinch. "I do if you want me here."
He paused. A long beat. Then that slow, devastating smirk. "Oh, baby. I always want you here."
And then she moved.
No more pretending. No more teasing. She kissed him -- open-mouthed, hungry, claiming his lips like they were the last thing on earth that could save her.
He responded like he'd been waiting. His hands grabbed her thighs, lifted her without effort. She wrapped her legs around him, clinging to his heat, her heels kicking off as he carried her across the tiny room. Her back hit the mattress. He didn't drop her -- he laid her out. Slowly. Like she was something to unwrap.
He hovered above her, arms braced, eyes dark and wide, taking her in. His voice, when it came, was gravel-soft.
"You came to me," he said, like it was a confession. "All that money. That big house. Your soft little life. And you show up here."
She nodded, throat tight. "Because I want you."
"You sure about that?" he growled, already reaching for the thin straps of her dress. He yanked it down -- not careless, but possessive -- peeling it from her like it offended him, like it had no right to touch her skin.
"You want all of this?" he asked again, rougher now.
Claire didn't speak. She just reached down, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of his sweatpants. He was already hard. Thick. Hot.
"I need it," she breathed. "All of it."
That's when he snapped.
His mouth crushed against hers -- no finesse, no patience. Just hunger. Need. He kissed her like he was furious she hadn't come sooner, like he needed to erase the taste of every man who hadn't touched her right.
He responded like he'd been waiting. His hands grabbed her thighs, lifted her without effort. She wrapped her legs around him, clinging to his heat, her heels kicking off as he carried her across the tiny room. Her back hit the mattress. He didn't drop her -- he laid her out. Slowly. Like she was something to unwrap.
Darius drove into her like he owned the moment. Like her body had been waiting for this since the first time she'd opened the door in those silk shorts and stared too long. The mattress squeaked beneath them, cheap springs singing a chorus to their sin. His hips slapped against hers, relentless, wet sounds echoing off bare walls, her moans blending with the thrum of the ceiling fan.



Claire was gasping, clawing, grinding into him. Every thrust felt like possession. Her head tilted back against the thin pillow, hair wild across his sheet. Her nipples were raw, flushed and tight, his chest rubbing them with every movement as he leaned in closer, lips dragging along her jaw.
"You hear that?" he growled at her ear -- and she did.
The sound of her soaking for him. The sound of her body surrendering.
Her legs locked tighter around him, heels digging into the backs of his thighs. Her walls clenched, fluttering around him with every drag of his cock. She was close. So close it burned.
"Darius--" she gasped, voice breaking.
He bit her earlobe, just enough. "That's it. Say my name when you cum."
She did. Loud. Unfiltered.
Her orgasm slammed into her like a freight train, knocking the breath from her lungs. Her entire body seized, shuddering beneath him, her thighs trembling, her mouth wide in a cry that shattered the last shred of guilt in her chest. It was gone. All of it.
She didn't care who she was supposed to be.
She was his now.
And Darius wasn't done.
He flipped her. Fast. One big hand on the back of her neck, the other spreading her thighs again. Her knees scraped the edge of the mattress, her hips lifted, bare and dripping. He slid back inside like her pussy belonged to him -- because it did.
"Oh fuck," she whimpered, head falling forward.
"That's right," he growled. "You feel that stretch? That's what you came for."
He pistoned into her from behind, faster now. Harder. His balls slapped against her with each thrust, and she could feel him getting close -- his breath rough, his grip bruising, his rhythm breaking.
"Where's it going, baby?" he grunted, bending low over her back. "You want me to paint your ass? Or fill you up?"
"Inside," she begged, arching into him. "I want to feel it, please--mark me--make it real--"
With a broken groan, he buried himself deep. And when he came, he stayed there -- pulsing, jerking, thick ropes spilling inside her in hot, possessive waves. She felt every throb of it, every twitch of his cock, every sharp grunt against her skin.
Claire collapsed, cheek to the mattress, body shaking. Darius followed her down, chest to her back, his hand slipping beneath her body to find her breast and hold her there. Claimed. Caught. Owned.
Her phone buzzed faintly from inside her purse, the vibration barely audible over the low hum of the fan.
She didn't reach for it. Didn't even flinch.
She already knew the name on the screen.
James.
Darius, still pressed against her back, reached out and gently turned her face toward him -- rough fingers beneath her jaw, tender despite their strength. His eyes searched hers, not demanding, just asking.
"This ain't no fairytale, Claire," he said, voice low and steady. "Ain't no glass slippers or white picket fences here."
"I know," she breathed, her voice raw. Honest.
"You want this life?" he asked again, slower this time. No teasing. Just truth.
She didn't hesitate. Not anymore.
"I want you."
A long pause. Then his grip on her hip tightened -- firm, anchoring, claiming.
"Then stay."
She exhaled -- not from fear, but release. Her body still pulsing from everything they'd just done. Her soul quieter than it had been in years.
And she did.
--------
The sun filtered through cheap blinds, casting soft, golden stripes across the rumpled mattress. Dust drifted lazily in the warm, still air, floating through the hush like tiny, glowing confessions.
Claire lay naked beneath a thin sheet, skin flushed, body sore in all the best ways. Her hair was a tangled crown on the pillow. Her lips were swollen from kissing. Her inner thighs still ached -- the kind of ache that made her shift slightly, savoring it.
He had wrecked her. Gloriously.
Darius stood at the small counter across the room, shirtless, making coffee from a dented old machine. He moved with that same quiet authority -- the unbothered grace of a man who didn't question his place in the world.
He caught her watching.
"You lookin' at me again?" he asked, glancing over his shoulder, the barest smile tugging at his mouth.
Claire smiled too, lazy and full. "Always."
He came back, warm mug in hand, and set it down beside her. Then he leaned in, kissed her collarbone -- slow, unhurried -- and let his hand drift up her thigh, fingertips grazing skin still marked by him.
"You stayin' for good?" he murmured, voice low and thick. That rare softness that only showed itself after hours of moaning, sweat, and surrender.
She nodded, curling her fingers into his. "I already did."
The words didn't feel like a leap. They felt like gravity.
She'd left the house key on the kitchen counter. One small bag in the backseat. James's last voicemail -- gone. No goodbye. No tears.
She wasn't running anymore. She was choosing.
Darius sat beside her, pulling her gently into his lap. His hand slid up her back, settling at that sweet, electric spot between her shoulder blades -- the place that always lit up when he touched it.
"No regrets?" he asked.
Claire looked up at him, eyes soft. Honest.
Her lips curved -- not in defiance, not in apology, but in the kind of smile that only comes after finally waking up.
"You wrecked my life," she whispered.
Darius raised an eyebrow. "That a complaint?"
She shook her head.
"It's the best thing anyone's ever done for me."
Epilogue
Months had passed. The ring was gone. In its place: a faint tan line... and a gleam in her eyes that hadn't been there in years. Not a sparkle of diamonds. But something far rarer.
Freedom. Fire. Her.
Claire wiped down the bar with slow, practiced motions, the rag catching on old grooves in the wood. The air was thick with the scent of spilled whiskey, fried food, and cheap beer. Hank Williams hummed low from the jukebox, and a neon sign blinked tiredly over the taps.
It wasn't curated. It wasn't quiet. It was real. And it was hers.
Halfway through her shift, the door opened -- and the air changed.
A man in a suit stepped inside, crisp and unsure, like he already knew he didn't belong. He glanced around, lips pursed, phone in hand, a colleague trailing behind him.
"I have no idea why he chose this place," James muttered. "It's not exactly our crowd."
Then his eyes found her.
Behind the bar. Ponytail. Tank top. No diamond earrings. A smear of beer foam on her wrist and the swell of a small, undeniable curve in her belly.
Soft. Strong. Unapologetic.
His breath caught.
She saw him, too. But she didn't look away. She smiled -- not polite. Not bitter. Just... done.
James moved toward the bar, every step slower than the last.
"Claire...?" His voice broke like the illusion he'd lived in.
She nodded once, calm as still water. "James."
"You work here?" He blinked. "What... what happened to you?"
Claire set a clean glass down gently. "I woke up."
He stared at her, confused. "You left everything. The house. The cars. Me... for this?"
She looked around -- at the scratched wood floors, the jukebox groaning out twangy heartbreak, the old man dozing in the corner with a half-finished beer -- and then she smiled again. A real one.
"I left what didn't matter."
James didn't speak. Not right away.
"You gave me a life full of things," she said, her voice steady now. "But I was never seen. Never touched. Never wanted."
His eyes dropped to her stomach. His voice came quiet, uncertain. "Are you...?"
She nodded. Once.
And then the door swung open again. And Darius stepped in.
Tall. Broad. Boots still dusty from work. Shirt clinging to muscle. Confidence radiating from him like heat.
His eyes scanned nothing. They went straight to her. And he smiled -- slow, full, certain -- like a man coming home to everything he ever needed.
Claire walked out from behind the bar and into his arms. No hesitation. No shame.
He kissed her. Deep. Possessive. Tender.
She melted into him like she'd been waiting her whole life for it. Because she had.
James didn't move.
Claire looked back at him one last time -- Darius's hand wrapped around hers, solid and sure.
"This," she said softly, "is the man who gives me everything I want. Not just a life."
Her hand pressed over the gentle curve of her belly.
"He gives me back to myself."
Then she turned -- her fingers tangled in Darius's, her steps light, sure, free -- and walked through the door.
Out of the bar. Out of James's world.
Out of the version of herself that once begged to be chosen.
Her old life...
Demolished.
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Prologue: Daisy Dean vs AJ Long
Daisy Dean had interrogated CEOs, CFOs, and men who measured their worth in private jets and offshore accounts. But she'd never been waved into a meeting like this -- no delay, no legal team, no stall tactics. Just a time, a location, and a message: Mr. Long will see you now.
The reception area outside AJ Long's office was pristine, architectural, deliberately cold. Black stone floors. Steel-trimmed furniture. Walls of glass. Everything gleamed with silence and restraint -- the kind of restraint that whispered money in its most dangerous form: the kind that didn't need to show off.
Daisy sat straight-backed in a charcoal pencil skirt and high-buttoned blouse, her curves restrained in tailored fabric that did its best -- but never quite succeeded -- in concealing her body. Thirty-four, red-haired, and full-figured, she carried herself with practiced authority, but she knew what people saw when she walked into a room.
Her coworkers called her "Double D." They thought it was clever -- the alliteration of her initials and the unavoidable fact of her breasts. She ignored it. Just like she ignored the way men looked at her in meetings, or how she crossed her arms in elevators. She'd learned long ago that professionalism didn't always silence desire -- it just made it more quiet.
No wedding ring today. She never wore it to interviews. Not because she was hiding, but because it always led to questions -- especially when they realised who her husband was.
Marcus Dean. Chief Financial Auditor for the Department of Corporate Oversight. Her boss. And the man who had personally assigned her to AJ Long's case.
"No formal training. No investors. No board. No record of early funding. Yet he controls a multi-industry operation valued at just under three billion dollars. Logistics. Construction. Private contracts. You name it. That kind of empire doesn't build itself."
"And it doesn't happen clean."
Daisy had been brought in because she could stay detached. Calculated. Sharp. She knew how to separate her presence from her person -- to be more than what people assumed when they looked at her.
But as she smoothed her skirt and crossed one leg over the other, she couldn't help but feel the weight of something different pressing down around this office. There were too many gaps in AJ Long's history. Too many vanishing names. Too many sealed deals with no origin.
And no one -- not one person -- had tried to slow her access. Not legal. Not PR.
It was almost like he wanted her to come.
"Mr. Long will see you now," the receptionist said, without looking.
Daisy rose and followed the silent assistant through a set of tall glass doors -- and into a space that swallowed her whole.
The office was wide, gleaming, and high above the city. A dark walnut desk commanded the space, clean and almost intimidating in its lack of clutter. No awards. No plaques. Just a sleek pen and an untouched glass of amber liquid. The air smelled like leather, polish, and something warmer -- a masculine spice she couldn't quite place.
And behind the desk, standing with effortless poise, was him.
AJ Long.
Taller than she expected. Broader. His skin a deep, even brown, his build heavy with strength, not sculpted but earned. He wore a black dress shirt, sleeves rolled neatly to his forearms, the fabric pulled tight across his chest and biceps. His face was clean-shaven, his jaw strong, his mouth curved in a slow, knowing smile.
"Mrs. Dean," he said, his voice low, rich. "Glad you made it."
She took his hand -- large, warm, rough-skinned -- and matched his gaze evenly as their palms met.
"Mr. Long," she replied, keeping her tone professional. She felt the heat behind his handshake, but didn't flinch. She didn't flinch for anyone.
He gestured to the chair across from him. She sat, tucking one ankle behind the other, her posture immaculate. She noticed his eyes flick briefly downward -- not leering, just taking her in. She was used to it.
She wasn't used to how intently it felt.
"I assumed you'd want legal present," she said, flipping open her notepad.
"I don't," he said.
Her eyebrow lifted slightly. "Most CEOs want a record."
"Most CEOs aren't me."
He leaned back, not arrogantly -- just easily. Settled. Centred. Like he'd already won something she hadn't realised was up for grabs.
"You can ask me anything," he said. "Take notes. Be thorough. If you decide you need something official later, we'll bring in the lawyers. But right now?" His smile deepened. "Let's keep it light."
"Light," she repeated, writing nothing down yet. "You want to give an informal statement... off the record."
"Honest conversation," he corrected. "That's what you're here for, right?"
She hesitated. The room was warm. Too warm. He didn't feel like a suspect. He didn't feel like a liar.
He felt like gravity.
"Alright," she said finally. "No recorder. Just notes."
He nodded, and she flipped to the first page.
"Your public school records end abruptly. No diploma. No GED. No college. Yet fifteen years later, you're at the head of a private empire worth over three billion dollars."
AJ didn't blink.
"You're thirty-two years old, Mr. Long," she continued. "And no one -- not your competitors, not your partners, not the government -- seems to know where you came from."
She turned the page again, lips tightening.
"We did find one thing. A set of unofficial certificates. Handwritten. Dated. And signed not by a principal... but by a teacher."
She met his eyes.
"Hannah Bloomfield. Eleventh grade. She left the profession the same year. No forwarding info. No professional reference. She just... disappeared."
AJ said nothing. Not defensive. Not amused. Just... watching her.
Daisy leaned in slightly, her voice calm but cutting.
"So I'll ask plainly, Mr. Long--"
"Did you even graduate?"
--------

The Rise of AJ Long CH1 - 'Graduation'

AJ Long stared out the front window of the small apartment he shared with Harold, his massive frame slouched on the worn-out couch like a lazy lion in the sun. His long legs stretched out, clad in athletic shorts, while a tank top hugged his broad chest and thick biceps. The spring break sun was already shining, but AJ wasn't in a good mood.
"Bro, this is bullshit," he muttered, rubbing his knee absently. The old injury still gave him the occasional ache. "Spring break was supposed to be chill. Not back to school work."
Harold, hunched over a laptop at the kitchen table, didn't look up. "It's one subject, man. English. You get through these sessions and you're golden."
AJ groaned, tossing his head back. "I'm not failing because I'm dumb. I just hate writing about, like... feelings and metaphors and all that literary crap."
"Well, maybe Mrs. Blowjob Lips can inspire some creative thought," Harold said with a mischievous grin, tapping away at his keyboard.
AJ snorted, then looked over. "You're not still calling her that?"
"I'm not the only one. Whole damn campus calls her that. C'mon man, those lips are legendary. Hannah Bloomfield was a ten back in the day. And from what I've seen? She aged like wine."
AJ smirked. "She's married, bro."
Harold shrugged. "Doesn't make those lips less real."
AJ chuckled, shaking his head. "You're a mess, man."
"Just saying. She's hot. And if she's tutoring you, alone, in her house, in that garden of theirs, in this heat? You might learn a thing or two that ain't in the curriculum."
AJ brushed it off with a grin, but a flicker of curiosity sparked behind his dark eyes. He wasn't thinking anything inappropriate, not yet. But he wasn't blind either. He remembered Hannah from a few neighbourhood get-togethers. The kind of woman who turned heads without even trying. Always smiling, always gracious, always just out of reach.
When he pulled up to the Bloomfield residence later that morning, he took a slow breath behind the wheel of his old Jeep. Big white house. Wide open lawn. Thick hedges surrounding the backyard. The kind of place that felt expensive but not cold. He hadn't seen her in months.
The front door opened before he even knocked. And there she was.
Hannah Bloomfield.
Her golden blonde hair was pulled up in a loose bun, soft strands escaping around her face. A simple white sundress clung lightly to her curves -- tasteful, elegant, but cut just short enough to show off her tanned, toned legs. Her lips, full and tinted naturally pink, curled into a welcoming smile.
"AJ! You made it," she said brightly. Her voice was honey -- warm and smooth.
"Yeah... thanks for doing this, Mrs. Bloomfield," AJ replied, clearing his throat and shifting his weight.
Her smile deepened, and she touched his arm lightly as she corrected him, "Please -- just Hannah. I feel like I've known you since you were a kid."
He grinned. "Alright... Hannah."
"Well, I always say there's no better time for a breakthrough than spring," she said, stepping aside to let him in. "Come in, make yourself comfortable. I thought we'd work in the garden. The weather's too perfect to be stuck indoors."
The Bloomfields' backyard was like something out of a magazine. A sprawling stone patio. Lush green grass. Tall trees offering little patches of shade. And the pool -- glistening under the sun, calm, tempting.
AJ set his backpack down at the edge of a wide deck chair. He sat, legs open, arms draped over the sides, looking more like he was preparing for a post-game interview than an English lesson.
Hannah brought out a pitcher of lemonade and two glasses, sitting across from him with a clipboard of notes.
"So," she said, crossing her legs slowly, "Let's talk about what you've been reading in class. I know you were working on Of Mice and Men before break. You remember the characters?"
AJ rubbed his chin. "Yeah. George is the smart one. Lennie's the big soft dude who doesn't know his own strength."
Her smile widened. "Exactly. So why do you think Steinbeck made Lennie that way?"
AJ paused, the gears turning. "Maybe... to show that strength ain't enough. You gotta be able to control it. Think ahead."
Hannah looked genuinely impressed. "That's a really thoughtful interpretation, AJ."
He shrugged, looking modest. "It's easier talking about it than writing it down."
They kept going for about an hour. She asked questions. He answered them with more depth than she expected. Occasionally he'd flash that bright, easy grin that made people like him instantly. He wasn't just some athlete coasting by. There was more to him. She saw it -- and it unsettled her.
When they finally paused, AJ stood and stretched. It was impossible to ignore the sheer size of him -- a towering 6'3" frame, built like a linebacker. His arms were thick with muscle, veins subtly running along the surface, and his deep dark brown skin caught the sunlight like polished mahogany. Every movement revealed tight definition -- a man forged from years of explosive speed and controlled power.
"Hey, Mrs. B?" he said, adjusting already to the new familiarity. "I actually brought some of my gear with me. Figured I'd cut the grass for you real quick, save you hiring someone else."
She blinked. "Oh -- that's very thoughtful of you, AJ. But you really don't need to do that."
"Nah, no charge. I work for a landscaping company part-time. If you like how it turns out, I'll leave the card and you can call if you ever want to make it a regular thing. It's just a quick job."
She hesitated only for a second. "Alright. That's sweet of you."
AJ walked off toward the garage, peeling his t-shirt off as he went. Hannah turned to tidy up their papers, but something made her glance up.
Her breath caught.
AJ was pushing the mower out onto the grass, shirtless now, the sun gleaming off his glistening, sweat-slicked chest. His back was carved and wide, his waist narrow and taut. Every muscle in his shoulders, arms, and abs flexed with each controlled step. His skin was a deep, rich brown -- smooth, unblemished, and radiant under the late-morning sun. And with every moment he worked, he looked less like a boy and more like a statue come to life.
"This isn't a boy," she whispered to herself. "This is a man."
She tried to look away. But her eyes found their way back. Again and again.
By the time he finished, AJ's body shimmered in the heat, his breath steady despite the effort. He grabbed a bottle of water from the table and took a long swig, then poured some down the back of his neck. Water ran down over his chest, down his abs, soaking the waistband of his shorts.
Hannah stood abruptly. "You didn't have to work up a sweat for me," she said, attempting to sound casual.
AJ smirked, flashing that big, brilliant smile. "I don't mind a little sweat. Kinda like the burn."
"Still... it's spring break. You should be enjoying yourself."
He looked at her with that disarming confidence. "Who's to say I'm not?"
For just a second, neither of them said anything. The silence hummed, thick and heavy in the warm air. Then she cleared her throat and gathered their things.
"Same time tomorrow?" she asked.
"I'll be here," he said, slinging the shirt over his shoulder as he turned toward the gate.
She watched him walk away. Strong. Relaxed. Self-assured. As the gate clicked shut behind him, she pressed her cool lemonade glass to her neck. She hadn't expected this.
And for the first time in years, she felt the heat not just from the sun... but from somewhere deep inside.

Day 2

The morning sun poured through the gauzy curtains, warm and insistent against Hannah's bare legs. She shifted restlessly under the thin sheets, her body aching with a quiet desperation she didn't want to acknowledge. Her hand slid across the mattress to Clive's side. Cold. Empty.
The note on the nightstand was short and perfunctory -- a meeting, a dinner, late night. She stared at the words until they blurred, her stomach knotting not with sadness, but with something hotter. More primal. She pressed her thighs together. Nothing helped. The low thrum of need coiled tighter in her belly with every heartbeat. It wasn't loneliness. It wasn't sadness. It was pure, hungry frustration.
She cursed under her breath, pulling on a pair of light white shorts and a pale yellow tank top. The fabric tied at her waist, exposing just a teasing sliver of stomach she hadn't shown off in years. It's the heat, she told herself. It's spring. It's nothing.
The doorbell rang precisely at eleven.
And there he was.
AJ stood casually on the porch, broad and tall and glowing in the sunlight. Loose black shorts hung low on his hips. A deep grey tank clung to his chest and shoulders, hinting at the dense, sculpted power underneath. His skin -- rich, dark brown -- gleamed like polished stone, drinking in the sunlight. And that smile -- big, brilliant, effortlessly charming -- lit up his whole face.
"Morning, Mrs. B," he said, flashing teeth that could disarm the devil.
For a heartbeat, Hannah just stared.
"Good morning, AJ," she managed, stepping aside quickly. "Come on through."
They set up in the garden again. The pool shimmered in the background, and the soft hum of bees filled the warm air. Hannah perched primly at the table, trying to focus on the workbook in front of her. But her eyes kept slipping sideways, catching the way AJ stretched back in his chair, long legs sprawling, muscles shifting under taut skin. The deep ridges of his arms flexed lazily whenever he lifted his water bottle.
He wasn't even trying. That was the worst part. He wasn't posing. Wasn't flexing. He was just... existing. And he was breathtaking.
She dragged her gaze back to the page. "Okay, so... the theme of isolation in Of Mice and Men..."
AJ leaned forward, elbows on his knees. The muscles in his forearms bulged slightly as he studied the notes. Hannah swallowed thickly. Her mouth felt dry. Focus, damn it. But the heat wasn't just from the sun anymore. It was from him. The sheer, overwhelming physicality of him. The way the sunlight kissed his skin. The way his body seemed too big for the chair, for the garden, for the world she had lived in for so long. He was a force. And she was losing herself.
It happened so fast she didn't even register it at first. AJ reached for the sunblock she'd left on the table. He twisted the cap -- SPLAT. The bottle exploded, thick white cream shooting across his lap in a vulgar, messy streak.
"Shit!" AJ barked, laughing as he stood up quickly.
Hannah gasped, a hand flying to her mouth. The front of his shorts were soaked, the creamy liquid dripping down the fabric, spreading across his thighs.
"Oh, you poor thing!" she blurted without thinking. "Here -- just... just take them off. I'll wash them. It's fine."
AJ raised an eyebrow, amused. "You sure?"
"Yes! It's no trouble at all."
She turned quickly to give him privacy, but not before she caught a glimpse. The shorts hit the grass. And underneath -- tight, clinging white briefs. For a split second, she saw it. The shape. The mass.
Oh my god.
She rushed into the kitchen, tossing his ruined shorts into the sink and running cold water over them with trembling hands.
When she turned back toward the garden window, her breath caught.
AJ stood in the full blaze of the sun, bare except for those wet, white briefs. His massive frame was slick with sweat, shining. He rubbed lotion into his broad chest, into the deep grooves of his abs. His muscles flexed and stretched with each motion -- hypnotic, unstoppable. And then his hands dropped lower. Down to his stomach. Down to the thick waistband clinging to his hips. Down to the obscene, heavy bulge that strained against the wet fabric.
Hannah froze.
No... no, it can't be...
The shape was unmistakable. A thick, heavy ridge, long and arching slightly to the left, outlined perfectly in the damp cotton. The broad, flared head pushed against the fabric obscenely. A thick vein traced its way along the shaft. Beneath it, his balls hung heavy, stretching the material even further. He adjusted his weight -- and the whole thing twitched.
Her knees almost buckled.
It's not real.
It can't be real.
No man could be that big. Not in real life. Not outside of dirty magazines and whispered fantasies. Not AJ -- the boy she had known since he was barely a teenager. Not--
Her thighs clenched, slick and trembling.
When AJ stepped inside, Hannah forced herself to breathe. She grabbed a towel from the laundry basket and thrust it toward him without meeting his eyes. "Here. You... you can wrap this. While your shorts dry."
He chuckled -- a low, warm sound -- and wrapped the towel casually around his waist, knotting it loosely at the hip.
They sat back at the table. AJ leaned forward, studying the next exercise, utterly unbothered by his near-nudity. Hannah tried to pretend everything was normal. Tried. But every time AJ shifted, the towel slid a little lower. A little looser. Until finally, as he leaned forward to scribble a note, the towel slipped free entirely -- forgotten, pooling around his hips.



And he didn't notice. Or pretended not to.
He sat there, legs spread, studying intently, his massive bulge outlined perfectly by the tight, damp white fabric stretched across it. Right there. Inches from her.
Hannah couldn't look away.
Her mind screamed at her to be decent, to be mature, to be responsible. But her body -- traitorous, desperate -- devoured the sight hungrily.
It's so big. It's so thick. It looks heavy. How could that even fit... inside...?
She swallowed, her mouth bone dry. The heat between her thighs pulsed harder, aching, needy. Her fingers trembled on the notebook. She shifted in her seat, pretending to cross her legs, but really trying -- failing -- to relieve the growing pressure between them.
AJ leaned forward, scribbling a note in the workbook, the bulge bobbing slightly with each movement. The thick head of his cock pressed shamelessly against the tight cotton, almost as if it were reaching for her.
And God help her, she wanted to reach back.
You're a married woman. He's your student.
But those excuses sounded thin and stupid in the searing heat of the moment.
She wanted. Plain and simple. She wanted.
Somehow, by sheer force of will, they made it through another half hour of studying. AJ tucked his towel casually around himself when he stood, flashing her that blinding grin.
"Thanks for the help, Mrs. B. See you tomorrow?"
She nodded dumbly, heart pounding, mouth too dry to speak. She watched him walk away, towel slung low around his hips, every step radiating casual power and lazy, masculine confidence. She shut the door behind him and pressed her forehead against the cool wood.
That night, Hannah lay tangled in the sheets, her tank top pushed up above her breasts, her shorts pushed down around her thighs. She stared into the darkness, her body burning.
All she could see was him. The shimmer of his dark skin. The obscene, impossible bulge stretching his briefs. The easy, devastating smile he wore like a weapon he didn't even know he was carrying.
Her hand slid low across her stomach, hesitating, trembling.
She closed her eyes. And told herself to stop. To behave!
--------
The night pressed heavy and humid around Hannah as she tossed beneath the thin sheet. Sleep didn't come easily; it gripped her reluctantly, like a slow descent into something thick and heady. Her body was wound too tight, her skin sensitive to every brush of the linen against her thighs, her breasts. Her mind kept circling the same forbidden thoughts -- sun-warmed skin, rippling muscles, the impossible weight swinging between powerful legs.
And then she slipped under.
It was not like any dream she could remember.
At first, there was only heat -- not uncomfortable, but enveloping. A warmth that kissed every inch of her skin, making her feel languid and exposed. Then there was the sensation of being watched, of a presence moving toward her through the dark. Not threatening. Not frightening. Commanding.
He emerged from the shadows, faceless but overwhelming.
A towering figure of muscle and dominance, his frame cut from marble, every inch of him powerful and precise. His skin was dark, glistening under an unseen sun, his chest broad enough to block out the very air around him. She couldn't see his face -- there was no face -- but she felt his gaze as surely as she felt her heart hammering against her ribs.
She wanted to look away. To run.
She didn't.
The air seemed to thicken as he approached, his steps slow, deliberate, inevitable. Her knees weakened, her body betraying her utterly. She was breathless when he reached her, when she felt the heat rolling off him like waves against her bare skin.
He didn't speak. He didn't need to.
Large, powerful hands closed around her waist, lifting her effortlessly. She whimpered -- a soft, helpless sound -- as he pressed her against the unseen wall behind her, pinning her with the sheer weight of his body. She could feel every inch of him: the hard slab of his chest, the corded strength of his arms, the impossible thickness pressing against her stomach.
She writhed instinctively, not to escape, but to feel more.
Her hands clawed at his shoulders, desperate to find purchase, to claim something solid in the onslaught of sensation. His skin was hot and slick, muscles rippling beneath her fingers like coiled steel.
The bulge between his legs shifted, grinding slowly against her lower belly.
Hannah moaned, her head falling back, her body arching toward him. She had never felt so small. So delicate. So owned.
One massive hand slid up her body, palming her breast, squeezing with a firm possessiveness that made her gasp. The other hand cupped the back of her neck, holding her in place as he leaned down -- no face, no features, only hunger -- and brushed lips she could not see against the rapid pulse pounding in her throat.
The thickness between them throbbed, pulsing with raw power, and she knew -- without words, without thought -- that it was for her. That it would claim her, fill her, destroy her in the sweetest way imaginable.
Her legs wrapped around his hips instinctively, her body begging without shame.
"Please," she whispered into the heavy darkness.
The faceless man growled -- low, primal -- a sound that vibrated through her bones. His hands tightened around her, and he shifted, positioning the enormous head of his cock between her wet, aching folds.
She felt the first pressure -- thick, unyielding, stretching her open -- and cried out, half in shock, half in desperate need.
He began to push inside.
Her body opened helplessly around him, her walls stretching painfully, deliciously wide. The sensation was overwhelming -- too much, not enough -- and she felt herself shatter, the first violent waves of orgasm crashing through her even before he was fully inside.
And then--
A bright flash.
A voice.
"Fuck Me--!"
Her own voice, hoarse and broken with pleasure.
Hannah jolted awake, gasping for breath.
Her heart pounded against her ribs as if it was trying to escape. Her body was drenched -- sweat slicked her forehead, her breasts, the insides of her thighs. The sheets beneath her were damp, clinging to her skin.
She blinked against the darkness, confused, dazed.
Her hand was between her legs, pressing into the soaked crotch of her panties without her even realising it. The sensitive flesh throbbed under her touch, her clit swollen and aching.
She ripped her hand away, ashamed, her chest heaving.
The image of the man -- that faceless, overwhelming figure -- still burned behind her closed eyelids. She could still feel the ghost of his touch, the stretch of his thickness inside her, the crushing pleasure of being filled so deeply she thought she might break apart.
She covered her face with her hands, shuddering.
A dream. Just a dream.
But even as she told herself that, she knew. Deep down.
It wasn't just a dream. It was a manifestation.
Of her lust.
Of her longing.
And though the man's face had been hidden in the dream's dark mist, she knew the truth even if she wouldn't say it aloud.
The towering body. The shimmering dark skin. The heavy, obscene weight pressing between her thighs.
It wasn't just any man...

Day 3

The sun was already burning high by the time Hannah led AJ out into the backyard again. A thin sheen of sweat prickled at the back of her neck, though whether it was from the heat or the memory of her dream, she couldn't say. She had dressed more sensibly today -- a breezy button-down blouse and longer linen shorts -- but as soon as she caught sight of AJ, lounging in the garden chair, notebook balanced casually on one broad thigh, she realised it wouldn't matter.
He wore athletic shorts again, no shirt, his deep brown skin glistening already in the morning light. Every line of his body was sharply defined, as though carved by some indulgent artist: the thick slope of his shoulders, the deep cut of his abs, the power in his long, heavy legs. He radiated heat, confidence, something that made the air around him seem thicker, harder to breathe.
They began the session dutifully enough. Hannah forced herself to focus, guiding him through character development and essay structure, quizzing him with gentle patience. AJ responded well -- better than she expected -- his brow furrowed slightly in concentration, his big hands cradling the pen almost delicately as he scribbled notes. But Hannah barely heard her own words. Every movement he made drew her eyes, every casual smile sent a fresh ripple of heat through her blood.
After an hour, she closed the workbook and exhaled softly. "That's enough for today, AJ. Great job." She smiled warmly, more warmly than she should have. "Besides, I want to spend some time in the pool this afternoon. I'm trying to teach myself to swim properly."
AJ leaned back in the chair, stretching his arms lazily overhead until every line of muscle tightened beneath his glistening skin. He gave her a grin that was both boyish and devastating. "Thanks, Mrs. B. Sure, must be nice to cool off after a hot afternoon in the sun. You enjoy yourself..." He wiped his brow with the back of his hand, muscles flexing. "Just wish I had access to a pool myself. I'm burning up out here."
Hannah hesitated. Her sensible side screamed at her to smile politely and send him home. But another part -- the part she was losing control over more and more each day -- answered first.
"You can use the pool for a little while, AJ. Just... don't tell my husband," she added, half-laughing, half-serious. "He doesn't really like other people using it."
AJ's grin widened. "That would be great. But I don't have a swimsuit. You mind if I just go in my underwear?"
There was a second -- a heartbeat -- where Hannah could have said no. Could have clung to propriety, drawn a line in the sand.
Instead, she heard herself say, too quickly, "Great -- I mean, good idea. I mean... yes, that's fine, AJ."
She could feel the heat flooding her cheeks, but he didn't seem to notice. Or maybe he did -- and just didn't care.
AJ kicked off his trainers and socks with casual ease, then stood, facing her directly. Without hesitation, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and slid them down his legs.
Hannah's breath caught.
He stood in nothing but tight, white briefs, the fabric already damp with sweat and clinging obscenely to his body. The thick, heavy bulge at his crotch dominated her vision -- not exaggerated, not imagined, but real, massive, impossible. For a few seconds, she could only stare, her mouth slightly open, her pulse hammering in her ears.
Then, mercifully, AJ turned and sprinted for the pool, diving in with a huge splash that sent cool water spraying across the patio.
"Woooo!" he shouted, surfacing with a shake of his head. "This feels amazing!"
He grinned up at her, hair slicked back, muscles gleaming even wetter now, and beckoned with a wave. "Come on in, Mrs. B! Water's perfect!"
Still dazed, she nodded and peeled off her shorts, revealing a modest navy bikini underneath. It was more conservative than the playful set she had nearly worn, but when she caught AJ's eyes widening slightly as he watched her approach, she realised it didn't matter. The bikini clung to her hips, cupped her full breasts, accentuated the soft curves of her stomach and thighs. She could feel his gaze drinking her in, and for the first time in what felt like forever, she revelled in being looked at that way.
Hannah stepped cautiously into the shallow end, the cool water licking up her legs, her stomach, her chest. She let out a little shiver and a gasp as the temperature shocked her overheated skin.
"Cold, huh?" AJ called, wading toward her effortlessly, the water barely reaching his waist.
"Freezing," she laughed, wrapping her arms around herself.
He closed the distance between them in a few easy strides, the muscles of his chest and shoulders flexing with every movement. He reached for her hands, his big palms engulfing hers with ease.
"You trust me?" he asked, voice low, teasing.
Hannah hesitated, her heart pounding. But something inside her, something reckless and giddy, answered without thought.
"I guess so."
"Good. To get used to it, you gotta dunk your whole body under at once. On three."
"But--"
"Three. Two..."
"A--" she started to protest, but AJ was already there, his hands firm on her shoulders, gently but insistently pushing her down into the water.
Hannah went under with a gasp, her eyes blinking open instinctively -- and found herself kneeling on the pool floor, face-to-face with the most indecent sight she'd ever witnessed.
The water had rendered AJ's white briefs completely transparent. There was no mystery now, no suggestion. His cock hung heavy and thick between his legs, dark and veined, the massive head distinct and proud even in its semi-soft state. His balls, full and round, floated slightly beneath, perfectly visible, perfectly obscene.
Hannah's lungs screamed for air, but she couldn't look away. Every inch of him was raw, potent masculinity, an embodiment of every half-buried fantasy she had tried so desperately to smother.
At last, she surfaced, gasping and blinking against the bright sun.
"How was it?" AJ asked, his grin wide, easy.
"Amazing," she panted, struggling to calm the frantic beat of her heart -- and not just from the shock of the cold.
"I'm gonna take you swimming properly," AJ said, his tone playful but commanding. "Fall back into my arms. Trust me."
Without waiting for permission, he moved behind her, his big hands gripping her waist just under the water. Gently but firmly, he guided her to lean back against his chest, her feet lifting off the pool floor.
The feeling of his hard body against her back was electric. His arms caged her loosely, hands resting just beneath the swell of her breasts, fingers splayed wide. His skin was hot even through the water, every muscle taut and unyielding. She let her head fall back against his shoulder, letting him bear her weight completely.
And then she felt it.
Thick. Hardening.
Pressing insistently against the curve of her ass.
Hannah froze for a moment, the shock of it stealing her breath again. But then -- shamefully, wantonly -- she shifted her hips, pressing herself closer, testing the feel of him.
Another twitch. Another pulse of hardness growing against her.
A tiny, helpless moan escaped her lips before she could stop it.
God, he was huge. She could feel it now, not just see it -- the impossible size of him, the solid heat of his cock growing and hardening against her soaked bikini bottoms. Her body, traitorous and greedy, arched into him, seeking more.
She felt his breath, warm and heavy against the side of her neck. His hands tightened subtly, pulling her back against him. And when her body drifted slightly away with the water's current, she found herself reaching back, grabbing his hip, pulling herself tight against him again.
They floated like that for a long moment, breathing in unison, locked together by a force far greater than themselves.
AJ shifted slightly, his hands drifting lower, fingers brushing dangerously close to the underside of her breasts. Hannah bit her lip, feeling the delicious, devastating tension stretch taut between them.
She was slipping. Sinking.
She wanted to let go completely.
The sharp, sudden BEEP BEEP BEEP of a car horn shattered the moment like glass.
Hannah jerked upright, water splashing around them.
"Shit," she hissed. "Clive's home."
AJ grabbed the side of the pool, hoisting himself out in one fluid, dripping motion. Hannah followed, scrambling, heart pounding with panic and something worse -- regret.
"Quick -- grab your stuff," she hissed, tossing him his towel. "Go out the side gate. I'll distract him."
AJ nodded, flashing her a quick, wicked grin before darting toward the side path, water dripping from every perfect muscle.
Hannah wrapped herself hastily in a towel and hurried inside, her body still humming, still throbbing, with every forbidden touch, every grinding thrust of heat she hadn't dared yet to name.
And for the first time, she realised with terrible clarity--
She wasn't fighting it anymore.
She was waiting for it to happen.
--------
The dream swallowed her whole before she even realised she was dreaming.
Once again, there was only heat at first -- a thick, golden haze that clung to her skin, wrapping her in a suffocating, delicious warmth. Then came the sensation of being watched, the now-familiar feeling of a presence moving through the shadows toward her. Not a threat. A promise.
The figure emerged, towering and faceless as before. But this time, there were details -- little betrayals of the dream's misty veil. The figure was tall. So tall she had to crane her neck to look up at him. His skin gleamed dark and beautiful, catching the light like polished obsidian. His body was massive -- thick ropes of muscle moving beneath slick, stretched skin -- and something inside her twisted in helpless awe at the raw maleness of him.
He approached without hesitation, reaching for her, pulling her into his arms as if she belonged there. His scent -- warm, masculine, uniquely him -- flooded her senses, and she sagged against him, powerless. His hands roamed her body, sliding under the sheer slip of a dress she wore in the dream, cupping her breasts, her hips, squeezing with possessive hunger.
Between them, she felt him -- thick, heavy, pulsing against her belly. Hardening.
She whimpered, pressing herself closer, arching her body toward the faceless man, desperate to feel more. His hands slid lower, lifting her with inhuman strength, positioning her. She felt the broad, swollen head of his cock nudging against her sopping entrance, teasing, stretching--
She gasped, half in pain, half in frantic need, as he began to push inside.
"Please," she begged, voice breaking, arms locked around his thick neck.
The man growled -- deep, satisfied -- and drove himself deeper. Her body struggled, stretched, opened around him, and she screamed not in fear but in feral, mindless pleasure.
And then -- just for a second -- the mist cleared.
And she saw a flash of white teeth against deep brown skin.
A smile she knew too well.
"A--"
Hannah woke with a cry, sitting bolt upright in the bed, chest heaving.
The sheets were twisted around her thighs, damp with sweat -- and something more shameful. She was soaking, her panties clinging to her slick folds, her nipples painfully hard against the thin cotton of her nightshirt.
She buried her face in her hands and groaned softly.
Another dream.
Another damn dream.
And this time... this time, she couldn't pretend she didn't know who it was.

Day 4

She tried to shake it off as she dressed for the day, pulling on a loose sundress -- soft white cotton, thin straps over her shoulders, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs. Sensible, she told herself. Comfortable in the heat.
But even as she tied her hair up in a loose bun and dabbed a touch of gloss on her lips, she knew she was lying to herself.
She was dressing for him.
When the doorbell rang, her heart leapt.
AJ stood there, smiling easily as always, but today -- blessedly, damnably -- he was wearing a thin gray t-shirt, soft and snug against his broad chest.
"Morning, Mrs. B," he said, that brilliant smile flashing.
"Morning, AJ," she said, her voice only a little too bright. She stepped back to let him inside, acutely aware of the way his eyes flicked down over her dress before politely meeting her gaze again.



They settled into their usual spot in the garden, notebooks open, the sun blazing down on them. Hannah tried to focus, tried to push the dream from her mind, but the heat was relentless. Sweat beaded on AJ's temples, darkening the fabric of his t-shirt, making it cling to every sculpted curve of muscle.
She fanned herself absently with her notebook.
"You should take that shirt off, AJ," she said, trying to sound casual. "Get some sun while you study."
He chuckled, that rich, low sound curling around her spine. "I would, Mrs. B, but I caught too much sun on my back yesterday. It's still kinda raw. Can't exactly put lotion on myself."
The words hung there between them.
An opening.
A test.
Her heart pounded, but her mouth moved before her brain could catch up.
"I can help. I mean... it's no trouble. I have some fresh sunblock inside."
For a second, AJ just looked at her, something unreadable flickering behind his dark eyes. Then he smiled again -- slower this time, almost lazy. "If you're sure."
"I'm sure," she said, too quickly.
She retrieved the lotion and came back to find him already tugging the shirt off over his head.
And sweet merciful heaven, the sight stole her breath.
His body was a masterpiece -- broad, thickly muscled, every ridge and plane sharply defined. His skin was a deep, dark brown that seemed to absorb the sunlight and reflect it back in golden highlights. Sweat made him gleam, every inch of him looking slick and strong and utterly, devastatingly male.
He sat forward slightly in the chair, arms braced casually on his knees, giving her full access to his wide, powerful back.
Hannah squeezed a generous dollop of lotion into her trembling hand and approached him, every step weighted by something thick and electric.
AJ sat forward slightly in the chair, his massive body glistening even before she touched him. His back was a broad canvas of pure, dark muscle, tapering into a narrow waist framed by strong, heavy thighs. The sun kissed his skin with a rich bronze glow, highlighting every ridge, every sculpted valley. He looked like something chiseled out of stone, polished to a gleam, a living, breathing monument to masculinity.
Hannah swallowed and pressed her palms against his shoulders.
The heat of him was immediate, startling. He was so warm, so solid, that for a moment she just froze, letting the feeling of living muscle under her hands sink in. Then she began to move, spreading the lotion slowly across his shoulders, down the thick cords of his neck, over the bulging rounds of his upper arms.
Her hands were tiny compared to him. She needed both palms just to span the width of one shoulder blade. His muscles shifted and flexed beneath her touch, dense and powerful in a way that sent a rush of heat through her belly.
God, he was strong. Not just gym-strong, not the puffed-up kind of strength she sometimes saw in younger men -- but real strength, built from years of relentless training, from using every ounce of his body as a weapon and a tool. It was a kind of strength Clive had never had. Never could have.
Her husband's body flashed across her mind -- pale, soft, sagging in places he never seemed to notice anymore. When had Clive's shoulders lost their hardness? When had his arms stopped feeling safe and started feeling... fragile?
The contrast was brutal. Embarrassing.
There was no comparison.
One was a boy trapped in a man's routine.
The other -- the one under her hands now -- was a man in every brutal, magnificent sense of the word.
She worked lower, her fingers sliding over the thick cords of AJ's lats, feeling the way his breathing expanded and contracted the vast plane of his back. Each motion was a symphony of strength, a dance of latent, effortless power. She could feel the ridges of his ribs beneath taut skin, the deep groove of his spine, the heavy, loaded muscles bracketing it on either side.
She caught the faint, clean scent of his skin mixed with the lotion -- something sun-warmed and spicy and male -- and inhaled without thinking, greedy for it.
AJ let out a low sound, something like a sigh, deep and rumbling in his chest. The vibration traveled up her hands and straight to her core.
This is wrong, she told herself. This is so wrong.
But her hands didn't stop.
They slid lower, across the deep V of his lower back, pausing just above the waistband of his shorts. She traced the tight muscles there almost reverently, her thumbs dipping into the shallow hollows at either side of his spine.
Her fingers flexed, squeezing slightly, feeling how hard he was. How alive.
And God help her, she wanted to keep going.
She wanted to run her hands lower, over his hips, around to the front, to that obscene bulge she tried so hard not to look at but couldn't forget.
She gasped at her own thoughts, pulled her hands away quickly, almost stumbling back a step.
"Your turn," AJ said, his voice low, almost teasing.
She blinked at him, dazed. "What?"
"You'll burn out here too. Let me get your back."
For one stupid, reckless second, she hesitated.
Then she turned, gathering her hair in one hand and baring her back to him.
The first touch of his hands against her skin made her shiver from head to toe.
His palms were large, warm, callused from sport and labor. He spread the lotion over her shoulders with a slow, deliberate pressure that made her knees threaten to buckle. His fingers brushed the curve where her back dipped in, where her ribs fanned outward, dangerously close to the side of her breast.
Her breathing grew shallow, her heart hammering in her chest.
She shouldn't let him touch her like this. She knew it. But it felt too good, too necessary, like water after a long drought. His hands were sure, confident, moving over her skin with a kind of worshipful patience that Clive hadn't shown her in years. Maybe ever.
Her nipples tightened under the thin fabric of her sundress, her panties already damp against her skin. She was painfully aware of how close AJ's body was behind her, how easily he could step forward and press that magnificent chest against her back, how easily he could wrap his arms around her and make her disappear into his strength.
A soft, broken sound escaped her lips before she could swallow it down.
When his hands finally left her skin, she almost whimpered at the loss.
By the time they sat down again to study, both of them glistening with oil, the atmosphere between them had thickened into something hot and unbearable.
AJ leaned forward to jot something down, the muscles of his chest flexing, the scent of lotion and skin and sun wrapping around her like a net.
Hannah tried to read the passage aloud but stumbled over the words, her mouth dry.
She was hyper-aware of every inch of her own body -- the stickiness of the lotion on her skin, the faint brush of her dress against her nipples, the ache low in her belly that refused to be ignored.
AJ smiled at her once, a little crooked, knowing smile, and her heart skipped a wild, treacherous beat.
She snapped the book shut.
"That's enough for today," she said, standing abruptly. Her voice shook. She cleared her throat and tried again. "It's too hot to concentrate. Let's... let's swim."
AJ's smile widened just slightly, but he said nothing, only rising smoothly to his feet, his massive frame casting a long, delicious shadow over her.
Hannah turned toward the pool, her pulse hammering in her ears, her body already trembling with anticipation she could no longer deny.
And somewhere, deep down, she knew -- once she stepped into that water with him, there would be no going back.
The heat was almost unbearable now, even in the shade of the garden. The lotion on their skin had long since soaked in, leaving both Hannah and AJ gleaming, flushed, and restless. Hannah sat back in her deck chair, fanning herself weakly with a folder of study notes she hadn't looked at in over fifteen minutes. Across from her, AJ lounged lazily, his massive frame sprawling comfortably, dark muscles flexing subtly with every easy shift of his body.
Hannah felt dizzy -- from the sun, from the smell of him, from the sheer overwhelming physical presence he brought into her world.
She licked her lips unconsciously and forced herself upright. Enough pretending.
"Hey," she said, her voice a little too bright, "how about we forget studying for a while? Go for a swim instead?"
AJ glanced up at her, his brilliant smile flashing. For a moment he looked almost shy. "I'm not sure, Mrs. B..." he started, scratching the back of his neck.
"Oh, come on, spoilsport," Hannah teased, feeling reckless, daring. "We have all the time in the world to finish your work. Besides..." She gave him a wicked little smile. "Who do you think decides your grades?"
AJ laughed, rich and low, and for a second Hannah could see the boy he still was beneath all that impossible manhood. But there was a glint in his eye too -- something older, something dangerous.
"I'd love to, Mrs. B," he said, leaning forward, elbows on his massive thighs. "But... I didn't bring a swimsuit again. And I'm... not wearing any underwear today."
The words hung between them, charged, vibrating.
Hannah froze.
For a heartbeat, for two, she felt the last strands of propriety fraying inside her.
She should say no.
She should tell him to go home and come back tomorrow.
She should think about her husband, about the vows she had made, about the life she had built.
Instead, she swallowed hard and said, "Well... I suppose if I turn around while you get in... no harm done."
Her voice was breathy, uncertain, almost pleading.
AJ nodded, a slow grin spreading across his handsome face. "Sounds fair."
Hannah stood, turning her back sharply to him, her heart pounding so hard she thought she might faint. She stared at the bright blue water of the pool, willing herself not to peek.
Behind her, she heard the rustle of fabric, the thud of shoes kicked aside.
And then -- splash!
A huge, joyful explosion of water rocked the pool as AJ dove in.
"Come on in, Mrs. B!" he shouted, laughing.
Heart hammering, Hannah stripped out of her sundress, revealing a sleek navy bikini underneath. She tried not to think about how her hands trembled as she undid the straps. She walked to the ladder, stepping down into the cool water with a shuddering gasp.
Hannah stepped cautiously down the metal ladder into the shimmering blue water, the sun baking her bare shoulders. The pool felt deliciously cool against her overheated skin, and for a moment, she allowed herself to simply float, tipping her head back, letting her hair fan out like silk beneath her. She forced herself to act casual, but her nerves were thrumming just under the surface.
Across the pool, AJ floated easily on his back, arms spread wide, legs lazily kicking to keep himself afloat. The sunlight danced off his dark, glistening skin, and she couldn't help but admire how effortlessly beautiful he looked -- like some sun god descended to earth, muscles stretched under golden rays, utterly at ease.
She splashed toward him playfully, a nervous laugh escaping her lips. "Bet I can out swim you," she teased.
AJ grinned, those perfect white teeth flashing. "Is that a challenge, Mrs. B?"
Before she could answer, he kicked forward, splashing water toward her with a cupped hand. She shrieked and retaliated, sending a wave back at him, and within moments they were laughing, splashing like kids, tension melting under the playful assault.
Somehow -- effortlessly -- AJ closed the distance between them and caught her hands. In one smooth motion, he tugged her against him, pulling her to float on her back across his broad chest.
Hannah gasped but didn't pull away. His hands settled lightly at her hips, steadying her, and she let herself relax, trusting the strength of him, the ease of his control. Her bare backside floated directly over his stomach -- and she became acutely aware of something warm, thick, and unmistakably male brushing against the curve of her ass under the water.
She stiffened slightly. AJ just chuckled softly.
"Relax," he murmured, his voice low and warm. "You're doing great."
The heat that flooded her cheeks had nothing to do with the sun.
They drifted like that, silent for a while, her body buoyed by the water and his hands, the thickness of him brushing, nudging, teasing against her with every small movement. It was playful. Innocent.
It was torture.
"This is so much fun," AJ said eventually, his voice vibrating through her back.
She swallowed, struggling to find her voice. "It is."
AJ laughed lightly. "Only thing that could make it better is an ice-cold beer."
Hannah seized on the distraction like a drowning woman. "There's some in the fridge!" she said too quickly.
AJ's grin widened. "You're a lifesaver, Mrs. B."
Before she could say another word, he shifted, lifting her gently off his chest. She treaded water, watching as he pushed off toward the side of the pool with strong, easy strokes.
And then -- he climbed out.
Naked.
Completely, gloriously, unashamedly naked.
For a moment, Hannah could only float there, paralysed.
AJ's body was a revelation: massive, dark, dripping, the water sliding down the deep grooves of his muscles, highlighting every inch of strength and beauty. And swinging heavily between his powerful thighs was the thick, dark shape she had felt under the water -- now visible, real, impossibly real.
It swayed from side to side as he walked, thick and heavy and alive, reaching halfway down his thigh. Her breath caught painfully in her throat.
She watched him vanish into the house, stunned, heart hammering against her ribs.
When he reappeared a moment later, carrying two dripping bottles of beer, she barely remembered to breathe.
AJ strolled back toward the pool without the slightest hint of modesty, his cock swinging naturally with each confident step. Hannah's eyes locked onto it, unable to tear herself away. It was even bigger than she had imagined -- thick as her wrist, dark and veined, the head flaring wide and heavy.
How can something like that even exist? she thought wildly.
He didn't hurry. He didn't cover himself. He simply approached, casual, relaxed, powerful, as if being worshiped was the most natural thing in the world.
When he reached the pool's edge, he dropped down onto the hot stone, sitting with his legs spread lazily, feet dangling into the water.
He sat casually on the edge of the pool, his long legs dipped lazily into the cool water, his dark skin glistening under the relentless afternoon sun. His arms braced behind him, relaxed, utterly unselfconscious -- as if sitting there completely naked, with his monstrous cock dangling heavily between his thighs, was the most natural thing in the world.
He was right at her eye level.
The water lapped gently around Hannah's chest, but she hardly noticed it.
All her focus was fixed, hypnotised, by the obscene majesty of the man lounging above her.
The thick shaft swung slightly with every small shift of his body, heavy and veined, impossibly thick even at rest. It was longer than anything she'd ever seen -- longer than anything she'd ever imagined was real. Thick as her wrist. Thicker still. Dark and powerful, almost regal in its unapologetic masculinity.
Hannah's throat tightened.
AJ noticed her wide, stunned eyes and chuckled warmly, his voice deep and easy.
"You're staring Mrs. B."
She tore her gaze upward, flushing bright red.
"I can't help it," she whispered. "It's just... it's so big."
She had intended the words to stay inside her head, but they spilled out helplessly, embarrassing her, making her cheeks burn. AJ didn't laugh or tease. He just looked down at her, calm, patient, proud.
He smiled -- not arrogantly, but warmly, inviting her in further. "You're welcome to look," he said. Then, after a beat, his voice lowered, almost teasing:
"Or more."
Hannah's heart stumbled. Her whole body ached -- her breasts swollen, her pussy throbbing, her mouth dry with desperate thirst.
"I mean..." she stammered, forcing the words out past her hammering pulse, "would I even be able to... hold it properly?"
AJ's grin widened slightly, but he said nothing cocky, nothing pushy.
Just a simple, steady encouragement:
"Only one way to find out."
Hannah's hands trembled as she lifted them from the water.
For a moment, they hovered between them -- her wedding band catching a sharp glint of sunlight --
a flash of gold, a flash of guilt.
She stared at it, her heart wrenching.
You shouldn't be doing this. You're a married woman. You belong to someone else.
But her fingers moved anyway, trembling, helpless.
She reached out -- and touched him.
The first brush of her fingertips against the dark shaft sent a shiver through her entire body. His skin was soft, velvet-smooth, but beneath that thin covering she could feel the undeniable hardness -- the pure, living strength coiled within him.
It was hot against her cooler skin, throbbing slightly with a pulse that matched -- or overwhelmed -- her own.
She wrapped her fingers around it -- tried to.
Her hand couldn't even close fully around the girth.
Her thumb and fingertips floated inches apart, helpless against the sheer thickness of him.
She gasped aloud, wonder and disbelief flooding her senses.
Jesus Christ.
It's thicker than my wrist.
It's over twice as thick as my husband at his hardest, and he's still not fully erect!
The comparison came unbidden, unwanted -- but it gutted her all the same.
She slid her hand along the shaft, slow and reverent, marvelling at the veins that twisted like rivers beneath the surface, at the impossible weight of him. The cock twitched at her touch -- a heavy, lazy flex of raw masculine power -- and her hand jerked slightly in shock, only to squeeze tighter instinctively.
The wedding ring flashed again.
Hannah froze for a moment, staring at it, feeling its accusing weight against her skin.
She could stop.
She could step back, apologise, end this madness.
But instead...
her hand gripped him tighter.
She began to stroke.
Slowly at first, exploring the sheer length of him, watching as he thickened and darkened before her eyes, as if swelling in response to her worship.
She cupped his balls gently with her other hand --
startled at their size, their heavy, primal heat. Each orb filled her palm completely, firm and full and vital, promising a virility she had only ever read about, never truly experienced.
Her hands worked together, sliding along the thickening shaft, marvelling at the growing hardness.
The head -- already fat and swollen -- flared wider, a deep, dusky plum of glistening flesh that crowned the beast she was holding.
It was growing rapidly now, pulsing in her hands, lengthening and thickening beyond even her wildest, forbidden dreams.
Her wedding ring brushed against a throbbing vein as she slid upward, and a shudder tore through her.
She bit her lip hard to suppress a moan.
What are you doing?
You're stroking your student's huge black cock -- and you love it.
AJ leaned back further on his hands, spreading his thighs wider, letting her admire him fully, openly -- offering himself to her like a prize she had already claimed.
"You like it, Mrs. B?" he asked, voice low and warm, rich with quiet pride.
Hannah could barely nod, her throat too tight, her heart hammering.
The heavy shaft throbbed in Hannah's hands, alive and pulsing, as she worked him slowly, reverently, up and down, feeling the slick heat building under her palms.



Her heart thundered in her chest. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps. Every inch of her skin felt tight and hypersensitive, the world shrinking down to the massive cock she held and the hungry ache between her thighs.
Without thinking, driven by a raw, desperate hunger she'd never known before, Hannah leaned forward and pressed her lips against the thick, slick head once again -- firmer this time, more open. She kissed it like a lover, her soft, full mouth moulding itself around the swollen crown, feeling the heat radiate into her face.
A low, rumbling groan escaped AJ's chest -- not words, just a sound, primal and approving, vibrating through the thick meat of his body.
She licked along the ridge of the glistening head, savouring the heavy taste of him -- musky, salty, male -- intoxicating. Her tongue flicked into the leaking slit, collecting the beads of pre-cum that kept oozing out, warm and bitter and utterly addictive.
Hannah moaned softly against him, her body reacting on instinct, her thighs squeezing together as another pulse of wetness soaked through her bikini bottoms.
Her hands kept stroking, worshipping, sliding up and down the thick, veiny shaft. She opened her mouth wider -- wider than she thought she could -- her jaw already straining, trembling from the effort.
The head pressed against her lips -- and she pushed forward, sliding the wide crown past her lips into the tight wet heat of her mouth.
Immediately, her cheeks bulged obscenely around the thick shaft.
The stretch was unbearable -- exquisite -- her jaw aching, her muscles trembling. The taste of him filled her senses completely, rich and heavy and overwhelming.
She tried to breathe through her nose, tried to steady herself, but the sheer girth made it nearly impossible.
Her tongue flattened instinctively against the underside of his shaft, feeling the deep ridges of his veins, the silky heat of his skin, the heavy, throbbing pulse that seemed to demand her full surrender.
She slid her mouth down further, taking more of him -- inch by thick, impossible inch -- until the head nudged the back of her throat.
Her eyes watered instantly.
She gagged softly, pulling back a little, coughing around him, a trail of spit breaking from her lips to the glossy shaft.
"You're doing amazing, Hannah," AJ murmured above her, his hand resting lightly atop her head, not forcing, just there -- guiding, encouraging.
The sound of her name from his lips -- warm, possessive -- sent a fresh shudder of forbidden pleasure through her.
She tried again, more determined.
Opening wider, relaxing her throat as best she could, she pushed herself deeper.
Another inch slid into her mouth, stretching her beyond anything she had ever thought possible. Her jaw burned with effort. Her throat convulsed helplessly as the fat head pressed insistently against her gag reflex -- and then, miraculously, began to slip past.
She whimpered softly around him, the vibrations making AJ groan again, a deep, guttural sound of pleasure that made her entire body tremble.
Drool leaked freely from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin, mixing with the water still clinging to her skin, but she didn't care.
She needed more.
She needed to show him how much she wanted this, needed this.
She pulled back slightly, gasping for breath, saliva and pre-cum slicking his shaft, and then lunged forward again -- taking him deeper, wetter, sloppier.
The obscene wet sounds of her efforts filled the heavy afternoon air -- the desperate suction of her mouth, the slap of drool against his thighs, the soft, choked gags as she fought to swallow more of him.
AJ's thighs tensed on either side of her. His breath came harsher now, deeper.
"Fuck... Hannah... I'm close..."
She moaned around him, welcoming the warning, doubling her efforts.
Both her hands gripped his shaft now, stroking and twisting as her mouth worked furiously over the leaking, throbbing head.
And then she felt it -- the sudden, hard pulse against her tongue --
the thickening at the base of his cock --
the deep, primal groan vibrating from his chest.
He came with a force that stole her breath.
Hot, thick jets of cum erupted against her tongue, flooding her mouth instantly.
The first load hit the back of her throat, and she reflexively swallowed, desperate not to waste a single drop.
But it kept coming -- another heavy pulse, and another -- thick and salty and endless.
It filled her mouth, spilled from her lips, drooled down her chin and onto her chest, hot and sticky and shamefully delicious.
Still, she sucked and swallowed, moaning around him, milking every last spurt from his cock.
When the flow finally slowed, she let him slip from her aching mouth with a wet pop, gasping for breath, strands of saliva and cum stretching from her lips to his glistening shaft.
She wiped at her mouth uselessly, dazed, trembling, her face and chest slick with his seed.
For a long moment, there was only the sound of the pool lapping at the tiles, the distant hum of cicadas, and her own ragged breathing.
Then --
she looked down.
Her wedding ring caught the sun again.
The guilt slammed into her chest like a fist.
"Oh God..." she choked, scrambling backwards, water splashing wildly around her.
She clumsily pulled herself out of the pool, her limbs shaking, her body still slick with his cum and the clinging heat of her own betrayal.
"You need to go," she gasped, grabbing his shorts and tossing them toward him without meeting his eyes. "Please... just go."
AJ rose slowly, unhurried, powerful, utterly unashamed.
He pulled on his shorts, the thick outline of his still half-hard cock pressing against the fabric, and smiled at her --
a slow, knowing, devastating smile.
He said nothing.
He didn't need to.
He knew.
Hannah stood there, dripping, shaking, overwhelmed -- tasting him still on her tongue, feeling the heavy slickness between her thighs.
And deep inside her heart, deeper than the shame, deeper than the fear --
-- she knew too.
She would want him again.
She would need him again.
--------
The house was quiet.
Too quiet.
Hannah sat alone in the living room long after AJ had left, wrapped in a blanket she didn't need, the television flickering silently across the room without her really seeing it. Her body still tingled, hypersensitive to every phantom memory of what she had done.
The weight of his cock in her hands.
The impossible stretch of her jaw.
The thick, salty flood of his release, coating her tongue, her throat, her face.
The taste of him, musky and raw, still clinging stubbornly to her senses no matter how many times she had brushed her teeth.
Her stomach twisted violently. She clutched the blanket tighter around her, willing the guilt away, but it clung just as fiercely, worming its way into every corner of her heart. Her wedding ring dug into her palm where her hand was fisted tightly against her chest -- a cold, metallic accusation.
You're a married woman.
You swore vows.
You're not this person.
Tears blurred her vision, but she refused to let them fall. She had made a terrible mistake -- one moment of weakness, one catastrophic lapse in judgment -- but it didn't have to mean everything was ruined. If she stopped it now, if she put up a wall, if she ended it, maybe she could claw her way back to the life she was supposed to have.
Her hand trembled as she picked up her phone.
She opened the message app, found AJ's name, and typed with shaking fingers:
"Hi AJ, I'm so sorry, but I'm going to have to cancel tomorrow's session. I'll let you know when I can reschedule. Thanks for understanding."
Her thumb hovered over the send button for a long, paralysed moment. She felt like she was standing at the edge of a cliff, heart hammering against her ribs, knowing that one tiny movement would send her plummeting into the abyss.
She squeezed her eyes shut -- and pressed send.
The message disappeared into the digital ether.
It was done.
She tossed the phone onto the coffee table as if it burned her, then buried her face in her hands. If she could just get through the night -- if she could just sleep -- maybe the morning would bring clarity. Strength. Forgiveness.
But sleep was no refuge.
The dreams came.
At first, it was just heat -- thick, suffocating, heavy.
Then shadows. Movement. Hands, rough and sure, sliding over her bare skin. A deep voice murmuring her name, the syllables heavy with possession and hunger.
When the figure stepped from the shadows, there was no mistaking him.
AJ.
His dark, powerful body gleamed with sweat, muscles rippling under golden light. His cock jutted proudly from his hips, enormous, thick, pulsing with life.
She sank to her knees before him without hesitation, mouth open, hands reaching, desperate to taste him, to please him, to be filled by him.
He gripped her hair roughly and guided her onto his cock, stretching her lips wide, forcing her to take more, and more, and more --
until her throat bulged obscenely, until her nose was pressed against his hard stomach, until she couldn't breathe but didn't care.
She woke up gasping, tangled in sweat-soaked sheets, her hand wedged between her thighs, her fingers slick with her own shameful wetness.
She yanked her hand away as if burned, choking on a sob.
The room spun around her.
Her body ached, her nipples ached, her pussy pulsed with frantic, desperate need.
She couldn't do this.
She couldn't be this woman.

Day 5

Morning arrived grey and heavy.
Hannah moved through the house like a ghost, showering, dressing, making coffee she didn't drink. She tried to busy herself with chores, emails, errands -- anything to drown out the throbbing hunger that gnawed at her from the inside out.
But it was useless.
Every thought led back to him.
The stretch of his cock in her hands.
The taste of him on her tongue.
The low rumble of his groan when she sucked him deeper.
She needed something -- anything -- to silence the craving clawing at her.
Clive.
Of course. Her husband. Her anchor. Her lifeline back to normal.
That evening, she made an effort.
She put on the baby-blue lingerie set he once said he loved, the one that hugged her curves and made her feel young again. She sprayed her favourite perfume at her wrists, behind her ears. She dimmed the bedroom lights, lit a candle.
When Clive came home, tired and distracted, she met him at the door with a soft kiss and a slow, teasing smile.
"Hey, handsome" she whispered against his lips, her hand sliding down to cup the front of his pants.
He chuckled wearily. "Wow, what's gotten into you?"
"I missed you," she said, pressing her body against his.
She led him by the hand upstairs, trying to stir some excitement, trying to remember what it used to feel like when she touched him.
They kissed awkwardly, her hands moving over him, pulling at his clothes, trying to coax his body into responding.
When she finally tugged his boxers down, her heart sank.
His cock -- once enough -- now looked heartbreakingly small.
Soft, pale, shrivelled.
Barely three inches even when she worked her hand up and down gently.
Compared to AJ --
Compared to the thick, dark monster she had worshipped with her mouth just yesterday --
Clive's cock looked like a pathetic, wilted thing.
She swallowed her despair and tried harder, stroking him, kissing him, whispering filthy things into his ear.
But he barely stiffened.
His breathing stayed shallow and distracted.
After a few minutes, he sighed and pulled away, running a hand over his thinning hair.
"Sorry, babe," he muttered. "Work's been brutal. Just too much stress lately."
He flopped onto his side, back to her, pulling the covers up without another word.
Within minutes, he was snoring softly.
Hannah sat up in the dim light, wrapping her arms around herself.
Her body ached for fulfilment.
Her heart ached for something she couldn't name.
She stared at the wedding ring on her finger, twisting it slowly, feeling the crushing loneliness of the bed beside her.
For the first time in her marriage, she realised:
There was only one man who could give her what she craved now.
And it wasn't her husband.
Her phone buzzed on the counter.
Her heart stuttered as she grabbed to pick it up.
AJ:
"Hey Mrs B. You want me there tomorrow? Same time?"
Simple. Casual. No pressure.
She stared at the screen, pulse pounding between her thighs.
Every instinct screamed at her to say no.
To protect herself.
To protect what little was left of her marriage, her dignity, her soul.
But her thumbs moved anyway.
"1pm is perfect. See you then."
She set the phone down carefully, as if it were a bomb about to detonate.
And in a way... it was.

Day 6

The afternoon sun baked the stone patio, the scent of jasmine and chlorine thick in the still air. Hannah sat rigid in her deck chair, a textbook open across her lap, though the words blurred together uselessly before her eyes. She had dressed with deliberate care that morning -- modest, protective -- a loose linen blouse that floated just past her hips, casual denim shorts that offered coverage without clinging too desperately to her skin. Her hair was pulled back in a low ponytail. No makeup, no perfume. No weapons to invite danger.
But the moment AJ strolled through the garden gate, all her careful defences crumbled like sandcastles under a rising tide.
He was breathtaking.
Tall, broad, commanding -- six-foot-three of sheer, devastating masculinity. His deep brown skin gleamed under the sun, his black curls catching tiny beads of sweat. He wore only a snug black t-shirt stretched across his powerful chest and loose athletic shorts that hinted at the carved muscles underneath. His smile, when he spotted her, was brilliant -- easy, warm, yet somehow electric.
Hannah's heart flipped violently against her ribs.
It wasn't fair. He shouldn't be allowed to look at her like that -- like he knew what she had dreamed about last night, like he knew how her body still ached for him.
"Afternoon, Mrs B," he said, setting his bag down beside the table. His voice was low, rich, threading through her stomach like warm honey.
"Afternoon, AJ," she managed, forcing a bright, brittle smile onto her lips.
They fell into the lesson, mechanically at first. AJ was patient, his questions thoughtful, his tone encouraging. Hannah tried desperately to focus, to bury herself in grammar exercises and essay critiques. But she was hyper-aware of every tiny shift -- the stretch of fabric over his shoulders when he leaned forward, the glimpse of taut stomach when he reached for his water bottle, the way his powerful thighs flexed when he adjusted in his chair.
Her pulse drummed low between her legs.
The air itself seemed charged, shimmering with a thick, unseen weight.
After nearly an hour, AJ snapped his book closed with an easy clap.
"Break time," he said, standing and stretching, his t-shirt riding up to reveal the sharp cut of his obliques.
Hannah blinked up at him, flustered. "We--we still have some exercises--"
He grinned. "They'll keep."
She could only watch, helpless, as he stripped the t-shirt over his head and tossed it onto the chair. His chest was obscene in its perfection -- broad, thickly muscled, glistening slightly under the heat. His arms, those dark, powerful arms she had felt around her body before, rippled as he pushed his fingers through his hair.
Hannah's mouth dried. She clutched the book tighter against her lap, as if it could shield her from the surge of heat crawling over her skin.
AJ walked toward the pool, his loose shorts clinging damply to his hips. At the edge, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband -- and paused.
He glanced over his shoulder, catching her wide, frozen stare, and his grin deepened into something slower, darker, knowing.
Without a word, he peeled the shorts down and off.
Naked.
Completely, gloriously naked.
Hannah's heart stopped. She couldn't look away even if she had wanted to. Thick, long even while soft, swinging slightly with each step. It was monstrous, intimidating... mesmerising.
Not even the same species, she thought numbly, the comparison to Clive flashing brutally through her mind. Not a man. A god.
AJ dove cleanly into the pool with barely a splash, disappearing beneath the glittering blue surface.
Hannah sat paralysed in her chair, the book sliding forgotten to the ground beside her. She watched, throat dry and aching, as AJ sliced through the water effortlessly, muscles bunching and flexing with every powerful stroke.
He surfaced with a shake of his head, droplets cascading down his dark skin like jewels. He treaded water easily, floating lazily on his back for a moment before flipping over and swimming back toward the shallows.
He caught her staring -- didn't even pretend not to notice.
"You're not joining me?" he called, voice teasing and rich.
"I..." Hannah stammered, gripping the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles whitened. "I don't think that's... a good idea."
AJ chuckled softly, that deep rumble of sound wrapping around her like a velvet rope. He shrugged and turned back to his swimming, letting her watch the powerful play of his muscles under the sunlight, his naked form moving with casual, devastating grace.
She couldn't tear her eyes away.
Every instinct screamed for her to run inside, lock the door, hide from the temptation he offered so easily, so effortlessly.
But she stayed.
Watching.
AJ rose from the pool, water sheeting off his powerful body in shimmering rivulets. He didn't wrap himself in the towel -- just slung it casually over his shoulder, his magnificent cock swinging heavily between his thighs.
And he smiled -- patient, confident, devastating.
Hannah sat frozen, every nerve in her body lit with a feverish energy. Her hands clenched in her lap, but her eyes -- traitorous, hungry -- devoured him.
"You're tense, Mrs B," he said lightly, stepping closer.
Before she could stammer out an excuse, AJ lowered himself onto the lounge chair behind her, his legs bracketing her hips, his body surrounding her like a storm cloud of heat. His big hands settled firmly on her bare shoulders.
The first touch was like fire licking along her spine.
Warm, strong, confident -- he kneaded her muscles with slow, deliberate pressure. She tried to stay still, tried to pretend this was innocent -- but the sound that slipped from her throat was anything but.
A soft, needy moan.
He didn't tease her about it. He simply continued, patient, methodical, rubbing the tension from her shoulders, her arms, sliding his palms down her sides until she trembled under his hands.
Her blouse was loose -- it had been her armour -- but now it fell open under his exploration, the buttons undone without her even noticing when. She gasped softly as the fabric slid from her shoulders, revealing her breasts fully to the humid afternoon air.
They were full and heavy, still perky despite their size, with a gentle natural sway that made her feel suddenly, achingly exposed.
Her pale skin contrasted beautifully with the deep flush blooming across her chest.
Her nipples stiffened immediately -- pink, tender, and achingly erect -- beading so tight it almost hurt.
They seemed to beg for attention, for worship, and she felt herself shudder under the weight of his gaze without him even touching her yet.



AJ's fingers trailed lightly over her ribs, reverent, almost worshipful.
He said nothing.
But she felt it -- the ownership in every slow, measured stroke.
Her shorts were next -- unfastened, peeled down her hips, leaving her in only the damp, clinging bikini bottoms. She made a weak sound of protest, but it died instantly when his hands smoothed up her thighs, coaxing her body open, relaxing her into submission.
She knew she should stop him.
She knew it.
Her wedding ring glinted accusingly on her finger as her hands twisted in the towel across her lap.
But her body... her traitorous, desperate body... made no move to resist.
AJ leaned forward, breath warm against her ear.
"You made me feel good yesterday," he murmured, his voice low and thick with meaning. "Let me return the favour."
Before she could answer, his hands slid to her hips, guiding her to lie back against the lounge chair. She obeyed without thought, her thighs parting instinctively, offering herself up.
AJ knelt between her legs -- so wide, so dark, so strong -- and in one devastatingly slow motion, he hooked his fingers into the sides of her bikini bottoms and dragged them down.
The sun kissed every inch of her nakedness as the final barrier was stripped away.
For a breathless moment, he just looked at her.
Her glistening, aching pussy -- so wet, so swollen, so ready -- exposed fully to his hungry gaze.
Hannah whimpered, shame and excitement crashing together violently inside her.
She should have been humiliated.
Instead, she was throbbing with need so fierce it bordered on pain.
AJ lowered his head -- and the first slow swipe of his tongue over her clit made her cry out.
Her hips jerked up helplessly, chasing the heat of his mouth.
He licked her again, slower, firmer, his tongue broad and flat, dragging over the sensitive nub until her vision blurred. His fingers spread her open wider, holding her there, exposing her, feasting on her like a starving man.
The sounds escaped her -- broken moans, gasps, whispered cries she couldn't control.
"Ahhh...oh god...AJ..."
Her voice was breathless, pleading, lost.
His tongue flicked, circled, sucked her clit until she was panting, writhing beneath him.
Her hands fisted helplessly in his hair, trying to push him away, trying to pull him closer -- she didn't know which -- only that she needed more.
When he slid two thick fingers inside her, curling perfectly to stroke her G-spot, Hannah shattered.
Her orgasm detonated through her with the force of a hurricane. It ripped up from deep inside her, a wild, raw explosion she had no control over.
Her toes curled, calves spasming uncontrollably as her hips jerked against AJ's relentless mouth.
Her pussy clenched and spasmed around his fingers, squeezing, pulsing in rapid desperate waves.
Her heart slammed against her ribs, thundering in her ears louder than her moans.
Her entire body felt like it was on fire -- too hot, too sensitive, too overwhelmed -- and still the pleasure kept building.
She could feel the slick, obscene wetness pouring from her, coating AJ's face, his chin, his lips -- and he devoured her mess hungrily, like it was the sweetest thing he'd ever tasted.
Hannah's hands fisted helplessly in his hair, tugging, needing, begging without words for something she didn't even understand anymore.
She wasn't thinking. She wasn't fighting.
She was burning alive -- and it was glorious.
She sobbed his name -- not her husband's, not even thinking of her husband -- only AJ.
"A-AJ...please...oh god, please don't stop..."
The pleasure was endless, rolling over her in brutal, delicious waves.
AJ didn't stop.
He devoured her through it, his tongue and fingers orchestrating her body like an instrument, dragging her into a second orgasm, then a third, until she was limp, boneless, whimpering in his arms.
Only then did he rise, slow and deliberate, towering over her trembling body.
He reached down, took his heavy, thick cock in hand -- and laid it across her stomach.
Hannah gasped.
It was so hot against her skin. So heavy. The thick, veiny length of him stretched from her pubic bone all the way to her navel -- thick and pulsing, leaving no doubt how utterly, monstrously he would fill her.
AJ leaned closer, his cock grinding softly against her belly, his balls nudging against her soaked entrance.
"Look at it, Hannah," he murmured, voice low and sinful.
"Look how deep I would be inside you."
Tears pricked at her eyes.
She could feel her pussy pulsing hungrily against the weight of his cock. Her hips shifted, seeking more friction, more pressure, betraying every desperate need she couldn't voice.
Her wedding ring flashed again -- and this time it cut her like a blade.
With a broken sob, she shoved herself up, grabbing the towel, wrapping it around her naked, shaking body.
"I can't...We can't..." she gasped, voice cracking under the weight of her devastation.
"I'm married..."
She stumbled away, barefoot, dripping wet, half-naked, fleeing into the house.
AJ watched her go -- his cock proud, leaking, glistening against his abs -- and smiled softly.
Not angry.
Not impatient.
Patient.
Because he knew the truth now --
She was already his.

Day 7

The morning air was already thick and humid when Hannah Bloomfield stirred awake, her skin flushed, her sheets twisted around her bare legs. Dreams still clung to her -- filthy, heated things -- images of AJ's strong, dark body towering over her, his hands gripping her hips, his mouth devouring her breasts until she cried out in pleasure. She stretched lazily, a slow, knowing smile curving her lips. Today was the last day. Today, she would have him.
He had wanted her from the beginning -- she had seen it, felt it in every lingering glance, every smile, every unspoken promise hanging thick between them. The games were over. She was done pretending she was helpless, done playing the innocent housewife teetering on the edge. Today, she would tempt him until he couldn't resist.
Humming softly to herself, Hannah stepped into the shower, letting the hot water cascade over her sensitive skin. She moved slowly, methodically, shaving every inch, leaving herself silky smooth and soft, polished and ready. Even the touch of her own hands against her thighs and hips sent shivers through her body. By the time she wrapped herself in a towel and moved to the mirror, she was already tingling with anticipation, her nipples visibly hardened, her sex slick and needy.
She chose her outfit with deliberate care: a pale yellow tank top, so thin that her stiff nipples were already poking through the fabric, and a pair of tiny white shorts that clung to her curves, hugging her hips and ass so tightly they seemed painted on. She left her skin bare underneath, no bra to hide the obvious swell of her breasts, no panties to disguise how ready she was. Her hair she left loose and tousled, a messy, effortless wave, and she applied only the slightest hint of makeup, enough to give her a warm glow. She stepped back and surveyed herself in the mirror, feeling a jolt of triumph. She looked incredible. Irresistible.
He wouldn't stand a chance.
Her heart began to pound faster as she gathered up AJ's lesson materials, barely glancing at the worksheets. Today's "study session" was a joke. She wasn't here to learn, and AJ wouldn't be here to teach. She pictured it clearly -- the moment he arrived, the way his eyes would darken when he saw her, the way his hands would grip her, unable to stop himself. She imagined him slamming her up against the wall, stripping her bare in the sunshine, fucking her so hard the world fell away.
A delicious pulse throbbed between her legs at the thought, and she found herself biting her lower lip as she set up the lounge chairs on the patio, laying out the textbooks just for appearance's sake. Every few seconds her gaze flickered toward the driveway, listening for the deep growl of his truck.
When she heard it -- that familiar, low rumble -- her body went rigid, alive with energy. She smoothed her palms over the tiny white shorts, tugged at the tank top in a vain attempt to look casual, and drew in a slow, steadying breath.
He'll take one look at me and lose it, she thought. He won't be able to resist.
And when he did -- when he finally touched her the way she had dreamed about, needed -- Hannah wouldn't stop him. Not today. Not ever again. She was already his, and now it was time for him to claim her properly.
The rumble of AJ's truck faded as he parked, and Hannah forced herself to stay still, casually seated on the lounge chair with a book half-opened on her lap. Her heart thundered with anticipation. She imagined him stepping around the corner, seeing her, stopping in his tracks, the heat of his gaze devouring her.
But when he appeared, striding across the patio toward her, AJ didn't falter.
He didn't double-take, didn't gape, didn't even break stride.
He just smiled -- that warm, brilliant smile -- and called out, "Morning, Hannah. Ready for our last session?"
Her mouth parted slightly.
That was it?
No pause?
No hunger flashing in his eyes?
He set his bag down by the table, rolling his broad shoulders easily, the muscles of his arms flexing under his T-shirt, the dark golden skin gleaming faintly in the morning sun. Hannah's eyes hungrily traced every line of him -- the tall, powerful frame, the easy strength in every movement -- and her nipples ached visibly against the thin fabric of her top.
She shifted in her chair, crossing one bare leg over the other, letting her shorts ride higher. "Sure... I'm ready," she said, trying to inject a subtle purr into her voice.
AJ pulled up a chair beside her, flipping open his notebook as if this were any ordinary day. "Good. Let's start with that essay outline we talked about."
Hannah blinked at him, stunned. Essay outline?
She leaned forward slightly, pretending to look at the paper -- letting her breasts sway beneath the thin tank top -- but he didn't react. Not even a flicker of distraction. Her stomach tightened, frustration simmering hot beneath her skin. Was he playing dumb? Or had she misread everything?
They went through the motions of studying, but Hannah couldn't focus. Every time he leaned close, his scent wrapped around her -- clean sweat, sun-warmed skin, something dark and male and completely intoxicating. Every time his arm brushed hers, electricity sizzled down her spine.
She licked her lips without thinking, shifted again in her seat, letting her thigh graze against his knee beneath the table.
Still nothing.
Nothing except that damn easy smile, that maddening composure.
She wanted to scream.
She wanted to tear his clothes off.
She wanted him to throw her down and claim her like she already belonged to him.
Instead, he just kept reading aloud from his notebook, perfectly focused, his deep voice washing over her like molten honey.
Hannah's hand trembled slightly as she reached for her water bottle. She squeezed her thighs together beneath the table, desperate for some kind of friction. Her whole body pulsed with need, her pussy slick and throbbing, nipples painfully hard.
This wasn't fair. This wasn't how it was supposed to go.
She was dressed like a fucking fantasy. Practically begging him to notice her. And he was acting like nothing was different at all.
AJ looked up from the notebook, cocking his head slightly.
"You okay?" he asked, voice warm, casual, like he had no idea she was about to explode.
"I'm fine," she managed, her voice breathy, too high.
He smiled at her again -- slow, easy -- and something in his eyes glinted for just a second.
He knew. The bastard knew exactly what he was doing.
Hannah's cheeks flushed hot with humiliation and fury and aching, desperate need.
Her body throbbed, every nerve ending screaming for him.
Enough.
If he wasn't going to take her -- she would take him.
She set the water bottle down with deliberate care, stood up slowly, and moved toward him, her heart hammering in her chest.
His eyes tracked her now -- lazy, amused, like a lion watching a mouse scurry closer to its jaws.
When she stood directly in front of him, barely a foot away, she saw the heat buried under his calm exterior. His nostrils flared slightly, his hands flexed on his thighs.
She stepped even closer, until her knees brushed his, and then -- daring herself, daring him -- she reached out and placed one trembling hand on his broad chest.
"Please, AJ," she whispered, her voice breaking.
"I can't take it anymore."
AJ didn't move at first. He sat there, still and relaxed, letting her trembling hand press against his chest, letting her shuddering breath wash over him. His eyes locked on hers, dark and steady, filled with something that made her knees threaten to buckle. He was giving her the chance to back away. To run. To take it all back.
But Hannah didn't move either.
She couldn't.
Her body was alive with fire, her skin electric under the heat of his gaze. She needed him to touch her. Needed it like air, like blood.
AJ's hand came up slowly, wrapping around her wrist, his touch firm but not forceful. His thumb stroked a single, deliberate line over her racing pulse, and Hannah's breath caught in her throat. She felt pinned in place by the sheer weight of his presence, her legs weak, her thighs hot and wet with need.
"You sure about this, Hannah?" His voice was low, almost tender, but there was no mistaking the steel underneath.
She nodded, her mouth too dry to speak. Her heart thundered in her ears.
"I need to hear it," he said, his hand still circling her wrist, his thumb still driving her crazy with that slow, maddening stroke.
"I want you," she whispered, and then, with more strength, more truth: "I need you, AJ. Please."
Something shifted behind his eyes.
The easy, playful boy she had teased and tutored was gone.
What sat before her now was a man -- powerful, relentless, and absolutely certain of what he was about to take.
AJ rose to his feet slowly, towering over her, and Hannah tipped her head back instinctively, her breath coming in shallow pants. He cupped her face in his large, calloused hands, and for a moment, he just looked at her -- like he was memorising her, branding her in his mind.
Then he kissed her.
It wasn't gentle. It wasn't careful. It was claiming.
His mouth slanted over hers, hot and hungry, his tongue thrusting deep, and Hannah whimpered against him, clutching at his shirt, desperate to get closer. She opened for him shamelessly, letting him take everything, letting him plunder her mouth until her head spun and her knees buckled and the only thing holding her upright was the iron strength of his arms around her.
AJ broke the kiss with a low growl of satisfaction, and then his hands were on her body -- tugging the thin tank top up and over her head in one smooth motion, baring her naked breasts to the open air. He stepped back a fraction, letting his gaze devour her fully, and the heat in his eyes made her moan softly in embarrassment and pride.
"You're so fucking beautiful," he rasped, and then he was on her again, his mouth closing around one tight, aching nipple, sucking hard, sending shockwaves straight to her core.
Hannah gasped, her hands threading desperately through his hair as he feasted on her breasts, lavishing each one in turn until she was panting, squirming, grinding against the hard ridge of his thigh between her legs.
AJ's hands slid down her body, rough and sure, gripping the curve of her hips, the round swell of her ass, before yanking her tiny shorts down her legs and tossing them aside.
She stood before him now completely naked, trembling, shameless, drenched in arousal.
And he hadn't even truly touched her yet.
AJ stepped back slightly, his eyes raking over her nakedness, and then -- slowly, deliberately -- he pulled his T-shirt over his head, revealing the full glory of his body to her gaze. His skin gleamed dark and flawless, stretched taut over the thick slabs of his chest, the heavy ropes of muscle in his arms. His shoulders were impossibly broad, his waist narrow, his stomach carved into deep, perfect abs that flexed with every slow breath he drew. Sweat beaded along the lines of his body, catching the light and making him look like a living, breathing god.
Hannah felt her breath leave her in a long, shuddering sigh. Her mouth watered. Her thighs pressed together unconsciously, trying to quell the desperate throb between them. He was magnificent.
He reached casually for the waistband of his shorts -- and without thinking, she moved.
"No," she said softly, her voice hoarse with need.
AJ stilled immediately, his dark eyes locking onto hers, questioning but calm.
Before she could lose her nerve, Hannah stepped forward, heart hammering, and dropped to her knees at his feet.
She lifted her gaze up to him, wide blue eyes shining with heat and surrender, and she placed her hands gently on his hips.
"That's my job now," she whispered, and there was no mistaking the reverence in her voice.
AJ's jaw tightened, the muscle flexing once, but he said nothing.
He simply let his hands fall to his sides, offering himself to her.
Hannah's fingers moved to the button of his shorts, working it open with trembling urgency. She eased the zipper down, every sound loud in the charged silence between them, then tugged the fabric past his hips. His boxers came down with them in one smooth motion.
And there it was.
There he was.
His cock swung free and thick between his thighs like a weapon.
The shaft was as dark as the rest of him, thickly veined, crowned with a wide, flared head that looked almost too large for her mouth. His heavy, full set of balls hung low beneath it, each one the size of a small fist, thick and weighty and full.
Hannah's mouth went dry. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate and aching.
The sheer size of him should have scared her -- and it did, a little -- but it only made her hunger sharper, more frantic.
Without thinking, without even using her hands, she lowered her head and pressed her open mouth against the head of his cock.
AJ groaned low in his throat, a sound that made her shiver. His hand came to rest lightly on the back of her head, not pushing, not forcing -- just there, a heavy, possessive weight.
She sucked gently at first, lips sealed around the broad crown, letting her tongue swirl over the sensitive skin. He twitched against her, and she felt him begin to swell, thickening and hardening, filling her mouth slowly, gloriously.
Maintaining eye contact the entire time, Hannah pushed herself deeper, letting the head stretch her lips, her jaw already aching from the effort. She pulled back with a wet slurp, her own saliva coating him now, making the dark shaft shine in the sunlight.
She started to work him in earnest then -- slow, greedy sucks, swirling her tongue along the underside, tracing every vein, every ridge. She hollowed her cheeks, letting him slide deeper, relaxing her throat to take as much of him as she could, though he was too thick, too wide for her to ever manage more than a few blessed inches at a time.
AJ's breathing deepened, his fingers flexing against her scalp, but he still held back, letting her set the pace, letting her worship him the way she needed to.
The sounds filled the patio -- soft wet slurps, the quiet, obscene pop each time she pulled back to catch her breath, the faint broken groans AJ couldn't quite suppress.
Hannah loved it.
Loved the weight of him on her tongue.



Loved the way he tasted -- salty, masculine, a little musky but clean, utterly addictive.
She lost track of time, lost herself completely in the act, in the heat building between them, in the way he was growing impossibly harder, impossibly thicker against her tongue.
When she finally pulled off him with a loud, wet gasp, a thick strand of saliva connected her swollen lips to the leaking head of his cock.
She looked up at him, flushed and panting, her lipstick smeared, her mouth red and tender.
"I think you're ready now," she whispered, her voice trembling with lust.
And without waiting for permission, Hannah stood, backed up to the lounge chair, and lay back, spreading her thighs shamelessly wide for him.
Her body was pink and flushed, her nipples stiff and begging for attention, her pussy glistening, open and desperate.
AJ stared down at her like a starving man, his cock bobbing heavily with every shallow breath he took.
Slowly, like a predator savouring the kill, he approached.
Hannah's legs parted wider without her even thinking about it, welcoming him in, needing him, offering herself completely.
When AJ reached her, he didn't rush. He knelt between her open thighs, one large hand running slowly up her inner thigh, over the slick heat of her folds, making her writhe and whimper.
His body hovered above hers, hot, massive, a wall of dark muscle ready to crush her -- to protect her -- to take her apart and remake her.
Their mouths met again, messy and consuming, tongues tangling, both of them lost to the heat and urgency.
And as AJ shifted his hips lower, positioning himself at her entrance, Hannah felt the thick, slick head of his cock nudge against her soaked folds.
Her whole body shuddered, her heart thundering against her ribs.
This was it.
There was no going back.
She was about to be claimed -- utterly, completely, devastatingly -- by the man who had undone her life and rebuilt her hunger from the inside out.
And she wanted it more than she had ever wanted anything.
AJ's cock pressed insistently at her entrance, thick and throbbing, the blunt, slick head teasing her soaked folds. Hannah whimpered against his mouth, writhing beneath him, desperate to be filled.
"Please," she gasped, breaking the kiss, arching her back, grinding herself shamelessly against the thick heat of him.
"You want it, baby?" AJ growled against her neck, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated through her bones. His cock slid up and down her folds, gathering her wetness, teasing her swollen clit with maddening slow friction.
"I need it," she sobbed. "Please, AJ, fuck me. Take me. Make me yours."
His lips curled into a wicked smile against her throat.
"You already are, Hannah," he said, and then -- with a powerful thrust of his hips -- he drove the thick head of his cock into her tight, dripping pussy.
Hannah screamed.
There was no other word for it -- a raw, desperate scream torn from her lungs as her body struggled to stretch around his sheer size. He was splitting her open, forcing her to take him inch by inch, filling her deeper than she had ever thought possible.
AJ gritted his teeth, breathing heavily through his nose as he sank deeper, forcing her to accept him.
"You're so fucking tight," he snarled. "Goddamn, Hannah. Your pussy was made for my cock."
She sobbed and clutched at his back, nails digging into the thick muscles as she tried to pull him even deeper. The wet sounds of her pussy struggling to accommodate him were obscene, loud and messy in the humid air.
"Stretching me," she cried out, her head thrashing against the lounge chair. "Oh God, AJ, you're stretching me so fucking much!"
"Take it," he growled, grabbing her hips in both hands and slamming the last few inches inside her in one brutal, merciless thrust.
Hannah screamed again, high and desperate, her legs kicking out before wrapping around his waist, trying to hold him inside her.
Skin slapped against skin, loud and rhythmic, as AJ began to move.
Deep, brutal strokes at first -- slow enough to drive her insane, hard enough to make her breasts bounce with every thrust.
"You feel that, baby?" he panted against her ear. "Feel how deep I am? No one else will ever fill you like this."
"Never," she sobbed. "Only you. Only your cock, AJ!"
He fucked her harder at her words, the slap of their bodies echoing around the patio, her moans rising louder with every brutal thrust.
"You're dripping all over me," he said with a low, filthy chuckle. "So fucking wet, so messy. You love this big black cock tearing you apart, don't you?"
"Yes!" she screamed. "I love it! I love it! I'm yours!"
AJ shifted slightly, adjusting the angle, and the head of his cock dragged against the sweet spot deep inside her, and Hannah's whole body convulsed.
"I'm cumming!" she screamed, thrashing underneath him, her pussy clamping down so hard he almost lost it right then.
Her orgasm ripped through her like a lightning bolt -- her vision going white, her body locking up before a violent gush of fluid exploded from her pussy, soaking both of them.
"Fuck, baby," AJ groaned, looking down in awe. "You squirted all over my cock."
He didn't stop.
He didn't even slow down.
As her body trembled and jerked beneath him, AJ flipped her over onto her hands and knees with a rough growl, his hands gripping her hips bruisingly tight.
"You're not done yet," he said. "I'm gonna fuck you until you can't walk."
He slammed back inside her in one savage stroke, and Hannah cried out, her voice cracking from the force of it.
Her breasts bounced wildly with every thrust, her wet pussy squelching obscenely around his cock, juices running down her thighs.
"Harder, AJ!" she begged, pushing back against him, meeting every brutal stroke with a desperate, wanton need.
He grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back so he could growl into her ear.
"Say it. Say who owns this pussy."
"You do!" she sobbed. "You own me! You own my pussy!"
He fucked her even harder at her words, his balls slapping against her dripping cunt with every merciless thrust.
The sounds were disgusting, beautiful -- wet and loud and raw.
AJ shifted again, reaching around to pinch and circle her clit with his rough fingers, sending her hurtling toward another orgasm.
She screamed as she came again, her pussy spasming violently around his thick cock, another gush of liquid squirting out, soaking his balls, dripping down her legs.
"Good girl," he growled. "That's it. Cum for me. Make a fucking mess."
He pulled out suddenly, grabbing her waist and flipping her onto her back again. He hovered above her, his cock thick and slick and angry-looking, dripping precum onto her stomach.
"You're not done yet," he said again, and then he drove back inside her with a brutal thrust that punched a cry from her lips.
He pounded into her, faster, rougher now, using her body without mercy, and Hannah gave herself up to it completely -- moaning, sobbing, gasping his name over and over again.
"I'm gonna cum," AJ panted, his hands bruising her hips. "You want it, baby? You want me to fill you?"
"Yes! Please! Cum inside me! Fill me, AJ!"
With a final, shattering roar, he slammed deep and held himself there, his cock jerking violently as he flooded her with thick, hot cum.
She felt it -- wave after wave, spilling into her, coating her insides, leaking out around his still-pulsing shaft.
AJ collapsed onto her, careful to hold most of his weight up on trembling arms, his forehead pressed against hers, both of them gasping for breath.
But he wasn't finished.
She felt him still hard inside her, still throbbing, still fucking ready.
And as he began to move again -- slow, deep strokes, driving his cum even deeper into her -- Hannah realised she wasn't finished either.
She never would be.
She needed more.
Her hips started to move, slow at first -- grinding up against him, milking him, greedy for every last pulse of his cock.
AJ groaned low in his chest, his hands sliding rough over her thighs, her hips, encouraging her, guiding her.
"Fuck, baby," he rasped against her ear. "You're insatiable."
Hannah smiled drunkenly, deliriously, her body on fire.
She pushed against his chest with small, urgent hands. AJ got the message. He rolled onto his back, taking her with him, letting her straddle him fully.
For a moment, she just stared down at him -- this glorious, gleaming giant of a man. His body slick with sweat, muscles tense and twitching. His massive cock buried inside her, stretching her, filling her. His hands gripped her thighs possessively, spreading her wider, keeping her impaled on him.
"You're so fucking beautiful like this," he growled, his eyes devouring her nakedness. "Riding my cock like a good little slut."
A moan tore from Hannah's throat at his words -- filthy, degrading, and so goddamn arousing.
She began to move.
Slow at first -- rocking her hips, grinding down hard on him, feeling every thick inch rub against the sensitive walls of her drenched pussy. Her hands found his hard chest, nails digging in, her head tipping back in raw ecstasy.
"That's it, baby," AJ said, his voice thick with lust. His big hands cupped her swaying tits, squeezing them roughly, rolling her nipples between his fingers until she cried out. "Show me how much you love this big cock."
"I love it," she gasped, bouncing harder now, riding him in deep, slow plunges that had her tits bouncing wildly in his hands. "I fucking love your big black cock, AJ. Nothing's ever felt like this. Nothing's ever stretched me so good."
AJ groaned, thrusting up into her now, matching her frantic rhythm, their bodies slamming together with wet, obscene sounds.
"Look at you," he growled. "Riding me like a goddamn porn star. Milking my balls. Taking every fucking inch."
"You're so big," she sobbed, pounding down harder, desperate now. "So deep. God, AJ -- no one's ever been this deep!...No one's come close...Only you AJ. Only this cock of yours!"
He grabbed her hips and started driving up into her, using his strength to control the pace, forcing her to take every brutal, punishing thrust.
"You're mine now," he snarled, each word punctuated by a savage thrust. "This pussy's mine."
"Yours!" Hannah screamed. "I'm yours! I love your cock! I love it! Make me cum, AJ, please!"
Their bodies were a mess -- wet skin slapping, sticky with sweat, cum leaking from between her thighs, dripping onto his abs, coating them in filth and need.
Hannah rode him harder, faster, desperate to wring every last drop from him, her hands braced on his chest, her head thrown back in total surrender.
The pressure inside her built like a storm -- swelling, swirling, unbearable.
"I'm gonna cum," she sobbed, her whole body trembling, her pussy clenching violently around his massive cock. "Cum with me, AJ, please, fill me again, fill me up!"
"Fuck, Hannah, fuck, baby," he grunted, slamming up into her, losing control, feeling her pussy milking him, squeezing the life out of him.
They both shattered together --
AJ roaring her name, grabbing her ass and slamming her down onto him one final time as his cock erupted inside her, flooding her with a second, even bigger load.
Hannah screamed wordlessly, the orgasm tearing through her like an earthquake, her pussy squirting again, soaking his cock, their thighs, the sun lounger beneath them.
She collapsed forward onto his chest, boneless, gasping, sobbing, her body still wracked with aftershocks.
AJ wrapped his arms around her tightly, cradling her against him, his cock still twitching inside her, his cum leaking out in thick, messy streams.
For a long time, they just lay there -- tangled, sticky, utterly wrecked.
Hannah's mind floated somewhere between exhaustion and euphoria.
She could feel the warm, wet trickle of his seed dripping out of her abused pussy, feel the throb of her overstimulated clit, feel the steady, powerful beat of his heart against her cheek.
She was ruined.
And she loved it.
"You're incredible," she whispered against his chest, still breathless, still dizzy.
"You're... you're everything."
AJ kissed the top of her head, his hands stroking her hair, his voice a low rumble.
"You're mine now, baby," he said. "All fucking mine."
And Hannah, shattered and blissed-out, smiled against his skin.
Because it was true. She would never be the same again.
And she never wanted to be.

Graduation

They stood on her doorstep, the golden light of the setting sun bathing them in warmth, making the world feel soft and slow and unreal.
Hannah was still flushed, still trembling, her blouse hastily thrown over her naked body, her hair wild from AJ's hands, her lips swollen from his kisses. She looked wrecked, radiant, utterly, shamelessly happy.
AJ leaned down, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to her mouth -- a kiss that said everything words couldn't.
Ownership.
Gratitude.
Promise.
She clung to him, reluctant to let him go.
"Same time tomorrow?" she whispered against his lips, her voice breathless and eager, her eyes shining with a hunger that hadn't existed a week ago.
AJ smiled -- slow, easy, devastating.
"Our lessons are over," he said.
But Hannah just grinned wider, her hands sliding up his chest.
"Same time tomorrow?" she repeated, voice dripping with want, with need, with surrender.
"You got it," he said, kissing her once more, hard and deep and claiming, before stepping back.
She watched him walk away, watched the big, powerful young man saunter toward his truck like he owned the entire world.
Because maybe he did.
Not officially.
Not yet.
But AJ Long was starting to understand something he had never fully grasped before.
He climbed into his truck, fired the engine, and pulled onto the quiet street, the sun setting behind him in a blaze of orange and crimson.
As he drove, he felt it -- something new, something electric, coursing through his veins.
Power.
Not just the power of his body, or his cock, or even his charm.
Real power.
The power to take.
To own.
To shape the world around him.
He passed a neatly manicured house and saw a wife kissing her husband goodbye at the door --
a sleek little trophy, bored and lonely and ripe for attention.
He passed the high school and saw the most popular girl laughing with her quarterback boyfriend --
young, spoiled, untested.
He passed City Hall and saw the newly elected mayor shaking hands with constituents --
pretty, polished, hiding desperation under layers of ambition.
But AJ didn't just see people.
He saw targets. Opportunities. Potential.
The world wasn't closed to him anymore. It was wide open.
And he was going to take everything he wanted. Starting now.
This was his Graduation.
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Running a Train: Chicago to San Francisco

The steady hum of Union Station wrapped around them like a restless tide -- a low, endless music composed of rolling suitcases, echoing announcements, and the shuffle of countless lives passing through. Tyler tightened his grip on Samantha's hand as they moved through the crowd, their luggage bumping clumsily against their legs. Everything they owned was crammed into two scuffed suitcases and a duffel bag stuffed with more hope than sense.
She looked up and smiled at him -- small, unguarded, real. The kind of smile he hadn't seen in weeks. And for the first time in what felt like forever, Tyler let himself believe that maybe -- just maybe -- everything might turn out all right.
A new start. That was the dream they'd clung to, through late-night fights and quiet, exhausted forgiveness. The promise he had made. The one she hadn't quite stopped believing in.
Tyler knew he didn't deserve it.
He had made mistakes -- too many to count. Nights spent in smoky bars with sticky floors and dirt-cheap whiskey, cards in one hand and his future bleeding out in the other. False friends slapping his back while his money disappeared. He remembered coming home to Samantha -- and not for the first time -- empty-handed, unable to cover the rent, the groceries, the life she had fought to hold together. He remembered her silence. The betrayal written in the tight line of her mouth, the heartbreak shining in her wet, furious eyes.
So no -- he didn't blame her for hesitating now. For walking a few steps ahead through the terminal. For holding his hand like she wasn't sure it was still real. Like she was still deciding if he was worth trusting again.
San Francisco was supposed to fix that.
The clean break. The fresh start. A thousand miles away from everything that had dragged him down. No more poker nights. No more lies. No more excuses. Just the two of them -- rebuilding something better. He would be different. He would be better. He had to be.
Their train was already waiting at the platform -- the California Zephyr, gleaming under the fluorescent station lights like a silver promise. It stretched long and sleek into the dark, a bullet pointed west. Tyler felt something catch in his throat just looking at it.
It was one of the last real cross-country trains left in America -- from Chicago to the edge of San Francisco, cutting through plains, mountains, deserts, vineyards. Over fifty hours of slow movement, of quiet time, of being cocooned in motion. A private little world with no distractions. No exits. Just landscapes slipping past the window and a chance to start again.
Samantha had stopped walking.
She was staring at the train too, eyes wide, the harsh lines of exhaustion softening into something almost childlike. Wonder. Tyler watched her chest rise on a breath, and in that small, stolen moment -- he saw it again.
She still wanted this.
She still wanted them.
They reached the counter, their roomette reservation clutched between them like a secret they were afraid to lose. Two folding seats that became narrow bunks. A window. Nothing fancy. But enough. The point wasn't comfort. The point was forward.
But then the clerk frowned. Tyler's stomach dropped.
He knew that look. He braced for disaster. Another mistake. Another apology he couldn't afford to make.
But the woman's expression shifted.
"Booked under Reynolds?" she asked.
Samantha leaned in, voice cautious. "Yes?"
"You've been upgraded," the woman said, tapping at her keyboard. "System glitch worked in your favour. You're being moved from a roomette to a full bedroom. Private bathroom, full bed, extra space. No charge."
For a moment, Tyler couldn't speak. Couldn't even blink.
He hadn't asked for this. Couldn't have. They didn't have that kind of money.
But then Samantha laughed.
A light, surprised sound that cracked the world open. She turned to him, eyes shining, and stepped closer like the gravity between them had just shifted.
And for that brief, impossible moment -- nothing else mattered.
Not the past. Not the wreckage. Not the promises he still wasn't sure he could keep.
Just her. Laughing. Glowing.
And him -- remembering what it felt like to make her smile.
Maybe, he thought...
Maybe this time would be different.
He slung an arm around her waist and tugged her gently against his side.
"Told you," he murmured into her hair. "Things are already getting better."
She grinned, bumping her hip into his, freckles dancing across her nose.
"Maybe you were right for once."
Together, they stepped onto the platform. The train loomed beside them, its quiet rumble like a held breath -- ready to carry them away from everything they were trying to leave behind. Tyler tightened his grip on her hand, pressing a silent promise into her palm.
They were going to make it.
They had to.
Their shoes clattered lightly up the narrow metal steps, the soft hiss of hydraulics welcoming them into the cool, air-conditioned belly of the California Zephyr. The hallway was tight, the air tinged with metal and motion, the kind of scent that promised escape. Tyler followed Samantha single-file through the corridor, their bags bumping awkwardly along the narrow walls, until they reached their assigned room.
He was holding his breath before he even realised it.
The door slid open.
Sunlight spilled across the room through a wide picture window, casting the space in a soft, golden glow. It was beautiful. Compact, yes -- but polished. More luxurious than anything Tyler had dared to imagine when he first booked the trip.
A deep blue couch ran along one wall, broad enough to stretch out on, facing a single swivel chair tucked beside a small fold-out table beneath the window ledge. A narrow door led to their private bathroom, where polished chrome glinted from a shower-head that looked, impossibly, new. The bed was still configured for day use -- the couch smooth, firm, welcoming -- but he knew it would fold out into a mattress big enough for both of them. A second bunk was folded neatly into the upper wall, ready if they needed the space.
It wasn't big.
But it was theirs.
For the next two days and nights, this room would be their private kingdom -- a tiny world in motion.
Samantha let out a low, breathless laugh and spun slowly in place, arms stretched wide.
"It's perfect."
Tyler grinned, dropped their bags just inside the threshold, and kicked the door gently shut behind them. She crossed the room in two quick steps and flopped onto the couch with a bounce that made the whole space shudder. She tilted her head back to look at him, a mischievous smile tugging at her lips, and patted the cushion beside her.
"Come on," she said. "Test it out. Maybe you won't snore with a real bed under you."
He chuckled and dropped down beside her, the two of them sinking into the cushions together. Outside the window, the platform framed a restless crowd -- a moving mural of strangers, all chasing their own fresh starts.
Tyler leaned back, legs stretched out, and for the first time in months, the tension melted from his shoulders.
This was it.
This was the start of something better.
Samantha curled her legs beneath her and rested her head gently on his shoulder, her weight warm and familiar. They sat like that for a long time -- watching workers move past the window, watching other passengers settle into their cabins, watching the world shift around them like a stage being set.
Then came the rumble.
Low at first -- a vibration beneath the soles of his shoes, steady and certain. The train exhaled, slow and strong, and the platform outside began to slide backward -- crawling at first, then picking up speed. The city began to fall away behind them, pulled gently from view. The tracks reached forward like a ribbon, unwinding the future in front of them, one mile at a time.
Tyler turned to her.
Samantha was still watching the scenery, eyes bright with something close to awe, her hand resting lightly against his thigh.
They were moving.
They had left it all behind.
And for the first time in a long, long time -- Tyler let himself believe it might not follow them.
Sightseer Lounge - 4:00 PM (+2 hours)
The Sightseer Lounge was a marvel of glass and polished steel -- its curved ceiling arching above them in seamless panes, giving way to the endless sky. Afternoon sunlight spilled through the windows, drenching the car in gold, turning every surface into something half-lucid, half-dream. The Illinois plains stretched out in every direction -- flat, open, eternal.
Tyler and Samantha slipped into a pair of side-by-side seats facing the windows, the fold-out table tucked neatly between them. The train rumbled beneath their feet, steady and low -- no longer a machine, but a rhythm. A heartbeat.
Outside, the world rolled past in slow motion. Endless fields of corn and sun-bleached grass, the occasional farmhouse crouched against the wind, a lone tractor crawling across the horizon like something from a quieter century. The sky was massive. Clean. Limitless.
Samantha leaned her head against the glass, her smile soft and easy, her profile etched in sunlight. Tyler watched her for a long moment, burning the image into memory. She looked... peaceful. Like the girl he met in college. Like the version of her from before -- before the late-night fights, the hollow promises, the rent money gambled away in a haze of whiskey and noise.
His hand drifted toward his wallet. His lips parted, just slightly -- the familiar words lining up: Want a drink? Then he hesitated.
He knew himself too well.
One beer could be fine. One beer was civilized, romantic. But sometimes it was a doorway. One beer became three. Three turned into a night that ended with shame. Or worse.
But then he looked back out the window -- at the sky, at the movement, at the woman beside him smiling -- and shrugged the doubt away like an old coat he didn't need anymore.
Two nights on a train. What could possibly go wrong?
He caught her gaze and smiled.
"Beer?"
Samantha chuckled. "Might as well. When in Rome, right?"
Tyler stood, weaving through the narrow aisle past other passengers -- a tangle of knees, earbuds, guidebooks -- until he reached the snack car. He returned a few minutes later with two sweating bottles in hand, the glass slick against his fingers. Samantha cracked hers open with a crisp hiss and took a long pull, her throat working as she swallowed. Tyler watched her lips close around the rim, watched her drink like she hadn't tasted anything good in weeks.
She was so beautiful it hurt.
He settled in beside her. The beer was cold and bitter, and the sun outside had dipped just enough to gild the windows in honey.
Across the lounge, a group of men sprawled across a bank of seats. Five of them. Young. Athletic. Loud, but not obnoxious -- just the kind of easy confidence that settled over tall, muscled men like a birthright. Sweatpants, hoodies, long limbs draped across armrests like they owned the train. A couple of them held bottles of soda; one had earbuds in, bobbing his head to something only he could hear.
Tyler caught pieces of their conversation -- finals, Vegas odds, draft rumors -- and it clicked.
Basketball. College level, maybe semi-pro. Probably riding coach because some cheap-ass team manager had booked their trip last minute.
Samantha followed his gaze and smirked faintly.
"They look like trouble."
Tyler laughed, bumped her knee gently with his. "We're too old for trouble."
One of the players -- lean, dark-skinned, with a slow smile and sharp eyes -- met Tyler's gaze and raised his soda in an easy salute. Tyler lifted his beer in return. Just a nod. No tension. No threat.
Just fellow travellers. Same train. Same westbound track.
He leaned back in his seat, let his shoulders relax. The beer was settling into his blood. The train purred beneath them like a lullaby. The world outside was all light and wheat and sky.
For a while, they just sat like that.
Trading soft words. Letting the horizon unfold in long ribbons of gold and green. Letting the train carry them forward, mile by slow mile.
And for one rare, perfect moment -- everything was exactly the way it was supposed to be.
Dining Car -- 6:00 PM (+4 hours)
The Dining Car swayed gently as the California Zephyr carved its way westward, the rhythm of the rails beneath them steady as breath. Inside, the clink of silverware and the soft murmur of conversation floated beneath warm lighting and crisp white linens. Tyler led Samantha to a small table tucked beside a window, where the evening sun poured gold across everything -- the polished silver, the half-folded menus, the delicate folds of her dress.
He let her slide into the seat first, eyes lingering on the way her sundress pulled just slightly as she sat, the fabric hugging the curve of her hips before fanning out across her thighs. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear -- a simple, unthinking gesture -- and something in Tyler's chest clenched tight.
She was so beautiful it hurt.
Not in that distant, sculpted way that magazines sold -- but in the kind that lived in your bones. The kind you came home to. The kind that could ruin you quietly, without ever meaning to.
Here on the train, away from the concrete weight of Chicago, there was a glow to her again -- something waking up. Something he'd feared he'd already lost.
Sam, he thought -- correcting himself, as always. Not Samantha. Never really Samantha. Sam was who she was to him: the barefoot girl in his oversized hoodie, the soft breath in the crook of his neck, the fierce, complicated, wonderful woman who hadn't quite let go -- even when she probably should have.
Her chestnut hair curled at the ends, kissed by humidity, curling around her cheeks like a halo gone rogue. Freckles traced delicate constellations across her nose, barely visible beneath a dusting of makeup. But he knew where they all were. He'd kissed half of them once.
And her body...
Even now -- especially now -- it left him breathless.
The dress skimmed the soft inward curve of her waist, clung gently to the roundness of her breasts. When she shifted, he could see the line of her thigh stretch under the tablecloth -- a subtle motion that shouldn't have felt so loaded. She wasn't tall, wasn't trying to be seductive.
But she was made for closeness.
For early mornings in tangled sheets.
For long showers and lazy Sundays and unspoken apologies whispered into skin.
And right now -- impossibly -- she was still his.
Tyler slid into the seat across from her, and when the waiter approached, he forced a smile. They ordered wine -- a bottle of house red -- and when it arrived, deep and dark and glowing in the glass, he felt strangely reverent watching it swirl into her glass like something ceremonial.
She raised hers, the rim catching a streak of sunlight.
"To second chances," she said. Light. Playful.
But there was steel under the softness. A warning tucked behind the toast.
Tyler swallowed. Lifted his glass.
"To us."
They drank.
And for a while -- maybe ten minutes, maybe an hour -- it was easy to believe it.
Dinner arrived: tender beef, roasted root vegetables slick with butter, fresh bread warm enough to steam when they tore it open. They ate slowly, savoring the ritual, knees brushing gently beneath the table. He let the wine warm him. Let her presence wrap around him like a song he used to know by heart.
They talked about San Francisco.
About the apartment they'd find, the jobs they'd chase, the long walks by the bay. She teased him about surfing, and he laughed, offered to trade it for wine country day trips -- a deal she mock-scoffed at before refilling their glasses.
It was easy.
It was real.
And for the first time in months, Tyler felt something bloom in his chest -- something fragile and dangerously close to hope.
He didn't notice how the light outside had gone from gold to amber to deepening violet.
He didn't see the shadows stretching long across the linen between them, like fingers reaching in.
He didn't count how fast the bottle emptied, or how Sam's laughter had begun to ring brighter, looser, with a slight slur curling at the edges of her words.
He only saw her.
Sitting across from him. Glowing. Real. Still within reach.
And he didn't know -- couldn't know -- how close they were to the first crack.
How quickly that warmth could turn.
How fast a second chance could become a test.
Lounge Car -- 7:00 PM (+5 hours)
The soft clink of plates and warm ripple of laughter followed them out of the Dining Car as they stepped into the corridor. The train rocked gently beneath their feet, its steady rhythm now as familiar as breath. Tyler's stomach was full with food, his head light from wine, and for the first time in what felt like months, the weight on his chest had started to lift.
Samantha walked just ahead of him, fingers trailing lightly along the wall for balance. Her hips swayed with the natural rhythm of the rails, her sundress catching the hallway's dim overhead lights like it had been sewn from memory.
They reached their compartment.
She turned.
And smiled.
Not the cautious, threadbare smile she'd been giving him lately -- but something deeper. Softer. Closer to the girl he had fallen for in another life.
"I'm gonna take a quick shower," she said, hand already on the door. "Maybe read for a bit. Meet you back here soon?"
He nodded, stepping in just close enough to kiss her cheek. Her skin smelled like sun-warmed linen, wine, and the faint vanilla lotion she always used -- the kind that clung to his shirts for hours after she'd held him.
"Don't fall asleep without me," he murmured.
She smiled, laughed -- and then she was gone. The door slid shut with a soft click, sealing her into the warmth of their room.
Tyler stood there a moment longer, hands deep in his pockets, riding the buzz of food and drink and the echo of her touch. Outside, the plains had darkened into a blur of indigo and violet, the sky streaked with the last light of a dying sun.
He wasn't ready to be sealed away just yet.
Not while the world was still sliding by like a dream outside glass.
One more beer, he thought. Just to cap the night. One more won 't hurt.
He turned and made his way back toward the Lounge Car, passing couples curled up with coffee, families pointing out the distant glimmer of small towns blinking across the horizon. The train felt quieter now -- like everyone had settled into their rituals, their rooms, their own soft silences.



The Sightseer Lounge was dimmer in the dusk, washed in soft amber from overhead lights. The massive windows framed the end of the sunset like fading fire -- streaks of orange and crimson slowly swallowed by blue. It felt more intimate now. More private.
He detoured briefly to the snack car and grabbed a cold bottle, twisting the cap off with practiced ease. The first sip hit sharp and bitter -- perfect.
He settled into a seat by the window, legs stretched out, arm draped along the backrest. The train rocked softly beneath him. The world outside blurred by in long, dark ribbons.
And then--
Laughter.
Low. Rough. Familiar.
He didn't have to look to know who it was.
The players -- still holding court at the far end of the lounge. Still sprawled out like they owned the space, like gravity bent differently around them. Their voices were looser now, their posture relaxed, stretched long across the seats like jungle cats too comfortable to pretend otherwise.
Tyler glanced their way.
Just for a second.
He caught a flicker of recognition -- a raised brow, a flash of teeth -- but nothing hostile. Just noise. Just presence.
The conductor didn't care what happened in the Lounge Car after dinner, so long as it didn't get too loud.
Tyler took another sip, eyes back on the window, watching the last edge of daylight slide beneath the horizon.
He meant to stay there.
Meant to finish his beer, breathe, and return to Sam.
He really did.
But before he realized it, one of them -- the one with the easy smile from earlier, DeShawn -- caught his eye and gave a slow, casual nod, chin lifted like an invitation that didn't need to be spoken.
"Hey, man. You riding solo tonight?"
Tyler chuckled under his breath, shaking his head. "Nah, my girl's back in the room. Showering."
DeShawn's grin widened. He reached for the bottle of whiskey resting between their seats -- half-drained, amber liquid catching the dim light like something carved from temptation.
"You look like you could use a nightcap."
Tyler hesitated. He should go. Sam was waiting, probably drying off, curling into bed with a book in her hands and the soft warmth of wine still blooming in her cheeks. He had promised himself -- and her -- that the old habits were dead and buried. That the gambling, the drinking, the reckless little moments that led to collapse were behind him now.
But the whiskey shimmered in the light. DeShawn's smile was easy. The hum of the train, the warmth in his stomach, the buzz in his limbs -- it all blurred into a quiet, seductive haze.
"One drink," he said, trying to make it sound like a joke, like a line drawn in sand that wouldn't be crossed.
DeShawn smirked. "That's what they all say."
Tyler rose, grabbing his beer, and crossed the car toward them. The group shifted to make space, scooting apart with the kind of casual confidence that said he belonged here now -- even if only for a while. Laughter rolled through the circle, low and effortless, and the energy shifted. Looser. Warmer. More dangerous.
A deck of cards appeared within minutes -- worn, curved, slick with familiarity. CJ dealt with muscle memory, the cards snapping out like spells, the rhythm so natural it didn't even feel like gambling. Not yet.
It started harmless.
Friendly hands. Low stakes. A beer here, a couple dollars there. The kind of game played to pass time, not lose it. Tyler leaned in, smiled, laughed when they ribbed each other over bad calls. For a while, it felt good -- too good. Familiar in a way that had nothing to do with risk and everything to do with forgetting.
The train kept humming westward into the thickening dark, a steady pull toward the unknown.
And somewhere, behind a closed door just a few cars away, Sam rinsed the day's dust from her skin, humming softly beneath the water, her thoughts wrapped around books and wine and second chances. The future still rested in her hands.
Tyler didn't know it yet.
But the moment he sat down, he'd already folded the wrong hand.
And he was about to bet the last thing that truly mattered -- on a game he was never meant to win.
Bedroom -- 7:30 PM (+5.5 hours)
The soft spray of the shower pattered gently against the tiny tile walls, muffled behind the closed bathroom door of their compartment. Samantha let the hot water run over her skin, washing away the hours of travel, the stale air of the station, and the lingering ghosts of a city she was desperate to leave behind. She lathered slowly, methodically, fingers tracing familiar paths over her body, each motion a quiet act of renewal. The train's steady rumble beneath her feet had become almost comforting now -- a low, constant heartbeat, carrying her forward. Away from Chicago. Away from old mistakes. Toward something new. Something better.
She still wanted to believe it. Needed to believe it.
When she stepped out into the little bathroom, steam curling around her in soft tendrils, she wrapped herself in one of the surprisingly plush towels and wiped a clearing into the fogged-up mirror. Her reflection stared back at her -- flushed cheeks, damp curls clinging to her forehead, eyes that looked a little tired, but steadier than before. For a moment, she just stood there, breathing slowly, trying to anchor herself. This was real. They were on the train. They were doing this. Tyler was trying.
And she was still here.
She slipped into a worn pair of cotton shorts and a soft tank top, the kind of outfit that smelled faintly like home, and padded barefoot into the bedroom. The light outside had dimmed into a rich, velvet blue, the window casting the room in shifting shadows and the last golden echoes of sunset. She slid the foldable table away with a quiet clack and dropped onto the couch, curling one leg beneath her as she opened her book and pulled a blanket across her lap.
The bed could wait. They'd call the attendant later if they needed to. Right now, she just wanted the quiet.
The words on the page welcomed her like old friends -- steady, familiar, something she could hold. Every few minutes, her eyes flicked toward the door, listening for the sound of footsteps in the hallway. She expected the soft tap Tyler always gave before opening any door -- a habit from childhood he'd never broken. Three quick knocks, cheerful and almost apologetic, like he still worried he might catch someone mid-secret.
But the minutes passed.
The shadows deepened.
And the door stayed quiet.
Her glass of water rested on the windowsill, beads of condensation trailing lazily down the side, untouched.
Eight o'clock.
Eight-thirty.
She shifted beneath the blanket, folding it off her legs. The book closed softly beside her. Rising, she crossed the small room, pressing her forehead gently against the windowpane, watching the night ripple by. The train moved faster now, slicing westward under a sky scattered with early stars, their pale light barely enough to outline the gentle reflection of her face in the glass.
Still no Tyler.
The compartment felt suddenly too quiet. Not peaceful -- but expectant. Like something had been left undone.
And somewhere -- deep in her chest -- she felt the first familiar flicker of doubt.
Sam bit her lower lip, a familiar knot beginning to tighten in her chest -- old worry wrapping itself around her ribs, slow and certain. She told herself not to panic. There were plenty of reasons he might be late. Maybe he'd gotten caught up watching the stars through the lounge windows. Maybe someone had struck up a conversation -- a couple with a story to tell, a stranger with too much wine and too many opinions. Maybe he just needed a few minutes alone. A little space to breathe.
But it was Tyler.
And Tyler -- even on his best days -- had a way of finding trouble the way moths found flame.
By nine o'clock, the pages of her book had stopped making sense. Words blurred together, her eyes skipping whole paragraphs without comprehension. She closed it softly, set it aside, and gave up pretending. Instead, she busied herself -- not because the room needed it, but because she did.
She rummaged through their bags, organising things that didn't need organising: the tiny amenity kit the train had provided, the flip-flops for the shower, the miniature soaps and lotions with their clean, impersonal labels. She lined them up neatly along the sink, straightened the few clothes they'd unpacked, wiped down the table with a tissue even though it was already clean.
None of it helped.
There was a charge under her skin now -- a restless energy that wouldn't quiet, wouldn't settle. Every creak of the train felt like an echo. Every second without his knock felt louder than the last.
Finally, she stood, pulled a hoodie over her tank top, and tied her damp hair into a quick, loose bun. She slipped out into the hallway barefoot, the floor cool beneath her feet, the rhythmic sway of the train guiding her like a slow tide. The corridor was dim now, lit only by muted overhead lights casting soft pools of amber across the floor. A hush had settled over the sleeping car -- not silence, but that warm, contained quiet of people winding down, rooms drawn tight around private worlds.
As she rounded the corner toward the Lounge Car, she nearly collided with the sleeping car attendant -- a woman in a navy vest and slacks, sensible shoes clicking softly, a clipboard tucked under one arm. She stopped short, startled, and then smiled.
"Evening, miss," the woman said, her voice warm, her expression practiced. "Getting settled in okay?"
Sam returned the smile, grateful for the tiny moment of normalcy. "Yeah, thanks. Actually... would you mind setting up our bed when you get a chance? My fiancé and I will be back shortly."
"Of course." The woman made a quick note on her clipboard, already turning back the way she came. "I'll flip it down for you. Should be ready when you return."
"Thanks," Sam said, stepping aside to let her pass.
The attendant disappeared down the hall, heels soft against the carpeted floor.
Sam stood still for a moment.
Then kept moving.
Her steps quickened without meaning to -- not frantic, not yet, but faster than necessary. Like her body already knew what her heart hadn't fully admitted.
She was done waiting.
She needed to see.
Lounge Car -- 10:00 PM (+6 hours)
The low hum of the train wrapped around Samantha as she moved through the corridor, the rhythmic sway beneath her feet barely noticeable now beneath the pounding in her chest. Her bare soles whispered across the carpet, her pace quickening with each step, the distant echo of laughter teasing the edges of her hearing -- loud, masculine, careless. Something about it prickled beneath her skin, a warning her body recognised before her mind could catch up.
She passed through the sliding doors into the Lounge Car, and the world changed.
The air smelled of spilled beer, cheap cologne, and worn leather. The lights were dimmed low now, casting long, sleepy shadows across the booths and tables. It should have felt cozy. Intimate. But there was a heaviness to the space -- something charged and sour, like a secret being told too loudly.
At first, she didn't see him.
Just a cluster of men hunched around a table near the back -- their laughter easy, their posture sprawling, the glint of cards and the soft clatter of coins sliding across smooth plastic. The low thrum of testosterone and alcohol soaked the air.
Then she heard it.
Tyler's laugh -- loud, forced, wrong. The kind of laugh that didn't come from joy but from fear dressed up in bravado. A man trying to pretend the bottom wasn't falling out beneath him.
Her heart sank before her eyes even found him.
There he was.
Slouched in a corner seat among the players, his shirt half-untucked, his cheeks flushed from drink, the edge of his collar slightly sweat-stained. His hands fumbled with a deck of cards, fingers too loose, too slow. His smile was glassy and wide, his eyes too bright -- lit by something that wasn't fun but panic barely disguised.
And in front of him, spread like a mockery of their hopes, was the worst of it: crumpled bills -- their bills -- the last of the money they'd set aside for San Francisco. For food. For transit. For rent applications. Their lifeline, tossed into a heap between a plastic whiskey cup and a few sloppily dealt cards.
Samantha stopped short.
The noise around her dulled, like the room had been dropped underwater. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Her hands, still at her sides, curled slowly into fists.
The players noticed her almost immediately -- not startled, not embarrassed. Amused.
DeShawn turned first, his smile slow and unreadable, like a man watching a movie he'd seen before. CJ's grin came next, sharper, toothier, full of something close to mockery. Devon leaned back in his chair, arms stretching behind his head, one brow raised like he'd just stumbled across the ending he was waiting for.
Tyler looked up last.
And in that second, the night broke open.
The look on his face wasn't just guilt. It was devastation. His lips parted, trying to form her name, but shame crushed the air from his lungs. He moved to gather the money, to hide the mess, to make it look like it hadn't happened.
Too late.
"Sam," he managed, breathless, his fingers fumbling clumsily at the cards. "I--this isn't--"
She didn't move.
Didn't speak.
Just stood there, barefoot and blinking beneath the soft overhead light, her whole body locked in place as if some part of her had known this moment was coming from the very start. Her pulse thundered in her throat, and in her mind, the future she'd been clinging to -- the soft-focus vision of golden apartments, slow mornings by the bay, holding hands with a man who had changed -- cracked and splintered.
It shattered all at once.
And she felt every piece cut.
"Lost big, huh?" DeShawn drawled, his voice low and velvet-smooth, as if this wasn't cruelty, but entertainment. He leaned back in his chair, stretching his legs out, watching her with an expression that didn't even pretend to be surprised. "Shame. Always hate to see a man down on his luck."
Tyler opened his mouth again -- reaching, groping for something that might make this less than what it was.
A joke. A deflection. A lifeline.
But this time, Samantha's voice came first.
"Really, Tyler?" she said.
And the sound of it silenced the table.
There was no mistaking the edge in her voice now. No softness. No plea for understanding. Just disappointment -- sharp and final, like a blade between ribs.
"Again?"
He froze.
And for a long, impossible moment, no one moved.
She took a step closer to the table, bare feet soundless against the floor, and when she spoke, every syllable was clipped and deliberate. "One day," she said. "That's all you had to make it. One fucking day." Tyler flinched like she'd struck him across the face, and for a moment it looked like he might crumple where he stood. But Samantha had already turned away from him. Her attention shifted to the men at the table -- her voice changing, not softening, but gaining a different kind of steadiness. Cold steel instead of heat.
"If you make him whole," she said, locking eyes with DeShawn, "if you give him his stake back... I can make it worth your while." The words landed with weight, thick and unmistakable, and for a moment the entire car seemed to shift around them. CJ let out a low whistle under his breath. Devon laughed -- slow and rich with understanding -- while Tyrone gave a faint, knowing smile. But it was DeShawn who mattered most. He didn't smirk, didn't flinch, didn't speak right away. He just watched her with that same calm, calculating gaze, measuring her offer like a dealer weighing a rare, dangerous hand.
Finally, he nodded. "You drive a hard bargain, baby girl," he said. "But yeah. We can work something out."
"No--" Tyler's voice cracked out, raw and too loud, and he shot to his feet, knee bumping the table, coins and cards sliding across the surface. His panic was immediate, helpless. "No, Sam, don't. This isn't the way--please." His voice frayed on the edges, too high, too desperate.
Samantha turned toward him slowly. Her expression wasn't angry. It wasn't cold, either. Just... tired. Grounded. Like someone standing at the end of a long road she'd walked before. "This is your mess, Tyler," she said, her voice not unkind, but filled with the weight of something final. "And like always, I'm the one cleaning it up." He reached for her again, hands trembling, voice smaller now. "Sam... please. Don't. I'm sorry. Just--don't do this."
Before she could answer, DeShawn's voice slid between them -- calm and final. "You know the stakes now. You're ours until we reach our stop." There was a beat of silence. Samantha didn't look at Tyler again. She only asked, her voice steady, "Where are you getting off?"
CJ answered first, grinning with that cocky charm. "End of the line, baby." DeShawn confirmed it. "Emeryville. You're ours until then."
Tyler's face collapsed under the weight of it. His eyes welled, hands twitching like he wanted to act, but couldn't find where to start. "Please," he whispered. "Please don't do this."
She didn't answer. Didn't blink. Just turned back to DeShawn with her chin raised, her shoulders square. "We have a bedroom," she said.
And then she walked.
Not with drama. Not with seduction. Just certainty. Clean, quiet, final.
DeShawn lingered for only a second longer. His hand rested lightly on the back of Tyler's chair -- not menacing, but unmistakably present. "Y'all get him sorted," he said to the others. "Make sure he gets his money back. Make sure he doesn't do anything stupid." Then he looked down at Tyler, gaze heavy, voice low. "And you... stay smart. Stay still."
CJ leaned in, smirking, and flicked Tyler lightly on the temple with a single finger. "We'll even play a few hands to decide who gets her next, man. Ain't that fair?" Laughter rippled around the table -- lazy, indulgent, practiced.
DeShawn straightened and followed after Samantha, his stride unhurried, as if this was always how it was going to end. And around Tyler, the group began to close -- not in violence, but in inevitability. Bodies shifted, casual but close, hemming him in. Shoulders angled. Arms stretched along setbacks. Just enough to let him know that no matter what he said now, or how sorry he was, or how badly he wanted to take it all back -- it was already done.
Bedroom -- 10:15 PM
The bedroom was dim and warm when Samantha stepped inside. The low hum of the train pulsed gently up through the floor, steady and constant, like a second heartbeat. Outside the wide picture window, the world had disappeared into twilight -- fields and fences reduced to shifting shadows, the sky a vast, unknowable blue.
The attendant had already been by. The couch had been folded down into a neat, narrow bed, crisp white sheets pulled tight, two pillows resting side by side. It looked... comfortable. Clean. Innocent, in a way that made Samantha's stomach twist.
She stood barefoot on the carpet, one hand brushing lightly against the doorframe. The silence settled around her -- soft, waiting. And then, behind her, came the sound of footsteps. Heavy. Steady. Unhurried.
DeShawn entered without a word. The door closed behind him with a whisper. The lock slid into place with a quiet snickthat felt far louder than it was.
"Nice setup," he said, voice low and warm with amusement as he glanced around -- at the room, at the bed, and finally at her. His gaze was full and unhurried, landing on her like weight.
"And you..." A smile curved his mouth, slow and certain. "You're something else, baby girl."



Sam didn't respond. She just stood there, letting his attention move over her like heat. The simple tank top hugged her chest, soft cotton stretched taut over her breasts, and her shorts clung to the curve of her hips like second skin. The line of her bare thighs caught the room's muted light, golden and trembling.
She should have felt exposed.
Instead, she felt electric -- every inch of her lit from within, nerves blazing, skin humming with something wild and dangerous. Terrified and alive and burning.
DeShawn stepped forward, his movements unhurried, deliberate. One hand lifted, the backs of his fingers grazing the soft skin of her arm. She shivered -- not from cold, but from the way sensation bloomed behind the touch, spreading like fire.
He leaned in, his body close enough to change the air between them, and just when the tension crested -- when her breath caught and her body braced for what would come next -- he paused.
"You know," he said, voice thoughtful, like they were talking over coffee, not standing on the edge of something irreversible, "this doesn't seem fair."
Sam blinked. "What?"
DeShawn smiled wider -- not cruel, but certain. Anchored. Like he knew the shape of every possible outcome.
"You two came all this way together," he said. "Fresh start and all that. Supposed to be doing this as a team, right?"
She didn't answer.
He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone, tossing it onto the little table by the window with a casual flick. "You should ask your man if he wants to be part of this. If he wants to be that loving, supportive boyfriend."
There was laughter in his voice. But underneath it -- beneath the charm and the invitation -- was a weight that made her skin prickle. A truth she couldn't name, but already understood.
He waited.
Sam hesitated -- her heartbeat thudding in her ears, her body a riot of contradictions. Slowly, she reached into the pocket of her hoodie and pulled out her phone. The screen glowed softly in the dark.
Her fingers hovered over the keyboard.
A dozen different messages spun through her mind, but only one came out.
"I need you to be here with me for this. Please?"
She hit send before she could think too hard about it.
The message vanished into the night -- across the length of the train, through steel and glass and fear -- straight into whatever part of Tyler was still hers to reach.
📱 Tyler's POV - 10:17 PM
The buzz in his pocket startled him -- not just the vibration, but the sudden, sharp echo of it inside his chest. He pulled the phone out with trembling fingers, heart already pounding, as though he knew it wouldn't be anything casual.
The screen glowed softly in the dim light.
Just one message.
"I need you to be here with me for this. Please?"
Tyler stared at it. The words didn't shout -- they didn't accuse or demand -- but they landed like a punch, low and personal. Not an order. Not a plea. Something deeper.
A wound, still bleeding. Reaching for him.
His mouth tasted like whisky and failure. Around him, the murmur of the Lounge Car faded into a dull hum, voices growing distant, irrelevant. It was just him now. Him and the weight of the moment pressing down.
He could stay.
He could hide in this seat. Let her face it alone -- whatever this would become. Bury himself in guilt, in fear, in the lie that it would all make sense later. That it might all still be saved.
Or he could go.
Open the door.
Stand there.
See it.
Be part of it -- as much as he could bear. As much as she would let him.
He could hold her hand... or watch it slip from his forever.
And the choice was his.
🛤️ Reader Choice
❓ What Do You Do?
➡️ Go to the Bedroom
→ Please Read Chapter 2A - Present / Active Cuckold Path
Tyler chooses to witness. To stay close. To endure.
➡️ Stay in the Lounge
→ Please Read Chapter 2B - Cheating / Reluctant Cuckold Path
Tyler remains behind. Sam goes on without him.
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Room For More?

Shannon adjusted the hem of her top for the third time in as many minutes, glancing down the quiet hallway of the high-rise.
"You look perfect," Craig murmured, leaning in to kiss her temple.
She exhaled a laugh, half-nervous, half-buzzed from the energy of the city. "I know. I just want this to go well."
"It will. This is exactly what we talked about -- smart location, flexible setup, good price."
He said it like a checklist, but she heard the excitement underneath. He was trying to play it cool, but Shannon had watched him scroll through listings every night for weeks. This place was the first that felt real. That felt like a future.
They were three weeks into their relocation -- boxes still half-unpacked, IKEA tools scattered across the floor of their temporary sublet. Craig's new job in finance had kicked off fast, all early mornings and late commutes, but he was already buzzing with ideas and ambition. She admired that about him -- how he carried himself with purpose but never took himself too seriously.
When he'd suggested getting a flat share to save for a future home, Shannon had hesitated. She liked their privacy. Their rhythm. But she also liked the idea of building something together. Not just coasting, but planning.
Besides, they were solid. Better than solid. Even now, waiting outside a stranger's apartment door, she felt the low hum of comfort in her chest -- that certainty you get when you're exactly where you're supposed to be, with exactly who you're meant to be with.
Craig looked down at her and smiled, and that was it -- that little smile that made her stomach flip even after three years. He'd been her first real partner. The first man who saw her -- not just her body or her beauty, but her softness, her fire, her flaws. He listened. He touched like he meant it. He made her cum with his mouth and made her tea after. Who the hell was that lucky?
Her eyes drifted to his jaw, to the light stubble he'd meant to shave this morning. He smelled like sandalwood and fresh laundry. Her fingers curled instinctively around his.
The hallway was quiet, all clean lines and gentle lighting -- modern but softened by age. Shannon liked the way their footsteps echoed, how the stillness made everything feel slightly more important. She could hear Craig rehearsing his charm in his head, even if he was playing it cool on the surface.
She glanced down at her reflection in the blackened glass of the window. Not fixing anything this time. Just seeing herself.
A cropped sweater over a lean waist, jeans that hugged hips she'd finally stopped criticising. Her body was a quiet contradiction -- soft in places, strong in others. Years of yoga gave her a long, supple silhouette, but she wasn't delicate. Her ass was full, thighs firm, belly gently curved. She carried herself with that particular kind of confidence that didn't come from approval, but from use -- like she knew her body, not just how it looked, but what it could do.
Her face was open, expressive -- dark hazel eyes that tilted upward slightly at the corners, a full mouth, and a kind of sun-warmed complexion that made her look permanently kissed by summer. Her hair was a cascade of thick, dark curls -- usually wild, tonight tamed into a loose bun she'd twisted without thinking.
Pretty, people told her. But Shannon never quite believed it until she saw the way Craig looked at her.
She didn't feel nervous. Just... aware. Aware of her skin, her breath, the little hum of excitement that came with new beginnings.
Craig reached out and knocked. A low, confident rhythm. Three beats.
"Stop checking your reflection in the window," he teased.
"I'm not!"
"You are. And again -- perfect."
Before she could argue, a sound stirred behind the door -- footsteps. Slow, heavy, deliberate. Not the scuff of sneakers or slippered feet. These landed with intention. Shannon's chest lifted as she inhaled.
The door opened.
At first, it was just space -- the tall, open frame of the entryway, the dark interior behind it. Then he stepped into view.
Ronald.
Shannon registered it all at once, like a heatwave -- his sheer size, the effortless coil of muscle beneath a black fitted tee, the slope of shoulders so wide they seemed to block the light behind him. His skin was deep, smooth, the kind of darkness that made you think of strength and stillness in equal measure. There was no smile at first, just calm -- a steady, centred presence that felt like gravity.
Then his mouth curved, slow and polite. "You must be Craig and Shannon."
His voice was lower than expected. Not loud, but grounded -- like it came from his chest, not his throat.
Craig stepped forward to shake hands, already turning on the charm. Shannon stayed back a beat longer than necessary, her gaze drifting across the frame of him. Not leering. Not that. Just... noting. How his forearms looked carved, veins rising under skin like subtle topography. How the fabric of his shirt hugged his chest in a way that suggested not vanity, but inevitability.
His body wasn't the only thing large.
Even the way he stood -- not puffed up, not dominant in the cliché sense -- just there. Quietly owning the space. Not demanding attention. Simply built for it.
When his eyes landed on her, it wasn't a stare. It was a glance. But it held, just a second longer than expected. His gaze didn't rake her. It acknowledged her. Saw her, fully, and then moved on without a word.
Shannon felt the breath rise in her chest again.
"Yeah," Craig was saying, grinning as he shook Ron's hand. "Thanks for having us."
Ron nodded, stepping back to let them in. "Of course. Come in, take a look. No pressure."
His voice didn't smile the way his mouth did. It was smooth. Measured. Assured. The kind of voice that didn't need to sell anything.
The moment they stepped inside, Shannon felt it -- the subtle hush of a space built with intention. The kind of quiet that didn't come from emptiness, but from design. Light poured in from wall-length windows, catching the soft sheen of polished floors and clean architectural lines. Everything about it felt... composed.
Ron walked ahead of them, barefoot, comfortable, his pace steady. "Place is fully furnished," he said, glancing over his shoulder. "But if you've got your own things, feel free to swap stuff out, decorate your room however you like. Make it yours."
Shannon appreciated that. She hated feeling like a guest in her own space.
He moved through the open-plan kitchen and living room, pointing casually as he went. "That's the main common area. I often work from home, but I tend to keep it low-volume during the day."
The kitchen made her stop in her tracks.
A massive marble island ran the length of the space, veined in gold and stormy grey, matte and cool beneath the fingers she couldn't resist brushing along the edge. Industrial light fixtures hung overhead -- matte black and brass -- and below them, a wide breakfast bar with sleek, high stools. Everything gleamed. Clean lines. Hidden appliances. Thoughtful touches.
The espresso machine caught her eye. Built-in. Real. Not the kind you impulse-buy and regret.
Ron led them into the hallway, gesturing to a room as they passed. "I converted that one into a bit of a gym-slash-office. Mostly mornings and evenings in there. You're welcome to use the equipment if you're into that kind of thing."
Shannon nodded, already picturing her yoga mat unrolled, her body moving through sun salutations with soft music playing while someone else -- someone quiet -- typed away at a nearby desk.
They reached the bedroom. Ron opened the door and stepped back.
"This would be yours."
Craig blinked. "Wait, this is the master suite?"
"One of them," Ron said with a small smile. "There are two. I've got the other."
Shannon glanced at Craig. His eyebrows had lifted. She stepped inside and felt the temperature shift -- not physically, but emotionally. It was so open. Airy. Not just space, but light. A king-sized bed, already dressed in crisp white linens, anchored the room. Across from it: a broad window spilling golden afternoon sun across hardwood floors. To the left, a walk-in closet. And beside it, a private en-suite that looked lifted from a spa -- slate tile, rainfall shower, warm backlit mirror.
She let out a soft sound in her throat. Not quite a laugh. Just... wonder.
Back in the living room, Ron motioned toward the entertainment setup. A sleek, wall-mounted TV glowed black above a built-in electric fireplace, its ember display flickering quietly like a slow heartbeat.
Craig let out a low whistle. "That's an OLED, right? I've always wanted one. Never seen one that big outside a showroom."
"Eighty-inch," Ron confirmed. "But yeah, it's a good screen. I use it mostly for movies."
"You've got the whole theatre vibe going," Craig added, visibly impressed.
Shannon barely registered the specs. Her attention was pulled elsewhere -- the fireplace below, the velvet reading chair angled just right beside it. She imagined herself curled up there with a blanket, a book, maybe tea. The thought wrapped around her like warmth.
Then the balcony.
Sliding glass doors opened onto a curved terrace that wrapped with the line of the building, opening into the skyline like a stage. The sun was dipping low, casting everything in copper and rose. The city stretched for miles, glass towers glowing, windows blinking on one by one.
At the far end of the balcony: the hot tub. Steam drifted lazily from the surface, even now in the daylight. It wasn't ostentatious. It looked... inviting.
"Evenings out here are my favourite part," Ron said softly. "The light, the breeze, the quiet. Sitting in the tub with a drink -- it's a good way to end the day."
Shannon stepped closer to the glass. The view was unreal. The kind of view people fought for. She could see herself out there. Book in hand. Steam curling in the air. A blanket draped over her legs. Her whole body at ease.
She looked at Craig again.
He smiled, wide-eyed and glowing.
This didn't feel like something they were applying for.
It felt like something they were already falling into.
Ron excused himself briefly, disappearing down the hallway toward the kitchen. "I'll grab us something to drink," he said easily. "Sparkling water okay?"
Shannon nodded, and the moment he turned the corner, Craig let out a low exhale, eyes wide with that same disbelieving smile he'd worn since they stepped through the door.
"Is this real life?" he muttered.
Shannon laughed, still standing at the edge of the balcony. The breeze brushed her skin, just enough to lift the fine hairs on her arms. The city stretched out like a living thing below them -- glass and steel and infinite movement, all quieted by distance.
"It's ridiculous," she said. "I mean... the kitchen? That tub?"
"And the fact that he's not charging double?" Craig added, turning to her with that playful incredulity he wore so well. "That's the part I don't get."
They drifted back into the living room, fingers brushing. Everything felt suspended -- too good to question, but almost unreal in its precision. Shannon looked around again, trying to picture it with their things layered in. Her books on the shelf. Craig's half-worn sneakers by the door. Her mug on the counter next to the espresso machine. It was easy to see. Too easy.
Ron returned, placing three glasses on the coffee table -- simple, crystal-cut tumblers, the water inside fizzing softly.
"This place is incredible," Craig said, settling onto the couch. "Honestly? You could charge double for it. Easy."
Ron shrugged, sinking into the opposite end of the couch with quiet ease. "It's not about squeezing someone for rent," he said. "It's about sharing space with the right people. Makes life a lot simpler when the energy's good."
Shannon found herself watching him again -- the way he sat, relaxed but alert, his long frame folded neatly into the plush cushion, one ankle resting on the opposite knee. There was something about how he took up space. Not aggressively. Just naturally. Like he belonged in every room he entered, and didn't need to prove it.
Craig nodded. "That's a good way to look at it. I'm guessing this place is yours, then?"
"Yeah. Bought it five years ago."
"What do you do, if you don't mind me asking?"
Ron took a sip, then set the glass down. "Private investments. A lot of it's remote now -- consulting, equity plays, that sort of thing."
Craig perked up. "No way -- I'm in finance too. Way lower down the ladder, obviously. Just started at a firm here in the city. But I've always been fascinated by that side of it -- private markets, building long-term wealth."
There it was -- the spark. Not fanboy awe, not obsequious. Just genuine admiration. The kind of connection Shannon recognised in Craig's voice when he found someone who could talk shop at a level he aspired to reach.
Ron didn't gloat. He just nodded, interested. "It's a good time to be getting in. You'll pick it up fast."
Shannon leaned back in her chair, watching the two of them. She liked this, actually. The ease of it. No weird tension. No awkward power dynamic. Just... chemistry. Not the kind you had to name. The kind that settled.
Craig turned to her. "Tell him what you do."
Shannon smiled. "I work from home too. Mostly yoga classes over livestream, a bit of freelance design work, and I paint when I can afford to."
Ron's eyes lit slightly. "Painting? Oils or watercolour?"
"Mostly acrylic. A bit of mixed media."
"I'd love to see some of it sometime," he said simply. "I've got a few pieces from local artists. I think art keeps a space alive."
It was such a quiet thing to say, but Shannon felt it land. Not as a flirtation -- just a thought she didn't expect to hear from a man like him. That kind of contrast stuck in the mind.
Ron stood, collecting the glasses. "Well," he said, "if you two want the place, it's yours."
Craig blinked. "Just like that?"
"You're the right fit. I trust my gut."
Shannon looked at Craig, then back to Ron. Her chest lifted with something soft and warm -- like stepping into hot water. Like falling into luck.
"We'd love to," she said.
Craig squeezed her hand.
Ron smiled.
And deep in her belly -- low and silent -- something fluttered.
--------
The heat was different on the twenty-eighth floor.
Not the sweltering kind -- the building was air-conditioned, the windows triple-glazed -- but the kind that came from motion. From lifted boxes, from sweat on forearms, from men breathing through effort and smiling through it.
Craig hauled the final box through the front door, grunting as he shifted the weight to one side.
"You sure this one doesn't have your book collection in it?" he teased.
Shannon smirked. "It's yoga equipment. You'll thank me when your back gives out from lifting like that."
Ron, already inside, took the box from Craig with one smooth motion. No showboating. No flexing. Just strength that didn't ask for attention. He carried it into the master suite like it weighed nothing.
Craig blinked, still catching his breath. "Jesus," he muttered, wiping sweat from his brow. "You ever slow down?"
Ron reappeared, relaxed, barely glistening. "Years of practice."
He wasn't even winded.
Shannon watched the two of them -- both shirtless now, both damp with sweat. Craig was lean, defined, his body shaped by years of running and weekend gym sessions. Ron was something else. Broader. Denser. Built like he could tear open the world if he wanted, but chose not to.
She pulled her eyes back to Craig and smiled. He was a catch. A real one. No doubt in her mind.
That evening, once the last box had been shoved into a corner and the cardboard grease-stained from empty pizza slices, the city began to glow beyond the tall apartment windows--rows of lights blinking into dusk like quiet applause. Craig reached for her without a word, his touch warm and certain, a gravity she didn't resist.
She climbed onto his lap atop the still-unfamiliar mattress, the sheets beneath them stiff and crinkling, holding the faint scent of plastic wrap and factory starch. Her knees bracketed his hips, and she leaned in, letting her weight settle, her palms against his chest as their mouths met. He kissed her the way he always did when exhaustion blurred into arousal--slowly, like he had all night, like she was something to savor. There was heat behind it, but something tender too--grateful, almost reverent.
Their bodies moved with the ease of well-learned rhythm, a quiet confidence forged in dim bedrooms and hurried mornings. His hands gripped her hips just firmly enough to make her feel claimed. And when he pressed into her--thick and hot and heavy--she gasped, the familiar stretch drawing her open in one slow, deliberate slide.
Seven inches, maybe a touch more--she'd measured him once, playfully, breathless between kisses--and every bit of him felt designed to fill her, to reach exactly where she needed. He moved with patience, with purpose, each roll of his hips drawing a little more sound from her throat, a little more tremble into her limbs. He watched her with that focused heat he always had, like her pleasure was something sacred. Her body responded without hesitation--arching, clenching, giving in--until her fingers curled around the headboard and her cries broke free, sharp and breathless, his name barely forming around them like a whispered prayer.
She came in a quake of sensation, her body fluttering around him as she pulsed through it, the aftershocks delicate but consuming. He didn't let up--not until he followed with a groan low and raw against her neck, his release slow and deep and drawn from somewhere wordless.
They collapsed into the silence that followed, the heat between their bodies mingling with the faint electric hum of their new space. Skin on skin. Breath on breath. The city pulsing quietly beyond the glass.
"You happy?" he murmured eventually, not bothering to open his eyes.
She smiled against his chest, fingers tracing lazy circles against his skin. "Completely."
And she meant it.
Her hand rested on his chest. His heartbeat was steady, warm. The air in the room smelled like skin and clean sheets and the faint spice of their new lives unfolding.
She let her eyes wander -- to the window, to the skyline, to the dark outline of the hot tub out on the balcony. The city was bigger than she'd imagined. But it didn't feel overwhelming. It felt... open.
She had Craig. He was everything she'd hoped for in a partner -- kind, sexy, solid, smart. He made her laugh. Made her come. Made her feel seen. What more could a woman ask for?
And the place... the place was perfect. Modern, soft, generous. And Ron -- well. They'd gotten lucky there too. A roommate who kept to himself, helped them move, didn't blink at heavy lifting or sweat. Someone easy to be around. Respectful.
She smiled to herself, curling deeper into Craig's side.
They were lucky.
She wasn't sure what she'd done to deserve all this, but she felt it settle in her bones like sunlight warming stone.
From the hallway, the faint sound of water running. A door shutting. Soft, even footsteps. Ron, probably heading to bed.
She closed her eyes again.
Happy.
Content.
But far from still.
Shannon hadn't meant to cook anything complicated. It was just going to be pasta -- quick, mindless. Something to fill the space while Craig worked late and she unwound after her final class. But something about the silence of the apartment, the glow of the evening light spilling across the marble countertops, the crisp comfort of her bare feet on hardwood... it pulled her into rhythm. Onion, garlic, olive oil. A glass of red wine. Music low on her phone. By the time she was slicing basil and simmering sauce, she was cooking, not just making food.



She liked this part of the day -- when the building quieted, when the city softened just a little, when the sky outside went golden and the light inside turned gentle. It was the first time since moving in that she felt like she could truly exhale.
The sound of a door opening pulled her gently out of her focus. Ron stepped into the kitchen, barefoot, towel still draped casually over his shoulder. His shirt clung a little to his chest -- clearly fresh from a shower -- and there was a damp curl to the ends of his short hair. Not styled. Not performed. Just real.
He moved toward the fridge with that same unbothered grace he always seemed to carry. She noticed it more now -- how he didn't rush anything. Not even a glass of water.
"Smells incredible," he said, glancing at her, then the pot.
She looked up, tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "Thanks. I may have... overdone it."
"You expecting company?"
"Just Craig. And I guess now you, if you're interested."
He smiled at that. Not flirtatious. Just appreciative. "You sure?"
"Of course. You helped us haul half our lives up the elevator last weekend. Consider this repayment."
Ron stepped a little closer, peeking into the pot with a quiet hum of approval. He leaned back against the counter, his forearms resting along the edge. Everything about him seemed loose -- not sleepy, just relaxed in a way most men didn't allow themselves to be. She liked that. It made the space feel calm without effort.
"Need help?" he asked.
"If you're offering."
They fell into a quiet, easy rhythm -- he set the table without needing to ask where anything was, while she stirred and plated. When she turned to pass him the salad bowl, their hands brushed, warm from proximity. She didn't flinch. Neither did he. The contact was casual. Natural. But it stayed in her mind longer than it should have.
He was taller than she usually noticed. Close like this, she could see the texture of his skin -- smooth, dark as polished mahogany, a faint line of stubble shadowing his jaw. His smile, when it came, was rare but deeply felt, like something blooming slow and wide across his face. And his eyes -- deep brown with a fleck of gold near the centre -- always seemed to land gently, never lingering longer than they should. He was handsome, obviously. But more than that, he was at ease in his own body, and somehow that made her relax too.
It struck her then -- how comfortable she was in his presence. Without thinking about it. Without shrinking or posturing. It was... easy.
When they sat down to eat, the conversation drifted easily. He asked about her work, not in the way people asked to be polite, but with a kind of focused curiosity. She told him about the online yoga classes, about the live painting she streamed now and then when her mood allowed for it. He listened, fully, and it made her want to share more. Not perform, just speak.
"I like the way you talk about movement," he said, somewhere between bites. "Like it's a language."
She tilted her head. "It kind of is."
He nodded once. "That makes sense."
No elaboration. Just space. Room for her to exist.
When the food was cleared, she poured him a second glass of wine, and they lingered by the window. The sky was starting to darken now, the city beginning to shimmer in layered light. He pointed out a tower on the far end of the skyline, and they talked briefly about design, about lines and structure and silence.
It was the kind of talk that didn't feel like anything, until later -- when she'd find herself replaying it. Wondering why it stuck.
The front door opened just before eight. Craig stepped in, tie loosened, the edge of fatigue across his shoulders. He smelled like the train -- the city, his day, the hours he'd been out in the world grinding.
"Whoa," he said, eyebrows lifting. "Full dinner?"
"I had help," Shannon said, smiling as she moved to meet him. She kissed his cheek, tasted stress and salt. "You okay?"
He exhaled slowly. "Long one. But this... this smells amazing."
Ron passed him a plate without ceremony. "Glad you're here."
Craig looked between them, amused. "You two make a good team."
Shannon felt something catch in her throat -- not guilt. Not even tension. Just the awareness of what Craig had said. The truth of it.
They sat down again, all three of them, and the rest of the evening unfolded in warm, overlapping conversation. No raised voices. No hard edges. Just a kind of hush beneath everything, as if the space had learned how to breathe around them.
Saturday unfolded like something out of a film -- warm light on bare skin, soft music in the kitchen, the apartment breathing slowly around them. Craig had slept in, his body heavy against hers beneath the sheets, the rare kind of stillness that only came when his stress finally cracked and let rest pour in. Shannon painted in the early hours, half-dressed and barefoot, brush in one hand, coffee in the other, city light curling in through the glass. She watched him from across the room at one point -- hair messy, eyes lazy with sleep -- and thought, not for the first time, I love this man.
She saw how tired he'd been. The way he clenched his jaw when he thought she wasn't looking, the weight in his shoulders when he scrolled through unread emails. So she decided: tonight was for them. No work talk. No distractions. Just softness. Pleasure. Their own quiet world.
She picked the red dress. The one Craig never let her leave the bedroom in without stopping her. His look when she walked out of the bathroom in it was everything she'd wanted -- part hunger, part reverence, like the sight of her still knocked the wind from him.
They were just slipping on jackets when Ron appeared at the end of the hallway, towel slung casually around his waist, fresh from a shower. His voice was relaxed, smooth as always.
"Hope you two don't mind -- I've got someone coming over later."
Craig smiled, already halfway through buttoning his coat. "Of course not. It's your place."
Shannon added, "We'll be out for date night anyway. You've got the place to yourself."
Ron nodded once, a quiet smile tugging at his mouth. "Enjoy."
They did.
The city felt warm around them that night -- slow jazz in a candlelit bar, the clink of glasses, the glow of street lamps as they walked side by side through narrow streets. Craig made her laugh more than once, his hand always somewhere on her: her hip, her back, the dip of her neck when he leaned in to tell her she was the most dangerous thing in the room. It felt like the early days. Effortless. Intimate.
By the time they got home, Shannon's skin was warm from wine and touch, her body already leaning toward his before the door had even closed. They kissed like they meant it -- no rush, no script, just mouths meeting with the kind of hunger that only comes from comfort. Her dress hit the floor, his shirt followed, the bedroom door clicked shut behind them, and she climbed into his lap, straddling him like the last three years had never dulled her want.
They were halfway there when the sound came.
A moan.
High. Sharp. Feminine.
They both froze, just briefly.
Craig laughed softly under his breath, brushing a loose strand of her hair behind her ear. "Guess he's getting lucky."
But the sounds that filtered through the thin apartment wall weren't playful. They weren't giggles muffled by pillows or the squeak of bedsprings caught in a careless rhythm.
No.
This was different.
Deliberate.
A measured, relentless cadence. Heavy. Grounded. The unmistakable sound of skin meeting skin--not the frantic slap of casual sex, but something slower. Hungrier. A rhythm that spoke of pressure and surrender, of someone being taken apart piece by piece.
Then a voice -- feminine, breathless, wrecked. "Oh my *God--*yes--yes--please--"
Shannon's breath caught. Not from embarrassment. Not quite from arousal, either. But something bloomed beneath her ribs. A tension. A flicker of something unnamed.
Craig kissed her neck, trying to pull her focus back. His cock, hard and hot, pressed insistently against her thigh. She shifted, guiding him in with a practiced ease. That first stretch still made her catch her breath -- the thick length of him sliding home, deep and full, hitting that sweet ache she'd come to crave. Seven inches. Maybe more. Enough to make her gasp the first time. Enough that she'd had to learn him.
Her ex had been smaller -- pleasant, forgettable. Craig had been different. Bigger. Slower. More patient. He didn't just fuck. He filled. He split her open in a way that lingered, left her walking sore and satisfied for days.
Her moan was soft, instinctive. Her thighs wrapped around him, hips lifting into his thrusts.
But the noises next door grew louder.
Not playful.
Not performative.
Raw.
The woman was sobbing now, but not from pain. Her voice broke in those high, trembling tones that didn't sound like acting. "I can't--I can't take it--it's too much--*fuck--*yes--don't stop--don't stop--"
Craig faltered. His rhythm slowed. He let out a breathless chuckle. "Jesus."
Shannon didn't laugh.
Her body kept moving, but her mind was somewhere else -- not drifting away from Craig, but pulsing with something deeper. A second heartbeat. Her thighs clenched tighter. Her breath shortened. She felt herself teetering, caught between the intimacy she was in and the mystery unfolding just beyond the wall.
The sounds didn't stop. They built -- desperate, carnal. The creak of the bed. The low thud of the headboard. Guttural, feral groans that felt too real to ignore.
She came almost silently. A slow, shivering unraveling. Her fingers clutched Craig's arms as her hips trembled through it. He followed close behind, groaning softly into her neck as he pulsed deep inside her.
They collapsed together, slick and spent, limbs tangled. His body grew heavy with sleep, breaths evening out as he drifted.
But the wall didn't go quiet.
The rhythm started again -- slower now. Methodical. The bed tapping against drywall in a relentless cadence. Then came the voice, lower this time. Thick with lust, soaked in awe.
"You're so fucking big... God... I can't believe it--*I love your cock--*how are you even real--"
Shannon's breath hitched, nearly imperceptible.
She remembered the first time Craig had stretched her. That sweet ache. The way her body had needed time to take him. How she'd thought that was the limit -- the edge of what was possible.
She'd believed that was the deepest she could be filled.
Now, staring up at the ceiling, she wasn't so sure.
She didn't feel jealous. Not exactly. Not even turned on -- not in a way she could claim. Just... disoriented. Like stepping into a familiar room and realising there's a staircase you never saw before. A hollow space beneath the floorboards that had started to hum.
She shifted closer to Craig, letting his warmth wrap around her. He murmured something sleep-slurred, an arm tightening around her waist.
Shannon exhaled slowly, eyes drifting closed.
But the sounds lingered.
Long after the moans faded, long after the wall fell quiet -- they stayed with her.
Morning came slowly. The kind of slow that followed too many hours of shallow sleep. The apartment was quiet again, the city still wrapped in that pale early haze that made everything feel gentle and undone. Craig was still asleep, sprawled across the bed in his usual way -- one arm over his face, legs tangled in the sheet. His body was warm, familiar, beautiful. She'd curled herself around him for most of the night.
But she hadn't really slept.
The sounds had stopped sometime before dawn. She wasn't sure when. The woman's final moans had been hoarse, near incoherent. Then the silence had come, thick and sudden, like a weight dropped into still water.
Shannon slid out of bed, careful not to wake him. She pulled on a robe, barefoot, hair loose, and padded quietly down the hallway toward the kitchen. She didn't hear anything at first -- no footsteps, no doors -- just the soft hum of city morning outside the windows.
As she passed Ron's room, the door was half-closed. Not shut. Just ajar.
She hadn't meant to look.
But she saw.
The light in the hallway was soft, early -- filtered through blinds not yet opened. The door to Ron's room was ajar, just enough. He stood side-on to it, towel in hand, fresh from the shower, dragging the cloth slowly across the back of his neck. Water still clung to his skin, catching in the dips and planes of muscle -- wide shoulders tapering to a lean waist, the sculpted grooves of his back cut in clean shadow. His obliques sloped inward, disappearing into the shadowed grooves above his groin, where muscle gave way to something heavier, darker, impossibly male. Her breath caught before she realised it.
She hadn't intended to stop. But her gaze was already moving -- tracing the natural descent of his form, from the strength of his torso to the subtle definition of his abdomen... and then farther. Lower.
And then she saw it.
Heavy. Hanging. Full.
Even soft, it looked obscene. Not in the way of exaggeration or grotesquery -- but in its sheer, quiet truth. Long. Thick. Uncut. It wasn't aroused. Not even close. And still, it looked... impossible. As if evolution had made one reckless exception.
Her first reaction wasn't lust. It was a kind of stunned, cellular disbelief -- the stillness that overtakes you when something doesn't quite fit the rules you thought governed the world. He wasn't erect, and yet he already surpassed Craig. Easily. In length, in girth, in sheer physical presence. It didn't seem like something a body could take without being remade.
An as he moved, she caught the sway -- that weight -- the unhurried shift of mass with every step. There was no vanity in it. No performance. It was just there. Inescapable. A quiet fact of his anatomy. Not a showpiece. A burden.
She stood frozen in the hallway. Not gawking. Not leering. Just... still. Trapped by the moment. Caught in the realisation of what she was seeing -- and all that it meant.
And then, with a kind of forced grace, she turned.
She walked away. Calm. Controlled. Every muscle in her body pulling toward composure. Past the doorway, past the long shadowed hall, into the kitchen like nothing had happened.
But it had.
At the window, she stood with a glass of water pressed to her lips, the coolness grounding her, chasing the heat from her cheeks. She drank not out of thirst, but necessity -- to focus, to steady, to remind herself of her body.
But the image wouldn't leave.
Not just the sight of him, but the understanding.
The why behind those sounds last night -- those moans that hadn't been pretty, hadn't been sweet. They'd been torn from the gut. Desperate. Shattered. Real.
Shannon thought of her own first time with Craig. How he'd filled her. How her legs had shaken from the stretch, the ache blooming with pleasure. He was seven inches, maybe more. Thick. Attentive. He made her cum deep, made her feel claimed. It was the best sex she'd ever had.
But this?
This was something else entirely.
Not just bigger. Beyond.
Her thighs shifted, pressed together on instinct. Not arousal, not exactly -- not yet -- but a hum beneath her skin. Her mouth was dry again. Her pulse tight and low. There was a shift in her now, subtle but certain. A quiet cracking of scale. A realignment of what she thought was possible.
Footsteps approached behind her.
Ron's voice was quiet. "Morning."
She turned. He was fully dressed now -- dark joggers, plain black T-shirt. Nothing unusual. His face calm, unreadable. Just like always.
"Morning," she replied, surprised by how steady her voice sounded.
He stepped past her to the fridge, opened it. "Did you and Craig have a good night?"
She nodded. "Yeah. We went to that jazz place near the canal. It was nice. Needed the reset."
He smiled faintly, still looking into the fridge. "Sounds perfect."
She hesitated. The words left her mouth before she could stop them. "And... you? Your friend--?"
He didn't look up. "Nothing serious."
He closed the fridge and leaned against the counter, arms folded loosely. "She's sweet. But I'm still looking for something real."
The words weren't suggestive. Just honest.
Shannon nodded again, the glass cool in her hands. She couldn't meet his eyes.
"I've got a few calls this morning," he said, stepping back into the hallway. "Let me know if you two want to do anything for dinner later. I'll stay out of the way."
And then he was gone.
The apartment swallowed him again.
Shannon stood alone.
Not shaken.
But altered.
--------
She liked using the office in the mornings.
It was technically Ron's space -- half gym, half workstation, glass desk and weight rack divided by a wall of mirrors -- but he'd always told her she was welcome. He wasn't territorial about it, and she liked the feel of it in the early light. The whole apartment had a hush at that hour, like it hadn't quite decided what kind of day it would be. And the room itself had that subtle, masculine warmth she never quite put her finger on -- leather, cedar, the faint trace of iron from the dumbbells that lined the wall.
Her mat was already down, her body warm and humming as she flowed from warrior into low lunge, holding the stretch, eyes soft. She liked this version of herself -- not performing, not teaching, just present. No one watching. No one asking.
The door opened behind her mid-pose.
She didn't startle. Just breathed in deeper.
Ron's voice was low and casual. "Don't move on my account. I just need to make a quick call."
She turned slightly, hand still planted on the mat. He was shirtless again -- joggers low on his hips, hair damp. A towel slung around his neck. He moved across the room with that same unhurried weight she was starting to associate with him, dropped into the chair at his desk, tapped a few keys, and leaned back.
"Won't be long," he added, slipping in earbuds.
She nodded. "I don't mind."
But she wasn't fully in her breath anymore.
She tried to stay present -- grounding herself in the breath, sinking into pigeon pose, her hips opening slowly as her cheek met the mat. Her belly rose and fell in rhythm, but her focus was already splintering.
His voice had shifted.
Not louder. Not showy. Just... different.
"...two partners, plus legal counsel... Yes, Thursday works -- but we'll do it here. Let them see the skyline."
That quiet authority. Calm, controlled, entirely unforced. It wasn't the tone he used in casual conversation -- it was the voice of a man who didn't need to prove anything. He simply was the room.
She stayed folded, arms outstretched, body still--but her mind slipped sideways. A slow, creeping awareness curled around her as she wondered if his eyes had flicked from his screen. If, even for a moment, they'd landed on the arch of her back, the slow draw of her breath. The way her leggings clung to every curve -- soft fabric stretched over the shape of her ass, high and tight and unavoidably there.
She didn't know if he was watching.
But she felt watched.
And the sensation lived just under her skin, like heat, like static, like the trace of a hand not yet placed.
She breathed into it, not pushing it away. Let it simmer.
The call ended cleanly. Just a clipped "Confirmed," followed by silence and the click of the mute button.
She rose slowly, uncoiling like smoke, knees under her, palms smoothing over her thighs in a gesture more graceful than necessary. When she glanced up, he'd already turned in the chair, elbows on his knees, watching her with a gaze that was quiet... but direct.



"You're good," he said, voice lower now. Less business. More something else.
She smiled, pulse beating a little too fast in her throat. "Been doing it a while."
"Flexibility like that's dangerous."
She laughed -- too lightly -- trying to soften the weight of his words. "You should join me sometime. I offer private lessons."
His eyes didn't move. Didn't blink. Just held hers, a flicker of warmth under the surface, unreadable.
"I might take you up on that."
He stood then, stretched his back, rolled out his shoulders. As he reached the door, he paused. Just for a second.
"Oh -- that meeting I scheduled for Thursday... I was thinking Craig might benefit from coming. It's a low-pressure thing, but I'll be hosting a few major clients. Thought it might be a good intro to how I handle client-facing stuff. Might open some doors."
Shannon blinked, surprised. "That's... that's really thoughtful."
Ron just shrugged, casual again. "He's sharp. He just needs to be in rooms where people see it."
Then he was gone.
She sat there on her mat for a long moment, her body cooling beneath her clothes, the aftertaste of his voice still lingering in the air.
It was a generous offer. A professional gesture. Nothing more.
But something inside her stirred -- not jealousy, not attraction, just... a knowing.
--------
The apartment looked like it had been prepped for a magazine spread -- every surface clean, every object placed. The skyline framed perfectly behind the bar where Ron stood, sleeves rolled, glass in hand. The clients arrived just past five, laughter in the hallway before the door even opened. They were well-groomed, sharp-eyed, expensive without being flashy. Men who were used to being offered things. Men who could tell when someone understood leverage.
Ron didn't pitch. He just talked. His voice low and smooth, his cadence patient. He offered nothing up front, let them reach for the value themselves. Craig, sitting slightly off to the side at first, seemed unsure of when to enter -- but Ron pulled him in without breaking rhythm. Asked his opinion on something niche. Gave him space. Made him visible.
Shannon watched from the hallway, out of sight, wine in hand. She didn't want to distract. But she couldn't look away. Craig held his own -- sharp, prepared, respectful. He smiled when he meant it. Listened when it mattered.
And Ron... Ron guided the entire room like a conductor in silk.
After the clients left, Craig sat at the edge of the couch, wide-eyed and still glowing.
"Man..." he exhaled. "I don't even know what to say."
Ron handed him a drink. "You did well."
"I just watched you work," Craig said. "You didn't sell. You just let them come to you."
Ron sat opposite, relaxed. "No one wants to be sold. They want to feel known. You learn what they like. Remember it. Not just in business -- in life."
Craig nodded slowly.
Ron sipped his scotch, then added, "You give them an experience, not a transaction. Take this bathhouse thing. Do they need it? No. But they like it. They unwind. They feel seen. We talk casually. And later this week, when the offer's on the table? It doesn't feel like a pitch. It feels like a continuation of a relationship."
Craig tilted his head. "So it's not about this deal."
Ron smiled faintly. "It's about the next ten."
--
They left for the bathhouse just after dusk.
It wasn't some garish club or overbuilt spa -- it was elegant, quiet, exclusive. Stone walls, low lighting, steam hissing gently through copper vents. Craig changed quickly in the locker room, unsure how much to wear. He wrapped a towel around his waist and stepped into the heat.
Ron was already inside -- barefoot, body bare, seated in the largest corner of the sauna like he belonged to it. The clients were across from him, lounging in silence. Craig hesitated for a moment before stepping in.
It wasn't strange. Not exactly. Just unfamiliar.
Conversation flowed easily -- politics, real estate, emerging markets. Steam curled lazily around them, muffling the world into something soft and slow. At one point, Ron leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, and as he shifted to adjust his seat, he didn't bother covering himself.
He didn't need to. No one did. That was the point of a place like this -- full exposure, no pretenses.
But Craig saw it.
All of it.
Not hard. Just there.
Thick. Heavy. Long. Uncut. It hung downward with a natural curve, the skin smooth over its mass, as if even gravity took it seriously. It rested against one thigh like something the body had learned to carry, not flaunt -- a third limb, quiet in its weight.
Craig blinked. Looked away. Looked back. Tried not to react. No one else did. But something inside him tensed -- a tightness in the chest, a dryness in his mouth he couldn't quite swallow down.
He wasn't insecure. He'd never needed to be. Shannon praised him. Past lovers had, too. He knew what he had. What he could do.
But this?
This wasn't just bigger.
It was other.
The way Ron sat -- easy, unbothered, unaware -- like that kind of size was simply part of the everyday furniture of his life... it hit Craig in a place he hadn't known was sensitive.
He didn't speak much after that. Just nodded when appropriate. Let the conversation drift. Let the steam blur his vision and the image burn itself into the backs of his eyes.
Ron didn't look at him.
Didn't need to.
Later, at home, Shannon lay curled on the bed in one of Craig's hoodies, legs tucked beneath her, scrolling her phone as she waited for the sound of the door.
When it finally opened, she looked up -- and the expression on Craig's face wasn't quite what she expected. Like he'd just come back from something holy. Or unholy.
"Well?" she asked, grinning.
He tugged off his shirt and tossed it aside, dropping onto the bed like his limbs were heavier than usual. "It was incredible. Ron was incredible. Honestly... I get it now."
She arched a brow. "Did the homoerotic spa seduce you?"
He huffed a laugh, eyes still on the ceiling. "You joke, but--" He hesitated. "Shan. I saw it."
She blinked. "Saw what?"
His voice dropped a register. "It."
She laughed too fast. "Come on."
"I'm serious," he said, turning toward her, his face open, vulnerable in a way she rarely saw. "I don't know how he lives like that. I don't know how women take it. It's not... it's not normal."
She gave a low whistle, shaking her head, feigning disbelief. "You're exaggerating."
"I'm not. I'm a big guy. You've told me that. But next to that? I felt like a... sample size."
Shannon laughed again, but it came a beat too late. Her heart fluttered unexpectedly. Her skin prickled. "Maybe the steam got to your head."
"No," he said. "No, this was--God. It was just there. Hanging. Like it had gravity."
She straddled him, cutting off the spiral with her body. Her thighs bracketed his hips, and she leaned in, letting her weight sink into him, grounding both of them. His hands slid up to grip her waist, instinctive, anchoring.
"Well, I haven't seen it," she lied, voice low, mouth brushing his jaw, "and until proven otherwise, you're still my big man."
He exhaled hard as she eased down onto him, the heat of her body swallowing him whole.
"Yeah?" he breathed.
"Yeah," she murmured, lips at his throat.
Their hips began to move -- slow, practiced. Familiar.
But under the rhythm, something had shifted.
Shannon clung to his heat, to the sound of his breath and the tension in his thighs. She kissed him harder than she meant to. Rode him like she could overwrite her thoughts with his body.
But her mind wouldn't still.
Her body had already seen the difference.
And no matter how deep Craig went... something inside her had started to ache for more.
--------
She didn't usually teach in person anymore. After moving into the city, she'd taken to the comfort of live streamed classes -- soft lighting, curated playlists, no commute, no awkward postures to correct. But something about this particular Tuesday had made her want to be around people. She'd accepted a guest slot at a yoga studio just a few blocks from the apartment, a warm little space with linen curtains and cork floors. It felt good to teach. Her body moved like memory. Her voice found its rhythm again.
But halfway through the class, she noticed him.
A man near the back. Mid-forties, paunch under his shirt, eyes that stuck to her like sweat. He didn't follow the movements. Didn't seem interested in the poses. He just watched -- not openly, but constantly. His gaze was too still. Too exact. The kind of quiet that made the air shift, even when nothing was said.
She didn't let it show. She finished the session, bowed, thanked the group. But when she left the studio, her skin was tight and hot under her clothes. She took out her earbuds, instinctively alert to the sound of footsteps behind her. Her senses were too tuned. Her walk too sharp. Every shop window became a mirror she checked.
He was behind her.
A half block back, maybe less. Not close enough to confront. But too close to ignore.
She didn't run -- not yet. She just turned left, down a quiet side street, toward a cafe she knew had an alley that ran behind it. A shortcut. A hiding spot. Somewhere off the main road.
The alley was tight and shadowed, flanked by old brick and bins. She stepped into it quickly, her breath starting to come faster, her heart clawing at her chest. She crouched low behind a dumpster, pressed her back to the wall, and pulled out her phone. Her fingers trembled as she unlocked it.
Craig answered on the second ring. "Hey, babe--"
"There's someone following me," she whispered.
His voice sharpened instantly. "What? Where?"
She told him, quickly, eyes darting to the mouth of the alley.
"I'm too far," he said, already dialling on a second phone. "But Ron's close. He'll get there faster. Stay hidden. Don't move."
She nodded into silence. The call ended.
The footsteps came a moment later.
Slower now. Cautious. Like he was looking.
She flattened herself against the wall, breath tight in her chest. She could see him now -- the man from the class, pausing at the entrance of the alley, scanning. Her body felt frozen, ready to run but nowhere to go.
And then -- another shape.
Ron.
He didn't say a word. He just moved.
She heard it before she understood it -- the dull, shuddering thud of a body hitting metal. She peeked out from behind the bin and saw the man crumpled to the ground, back against the brick, wheezing. Ron stood over him, eyes unreadable, fists still loose at his sides. He didn't shout. Didn't threaten. He just watched the man with a silence that made the air feel heavier than before.
Shannon stood slowly, legs shaky.
Ron turned, eyes softening only when they found hers.
She didn't think. She just walked to him. Into him. Pressed herself against his chest, arms wrapped tight around his ribs. Her forehead against his collarbone.
He didn't squeeze her. Just held her. One hand low on her back, the other hovering near her shoulder, firm and still. His body was warm. His breath steady. She didn't cry -- not because she wasn't scared, but because something in her had gone very, very quiet. The adrenaline receded. And in its place came a calm that wrapped around her like water.
They walked home side by side. No words. He didn't ask if she was okay. He just stayed one step ahead, blocking the wind.
Craig was waiting at the door, breathless, eyes wide. "Shan--thank God." He pulled her into his arms, kissed her cheek. "Are you okay? What happened?"
"She's fine," Ron said simply. "He won't bother her again."
Craig turned to him, full of sincerity. "You didn't have to do that, man. I can't thank you enough."
"You don't need to," Ron said, calm as ever. "She's part of the household. That makes her mine to protect."
Neither of them questioned the wording. But Shannon felt something settle in her stomach -- something solid. It wasn't flirtation. It wasn't seduction. It was possession. Not the kind that cages. The kind that claims.
That night, after the shower, after the tea, after the shaking had stopped, Shannon curled into bed beside Craig and let his warmth hold her. His arms were familiar. His voice soothing. She loved him.
Craig kissed her shoulder. "Hey."
She hummed. "Yeah?"
"We should do something for Ron."
She turned her head slightly. "Do something?"
"Yeah," he said. "He's done so much for us. Helping with the move. Talking me through that client pitch. And then today... I mean--today. He didn't even hesitate."
She nodded, her cheek against his chest.
Craig rubbed slow circles into her back. "Let's take him out. Dinner. Drinks. Let him know we see it."
"That sounds perfect," she whispered.
It was supposed to be casual. A thank-you dinner, nothing fancy -- just the three of them out together, letting the air shift a little after the weight of what had happened. But even before the first round of drinks arrived, Shannon could feel something different between them. Not tension. Not awkwardness. Just... a kind of gravity. Like they'd all stopped pretending that Ron was just a landlord.
They'd chosen a place not far from the apartment -- warm lighting, black leather booths, just loud enough that no one needed to whisper. Shannon wore something soft and clingy, not for Ron, not even for Craig, but for herself. A reminder that her body still belonged to her, even if lately it had been waking up in ways she hadn't expected.
Ron looked good. Of course he did. Dark shirt, sleeves rolled, that quiet confidence radiating from every slow movement. He didn't dominate the conversation, but he anchored it. Craig, to his credit, held his own. He was looser than she'd seen him in weeks -- more relaxed. He laughed easily. He ordered bourbon like he meant it. And when the food came, and the plates clinked between them, he raised his glass.
"To Ron," he said. "For being a better roommate than I thought we deserved."
Ron just tilted his glass in return, eyes flicking toward Shannon, warm and unreadable. "You two are easy to live with. That's rare."
She smiled, felt her heart tug in her chest.
After the second drink, they were all glowing -- tipsy without being drunk, warm without melting. The walk back was full of soft teasing, Craig joking about how the meal had ruined his macros, Ron throwing it back by saying good whiskey counted as a wellness supplement.
As they stepped inside the apartment, the air cooled against Shannon's skin. She slipped off her heels at the door and stretched her toes on the hardwood, already picturing bed when Ron turned slightly over his shoulder.
"Still a perfect night for the hot tub," Ron said, leaning against the balcony rail, drink in hand. "You're both welcome to join me. Just be warned -- I've got a strict no-clothes policy when it comes to hydrotherapy."
Craig snorted into his glass. "That a medical recommendation?"
"Philosophical," Ron replied, already turning toward his room. "Water moves best when nothing gets in the way."
Shannon laughed, heading down the hall. "You two can have your naked bonding session. I'm not planting my bare ass on shared acrylic."
In the bedroom, she opened a drawer, rifling through the folded options with a flicker of indecision. Her fingers paused on the dark green one -- the one with the thin straps, the open back, the high cut over her hips. Minimal coverage. Maximum effect. She told herself it was for the feel of the water. For herself. Not for them.
Still... she smoothed a hand down her side before walking out.
When she stepped onto the balcony, Craig let out a low, appreciative whistle.
"Jesus, babe. I'm gonna need an ice bath just to recover from looking at you."
She smirked, cheeks flushed, pretending it was from the night air.
Ron, already half-submerged in the hot tub, turned his head just enough to glance -- a slow, subtle take. No lingering. Just a flick of the eyes, a shift in his mouth.
"You clean up well," he said, voice low.
Shannon lifted an eyebrow. "This is me messy."
Craig laughed from behind her. "And somehow, that's more dangerous."
Ron's mouth curved into something unreadable -- half smile, half something else -- before he sank deeper into the water, steam rising to blur the edge of his jaw.
"Come on in," he said. "Plenty of room."
She slid in carefully, the heat a shock at first, then a balm. The bubbles started with a low hum, the night wrapped around them like velvet.
Conversation drifted like the steam -- easy, unhurried. Music played low from the speaker, something lo-fi and unobtrusive. They talked about nothing and everything: favourite films, bad takeout, half-forgotten sports injuries. Ron lounged against the stone wall of the tub, arms stretched wide along the edge, his body relaxed in that quiet, powerful way some men seem born into. He didn't posture. He didn't need to. Every stretch, every shift of muscle, seemed to subtly claim more space.
At one point, he rose -- unhurried, unbothered -- reaching for the bottle of wine balanced on the ledge behind him.
And there it was.
Bared. Uncovered. Entirely unselfconscious.
The water slicked off his skin in rivulets, steam curling at his waist. For a few suspended seconds, the full length of him was visible -- clear, heavy, un-ignorable beneath the haze. Long. Thick. Dense. It didn't jut or boast. It hung, like something lived with rather than shown off. Less a body part than a presence. Carried, not worn.
Shannon's breath stilled. Her fingers tensed slightly around her wine glass.
Craig let out a soft, stunned laugh. "Jesus, Ron. I mean--damn."
Ron poured without looking down, the motion smooth. "I did warn you."
Craig shook his head slowly, still grinning. "You ever think about donating that thing to science?"
Ron took a slow sip, the corner of his mouth curling. "Considered it," he said. Then, with a glance over his shoulder -- just enough to land -- "But I'm still getting some use out of it."
Shannon laughed. She had to. But it caught, somewhere in her throat. A little too tight. A little too late. Under the water, her thighs pressed together without thought. Not obviously. Not enough to draw notice. Just... reflex. Quiet. Urgent.
She smiled like it was nothing. Like she was only playing along. But the ache had already begun -- low in her belly, insistent, intimate. That familiar pull she hadn't expected to feel again tonight.
Craig turned toward her, nudging her knee beneath the bubbles. "Bet you're glad you kept the bikini on."
She lifted her glass, her voice steady. "Honestly? Starting to regret it."
They all laughed.
The bubbles rose. The music played. The steam wrapped around them like a curtain slowly drawing shut.
And beneath it all, a new kind of silence settled.
Not awkward.
Not innocent.
Just understood.
--------
The apartment was quiet, heavy with that late-evening stillness that always came after a long day spent inside. The city's glow pressed faintly through the glass, casting soft reflections across the bedroom wall. Shannon and Craig had eaten dinner in their pyjamas, curled up with a bottle of red and an old movie neither of them finished. She liked nights like this. Domestic. Safe. He'd brushed her hair out of her face when she laughed. He'd kissed her shoulder as he passed behind her to grab more wine. There was no pressure in it. No expectation. Just closeness.
They slipped into bed sometime after eleven. Her skin was still warm from the bath. Craig was already half-asleep, chest bare, one arm flung across the pillow like he was inviting her in without knowing it. She curled into him. Let herself exhale.



They kissed slowly. No rush. The kind of touch that came from memory, not hunger. But as his hand slid along her hip and between her thighs, something in her body responded before her mind did. Heat. Not just warmth, but need. Deeper than usual. Wetter.
He noticed it. Smiled against her mouth.
"I love when you're like this," Craig murmured, kissing along her jaw, his voice warm, affectionate, unaware.
She hummed in response, eyes slipping closed as her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. She needed the contact. Needed the pressure. His body moved over hers with a rhythm they knew by heart -- deep, patient strokes that filled her completely. He was strong, steady. He held her like he always did: with care, with confidence, with love.
And for a moment, she let herself feel it.
Her arms wrapped around his shoulders. Her lips brushed his throat. Her hips met his in slow, measured sync -- the kind of sex that's meant to last. To say we're here. We're still here.
But then her legs tightened.
Not gently. Not lovingly.
They locked around his waist, thighs drawing him in harder, deeper. She tilted her pelvis to meet him with more force, her breath catching in sharp little bursts. The hunger came fast -- too fast -- and it didn't feel like hers. Not just hers.
Craig moaned softly, lips brushing her ear. "You want it rougher?"
She didn't answer.
Because just as the words left his mouth, a cry rang out from the room next door -- sharp and raw, unmistakably female.
"Oh--fuck--yes--Ron--don't stop--"
Craig paused for half a breath. Then kept going, thrusting into her with a little more force, trying to meet the moment.
But Shannon was already gone.
Her eyes fluttered shut, her mouth parting in something between a gasp and a prayer. Her body arched beneath Craig, hips moving faster now -- not in rhythm, but in need. And in her head, it wasn't Craig's cock inside her anymore. It wasn't his voice in her ear.
It was Ron.
That image she couldn't shake -- the heavy, impossible length of him, slick with steam, swaying between those carved thighs like something out of another world. The way it must stretch. Fill. Change you.
Her cunt clenched hard, instinctively, and her moan broke free before she could bite it back.
"Oh fuck--"
And as if summoned by it, the woman next door screamed again -- louder this time, voice wrecked with pleasure.
"Oh GOD--RON--"
Shannon came.
Violently. Without warning.
Her back arched clear off the bed, legs trembling, thighs clutching Craig's hips like a vice. The orgasm tore through her with a force she couldn't name -- too much, too deep, too sudden. Her mouth opened in silence, breathless, like something holy had cracked inside her. Her nails scored Craig's back. Her whole body trembled.
Craig groaned her name, breath hitching as he buried himself deep and came with a soft, shuddering release.
They collapsed together, sweaty and tangled, the air thick with heat and fading breath.
But Shannon's legs were still shaking.
Her eyes stayed open.
And from the other side of the wall, the echoes hadn't stopped. That voice -- her voice -- kept breaking open the night. Louder now. Uncontained. Pleading.
"*Yes--Ron--yes--*I can't take it--please don't stop--"
Craig kissed her shoulder, murmured something against her skin, and let his breath slow sleepily.
But Shannon stayed awake.
Staring at the ceiling.
Listening.
She'd cum -- with Craig inside her.
But she wasn't thinking of Craig.
She was thinking of him.
And for the first time in their perfect relationship, Shannon wondered--
Was there room for more?
--------
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The Four Horse-Cocks Of Apocalypse

The sound wasn't scheduled.
Valerie Ashcroft knew every beat booked at The Hollow Room that day, and this wasn't one of them. She paused mid-step in the back hallway, the soft knock of her heels echoing off concrete, clipboard nestled against her hip. The noise came again--bass, not quite music, not quite noise, pounding in uneven waves through the back wall. It had that raw, unfiltered texture that either meant someone was fucking around or something worth hearing was starting to crack through.
She pushed open the back door and stepped into the warmth of the late afternoon. Light bled orange over the asphalt, catching on the hoods of parked cars and the haze of cigarette smoke curling lazily into the air. The sound was louder here--sharper now. A beat riding on a car stereo, spliced live with a drum pad balanced on the hood. And four of them--young, loud, alive--moving like the alley was already their stage.
One stood on the trunk of the car, shirtless, body hard with sweat and heat, his voice slicing through the air like he owned it. Not polished, not rehearsed--real. The others kept pace: one working the beats with practiced chaos, another leaning against the passenger side with a smoke tucked behind his ear, laughing at something unseen, and the last filming the whole thing with the kind of stillness that suggested control, not detachment.
Valerie stood in the doorway for a moment, caught not in admiration, but something adjacent. Recognition. She had seen this before--twenty years ago, in greenrooms and soundcheck hellscapes, in motel bathrooms where people tuned guitars with trembling hands and wild ideas. That frantic, magnetic presence. The kind you couldn't teach.
Her tailored black dress felt too corporate in this moment. Her posture too rehearsed. And yet, she couldn't look away.
Behind her, the back door swung again. Noah stepped out, squinting into the light, a stack of crumpled flyers clutched in one hand. He stopped beside her, followed her gaze, and visibly tensed.
"Tell me that's not who I think it is," he muttered.
Valerie tilted her head, eyes never leaving the alley. "They're not on the lineup."
"They're not even supposed to be near here."
She hummed thoughtfully. "They've got presence. Raw energy. That's rare."
Noah's voice dropped. "They're trouble, Mom."
Valerie didn't argue. She knew what she was looking at. The barely-reined-in aggression, the casual vulgarity, the reckless confidence. It radiated off them in waves. But that wasn't all. Beneath the noise and arrogance, there was a beat that hit her gut first, before her mind could process why.
"So were The Rolling Stones," she said quietly. "So were The Sex Pistols. Nirvana. N.W.A. Trouble doesn't scare me."
Noah looked at her like she was slipping into a language he didn't speak. "They're not a band. They're four assholes who spent high school making people like me miserable."
"And yet," she said, turning to meet his eyes, "they've got something your friends' bands don't."
"What?"
She looked back toward the group. Booker--yes, that was his name--had noticed her now. He hadn't missed a beat, but he was watching her. Assessing. Smiling with one side of his mouth, like he'd expected her all along.
Valerie's voice was steady, almost amused.
"Fire."
Noah took a step forward, his voice dropping low. "Please don't do this, Mom. I'm serious."
She didn't look at him. She just continued to watch. Listen.
She stayed in the doorway, half-shadowed, clipboard still tucked against her hip, as the sound bled out into the fading light. It wasn't clean. It wasn't polished. But there was something in it. Something that vibrated in her ribs and stirred a place she hadn't touched in a long time.
She'd been a musician once. Not just someone who liked music. Not just someone with a good ear or a decent voice. She had lived it. Breathed it. She'd played bars in her twenties, opened for real bands in her thirties, even cut a record that almost got picked up by an indie label. It wasn't about fame. It was about making something real. It had been messy, uncertain, loud. But it had mattered. She had mattered.
And then--she gave it up. For love. For stability. For the right thing.
Richard had offered her the world, and in return, she'd traded her own.
The house. The children. The perfect suburban life. She told herself she was lucky. And she was. Sophie, Emily, and Noah were the best things she'd ever done. She told herself she didn't miss the stage. Didn't miss the smoke, the sweat, the wild nights that ended with aching vocal cords and sore fingers. That was behind her.
The club, The Hollow Room, had been a gift from Richard five years ago. "So you can stay involved," he'd said. "Something fun." It was a clean, upscale venue with good lighting and better acoustics. She booked safe acts. Local bands. Jazz nights. Cover sets. It was tidy. Controlled. Pleasant.
It was nothing like what she loved.
And here they were--these four unruly boys, half-naked and too loud, taking over her alley like they owned it. The kind of energy that would've scared her venue staff. The kind of energy that would've gotten them banned from a showcase. The kind of energy she used to be.
Her eyes lingered on the lead one--Booker, she remembered now. He wasn't just rapping; he was commanding the space. The others backed him instinctively. They weren't just friends messing around--they were orbiting something. Something powerful.
And something cracked open inside her chest.
She had given enough. Given up enough.
The kids were grown. Emily was married. Sophie was gone more than home. Noah was barely present, even when he was in the room. And Richard--well, Richard was in Tokyo this week. Or was it Frankfurt?
There was nothing left to nurture. Nothing left that needed her. Except maybe herself.
She let her gaze fall for a moment--not at the boys in the alley, but at her own reflection in the polished glass of the back door.
Her black dress clung without clinging. Structured, tasteful. But it couldn't quite hide the generous swell of her breasts, high and full in the sculpted bodice, or the way her waist dipped into hips that carried a kind of slow, sultry weight with every step she took. Her legs, long and toned, disappeared into modest heels, and her skin--smooth, sun-kissed, with a warm golden undertone--still held the glow of youth, but deepened now with experience.
Her hair--jet black, sleek and naturally thick--was pinned up in a loose twist, with soft tendrils curling around her temples and neck. When it was down, it reached her shoulder blades in heavy waves, and she used to toss it over her shoulder like punctuation when she still had something to prove.
Her eyes were a deep, piercing blue, cooler than sapphire, clear enough to silence people mid-sentence when she stared too long. And her mouth--full, plush, lined in wet bright red gloss--stood out like something made for sin, even when she wasn't smiling.
She was forty-four. A mother of three. A wife. A business owner.
But she still looked like a woman meant to be seen.
Her heart beat harder, not from nerves--but purpose.
That was when she stepped forward.
Valerie stepped off the concrete threshold and into the golden spill of alley light. The sound of the car speaker thudded low behind the voices, but they noticed her immediately. All four heads turned, the music bleeding into silence.
Booker was the first to move, dropping from the trunk of the car in one smooth, practiced motion. He didn't bother with a shirt--just wiped a hand across his chest and grinned as he stepped forward, cocky and composed. The others fell in behind him like a pack falling into formation.
Kane cracked his knuckles and nodded once, sizing her up without shame. Reese tilted his head, gaze slipping down her legs and back up with a knowing smile. Zay didn't speak or move. He just lifted his phone, still filming, capturing the shift in atmosphere like a predator catching scent.
Valerie didn't flinch.
She stopped a few paces in front of them, dark dress still pristine, shoulders square, clipboard still in one hand. Her voice, when it came, was cool. Controlled. Hers.
"You've got presence," she said. "Not a lot of polish, but that's not always a bad thing."
"Rough's the point," Booker replied, his voice a slow drawl. "You don't get fire from clean cuts."
"Fire burns out just as fast as it flares," she said evenly. "Unless someone's shaping it."
The smile he gave her then was sharper. Less amused. Like he recognised something in her that hadn't been there the last time he saw her.
Reese stepped forward, playful and easy. "So what--are you saying we need a coach or something?"
"I'm saying you have raw energy," she replied. "It's not enough. Not if you actually want to make something. Noise is easy. Music takes discipline."
Kane scoffed, but there was no edge in it--just challenge. "We ain't lookin' for a babysitter."
"I'm not offering one." Valerie tilted her chin slightly. "I have a venue. You're standing behind it. It pays the bills, but it's not why I'm here. I also have a fully equipped studio. At my home. Private. Clean. Professional."
She let that word hang there. Let them feel it.
"If you're serious--if this isn't just ego and bravado--I want to see what you can do. Three songs. That's your demo. Bring your best. If it moves me, I'll offer you a contract."
Booker raised an eyebrow. "A contract?"
"I'll produce," she said. "And manage. We'll make an album."
Reese let out a low whistle. "That's a real offer?"
Zay lowered the phone, at last. "What's in it for you?"
Valerie met his eyes. "My life used to be music. Making it. Not managing it. Not booking safe little bar bands that play covers and thank me for the opportunity. I've seen a thousand acts that play perfectly and say nothing."
She took a breath, pulse steady now.
"You say something. Whether you mean to or not."
There was a beat of silence. Kane shifted his weight. Booker studied her like he was reevaluating the shape of the game.
"And if we do it?" he asked. "If we bring what you want?"
"Then we start recording," she said. "And I take you places you wouldn't reach without me."
Booker nodded slowly, smirk curling at the edge. "Guess we'll see if you can handle us, then."
Valerie smiled, but not in amusement. It was the kind of smile a woman gives when she's already made the decision.
"I'll send you the address."
She turned and walked away, heels tapping against the pavement, her dress catching the last of the sun. She didn't look back.
She didn't need to.
The doorbell rang at exactly 6:58 PM.
Valerie adjusted the volume on the mixing board in her home studio, then wiped her hands down the sides of her pencil skirt and walked upstairs. She didn't rush. She moved like a woman who controlled the room before she even entered it. As she approached the front door, she caught a glimpse of Noah on the stairs, hovering, trying to pretend he wasn't waiting.
She opened the door to a wave of heat and testosterone.
They stood there like a force: four young men, each with a presence that filled the quiet cul-de-sac like a rolling baseline.
Booker was in front, of course. Six-foot-four, sharp jaw, dark brown skin and darker eyes, dreadlocks tied back just loosely enough to seem effortless. He wore a white tank that clung to his chest and low black jeans slung with casual menace across his hips. His confidence wasn't loud--it was coiled, controlled, cocky like a promise.
Kane, shorter but broader, stood just behind him--six-one, thick like a wall, biceps veined and gleaming in the early evening light. Tattooed arms, gold chain, smirk like he already knew where the fridge was. His presence was physical, undeniable, like his voice was never needed to make you feel him.
Reese leaned on the porch railing, sunglasses still on despite the fading sun. Slim, stylish, dark caramel skin and a drawl that slid like honey. His tee clung to his frame in a way that was clearly intentional, and his fingers were long and expressive, dancing to an invisible beat only he could hear.
Zay, silent as always, stood back just enough to seem above it all. Tall, lean, and motionless in black, his hair in braids, his eyes heavy-lidded and watchful. He had a presence that felt almost predatory--not threatening, but still too much for any one moment. He held a camera bag at his side like it was part of his body.
Valerie stepped aside and gestured them in with a calm smile. "Studio's downstairs."
As they filed in, the scent of sweat and cologne and something electric followed them through the doorway. Noah didn't say anything. He just stood near the stairs, arms crossed, watching.
Kane caught him first. "Damn. Look who it is." He grinned wide. "Little Bambi's still got those soft eyes."
Noah's jaw twitched, but he didn't move.
Booker gave him a long once-over, then turned to Valerie. "Didn't know we'd have a fan at the first session."
"He's not part of this," she said quickly, voice cool. "Noah, give us the room."
Reese leaned into the hallway mirror, adjusted his shades, then glanced toward Noah. "Yo, you got snacks or something? All that silent judging burns calories."
Zay didn't say anything, but he lifted his phone and took a slow, lazy scan of the foyer--including Noah.
"I said out," Valerie repeated, more firmly this time.
Noah locked eyes with her. Hurt flickered across his face, but he didn't argue. He turned and walked upstairs without another word.
The boys exchanged smirks, but didn't press it.
Valerie led them downstairs.
The basement had been fully renovated years ago--soundproofed, climate-controlled, acoustically tuned. As soon as they stepped inside, the air changed. Warmer. Quieter. Like entering a sanctuary.
The recording room sat behind a wall of glass--spacious and clean, with a cherrywood floor, warm lighting, and high ceilings lined with acoustic baffles. A drum kit gleamed in one corner, surrounded by stands and cables. Guitars hung on the wall in a neat row, each one lovingly kept, some clearly older than the boys now entering the room. A vintage Fender amp sat like a throne beside the mic stand.
To the left, through another pane of thick, soundproof glass, was the control room--the true heart of it all. A large mixing console stretched in a wide curve beneath twin monitors. Shelves of analog gear, preamps, and rack-mounted compressors gave the room a soft, electric hum. The walls were lined with acoustic foam and vinyl-mounted gold records from her past life--silent witnesses to what she once was.
A low leather couch sat along the back wall, plush and deep, framed by a soft rug and a small table cluttered with coasters, notebooks, and a single candle she hadn't bothered to put away. It wasn't a professional lounge--it was cozy. Personal. A space meant to watch, to wait, to listen. And maybe, one day soon, to touch.
Kane flopped down on it immediately with a satisfied grunt. "Damn. This is nice."
Booker let his eyes sweep the room slowly, hands in his pockets. Reese ran his fingers over the edge of the console, nodding to himself.
Zay stood in the doorway of the recording room and simply stared at his reflection in the glass.
Valerie stepped aside and gestured toward the space.
"Show me what you've got."
The studio had taken on a different kind of warmth by the time they got into place--not the heat of lighting or bad insulation, but the kind that builds slowly from breath, motion, anticipation. It was the kind of warmth that hung in the air when something was about to start, but no one had said the word yet.
Valerie remained behind the glass in the control room, arms lightly crossed, one finger absently tracing the edge of a dial on the mixing console. She didn't instruct. Didn't offer notes. She watched. The boys were already moving like the room belonged to them--Reese lounging on the couch, legs spread comfortably wide, tapping a beat into his phone; Kane hauling cables around without a care for where they landed; Zay unpacking his camera gear in precise silence; and Booker, of course, moving in slow laps like a lion testing the ground beneath him.
When Booker finally said, "Ready?" the tension broke like the first note of a song.
Kane dropped the beat, hard and low, and the floor seemed to breathe beneath it. Reese followed immediately, layering synth over it in a slinking, smooth rhythm that didn't try too hard--it didn't need to. Zay tapped something on his device and began to move, camera to his eye, circling like a predator around a kill he hadn't decided to eat yet. And then Booker stepped to the mic, rolled his shoulders once, and dropped into his verse.
The first bars slid out with a controlled growl, smooth and deliberate, his voice made of smoke and threat and sex. He didn't yell. He didn't showboat. He pulled the room into him.
"I don't need a crown, I bend the throne /
Came from dust, made the street my own."
Valerie's breath didn't hitch, but it paused--briefly. Booker had presence. That rare quality no coach could teach, no studio could fake. He rapped like the track was built around his heartbeat.
"Mama said don't burn too fast, but I light slow /
Got 'em sweating off a look--now they die slow."
There was poetry in it, buried beneath the attitude. Swagger with shape. He wasn't just performing--he was possessing the room. Kane backed the chorus with hard, rhythmic calls, his body loose, coiled, dangerous. Reese kept pace, spinning melodies through the spaces between, occasionally tossing Booker a lyric like a man throwing a lit match just to watch it catch.
Zay filmed them all, panning over their movements, then turned--just for a second--his lens catching Valerie behind the glass. He didn't zoom in, didn't linger. But he saw her. And he let her know it.
Booker's next line rolled out slower, darker.
"Say she got a house full of rules, I don't listen /
Only thing I obey is the way she's twitchin'."
He didn't look at her when he said it. He didn't have to.
Valerie's mouth felt dry. She pressed the intercom button with perfect calm.
"Again."
They didn't speak. They started. And it was even tighter the second time--more confident, more dangerous. They'd caught the scent of something and wanted more.
By the third take, Valerie had heard enough.
She stepped into the studio and closed the door behind her. The beat was still vibrating through the floor when she spoke.
"You're not polished," she said, her voice low and composed. "But you have something most performers spend years trying to fake."
Booker wiped sweat from his jaw with the back of his hand and cocked his head.
"And what's that?"
"Presence," she said. "Heat. Hunger."
She let the silence settle around them for a moment, then moved a little closer.
"I want to produce your first album. And manage you."
Reese let out a soft whistle. "That a real offer?"
"I don't make empty ones," she said. "You'll work for it. Studio hours, discipline, development. I'll push you harder than you're expecting."
Kane cracked a grin. "Harder the better."
Zay, camera still resting against his chest, finally nodded. "We're in."
Booker looked her straight in the eyes, that slow-burning grin curling at the edges.
"We were already in."



Valerie didn't respond. She turned, her heels clicking softly on the studio floor, her voice smooth as silk over steel.
"Then let's begin."
It didn't take long for Apocalypse to become a regular presence in the Ashcroft home. Two sessions a week turned into three. Studio work bled into late-night hangouts. Valerie told herself it was normal--productive, even. The music was already evolving. Cleaner. Tighter. Each session sounded more like something real. Something marketable. She complimented their flow, offered notes, and watched them absorb every word. They listened to her. Took direction. Respected her ear.
And they made themselves at home.
Noah opened the door on Thursday afternoon, not because he wanted to, but because his mother wasn't back yet and the bell wouldn't stop ringing. Booker stood in front, as usual, broad-shouldered and grinning like he already knew how much Noah hated this. Kane had his shirt off, again. Reese nodded coolly and brushed past without waiting. Zay said nothing--he never did--but his camera bag was slung over one shoulder, and his eyes scanned the house like he was cataloguing it for later.
They walked in without hesitation. Reese headed straight for the kitchen and pulled open the fridge. Kane followed, grabbing a bottle of water like it was his own home. Noah stood just inside the living room, trying not to react.
"You think just because my mom invited you, this is your place now?" he said, bitterness thick in his voice.
Booker walked past him with a lazy confidence, taking in the house like it was already his.
"Your house? That's cute," he said without even glancing back. "I think your mom knows whose house it is now."
Noah's jaw clenched. Kane snorted a laugh and popped open a second bottle.
"She definitely knows how to host," Kane added, eyes flicking toward the hallway. "Can't say I blame her."
Reese smirked over his shoulder. "She's got good taste. In more ways than one."
Noah opened his mouth, but that was when she entered.
Valerie stepped through the side door, sunglasses perched atop her head, a soft silk blouse tucked into high-waisted slacks that hugged her hips like they were tailored for sin. Her heels clicked gently against the floor. Jet black hair coiled up and pinned back with just a few strands falling in soft waves near her temples. Her lips--always glossy, always red--shone under the kitchen lights. She looked like she was arriving at a film set, not walking into her own house.
And she was beaming.
"Hey, boys," she said, setting her bag on the counter. "Ready for the session?"
The mood shifted. The boys brightened. Kane grinned wide, Reese gave her a slow once-over, and even Zay adjusted his stance slightly. Booker met her eyes and gave a nod that said more than it needed to.
Noah didn't say a word. But the laughter that followed--soft, amused, unified--carved a quiet, vicious line through him. His mother didn't seem to notice. Or she chose not to.
Downstairs, the boys set up quickly. They were getting good at this. They knew the space, the gear, the rhythm. Valerie moved between them with grace and ease, giving notes, adjusting mic levels, directing with gentle authority. They responded instantly.
"You're finding the pocket more naturally," she said to Booker after a tight verse. "It's cleaner. Tighter than last week."
"You just bring that out of us," he murmured, voice low but audible.
She smiled but kept it small.
Zay muttered something about his camera overheating. Valerie turned, effortlessly pivoting.
"Noah," she called toward the open basement door, "do you have one of your backup cameras? Something Zay can borrow for now?"
Noah appeared in the doorway. "I'm not giving them my good gear."
"You've got more than one."
"Yeah, and they're mine. That's my work."
Valerie arched an eyebrow, her tone softening. "Okay. Just one of the older ones, maybe?"
After a beat, Noah disappeared and returned with one of his previous models--still excellent, far better than Zay's own. He handed it over stiffly.
Zay nodded in quiet thanks, testing the grip. "Thanks, man. Hopefully not the last precious thing of yours I borrow."
Noah stared at him for a long beat before walking away.
Valerie didn't seem to hear it--or pretended not to. She turned her attention back to the soundboard, her expression focused.
The session ran long. Valerie didn't mind. The energy was strong. The music--tight, rhythmic, visceral. They were coming into themselves, and she could feel it with every beat. She complimented them more freely now, less like a mentor, more like someone watching stars form in real time.
And when Booker slipped into a new verse--improvised, off-script--she didn't stop him, even when the lyrics brushed too close to the edge.
"Drippin' in red, hands on the fader,
Ridin' the beat like I ride my trainer..."
She told herself it was just metaphor. But her breath caught anyway. And when the verse ended, her thighs were pressed just a little tighter together than before.

The First Touch

The studio pulsed with low, deliberate energy--warmth in the walls, rhythm in the air. Valerie sat at the console in the control room, one heel kicked off, the other tapping slowly against the padded floor as she let the last track roll to its final beat. Booker's voice faded into silence, and then only the soft hum of equipment remained.
"That one," she said, glancing up. "That one had teeth."
Through the glass, the boys stretched and shifted. Kane tossed his mic onto the couch, bare arms flexing. Reese leaned back and cracked his neck with a satisfied groan. Zay stayed behind the lens, always filming. Booker just looked toward her, his smirk subtle, pleased.
The sessions had been getting longer. Better. She didn't need to push as hard now. They were finding their rhythm on their own. And she loved it--loved watching something raw turn into something real.
Booker's voice buzzed through the intercom. "Think we've got enough for the week?"
"Almost," she said, rising and stepping into the recording room, tablet in hand. "But you'll need more material soon. The album's not half full."
Kane flopped down on the couch. "Shit, we're running dry already?"
"You need inspiration," Valerie said, smiling slightly. "New rhythm, new energy."
Reese raised an eyebrow. "You got ideas, boss?"
Valerie tapped her lip with her finger, thoughtful, casual. "Try a live crowd. Even a small one. Nothing pushes creativity like immediate feedback. You want the hunger back? Feel people reacting to your sound in real time."
Booker nodded slowly. "Damn, Val. You're full of good ideas."
"I run a club," she said. "Might as well put it to use."
There were approving murmurs all around, light banter and head nods. Zay lowered his camera slightly, just watching her now.
"Alright," she said, looking at the time. "Let's call it for the night."
The energy started to shift--unwinding, loosening. Sweat-damp clothes were pulled on, water bottles cracked open. She moved to her notes, updating track summaries.
Reese leaned against the edge of the couch. "So what's your evening look like, Val?"
She blinked at him, caught off guard by the question. "Me? Nothing glamorous. Noah's at a friend's. Richard's in Hong Kong."
Booker perked up. "So... home alone?"
She nodded. "Wine. Hot tub. Maybe something mellow on the speakers."
Kane's eyebrows shot up. "You got a hot tub?"
Reese grinned. "Of course she does. She got taste."
"I've never been in one," Kane said, wiping his neck with the hem of his shirt.
Valerie tilted her head, surprised. "Seriously?"
"Never," Kane repeated. "Closest I got was sitting in a kiddie pool."
She laughed. It came out easier than expected. "Well, that's tragic."
Booker leaned forward on the couch, elbows on his knees, voice low and amused. "Guess tonight's a good night to fix that, right?"
Her smile faltered for just a second. She glanced around--Zay silent, Reese watching her openly, Kane grinning like he already had one foot in the water.
She hesitated, then gave a little shrug. "I suppose... if you don't mind a little chlorine and cheap chardonnay, the offer's there."
Booker stood. "Say less."
"You know where the deck is," she said, backing toward the door. "I'll go change."
She turned and walked out of the room, feeling their eyes on her all the way up the stairs.
The air outside was thick with steam and the gentle hum of bubbling water. Warm light from the deck sconces bathed everything in gold, and through it, Valerie stepped barefoot onto the wood, towel draped over her shoulder, wine glass in hand, nerves fluttering beneath her perfect posture.
She told herself this was casual. Innocent. She was just being welcoming. A good host. But her heartbeat didn't believe her.
The moment she appeared, all four heads turned--Booker, Kane, Reese, Zay--mid-laugh, mid-conversation, and then still.
They stared. Not rudely. Not hungrily. But directly. Openly. Like they were looking at something rare.
Her black bikini wasn't flashy--it was sculpted elegance. High-cut at the hips, cut low across the chest, perfectly fitted to showcase every hour she still spent keeping her figure. Her waist curved deep before flaring back out to full, round hips. Her breasts sat high and proud in the supportive cups. She walked slowly, deliberately, the towel sliding off one shoulder, teasing the bare slope of her collarbone.
She felt the heat of their eyes on her skin like sun. They're young, she reminded herself. They're clients. They're Noah's age. But the truth buzzed under her skin--She liked it. The attention. The pause. The power.
Then her eyes drifted to the edge of the tub--a pile of clothes. Jeans. Shirts. Hoodies. Socks. And... boxers.
Her step faltered. "Wait..." she said, eyebrows raised slightly. "You're all... naked?"
Reese grinned, leaning back, arms draped along the rim of the hot tub like a lounging cat. "Hot water, no suits... seemed obvious."
Kane chuckled. "Didn't realise there was a dress code."
She tried to laugh, but her mouth felt dry. "I thought... at least the underwear might've stayed on."
Booker tilted his head and smiled that calm, heavy smile of his. "You want us to get out?"
"No," she said quickly--too quickly. Then added, "You're already in."
Zay gave her a look, unreadable. Her chest fluttered.
She stood at the edge for one long, breathless second. Every nerve in her body said run. But deeper than that--buried in her belly--something whispered, don't you dare.
Valerie dropped the towel from her shoulder and let it fall slowly down her arm. The wind kissed her skin. Their silence grew heavy. When the towel hit the deck, she stepped forward and lowered herself into the water, settling in beside Booker, spine straight, legs crossing under the surface.
The heat of the tub was nothing compared to the heat rising in her blood.
They talked--light, easy chatter that rolled around her while she tried to act as if her heart wasn't hammering. Booker asked about her old tour days. Reese teased her about the kind of lyrics she used to write. Kane said they should use her hot tub as a writing retreat and call the next single "Wet Heat."
She sipped her wine and laughed, feigning ease. But every time one of them shifted, or their knees brushed hers, or their shoulders flexed under the water, she felt it--a thrum inside her that didn't want to be ignored.
Her glass emptied.
"I got you," Booker said, already standing.
She turned toward him--and froze.
He rose from the water like a myth made flesh, steam wrapping his skin in wisps that kissed along every cut of muscle, every carved line of his torso. Heat shimmered off the smooth expanse of his chest, trailing over the ridges of his abs, catching in the V of his hips like the curve of a blade. And then--her gaze dropped.
Her lips parted around a breath that never came.
It was... obscene.
Even softened by the heat, it hung thick and heavy, swaying with its own deliberate gravity. Veined faintly, dark and beautiful in a way that felt profane, it curved along the line of his thigh like it belonged there--no, like it ruled there. There was nothing passive in its presence. It didn't just exist. It loomed. It promised.
Her thighs instinctively squeezed beneath the water, slick now with more than heat. Her breath hitched; her stomach fluttered like it had nowhere to land. Her brain betrayed her in fragments: That's not real. That can't be real. He'd ruin someone with that. He'd ruin me.
And yet--her hand trembled, barely keeping hold of her wine glass. Not from fear.
From want.
She wrenched her gaze away only when the sliding door clicked, twisting as though to fix her bikini strap, pretending her mind wasn't still kneeling. Pretending she hadn't just pictured herself with her lips stretched wide, drool trailing from her chin, that thick, dark cock nudging at her throat with unrelenting intent.
But she'd seen it.
And now, it was all she could think about.
The hot tub bubbled quietly around her as the last remnants of conversation faded into the warmth of the night. Valerie sat still, her wineglass nearly empty, her limbs heavy with heat and something else--something far more dangerous. She felt it in the pit of her stomach, that slow-building ache, that quiet drum of arousal that refused to fade. It was in the way her bikini bottoms clung to her skin now, the fabric wetter than it should've been, the pressure between her legs too sharp to ignore.
"I'm starving," Reese murmured, stretching his arms along the tub's edge beside Kane.
"Yo, Zay," Kane called lazily. "You hungry?"
Zay's voice floated across the water, calm and indifferent. "Could eat."
Valerie cleared her throat softly and tried to steady her voice. "There's leftover pasta in the fridge. Parmesan too. Help yourselves to whatever you find."
The boys didn't hesitate.
Kane rose first, dragging a towel behind him but barely bothering to use it. His body was pure sculpture--broad-chested, powerfully built, his muscles shifting like a flexed promise as he stood. Valerie's gaze dropped before she could stop it, and her breath snagged hard in her throat. His cock swung with deliberate weight, thick and long enough to nudge his thigh with every step. Not just big--impossible. Her pulse skipped, then surged.
Then came Zay.
Taller. Quieter. His presence more shadow than flame, but no less hypnotic. Where Kane was bulk and power, Zay was angles and grace, all long limbs and lean muscle stretched over bone like silk over wire. And then she saw it--her breath left her completely. A flash of silver at the head of his cock. Pierced. Of course he fucking was. He didn't look at her, didn't even acknowledge her--but that somehow made it worse. That casual dismissal, that untouched confidence, made her core clench, made her ache.
And then Reese.
A little shorter, a little more relaxed in his skin--toned but not bulky, with that easy swagger that came from knowing exactly how good he looked. He laughed softly to himself, stepping out without shame, without pause. His cock bounced lightly as he walked--beautiful, thick, perfectly shaped, as if his body was built around it. Proud. Devastating.
Valerie couldn't look away. She tried. She tried. But the images had branded themselves into her--one after another, cock after cock, each more obscene than the last, the sheer scale of them rewiring her. They weren't boys. They weren't even just men. They were something else. Sex made flesh. Confidence without hesitation. Endowment without apology.
She'd seen men naked. She'd lived a full life--husband, childbirth, lovers who thought they knew what they were doing. But this wasn't just nudity.
This was a revelation.
Masculinity pushed beyond its edges, into something filthy and raw and inescapable. It wasn't just Booker. It was all of them. A procession of fantasy, moving casually toward the house with towels tossed over shoulders, water dripping down their legs, the tips of their cocks glistening as though freshly kissed.
She sat frozen, legs tucked in, bubbles clinging to her thighs. Her wine glass trembled faintly in her hand. Her nipples ached against the thin stretch of her bikini, tight and begging. And between her legs--wet. Not just aroused. Soaked.
And then the door slid open again.
Booker stepped out alone, bottle of wine in one hand, towel nowhere in sight. Valerie turned, expecting him, but when her gaze fell on his body--still glistening from the tub, still gliding toward her like he had all the time in the world--she forgot how to breathe. In the silence, he was even more striking. No one to distract her, no noise to hide behind. Just him. And that.
Her eyes dropped without thinking.
His cock swung with each slow step, long and thick and dark and so hard it almost seemed unreal. It bobbed gently with his motion, heavy and full, the head already slightly flared. Veins ran along the shaft like rivers, the skin taut and smooth, glistening in the deck light. It wasn't just large--it was stunning. Imposing. Terrifying. Gorgeous.
She felt her core pulse. Her mouth parted. Something low and hot twisted in her belly. Her fingers curled tighter around the stem of her glass.
Booker approached and crouched at the edge of the tub, muscles flexing, the bottle tilting as he refilled her glass without a word. His cock hovered inches from her face, and she could smell the heat on his skin, the faint trace of soap, chlorine, and something purely male. Her breath quickened. The air felt thick. Her thoughts scattered.
"You okay?" he asked softly, his eyes locked on hers--steady, unreadable, too calm for what he'd just done to her.
She blinked, trying to find her breath, her voice, something to anchor her. "Yeah," she managed after a pause, though it came out thin. Barely a whisper. "I just... wasn't expecting that."
His smile was small, knowing--just the barest curl at one corner of his mouth. "You can say it."
She let out a breath, almost a laugh, shaky and low. "You."
"You've never seen anything like it," he said as he sank beside her, water sloshing softly around his hips, his voice casual--but his eyes didn't leave hers for a second.
She shook her head, slowly this time. No room left to lie. "No. I haven't."
Booker leaned in, just enough to invade her space, enough for his words to melt straight into her skin. "Then you've never felt anything like it either."
The words landed like heat between her legs--heavier than the steam, sharper than the wine. And then his hand moved. Slowly. Confidently. He reached for her wrist and she let him, helpless to the softness of his grip, to the ease with which he guided her beneath the surface. Her fingers skimmed his thigh, then lower.
And then she found it.
The heat struck first--impossibly warm, blood-hot and waiting. Then the weight. Then the sheer scope of it. Her fingers curled on instinct but couldn't meet. He was too thick. Too hard. Her palm filled, then overflowed, and still there was more. Veins thrummed under her touch. He pulsed in her hand, alive and growing, thickening against her grip with the beat of his heart.
She brought her other hand in without thought, wrapping both around him like she needed proof. Still not enough. Her thighs squeezed together beneath the water, her whole body trembling from the inside out as she began to move--slow, curious, reverent. Each stroke a prayer to something obscene.



He didn't speak. Didn't rush. Just watched her, letting her explore, letting her feel what it meant to hold something like that--what it meant to try to tame it. The water rippled with every shift of her wrist. Her thumb slid over the crown, slick and hot, and she felt the twitch run through him, heard his breath hitch in the back of his throat like a warning.
She still didn't look up.
She couldn't.
She was mesmerised, undone by what her hands were wrapped around, by what it promised. Her mind filled with images she couldn't stop--her mouth stretched, lips swollen and slick, jaw aching as he pushed deeper, deeper, until her throat forgot how to fight.
And still, her hands moved.
Slow. Careful. Worshipful.
As if she were already his.
And then--he stood.
Her hands stayed on him instinctively, unwilling to let go. His cock rose from the water like a monument, glistening and upright, slick with heat and her touch. It pointed straight at her lips, proud and unspeakably hard, as if it knew where it was going. He said nothing. He didn't have to. His eyes stayed on her--steady, burning, waiting.
She stared like she'd never seen a man before.
The head was dark and swollen, flushed with blood and hunger, the shaft thick and pulsing with life, every vein raised in sharp relief. It was obscene. It was beautiful. It was everything she shouldn't want, and everything she did.
Her mouth watered.
She leaned in, helpless to the need spiralling through her, pulled forward like gravity itself had chosen him. She needed to feel it on her tongue, needed the taste--of skin, of sweat, of want. The air around them thickened. Her breath danced across the tip.
Her lips parted.
Inches.
Closer--
Rrrring.
The sound ripped through the silence like a gunshot.
She gasped, jerked back, hands retreating underwater as her entire body jolted. The spell snapped in half. Reality crashed in, cold and merciless. Her chest rose in a sharp inhale, her gaze whipping toward the noise, heart thundering with something that wasn't arousal now--guilt.
Her phone sat on the small table beside the back door.
Glowing.
Buzzing.
RICHARD - Husband.
Panic gripped her chest. Her body was still buzzing. Her lips still open. Her core still soaked and aching. But the name on the screen brought reality slamming back into her lungs.
"You need to go," she whispered, barely able to look at Booker.
He didn't move. He didn't flinch. He just stood there, cock still hard, gaze still calm, unbothered.
"Please," she said again, more desperate now, fumbling for her towel and wrapping it around her chest like it might save her from what she'd just done. "Get the others. You all need to go."
Booker stepped silently back into the water, slow and smooth, letting the bubbles swallow him, letting the heat cover what she now couldn't stop picturing.
She turned from him, grabbed her phone, and answered with a voice that barely held together.
"Hey, baby..." she said softly, forcing air into her lungs. "How's Tokyo?"
And behind her, the steam curled into the night sky, and the deck fell quiet again--except for the soft pulse between her legs that would not let her forget.
--------
Valerie lay in the dark, the house still and silent around her, her towel abandoned hours ago, her sheets tangled beneath her bare legs. The faint sound of the air conditioner thrummed above her head, but she barely noticed it. Her body felt too hot, too alive, her skin still tingling with the memory of the water, the steam, the heat of his cock in her hand.
She hadn't spoken a word to any of them after the phone call. Booker had simply nodded once before slipping back into the house. The others were quiet, almost reverent, as they left. No jokes, no smirks. Just tension--thick and humming--left behind like the scent of cologne on a pillow.
Now, hours later, she couldn't sleep.
Her mind kept replaying it. The way he stood over her, the way he looked down at her like he already knew what she would do, what she wanted to do. The feel of his cock swelling between her fingers, growing in her palm, hot and thick and alive. The impossible weight of it. The way it throbbed when she squeezed it. The way it pointed at her mouth, daring her to lean in. And God, she had. She'd wanted to. Needed to.
Her hand slid down her stomach without thought, fingers curling under the hem of her tank top, then lower, beneath the waistband of her thin cotton panties. She was already soaked--hot and wet and pulsing. The moment her fingers grazed her clit, her hips jerked, a soft gasp escaping her lips. She closed her eyes and let the fantasy return.
She pictured him again. Standing over her. Towering. That cock--long and veined and glistening--rising toward her open mouth. In her mind, there was no phone call. No interruption. Just her and him and the slow, heavy press of his crown against her tongue. She imagined the stretch, the taste, the pressure against the back of her throat. She moaned softly, two fingers circling faster now, slick and frantic. Her legs spread wider, her breath catching.
Then she imagined more. Kane behind her, whispering filth in her ear. Zay watching, filming, murmuring how beautiful she looked with her lips stretched wide and her mascara running. Reese laughing low, saying he always knew she'd be like this--wet and eager and filthy under the right hands.
Valerie's free hand gripped the sheets as she rocked her hips upward into her palm, gasping now, biting her lip to keep quiet. The room smelled like her. Her skin burned. Her fingers moved faster, tighter, chasing the pressure that had been building since her knees first touched the hot tub steps. She imagined them all there, watching her, waiting their turn.
And in the middle of it all, Booker. Smiling that calm, knowing smile. His hand in her hair. His cock in her throat. His voice low and commanding: "That's it, Val. Open wider. Show them who you really are."
Her back arched.
Her thighs snapped tight.
The orgasm hit her like a wave--hot, full, violent. She cried out into the sheets, one hand between her legs, the other clenched in the pillow. Her body trembled, eyes squeezed shut, breath tearing out of her lungs in short, broken gasps.
When it finally passed, she collapsed into the mattress, boneless, flushed, soaked in sweat and slick. Her fingers slipped out slowly, and she winced at the sensitivity, biting her lip again as aftershocks rippled through her.
She stared up at the ceiling, blinking into the dark, heart pounding.
That wasn't just a fantasy. It was real. She had touched him. Stroked him. Nearly tasted him. She had crossed a line tonight, and the worst part--the most terrifying part--was how badly she wanted to do it again.
Slower this time. Deeper. With all of them watching.

The Hollow Room

Valerie didn't look in the mirror the morning after the hot tub. She didn't have to. She could feel the difference in her skin, her walk, her breath. Her body had already confessed it the moment she'd stepped out of the water--every part of her trembling, soaked with more than just heat. She hadn't even kissed him. Hadn't tasted him. But his cock had lived in her palm like it belonged there, and now, it lived in her mind too. Thick. Heavy. Real. It ruined every fantasy that came before it.
For days afterward, she couldn't stop touching herself. At night, in the dim flicker of her phone screen while pretending to read emails. In the shower, face pressed to the tile as water mixed with slickness that wasn't from the soap. In bed, biting the inside of her lip so she wouldn't moan loud enough for Noah to hear. It was never just about Booker. It was all of them--their bodies, their size, the way they looked at her now. As if they knew. As if they could already smell the sex on her skin, the want she tried to hide. They didn't leer like boys. They stared like men who were going to fuck her.
By the fourth day, the ache no longer came and went. It lived in her now. Between her thighs. Behind her ribs. In the back of her throat. She kept picturing the way Zay had looked at her through the lens--silent, steady, as if capturing her last moments of resistance. Reese's voice still curled inside her ears, low and amused, as if he already knew she'd beg for him eventually. Kane hadn't touched her yet, but he stood too close, smiled too wide, and cracked his knuckles like he was gearing up to break something--her, maybe.
But it was Booker who haunted her. Booker who had touched her. Booker who had let her touch him. He hadn't rushed. He hadn't asked. He'd just been, letting her fingers find his cock like it was waiting for her. And it had been. It still was.
She stood in her bedroom, staring into her open closet, and something inside her shifted. She didn't want to hide anymore. She didn't want to pretend this was still about professionalism, about production, about discovering a raw new act for her club. She wanted to be seen. She wanted them to see her.
She chose a blouse she hadn't worn in years--white silk, thin enough to tease the shadow of her breasts beneath it. She didn't bother with a bra. One more button left undone, just enough for the line of cleavage to tempt. Her black pencil skirt hugged her hips like a second skin. Stockings, sheer and glossy, shimmered faintly as she slid them up her thighs. She chose heels that clicked when she walked. And red lips. The deepest, wettest red. Glossed to gleam.
By the time she stood in front of the mirror, she didn't look like the mother of a college-bound son. She didn't look like a venue owner or a former indie musician. She looked like a woman with a secret she wasn't trying to keep.
She was still adjusting her blouse when the doorbell rang.
Valerie hadn't made it halfway down the stairs when Noah's voice floated up from the living room.
"You're going out?"
She paused on the landing. "No," she said, adjusting the fall of her hair with one hand. "The boys are coming for a session."
Noah turned toward her from the couch, phone resting idle in his palm. His eyes narrowed--not in anger, but confusion. He looked her up and down, the same way he might've looked at a stranger at a party his mother wasn't supposed to be at. His gaze stalled at her unbuttoned blouse, lingered on the bare skin where a necklace might've hung. The red on her lips made his mouth twitch slightly, like he was about to say something he shouldn't.
"You don't usually... dress like that for them."
She smiled, careful and casual. "It's just an outfit, Noah."
He didn't respond right away. There was a tension behind his silence, something unsaid pressing against the back of his teeth.
"I mean... whatever," he muttered, looking back at his phone. "Just seems like a lot of effort."
The doorbell rang before she could answer. She turned away without another word, letting her heels click against the hardwood as she made her way to the front door. Behind her, Noah stayed on the couch, but the silence that followed buzzed with things neither of them were willing to say out loud.
When she opened the door, Booker was the first to step inside.
He didn't smile, not really. His expression was calm, composed, but his eyes swept over her like a claim being restated. Her blouse. Her hips. Her mouth. He didn't need to say a word--his gaze did the work.
"You look..." he said, letting the pause linger as he stepped past her. "Productive."
She let the corner of her lip tilt up. "It's a session. Gotta keep things tight."
Noah was standing now, hovering in the hallway, posture defensive even if he hadn't meant it to be. His eyes bounced between them--her lipstick, Booker's nearness, the faint scent of his cologne already reaching the air.
Booker turned to him like he'd just noticed him standing there. "You good, man?"
Noah shrugged. "Yeah. Just surprised. Thought it was a recording session, not a photoshoot."
Booker chuckled low, and Valerie could feel it in her chest before she heard it.
"Well," he said, slow and unbothered, "some people just got it like that. Nothing wrong with looking sharp."
He looked back at her as he said it, voice smooth, tone unreadable. But she heard what he meant. And so did Noah.
For a moment, no one moved. Valerie broke it with a light gesture toward the studio.
"They're heading downstairs. You need anything before I lock in?"
Noah shook his head, but his jaw was tight. He didn't speak again.
Valerie led Booker toward the kitchen, pretending the air wasn't crackling behind her. She grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, half to distract herself, half to regain some version of control--but she should have known better.
Booker followed.
He waited until the door to the basement clicked shut behind the others, waited until they were alone in the kitchen with nothing but the soft hum of the fridge and the distant bass of someone setting up gear.
Then he stepped behind her.
Close.
Too close.
His chest brushed her back. His heat flooded the space between her spine and his stomach. She didn't turn--she couldn't. Her hands stilled on the countertop. Her pulse thudded.
He didn't touch her. Not yet. He just leaned in, his voice low beside her ear.
"You did that on purpose."
She swallowed. "Did what?"
"That skirt. That blouse. That mouth." He chuckled, slow and dark. "You want us watching you. Want me watching."
She didn't deny it.
She couldn't.
His hand slid to her hip, palm wide, fingers splaying against the curve like they'd already mapped it. He didn't grope. He held. Possessed.
Then he pressed forward.
She felt it--hot and firm through his jeans, thick and slow as it settled against her ass. She gasped, not loud, but sharp enough to pierce the moment. Her thighs clenched. Her lips parted.
His other hand slid around her waist, light as silk, resting just beneath her navel. "You know it's yours," he whispered. "All of it. Whenever you're ready."
Valerie's breath caught.
He didn't grind. Didn't thrust. He just stood there, letting her feel the sheer promise of him--his cock heavy and waiting, pressing through her skirt like it belonged there. The air was molten. Her body was already betraying her, heat pooling between her legs, her nipples stiff beneath the silk.
"I won't ask again," he murmured. "You'll come to me when it's time."
Then he pulled back, slow and deliberate, hand sliding off her hip like a kiss ending too soon.
She turned, breathless, and he was already walking toward the stairs, loose and casual, like nothing had happened.
But something had.
And her panties were soaked with proof.
The house had gone quiet by the time Valerie wandered back into the living room, the echoes of the day trailing her like ghosts that refused to let go. The session had run long--Booker had stayed behind afterward under the excuse of discussing set details for the Hollow Room showcase. The others had already vanished into the night, voices fading, car doors slamming, the scent of cologne and sweat still lingering faintly in the studio air. Valerie had cleaned up slowly, deliberately, each movement drawn out like a ritual, as if prolonging the moment could keep the energy alive a little longer. She hadn't wanted it to end. Not really.
Booker stood by the window, hands in his pockets, body relaxed but alert, his broad shoulders backlit by the soft halo of the porch light bleeding through the glass. He didn't look at her when she re-entered the room--he didn't have to. His awareness of her was absolute. It was in the way his head tilted slightly when she approached, in the way his body seemed to respond before she spoke, as if her very presence adjusted his gravity.
"They're getting tighter," she said softly, her heels clicking against the hardwood, arms crossed loosely over her chest. "The band. You. It's coming together."
His head nodded once, slow and unhurried. "Yeah. Feels like it's clicking."
She stopped a few feet away, leaning lightly against the arm of the couch, eyes on him now, her body still humming from earlier--the press of his hand on her hip, the weight of his cock against her ass, the casual promise of possession that hadn't left her mind since. She wanted to say more. Something about the lyrics they'd been rehearsing--dirty, suggestive, practically dripping with things unspoken. She wanted to ask if they were about her. If he meant what he said when his voice slid over lines like got the boss on her knees, call it overtime. But her tongue hesitated. Her body spoke louder.
"I want the Hollow Room gig to matter," she said instead. "Not just another bar show. Something with weight. Energy. Like tonight."
He turned toward her finally, slow and deliberate, and the moment his eyes met hers the rest of the room fell away. There was no casualness in the way he looked at her now. No smirk. No flirty edge. Just silence and certainty, the kind that stripped pretence from the bones.
"You believe in us?" he asked.
His voice was low, smooth, but not teasing. He was asking something real, and she felt the weight of it settle in her chest.
She nodded, the gesture small but certain. "I do."
A pause. Then: "That means something."
They stood there, suspended. Valerie could feel her heart pounding in the small of her back, her lips slightly parted, her breath quieter than it should have been. He didn't move closer, didn't close the space between them, didn't offer the kiss she could feel building in the air like storm pressure behind her ribs.
She waited.
Waited longer.
But he didn't take it.
And that was when she realised--he was waiting for her.
The knowing sat between them like an open door.
Her body moved before her mind could object. She stepped in, slow and certain, until her chest grazed his. She tilted her chin, met his mouth with hers, and kissed him.
It was soft for only a second.
Then it wasn't.
His mouth opened beneath hers like he'd been holding back breath for hours, tongue sliding against hers in a kiss that wasn't sweet, wasn't polite--it was hungry. Raw. His hands came up--one gripping her lower back, the other sliding over her ass and hauling her in so hard her breath caught. She moaned into his mouth, helpless to the way he devoured her, lips parting wider as if she could take more of him that way, as if kissing him deeper could fill the space inside her that had been aching since that night in the tub.
His hand moved down, then around--slipping between her thighs from behind, fingers curling over the front of her slacks, pressing hard and sure against the heat at her centre. She gasped, breaking the kiss just enough to breathe, but not enough to speak. Her hips bucked forward instinctively, chasing friction, chasing him, her body betraying her again and again. She was soaked. There was no pretending now. His fingers rubbed slow circles, through fabric still, but barely--heat seeping through, pleasure spiralling up her spine in thick, dragging waves.
He leaned down, his mouth grazing her ear, his breath warm and cruel. "You kiss like you've been starving for it."
"I have," she whispered, her voice cracking.
He chuckled--low, intimate, knowing--and pressed harder.
And then the front door opened.
Valerie flinched back as if caught in a dream she hadn't meant to wake from. She stepped away from Booker, adjusting her blouse with shaky fingers as her heels clicked softly against the hardwood. Her breath came in shallow pulses. Booker didn't move. He just stood there, calm and loose, like the air hadn't changed.



Noah appeared in the hallway, backpack slung lazily over one shoulder, brow already furrowed. He slowed when he saw them--Valerie standing flushed and disheveled near the kitchen island, Booker far too close. The tension hadn't dissipated. It thickened the space between them like a fog.
His eyes flicked from one to the other.
"You still here?" he asked Booker, trying for casual, but the edge cut through.
Booker turned his head just slightly, a half-smile teasing the corner of his mouth. "Just wrapping up some business."
Noah's posture stiffened. "You guys always talk that close when it's business?"
Booker chuckled low in his throat. "Relax, man. Your mom's just got a good ear. Can't blame me for wanting to be close to it."
Noah looked at her then, searching for something in her expression, and whatever he found only deepened the lines in his face.
She held his gaze, steady this time, her voice calm but edged. "Watch your tone, Noah."
The silence that followed wasn't loud--but it was decisive.
Noah dropped his bag without another word. Booker held his gaze for a moment longer, then nodded like a victor in a game no one else realised they were playing.
"See you at the gig," he said, and walked out the door without looking back.
Valerie didn't move.
Noah did.
He passed her on his way to the stairs, his voice low, sharp, and full of something wounded.
"He's the devil. You don't even see it, do you?"
Then he was gone.
She stood there, mouth still tingling from Booker's kiss, heart pounding against her ribs like it wanted out.
But she didn't chase her son.
She didn't argue.
She just stood in the quiet--and let the weight of those words settle around her like smoke.
The Hollow Room had hosted hundreds of acts over the years--cover bands, jazz trios, indie darlings teetering on the edge of relevance--but tonight, it felt like something entirely different. Like something carnal. The room pulsed with it. Heat clung to the walls and floor and ceiling, dripping down bodies packed shoulder to shoulder. Lights swirled in hazy reds and bruised purples, and the bass didn't just shake the walls--it stirred the blood.
Valerie stood just off to the side of the stage, barely hidden behind the curtain, close enough to feel the air shift with every beat. Her heels were planted, but her body betrayed her--hips swaying slightly with the rhythm, one hand absently curling around the stem of her wine glass, the other pressed lightly against her lower stomach, as if to ground herself from floating up into the heat. She wasn't here as a club owner. She wasn't even here as a producer. She was watching them, and she was burning.
Booker stepped to the mic like he'd never belonged anywhere else. Tall, shirt open, skin gleaming under the lights, dreadlocks tied back just loose enough to tease movement. His eyes scanned the crowd--but always, always found her. He didn't stare the way most frontmen did. He looked like a man who already knew he'd be inside you by the end of the night. And when his lips parted and the first verse dropped, her knees softened just slightly.
"Got her pressed in the dark where the beat don't lie /
She drip slow when she hears my sigh."
He didn't point. Didn't gesture. He didn't have to. The way he looked at her during the line said everything.
Her breath caught. A shimmer of wetness bloomed quietly between her thighs.
Kane moved like a storm behind the beat pad--biceps flexed, jaw set, eyes locked in with the rhythm, sweat already clinging to the gold chain around his neck. Reese danced his flow across guitar strings with a grin that felt like foreplay, lips mouthing lyrics even when it wasn't his turn, his body made of rhythm and danger. And Zay--silent, focused, half in shadow--filmed all of it, but lingered longer than necessary whenever his lens passed her. Valerie wasn't sure whether it made her nervous or wet. Likely both.
Then came the second hook.
"She got red lips, tight hips, and a sin in her stare /
Got her son in the crowd, but she don't fuckin' care."
It hit like a slap wrapped in silk.
The crowd screamed.
Booker winked.
Right at her.
Her glass trembled in her hand. Her nipples pressed hard against the lace of her bra--no, not even that. She hadn't worn one tonight. Her blouse clung to her now, thin fabric soaked with a light sheen of sweat, each movement enough to shift it tighter across her chest. She hadn't anticipated this kind of heat. Or maybe she had. Maybe some part of her wanted exactly this.
She couldn't look away. The entire set unfurled like a seduction. Every line darker. Every beat dirtier. The crowd pulsed like an organism--hungry, tribal, reactive. Girls danced in ways they'd be embarrassed to remember. Guys shouted lines they didn't understand. And Valerie stood in the half-shadow, her breath shallow, thighs pressed, soaked, and let it all hit her. The lyrics weren't just suggestive. They were targeted. Each verse peeled her open a little further, until she felt less like a bystander and more like a subject. A muse. A marked woman.
By the end of the set, her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed, and she could feel the trickle of heat sliding slick between her thighs. She didn't care if anyone saw. Didn't care if her son was somewhere in the crowd or if staff caught her watching with wide, reverent eyes.
She had never felt more wanted.
And she had never wanted more.
The set ended in thunder. Applause crashed against the walls, not polite but feral--wild, euphoric, chaotic. The Hollow Room hadn't hosted a show, it had survived one. Valerie didn't even remember how she moved through the crowd, only that at some point she found herself backstage, tucked into the dim quiet behind the curtain, breath still thin, body pulsing with everything she hadn't allowed herself to feel out there.
She wasn't ready when they came offstage.
Booker emerged first, shirtless, sweat rolling down his chest in slow trails that caught in the waistband of his jeans. His presence filled the hallway before his body even entered it. Kane followed close behind, towel draped over his shoulders, chest bare, face flushed with adrenaline. Reese was grinning like he'd just fucked an entire room. Zay, of course, had the camera still in hand, lens low, light off, but watching. Always watching.
Valerie stood frozen, lips parted slightly, heart hammering under silk.
Kane was the first to reach her.
He didn't ask. He just folded her into him, arms around her like a vice, his body so hot she could smell the performance still clinging to his skin--salt, smoke, something male and loud. His hands pressed against her lower back, too low to be innocent. His chest pressed against her breasts. She melted into him for a moment too long before she remembered to pull back.
Reese was next. His hug was slower. Closer. His mouth brushed her cheek. "You looked so fucking good out there," he murmured, eyes locked on hers. "You felt every word, didn't you?"
She couldn't answer.
Zay didn't hug her. He stood behind the lens, gaze heavy, body silent. But he nodded once, and that one gesture felt more intimate than any touch.
Then Booker.
He didn't move fast. Just stepped close, hands sliding around her waist like they belonged there, like they'd always been there. He pulled her in, and this time, she didn't resist. Their bodies aligned, chest to chest, heat to heat, and she tilted her chin just slightly, waiting for his voice.
"You're the reason they were like that," he said softly, lips near her temple. "You fed the whole fucking room."
Her breath shook. "It wasn't about me."
Booker pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. "It was always about you."
The silence after that was deep. Shared. Her lips parted as if to answer, but nothing came. Not words. Just want.
Kane broke the moment with a laugh. "You saw that crowd, Val? That shit was unreal."
"You gave them something," Reese added, curling a finger under her chin for just a second before letting go. "They felt it. Through you."
"Through all of us," she said weakly.
But she knew she was lying.
"You're not just our producer," Booker said. "You're our inspiration."
The words landed between her legs like a vibration.
Reese flopped into one of the backstage chairs, shirtless, towel around his neck, and leaned back with a low groan. "You know what we need?"
Kane glanced over. "Another show."
"Somewhere new," Booker said, eyes still on Valerie.
She blinked. "New?"
"Take this on the road," Kane added. "Club to club. Build the buzz."
"I can make calls," Valerie said quickly, swallowing the lump in her throat. "There are a few venues--small rooms, nothing fancy, but if the energy's right..."
Booker tilted his head, slow and knowing. "You'd come with us, right?"
She hesitated. It was slight, barely a breath--but he saw it. They all did.
"I--well, I'd fly in. Book hotels. Handle logistics."
Kane raised an eyebrow. "Hotels?"
Reese smirked. "We're taking the van, Val. Real band style. Mattress in the back. Sweat and snacks and sin."
Valerie gave a quiet scoff, smoothing her blouse. "That sounds disgusting."
She lifted her chin. "Drive however you want. I'll book a motel or hotel. Two nights. Something clean. I'll send you the details."
Booker just looked at her for a long moment. Calm. Steady. Like he was already picturing her walking through the door.
Then he gave the softest nod. "We'll see you there."
She didn't respond aloud.
She didn't have to.
They all smiled.
The morning air still clung to the edges of sleep when Valerie stepped out onto the front porch, coffee in one hand, the other resting lightly on the wooden railing as she watched the boys pack the van. The neighbourhood was still quiet--manicured hedges, lawn sprinklers, mailboxes with tasteful monograms. None of it suited the chaos spilling from her driveway.
Kane was shirtless, again. His thick arms flexed as he hauled crates of cables and gear into the back of the van like it weighed nothing. Reese was crouched near the back bumper, tangled in headphone cords and half-laughing as he tried to untie a knotted mic cable. Booker moved slowly, efficiently--always composed, always watching. And Zay filmed from the side with one hand, the camera pointed lazily toward the van but angled, subtly, toward her.
It wasn't the first time he'd done that.
She took a long sip of her coffee, refusing to blush.
The back of the van looked like a crime against adulthood. A tangle of gear cases, scattered duffel bags, empty Gatorade bottles, a half-eaten bag of chips--and at the very centre, a stained mattress pressed flat against the floorboards. It was bare, no sheet, with a cheap pillow crumpled at one end and a single grey blanket tossed like a shrug across the middle. Kane had spray-painted a crude halo over it in neon orange. Above it, taped to the inner wall, was a sign that read in permanent marker: DO NOT FUCKING BLEED ON THIS.
Valerie raised an eyebrow and took another slow sip. "Charming."
Kane looked over his shoulder, catching her gaze. He grinned. "Home sweet home."
"That mattress is a health violation."
Reese popped up from behind the van, sunglasses crooked. "That mattress is legendary. You should hear the stories."
"I'm sure I shouldn't," she said, turning to go back inside. "I'll see you at the venue."
Booker's voice followed her through the open door. Calm. Even. Laced with quiet intent.
"We'll see you there."
She didn't answer. Just closed the door behind her and leaned against it for a second longer than she meant to.
Inside, the house felt still in that way it only did before travel. Too quiet. Like something was waiting.
Upstairs, her suitcase lay open across the bed. She stared at it for a long time before touching anything. Her hand hovered over a silk blouse, then moved past it. She chose something lower cut. Then a second top--tighter. One pair of jeans, then leggings. Then, after a pause, a slip of black lace she hadn't worn in years. It wasn't practical. It wasn't professional. But it went in the case anyway.
Noah drove her to the airport.
They didn't talk much. He had earbuds in most of the time, but she could feel his tension in the way he gripped the wheel, the way his eyes flicked toward her outfit and then away. She wore a soft knit dress, off the shoulder, black with a slit high enough to show the faintest edge of stocking when she shifted in her seat. It wasn't for him. It wasn't even for them. It was for herself. For the way it made her feel.
He pulled into the drop-off lane and killed the engine.
"Don't let them make you feel small," he said finally, still staring straight ahead.
She blinked. "What?"
Noah's jaw flexed. "I know you think you're in control. I just..." He exhaled through his nose. "They're not the kind of guys who just... pass through."
Valerie touched his arm, just briefly. "I can handle myself, Noah."
He nodded, but didn't look convinced.
Neither was she.

On The Road Night 1

The hotel wasn't extravagant, but it was modern--sleek lines, fresh white linens, chrome fixtures that gleamed under soft lighting. It was the kind of place with a small cocktail bar off the lobby and too many mirrors in the elevator. Valerie checked in with professional ease, wheeling her modest suitcase behind her like she'd done it a hundred times before, though her heart beat faster with every step.
She'd booked two rooms. One for herself. One for the boys.
She figured they didn't need more. After all, they were willing to sleep in a van with a bare mattress and a half-eaten bag of chips. This place--with working showers, actual bedding, and a room that didn't smell like old sweat--was luxury by comparison. One room would suit them just fine.
Her own room was simple but clean, with a king-sized bed and a sliding glass door that looked out over the city's hazy skyline. She unpacked slowly, methodically--placing her heels beneath the bench at the end of the bed, hanging up her blouse, folding her stockings into the drawer like she was laying a trap. Her vibrator went in the nightstand, just in case. She didn't know what the night would bring, but she knew her body was already responding to its own forecast.
She moved into the bathroom, running cool water over her wrists, calming the flush at her chest. Her reflection looked steadier than she felt--dark eyes rimmed in kohl, lips painted in a deep, glossy plum, collarbone exposed beneath a blouse that barely earned the word. She looked expensive. Composed.
She looked like a woman trying not to tremble.
It was only when she turned to explore the room more fully that she noticed it--set discreetly in the far corner, near the desk.
An adjoining door.
Plain. White. No markings. Closed tight, but not forgotten.
Locked, for now.
She stared at it for a long moment, the silence of the room pressing in.
It looked harmless. Standard.
But it didn't feel that way.
--------
The venue wasn't large--barely a hundred heads deep--but it felt like a pressure chamber. The walls were painted black, the ceiling low, the air thick with sweat and sound. No green room, no security. Just a single stage pressed against the far wall, ringed with hanging bulbs that glowed amber through the haze. Valerie stood near the edge of the crowd, heart drumming in time with the low throb of the bass, her body alert before the music even started.
The boys had arrived late--on purpose, she suspected. When they finally stepped onstage, the entire room shifted like a current had passed through it. No intro, no greeting. Just presence.
Booker moved first, tall and slow, like the beat waited for his permission. His shirt was already half-unbuttoned, clinging to his skin in the low heat. Kane cracked his knuckles behind the beat-pad, muscles gleaming under the lights. Reese rolled his shoulders as he adjusted the strap on his guitar, his grin cocked and ready. And Zay, barely visible in the corner, turned on his camera and started to hunt.
The first hit of the beat was a gut punch.
And then Booker started.
No hesitation. No ramp up. Just heat.
"She used to run this game--now she bend like the rules /
Got her man overseas, but her mouth full of truth."
Valerie's lips parted, breath stalling in her throat. The crowd screamed, not because they understood--but because they felt it.
Booker didn't look at her yet. He let the energy build. Let the words burn.
"Red gloss. Black heels. Got that 'please ruin me' feel."
This time, he looked.
Right at her.
A smile, small and slow, curved across his mouth.
Her knees went soft.
She shifted her weight to one hip, pretending her thighs weren't pressed together, pretending the heat in her chest wasn't spilling lower, thick and liquid between her legs. She hadn't worn a bra again. Her blouse clung to her damp skin, nipples tight and visible if the light caught them wrong. Or right.
Reese slid into the second verse with that lazy drawl of his.
"She front row, tight pose, heart beatin' through clothes /
Tryna play pro--but she slick and she knows."
He tilted his chin toward her as he delivered it, tongue tapping the corner of his smile.
The crowd was moving now--arms swaying, hips grinding, heads thrown back. It wasn't just a show. It was a ritual. Something primal. Bodies giving themselves to rhythm, to sweat, to the pulse of sound that had teeth.
Kane slammed the beat hard, his eyes flicking across the room, but always circling back to her.
And then, without warning, Booker leaned into the mic.
"Yo," he called out, breathless with grin. "We got our inspiration in the house tonight."
The crowd roared.
He looked at her again, direct this time. "Val--come here."
Her blood went cold, then hot.
She didn't move.
Booker's hand extended. "C'mon. You got us here. Might as well let 'em see what started it."
A spotlight blinked to life. Low. Dim. But enough.
The crowd chanted her name, awkwardly at first, then louder. Clumsy. Excited.
"Val-er-ie. Val-er-ie."
She stepped forward, like someone else was moving her legs.
The moment she climbed onstage, the air changed. Not because she was a star. Because they'd just pulled her inside the myth.
Booker took her hand and spun her slowly, deliberately, until her back met his chest.
Then the beat dropped.
He didn't fuck her with his hips.
But he could have.
His body moved behind hers with a slow, devastating rhythm, one hand on her waist, the other near the mic, voice curling low around her ear.
"She came for the sound--
Now she grindin' on sin.
Used to run the show--
Now she lettin' us in."
Her mouth went dry.
Her panties were soaked.
He pressed his hips forward, not obscene--but not innocent. The curve of his cock against her ass was impossible to ignore. It didn't matter that they were clothed. It didn't matter that a hundred people were watching. It was a message.
He released her just before the beat faded. The lights blinked out. The crowd howled.
Valerie stepped offstage, heart in her throat, legs unsteady.
She didn't remember how she got to the side hallway. Just that her body was trembling, her pulse was in her ears, and her thighs felt slick with arousal.
The adrenaline was still flooding her veins as Valerie stepped into the women's restroom off the side of the venue--a dim, tiled room that smelled like beer and heat and too much perfume. Her reflection in the mirror startled her at first--cheeks flushed, lips parted, hair mussed just enough to look like someone had run fingers through it. She looked like she'd just been kissed hard against a wall. She looked alive.



She stepped into the last stall, needing a moment to breathe--just long enough to collect herself, to cool down, to not press her thighs together the way her body wanted.
As she closed the stall door, the bathroom door swung open behind her with a burst of laughter and reverb-blurred voices.
Two girls--barely twenty, maybe younger--stumbled in, still high on the show. One of them was short and sharp-edged, with glitter smudged under her eyes; the other wore a crop top and low jeans and spoke with breathless awe.
"Did you see them? Booker--fucking hell, I would die for that man."
The other snorted. "You and every bitch in the crowd."
"No, but seriously--I tried to talk to him after the set. Told him he should come to the afterparty at East. He smiled, but then he said--'Sorry, I've already got plans tonight.'"
The other girl groaned. "You're kidding."
"I swear. I was like... fuck. Whoever that is, I hope she chokes on it."
They both burst out laughing.
Valerie didn't move. Her breath stalled.
The toilet flushed automatically behind her. She stepped out, adjusting her blouse like it could shield her from what was about to happen.
The girls froze as soon as they saw her. Both stared--open, confused, mouths slightly parted.
Then one of them--glitter under her eyes--looked her up and down with a slow, narrowing gaze.
The other girl blinked. "Wait... were you... on stage?"
Valerie offered a polite, unreadable smile.
"You're her," Glitter-Eyes said, voice soft with realisation, but laced with jealousy.
The crop top girl laughed once, bitterly.
"Damn," she muttered. "Guess we know who the plans are for."
Valerie gave a small nod, then stepped past them toward the sink. She didn't say a word.
But as she washed her hands, heart thudding under the rise of her breasts, she caught her own reflection again--and smiled.
She felt like a teenager all over again.
Not just wanted.
But competing.
And winning.
Valerie stepped out into the cool air with her skin still tingling, her breath steady only by practice. The venue's side exit led directly into the hotel lot, and by the time she reached the lobby, the noise of the night had dimmed--but the heat hadn't left her body. It pulsed between her legs with every step, a steady throb that hadn't subsided since Booker's hands had settled on her waist, since his voice had dropped filth into her ear in front of a hundred strangers. She should have felt embarrassed. She didn't. She felt claimed.
The hotel bar was tucked behind a low velvet partition, dimly lit with gold sconces that bathed everything in a soft haze. The boys were already there--Booker at the centre, legs spread lazily, one arm slung across the back of the booth. Kane had kicked his boots off, lounging sideways with a drink in each hand. Reese was mid-story, animated and loose, head thrown back in laughter. Zay sat at the edge, quiet as ever, sipping something dark and turning his phone slowly between his fingers.
They looked up when she entered, and for just a second, the entire table paused. Not stiffly--just... sharpened. As if her arrival had changed the shape of the room.
Booker stood. "There she is."
Reese whistled low. "Our girl of the hour."
Kane raised one of his drinks in salute. "She made us do things to that crowd I might need to confess."
Valerie smirked as she approached, already feeling her cheeks warm again. "You mean I made you sweat through your shirt?"
"You made us dangerous," Booker said, holding her gaze as he stepped aside, motioning for her to sit beside him. "They didn't cheer for the music. They wanted the energy. And it was coming off you like heat."
She slid into the booth beside him, her leg brushing his. It wasn't an accident. It wasn't even an effort anymore. She felt twenty years younger and twice as alive.
"I thought I was just there for moral support."
Reese leaned in across the table, eyes glinting. "You were there as a warning."
"A warning?" she asked, sipping from the glass Booker slid in front of her.
"That no one else should even try."
Booker's smile didn't shift, but she felt the heat behind it. "They saw what we had."
Valerie tried to keep the glass steady in her hand. "And what is it you have exactly?"
Booker didn't look away. "Inspiration."
Kane grinned, stretching his arms behind his head. "That crowd would've swallowed a live grenade if she asked them to."
"They already swallowed her name," Reese said, voice low now, his smile soft and slow. "Every chant. Every eye. All of it pointed at you."
Zay, still at the edge, raised his glass in a silent toast. His camera sat beside him, idle but ever present.
Valerie laughed softly, head tipping back, the wine already loosening her. Her thigh was pressed flush to Booker's now. He hadn't moved. He didn't need to. His presence was always full contact.
"You guys are drunk on your own set."
Booker's voice dropped just enough to make the air between them shift. "We're drunk on you."
The table went still.
Not awkward.
Just aware.
She felt like she was floating now. Not from the wine, not from the praise--but from the way every male gaze at that table belonged to her. She was the reason the room pulsed. She was the one who'd made them animal. And now they were sitting there, leashed only barely by the booth and the walls and the last threads of professionalism.
The bartender called last call. Booker ordered a bottle of champagne with the same tone he used onstage. Kane added mixers, Reese paid in cash with a wink. The glasses were carried upstairs between casual jokes and tired footsteps--but the tension didn't fade.
Not in the elevator.
Not in the hallway.
And not when they stopped in front of her door.
Booker lingered in front of her door, his body still loose from the champagne, but his eyes sharp--clearer than they had any right to be. He wasn't smiling now. He was watching. Not performing. Just... waiting.
"You sure you want to be alone tonight?"
His voice wasn't teasing. It was quiet. Grounded. A question that meant more than it asked.
Valerie swallowed. "I should get some sleep."
He nodded slowly. Didn't move. Didn't push. Just lifted the bottle slightly, the neck beaded with cold, catching the hallway light like glass caught between hands.
"One glass," he said. "Just a toast."
Her fingers tightened on the keycard. The air between them had thickened--warmer, heavier--like it was leaning against her skin, whispering yes before she ever said it.
"Booker..."
"One drink. Nothing more."
A beat.
Her lips parted, then closed again. She didn't speak.
She just stepped back.
And held the door open.
The door closed behind them with a soft click that might as well have been a starter pistol. The hush that followed wasn't peace--it was pressure. The kind that built behind the ribs, low and hot and inevitable.
Valerie moved first--if only to keep her hands from shaking. She crossed the room and reached for the champagne, pouring it out again with steady fingers even though her heart was thudding just beneath her skin. The glasses clinked softly. Booker stood near the door still, watching her, but not in a way that demanded. Not yet. He let her move. Let her stall.
She handed him a glass.
He took it.
She sipped too quickly. Then laughed once--quiet, nervous, unrecognisable.
"You were... incredible tonight."
His head tilted, a small smile just at the edge of his mouth.
"That right?"
"The energy," she said quickly, trying to find somewhere to put her eyes that wasn't directly on him. "The lyrics. I don't know what you tapped into, but it was different. It was real. The whole room felt it."
He took a step forward. Just one. The smile didn't grow--it sharpened.
"Any of the lyrics stand out?"
Her mouth opened. Closed. Heat crawled up her neck.
Booker took another slow step. Then another.
And then, low and quiet, he said:
"Red gloss. Black heels. Got that 'please ruin me' feel."
Valerie's breath caught like a stone in her throat. Her thighs clenched on instinct.
"You said that to a whole room," she whispered.
He nodded once. "But I only looked at one person when I said it."
She swallowed. Hard. The wine had done nothing to relax her. If anything, it made her more aware--of the heat at the back of her neck, the sweat on the backs of her knees, the soaked lace between her thighs that had been clinging to her since the moment she stepped offstage.
She wanted to pretend she was still deciding.
But the truth was simple: she was already his.
"I shouldn't," she said, though her voice barely had the strength for the words.
"You already did," he replied.
And then she kissed him.
Or maybe he kissed her.
It didn't matter. The moment broke like heat lightning--no warning, no pause, just lips crashing, breath stolen, hands searching. Valerie's mouth opened against his, moaning as his tongue slid in deep and hungry. His hands found her waist, pulled her closer, pressing her tight against the ridge of him already swelling through his jeans. Her fingers were in his hair, then at his collar, then dragging down his chest like she'd waited years to get here.
He groaned against her mouth. "Fuck, you are so sexy."
She didn't speak. Couldn't. Her body was moving without her now--hips grinding against him, blouse unbuttoned halfway down already. His lips trailed to her jaw, her neck, sucking slow and deep just beneath her ear until her knees nearly gave out. She gasped, one hand clutching the back of his neck, the other curling into his shirt.
His voice came dark and low against her skin.
"I've wanted this from the second you opened that studio door."
Valerie was panting now, her bra halfway off her shoulder, his hands cupping her ass and pulling her flush against him.
He didn't speak again.
He just walked her backward.
Valerie moved willingly--her breath shallow, her blouse hanging open, her lips still slick from the kiss that had left her body humming like an open wire. Her legs met the edge of the bed. She didn't sit. He lowered her. Slow. Like laying down something precious. Or like preparing to devour it.
She was trembling. Not from nerves--but from need. It crawled through her like static, pooled thick between her thighs. She had wanted this. From the beginning. From the first time she heard his voice cut through the alley air and watched him command a crowd with nothing but sweat and swagger and rhythm.
But she hadn't known how badly she needed it until now.
Booker dropped to his knees.
And she almost lost it from that alone.
He was tall, broad, devastating--but the way he moved to the floor in front of her was reverent. Not obedient. Not submissive. But with intent. Like this was part of the ritual. Like she deserved to be worshipped first, before being taken apart.
He ran his hands along the outsides of her thighs, pushing her skirt up slowly until her panties--black, lacy, soaked--were bared to his view. He didn't rush. He just hooked a finger under the waistband and peeled them down inch by inch, watching her the whole time.
Valerie felt her face burn. Not from shame. From the knowledge that he saw her. Every inch. Every glisten. Every tremble. And he was hungry for it.
"You smell like you've been waiting for me," he said, voice rough now, thick with arousal.
She couldn't speak.
His hands parted her thighs. She let them fall open.
And then his mouth was on her.
The first touch of his tongue made her entire body jerk--hips bucking, hands flying to the sheets for something to hold. He moaned softly at the taste, lips pressing in deeper, tongue sliding between her folds with practiced, devastating precision. He didn't tease. He didn't go gentle. He went in like a man on a mission.
And she was already coming undone.
Her hips moved against his mouth before she even realised it, the heat building fast, thick, blinding. His hands gripped her thighs harder to hold her open as he focused on her clit--circling, sucking, then flattening his tongue and grinding just enough to make her see stars. She gasped, the sound desperate, shameless. One of her legs lifted, bent at the knee, draped over his shoulder.
He groaned at that--fucking loved it--and the sound of his pleasure against her pussy sent her spiralling higher.
She was wet.
Soaked.
Slippery and pulsing and gone.
"Oh my God," she gasped, her voice cracking. "Booker--oh--fuck--"
He didn't stop. He wanted her loud. Wanted her hips moving. Wanted to feel her fall apart on his tongue.
And she did.
It came like a tidal wave--hot, full, body-shattering. Her orgasm ripped through her before she could brace herself, her legs trembling, her hands gripping his shoulders now, pulling him closer even as she cried out, thighs squeezing his head like her body was begging to be consumed whole.
He licked her through it. Every shudder. Every twitch. Slow now. Gentle. Cruel.
She collapsed back onto the bed, panting, ruined.
And then--he stood.
And unzipped.
Valerie didn't wait.
She rolled onto her knees and reached for him, mouth already parting, her own taste still clinging to her lips. He unzipped with quiet finality, and when his cock sprang free from his jeans--thick, veined, dark, and fully, impossibly hard--she froze.
Her breath caught. Her lips parted wider on instinct. Her eyes widened as her gaze crawled down the length of it, and for a moment, she forgot how to think.
She had touched it once in the hot tub. Fantasised about it since. But now--up close, inches from her face, glistening with need--it looked less like something meant for pleasure and more like something built to break her.
It was gorgeous. Terrifying. Beautiful in the way fire is beautiful just before it consumes.
"Oh my god," she whispered, voice trembling with awe. "You're... so big."
Her hand wrapped around the base--barely. Her fingers didn't meet. Her grip looked small, almost delicate, dwarfed by the sheer size of him. It twitched in her hand, already heavy, the tip slick and swelling, the weight of it a warning. A promise.
She met his eyes. Something wild lit up inside her.
"I want to try," she breathed. "I want all of it."
Booker nodded once.
"So take it."
She leaned in--and opened her mouth.
Her lips wrapped around the head first, careful, reverent. The first stretch made her moan around him, the heat of his crown pressing wide against her tongue. Then she slid deeper--inch by inch--her jaw aching, throat opening, saliva already pooling as she worked him in, messy and eager.
His hand found her hair. Not rough. Just firm. Guiding.
"Fuck," he groaned. "Your mouth... perfect. So warm. So tight."
She moaned around him, her spit bubbling at the corners, already trailing in thick strands to the base of his shaft as she pulled back and then pushed forward again. Her throat fought to keep up--but her hunger didn't.
"Get it sloppy," he murmured, voice heavy now, possessive. "Make a fucking mess. We need that throat nice and wet."
She whimpered and sucked harder, her moans wet and thick around him. Drool spilled freely from her lips now, dripping down her chin, her eyes watering as she struggled to take more of him. Her fingers squeezed the base. Her mouth worked in rhythm--worship, not technique.
"That's it," he hissed. "Just like that. Fuck... your throat's so good, baby."
She gagged once--hard--but didn't pull back. Didn't flinch. Her entire body reacted to the sound of his voice, to the praise edged with filth.
Then came the line that lit her up from the inside out:
"Get it wetter," he growled. "We're gonna need every drop of that spit when I stretch out that tight little white pussy of yours."
She moaned around his cock--loud, involuntary, shameful and perfect.
Her clit pulsed. Her cunt throbbed. She was soaked.
His filthy words ran straight down her spine, igniting nerve endings that hadn't fired in years. Her body was on fire. She wasn't just sucking now--she was offering. Submitting. Begging, with every flick of her tongue, every swallow of spit, every desperate bob of her head.
She was his.
He grunted above her, voice fraying at the edges. "You like that, huh? You like thinking about how hard it's gonna be to fit this in you?"
She pulled back, gasping, spit connecting her lips to his shaft in a string that glistened in the low hotel light. Her mascara was smudged, her chest heaving, her jaw slick and aching.
"I can't fit it," she panted. "But I want to. I want you to fuck me open with it. I want to feel it for days."
Booker's hand tightened in her hair, and he tipped her chin up, his cock gleaming between them--wet, heavy, claimed.
"Get on the bed."
Valerie climbed onto the bed with legs that barely felt like hers. Her knees trembled on the crisp white sheets, thighs slick, breath short, blouse unbuttoned and hanging open, her bra already pushed halfway down her arms. She wasn't graceful--she didn't need to be. Her body was too keyed up for grace. Her skin felt electric. Her nipples were tight, begging to be touched. And between her legs--soaked. Dripping. Open. She'd never felt this wet in her life.
She turned over onto her back, spreading her legs instinctively, and the cool air between them made her shiver. Her chest rose and fell fast as she watched Booker strip the rest of the way--shirt tossed, jeans sliding down his hips, boxers peeled away. And then he was naked. Fully. Tall and powerful, his chest gleaming with sweat, his cock still thick and glistening with her spit, now standing like something born to destroy.
He crawled onto the bed, the mattress dipping beneath his weight, and for a moment Valerie thought she might come again just from the sound of his knees sliding up the sheets, the slow, steady way he moved toward her. His body covered hers--not crushing, but close enough to feel the heat radiating off him. His eyes locked on hers, and there was no playfulness in them now. Only hunger. Purpose.
She spread her thighs wider.
"I don't know if I can take it," she whispered, her voice small, but trembling with want.
Booker cupped her cheek with one hand and kissed her once--deep, slow, full of breath.
"Yes, you can," he murmured. "You were built for this."
Her body answered before she could. Her hips tilted up, offering.
He reached down between them, gripping himself at the base, thick fingers guiding the head of his cock to her soaked, needy entrance. He didn't shove. He pressed. Deliberately. Letting her feel every second of it. The wide tip parted her lips, sliding against her folds, coating him in her slickness. She whimpered at the contact--so hot, so hard, so much.
His voice stayed low, grounded in her skin.
"Breathe, baby. Let it happen."
She did.
And then he pushed in.
Her mouth opened in a silent cry. Her head tilted back, eyes fluttering. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, his arms, her fingers digging in like she needed something--anything--to ground her.
He was huge. Wider than her body knew how to take.
The stretch was overwhelming. Her walls fought him, then yielded. Her legs twitched, spread wider, knees bending higher to make space for something she shouldn't be able to handle--but wanted more than air.
Her pussy clenched tight, slick and fluttering around him, and Booker groaned as he pushed deeper, every inch a test of her threshold.



"Fuck, you're tight," he growled, eyes dark. "Goddamn. You feel that?"
"Yes," she gasped. "God, I feel all of it."
"That's right," he said, voice dipping lower. "You take your time. I'm not going anywhere. You're gonna feel this for days."
He was halfway in now, and she could barely think. Her nails dragged down his back, her thighs quivering with the effort of staying open, of staying present, of taking it all.
Booker leaned over her, mouth brushing her ear.
"Just breathe. Let that pretty little pussy open up for me. You're doing so good, Val."
She moaned loud, helpless, the praise making her hips lift for more. She was still being stretched. Still adjusting. But her body wanted it--wanted him deeper, fuller, further. She felt every throb of his cock inside her, every inch still to go.
He slid in another inch.
Her back arched off the bed.
"Oh my god--"
"That's it," he groaned. "Open up for me. Let me in."
Then his voice dropped lower, darker.
"You want it all, don't you, Val? Every inch?"
She nodded wildly, barely able to speak, voice caught in the back of her throat.
"Yes--please," she gasped. "Give me the rest. I can take it--I need it."
Booker growled low in his chest, satisfied.
"Good girl."
She was soaked. So fucking wet that the sounds between them had turned lewd--sticky, messy, intimate. He pushed again. Another inch. Her body clamped down instinctively and she gasped, shaking now, overwhelmed by the pressure, the fullness, the raw gravity of being taken by something so massive.
"You're stretching so good for me, baby," he whispered, brushing his lips down her neck. "This pussy's never had anything like me, huh?"
She shook her head, biting her lip, eyes glassy with need.
"No," she moaned. "No one. Nothing. I've never--fuck--"
And then he bottomed out.
The final thrust was slow, deliberate, and complete.
She felt him hit her deepest point--low, deep, a pressure that sent a lightning bolt through her spine and left her mouth hanging open in stunned silence.
She didn't scream.
She gasped. Moaned.
Then came.
It was sudden, involuntary--a burst of raw, wet pleasure that flooded her body and made her thighs shake. She cried out as it hit, hips jerking, pussy clenching tight around his cock as she squirted. The rush of liquid sprayed across her inner thighs, his hips, the sheets beneath her. It was violent, visceral, and it didn't stop.
Booker held still, letting her ride it, watching her shake, feeling her lose herself around him.
"Fuck, baby," he growled. "That's it. That's what I wanted. Look at you..."
But she couldn't. Her eyes had rolled back. Her hands clawed at the sheets. Her body convulsed in waves as the orgasm tore through her, as her slick squirt coated his cock, as her pussy pulsed and fluttered and pulled him in tighter.
And she knew--
She was never coming back from this.
Booker didn't give her a moment to recover. The second she begged for the rest of it, the second she said she could take it, he gave her everything.
He pulled back--slow, thick, dragging her walls wide as he withdrew--and then slammed back in with a deep, wet sound that cracked through the room like thunder. Valerie screamed. Not from pain. From shock. From the way it hit so deep she swore he'd punched through her stomach. From the stretch that felt like it was going to split her, only to leave her begging for more.
Her thighs flew open wider, her hands scrambling for the sheets, the headboard, anything to anchor herself as he started to thrust. Not fast at first. But hard. Deliberate. Rooted. Claiming. Every slap of his hips against her ass echoed off the walls, every bounce of her tits felt obscene--raw, pornographic, perfect.
"Oh fuck," she gasped, one hand flying to his arm, the other pressed to her own breast like she needed to feel something she could control.
"You're taking it," Booker growled, watching her with eyes gone almost black. "All of it. Like you were fucking made for this."
He gripped her thigh, lifting it higher, pushing deeper. Valerie cried out, the breath torn from her lungs.
"I am--" she choked out. "I am, I want it--God, don't stop."
And he didn't.
He began to pound her now--full, deep thrusts that made the bed rock, the headboard slam the wall, the air around them thick with sweat and sex and the slick sounds of her pussy taking everything he gave. Valerie's mouth hung open, her moans turning to cries, then to nothing but ragged, guttural noise.
Her brain was gone. Her thoughts were gone. She was just sensation now--cock. Heat. Stretch. Pleasure so intense it hovered on the edge of pain. Her legs were shaking. Her whole body slick with sweat. Her nails raked down his back and her voice cracked as she begged.
"More. Please--Booker--fuck, just more--"
He pulled her hips to the edge of the bed, her ass now slightly off the mattress, angle deeper. He planted one hand against her lower stomach and pressed down--and she felt him bottom out so hard it sent a white-hot shock through her spine.
"That's it," he growled. "You feel that? That's me inside you. Right to the end."
Valerie screamed. Her whole body arched, her toes curling, her eyes rolling back.
She came again.
And this time, it wasn't a gentle release--it was a detonation.
Her pussy clamped around him, fluttering uncontrollably as another squirt of slick sprayed from her, soaking his cock, the sheets, the insides of her thighs. It pulsed again. And again. Her orgasm wouldn't stop. She sobbed through it, legs trembling, hips twitching like her body was short-circuiting from pleasure.
"Fuck, look at that," Booker groaned, slamming into her again. "That's what you needed, huh? That big cock to knock the last bit of good girl outta you."
She moaned, high and broken. Her voice was nothing now. Just gasps. Cries. Nods.
He slowed slightly. Pressed forward deep. Ground his hips in hard, slow circles while staying balls-deep.
"You're fucking soaked, Val. You hear that?"
He thrust once--hard--and the squelch was so loud it echoed.
"Your pussy's begging to be used."
And she was.
Tears clung to her lashes, not from sadness, but from how much she felt. Her body didn't belong to her anymore. It belonged to this. To him. To the rhythm of his cock inside her, the stretch of her pussy around him, the way he looked at her like this was exactly where she was meant to be.
"I didn't know," she panted, voice barely above a whisper. "I didn't know it could feel like this."
Booker leaned down, his chest slick against hers, still buried to the hilt. His breath was ragged, voice low and rough as it scraped across her ear.
"Hold on, baby. I'm right there."
His hips began to move again, short, desperate strokes, grinding deep with every thrust. Her legs wrapped around his waist before she even realised it. Her body met him eagerly now, hips lifting, cunt fluttering around his cock with every thick push.
They were both close. She could feel it.
"Cum with me," he groaned. "I want to feel it. I want you to take it all."
Valerie cried out, her whole body tensing beneath him, fingers clawing down his back as her walls clenched one more time.
"Booker--" she gasped. "I'm--I'm gonna--fuck--"
And then it hit.
She shattered around him, her body locking up, her voice spilling out in broken cries as her orgasm ripped through her again--deep, blinding, perfect. She came hard, came full, her pussy tightening like a vice as she moaned his name into his neck.
And Booker followed with a growl that sounded pulled from somewhere beneath the surface of the earth.
He buried himself deep, and came inside her, pulsing hard, hot and thick, his cock twitching as he emptied everything he had into her trembling cunt. She felt the heat bloom inside, felt her body stretch to keep it, felt herself owned.
He stayed there for a moment, their sweat-slick skin stuck together, their breaths wild and uncoordinated, the room smelling like sex and skin and change.
Then--slowly--he pulled back.
She whimpered as he slid out, her pussy aching from the stretch, already clenching around the emptiness.
And then she felt it.
His cum. Warm. Thick. Oozing out of her in slow, lazy trails. Sliding between her thighs. Evidence. Claim. Proof.
She stared at the ceiling, dazed, ruined, her legs still open, the sheets soaked beneath her hips.
Booker sat back on his heels, looking down at her with a grin that was equal parts reverence and pride.
"Fuck," he whispered. "You are incredible."
She tried to answer. She couldn't. Just a breathless sound, barely human.
He leaned over, kissed her jaw, and stood.
She watched him move toward the adjoining door, her body still trembling, her thighs sticky with the slow, warm spill of his cum.
He glanced back once--at her spread open, dripping, changed--and smiled.
"You're mine now," he said.
Then, quieter, but with that same quiet dominance:
"But you're the band's too."
Click.
The sound of the door unlocking cracked the air.
The door eased open with a quiet push and Kane stepped through like he already knew what he'd find. Valerie didn't move--she couldn't. She lay there on the bed, legs still parted, skin flushed and shining, a slow trickle of Booker's cum leaking from between her thighs and pooling warm beneath her ass. She was soaked, trembling, and so ready for more.
Kane was shirtless, his chest broad and sweat-slick, his jeans riding low on his hips. His gaze dropped immediately to her cunt--messy, gaping, used--and a low, hungry sound escaped him.
"Damn," he muttered, licking his bottom lip. "He fucked you good."
She didn't answer. Her mouth was dry, her thighs still twitching. But she watched him as he stepped to the side of the bed, chest rising and falling slowly, a grin curling the corner of his mouth.
"You want more?" he asked, one hand dropping to the bulge in his jeans--huge, thick and straining against the denim. He gripped it through the fabric, squeezing once to emphasise the shape.
She nodded, breath catching. "Yes."
He smirked. "Then take it out. And get it ready."
Valerie moved without thinking, pushing herself up on shaky elbows, crawling across the bed until she was kneeling at the edge. Her fingers found his waistband, trembling slightly as she unbuttoned his jeans, then tugged them down with practiced urgency.
It sprang free--and she gasped.
Shorter than Booker's, maybe. But thicker. Veined. Heavy. A weapon.
Her hands wrapped around it--barely. She had to use both.
She looked up at him, her voice low and reverent. "You're so fucking big..."
"Yeah," he growled. "And that mouth better earn it."
She leaned in and kissed the tip first--slow, wet, tongue swirling around the head as her fingers stroked the base. Then she opened wider, taking him in like she'd just been trained to--deep, messy, hungry. Spit poured from her lips as she gagged once, then again, pushing herself down his shaft until her nose brushed the base and her throat flexed around him.
"Fucking hell," Kane groaned, one hand gripping her hair. "You're such a little cock slut already."
Valerie moaned around him, the sound wet and filthy. Her mouth moved faster, tongue slithering beneath his cock as she sucked, drooled, worked him in strokes slicker than spit alone. Her throat clenched. Her eyes watered. She was lost in it now--serving--and it made her throb.
"That's enough," he snapped. "Get on all fours. Now."
She obeyed instantly, rolling over and crawling to the centre of the bed, her ass in the air, her pussy gleaming, open and leaking. She arched her back, spread her knees, offered herself.
Kane climbed up behind her, cock in hand, smacking it once against her ass before dragging it down between her cheeks, coating himself in the mess Booker left behind.
"You're dripping," he muttered. "Fucking love that."
And then--without warning--he shoved into her.
No pause. No buildup. Just one thick, brutal thrust.
Valerie screamed.
Not in pain. In shock.
Her body flew forward, hands scrambling at the sheets. Her mouth dropped open in a guttural moan as Kane slammed to the hilt with one hard, unforgiving stroke.
"Oh fuck--" she cried out. "Kane--"
"Shut the fuck up and take it," he growled, already pulling back. "You wanted to be a band slut, now you're getting the full fucking set."
And he started to move.
Hard. Loud. Unrelenting.
Her ass bounced against his hips with every thrust. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping skin, wet and obscene. Valerie's tits swung beneath her, her face buried in the mattress as she cried out with each punishing drive of his cock.
"You feel that?" he spat, gripping her hips like handles. "That's what a real fuck feels like."
"Yes!" she screamed. "Yes, yes--I love it--"
"You love being used?" he snapped. "Love being passed around like a fucktoy?"
She moaned, her cunt clenching even harder, her face flushed, tears pooling at the corners of her eyes.
"Yes--*I love it--please--keep going--"
"You dirty little bitch," he snarled, slamming into her harder, making her scream again. "You fucking needed this, didn't you?"
Her entire body was shaking now. Her pussy was fluttering, her orgasm building again, sharp and dangerous. Her hands clawed at the sheets. Her throat was hoarse. Her hips bucked against him as he pistoned harder, deeper, like he was fucking the last of her resistance out with every slam.
"You're gonna cum again, aren't you?" he growled.
"I can't stop--" she sobbed. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna--gonna--"
Her orgasm hit like a scream inside her chest.
She convulsed on his cock, squirting again--louder this time, wetter, messier. It sprayed down her thighs, onto the sheets, soaking everything in a rush of hot, helpless pleasure.
Kane laughed--filthy, triumphant.
"That's it, slut. Cum all over my cock. Make a fucking mess."
Valerie was still convulsing beneath him, her thighs shaking, pussy fluttering from aftershocks, her breath broken and frantic. Her body felt like it was floating--too full, too stretched, too fucked to process anything else.
But Kane wasn't finished.
He grunted above her and slammed into her again, harder now, faster. Her pussy, sloppy and dripping, made wet, filthy sounds with every stroke. His balls slapped her soaked clit. Her body rocked forward with each thrust, but she stayed in place--on her knees, ass in the air, cunt wide and welcoming.
"You hear that?" he panted, voice low and mean. "That's the sound of a fucking whore being ruined."
She moaned, loud and wanton, her face mashed into the pillows, drool slipping from her lips as she nodded, her body betraying how much she needed it.
"You're not a producer anymore," he growled, fucking her harder now. "You're not a boss. You're not a mom. You're just our fuck toy."
"Y-yes," she sobbed, voice trembling with pleasure and shame. "I'm your fuck toy. I am--I am--use me--"
He groaned, hand digging into her hip, the other grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back so he could hear her scream again.
"You'll take every fucking inch we give you, won't you?"
She couldn't speak. She just moaned. Nodded.
"Good girl," he growled. "Fucking perfect little hole."
And then he came.
His cock pulsed deep inside her, thick and fast, hot jets spilling into the space Booker had already claimed. He stayed buried as he groaned through it, his fingers bruising her hips, his voice low and brutal.
"Take it. Every drop."
Valerie moaned, her pussy still fluttering, still milking him, her mouth open in pure, dizzy surrender.
He stayed inside her for another long second, then pulled out with a slick, obscene sound. She collapsed onto the mattress, face down, thighs trembling, a mess of cum, sweat, and drool.
Kane looked down at her--used, ruined, his for that moment--and chuckled.
"Fuckin' knew you were a slut the second I saw you," he muttered, stepping off the bed. "Didn't think you'd wear it this well, though."
He walked toward the adjoining door, stretching, completely unconcerned with the mess he'd made.
"Hope you're not too sore yet," he added, cracking his neck as he reached for the handle.
"'Cause Reese talks a lotta shit, but he fucks."
Click.
The door opened again.
The door didn't creak this time--it swung open fast, like it was being pushed by the momentum of someone who couldn't wait.
Reese walked in grinning, shirt already gone, his lean body toned and glistening with sweat. His necklace bounced against his chest as he moved, jeans slung low, cock already half-hard and swaying with each step.
Valerie didn't lift her head right away.
She was still collapsed on the bed, face down in the pillows, her ass gleaming with slick, thighs parted, Kane's cum joining Booker's in the slow, wet drip from her ruined cunt. Her body was twitching--spent, shaking--and she was more exposed than she'd ever been in her life.
"Fuck me," Reese said with a slow whistle as he took in the sight. "You let them break you already, huh?"
Valerie turned her head toward him, blinking, breath still uneven.
Reese walked to the side of the bed and crouched down. His fingers brushed a strand of sweat-matted hair from her cheek.
"You alright, sweetheart?" he asked gently.
She nodded.
"Good," he said.
Then he stood.
"Because it's my turn."
He walked to the foot of the bed and unzipped, letting his cock drop free--and Valerie's mouth went dry. It was beautiful. Not the biggest. Not the thickest. But long and smooth and dangerously perfect, the kind of cock made for fucking a woman exactly the way she swore she didn't want to be fucked.
"On your knees," he said. "I want your mouth."
Valerie rolled onto her side, then up, and crawled toward him with aching limbs and glassy eyes.
He didn't move.
She took him into her mouth, soft at first, reverent. But Reese didn't want reverence.
"Come on," he muttered. "After those two? You can go harder than that. Show me what that throat's learned."
She moaned around him and took him deeper. Her spit pooled quickly, slick and hot. She gagged once and he groaned, brushing her hair from her face and looking down at her with a grin like a dare.
"There she is."
His hand slid down to cradle her jaw as she sucked him, wet and eager.
"You ever suck your husband like this?" he asked casually.
Valerie froze.
He chuckled, thrusting gently into her mouth. "Nah, didn't think so. Bet he's got that half-hard, 'is it in yet?' dick. Two strokes and a kiss on the cheek."
She moaned again--shocked, ashamed, but not pulling away.
"That's it," he whispered. "Bet you're thinking about him now. Bet that little voice in your head's wondering what he'd do if he saw you right now, drooling on some twenty-year-old cock."
Her throat tightened, her moans turned messy. His words were hitting something in her that hadn't been touched yet. Not by Booker. Not by Kane. This was different.
"You gonna lie when you get home?" Reese asked, pushing deeper. "Tell him the trip was boring? That you barely slept? Pretend your pussy isn't wrecked and full of our cum while you smile and pour his coffee?"
She whined around his cock, her eyes fluttering.



He pulled her back--slowly, his shaft gleaming with her spit--and tilted her chin up with two fingers.
"Say it."
She blinked.
"Say my cock's better than your husband's."
Valerie's breath caught. Her lips were swollen, spit slick on her chin.
She whispered: "It is."
He smirked. "Say it louder."
She swallowed. "It's better. You're better."
"And what about that little son of yours?" he added, voice softer now, but sharper somehow. "What would he say, knowing his mom's down here getting passed around like a backstage whore by the guys who made his high school life a living hell?"
Valerie closed her eyes. Her face was burning. Her cunt was throbbing.
"Tell me, Val," Reese murmured. "Tell me you'd rather be our fuck toy than go home to that good little family of yours."
She paused. Her lips still glistened from spit and arousal, her breath coming fast, but something flickered in her eyes. Not shame. Not guilt.
She tilted her head, voice low but sharp enough to cut.
"Oh, is that your game?" she said. "You have to humiliate my family because you're afraid you can't fuck me as well as the other two?"
Reese's brows arched, but his smirk stayed right where it was. His cock twitched in her grip.
"Oh, I can fuck you properly, you little slut."
She licked her lips, breath trembling now, but her words came fast, taunting--begging for it.
"Yeah? Then prove it, big boy."
She leaned closer, the tip of his cock dragging against her cheek.
"Show me what you've got."
"Think you're better than my husband?"
"Think I'll love your cock more than I love my own fucking son?"
She met his eyes, locked on him, her voice now a whisper and a dare:
"Then make me."
Reese's grin cracked open into something darker. He grabbed her by the arm, spun her around, and bent her over the edge of the bed in one smooth, practiced motion.
"Oh, you're gonna eat those words, bitch."
His cock slid down her slick folds once, then again--teasing, taunting, thick with spit and heat.
"And by the time I'm done, you're gonna beg to say worse."
Reese didn't waste time. His cock lined up against her dripping entrance, already slick from her spit and the mess the others had left behind. He rubbed the head against her folds once, watching her shiver beneath him--then pushed in with one smooth thrust.
She gasped, back arching, the pressure different this time--not as wide, but fast, full, and unrelenting.
"Fuck," Reese groaned. "You're soaked for me already, huh?"
She moaned into the sheets, her fingers curling into the comforter, her whole body already responding to the faster pace of his hips.
And Reese fucked her.
Hard. Quick. Precise. The rhythm was brutal--not deep and grinding like Booker, not pounding and primal like Kane--but sharp, fast, relentless. He gripped her hips, pulling her back into him, every slap of skin echoing through the room as her ass bounced against his thighs.
"Feel that?" he muttered, voice close to a growl. "Feel how your greedy little cunt's trying to suck me in?"
Valerie whimpered, her knees slipping wider, hips lifting. Her body couldn't help it--she wanted more.
Reese leaned down, his chest pressing to her back, his breath hot at her ear.
"I'm not as big as them, huh?" he whispered. "But you're still losing your fucking mind on it."
She cried out, face twisted in pleasure as his hips slapped into her faster, sharper.
"You talk big, Val," he hissed. "You wanna challenge me? Say some slick shit and pretend you're still holding onto something?"
His hand reached around and gripped her throat--not choking, just holding. Keeping her there.
"Say it again," he growled. "Say my cock's better. Say I fuck you better than your husband ever could."
She moaned. Her cunt clenched around him, slick pulsing down her thighs.
He tightened his grip just a little. "Say it."
Her voice came cracked, breathless.
"Y-you fuck me better than he ever has," she gasped. "So much better."
Reese growled in satisfaction, slamming harder now, his cock spearing into her with brutal rhythm. Her tits bounced beneath her, her moans getting louder, messier, shameless.
"You're gonna cum again, aren't you?" he hissed, one hand now reaching between her legs, rubbing her clit in fast, filthy circles. "Fucking slut can't help it."
She screamed--the pressure hitting too fast, too hard, her body overwhelmed by the sensation, by the speed, by the way he was in her head now, under her skin.
"Do it," he snapped. "Squirt all over my cock, Val. Show me how much this little whore body of yours needed it."
And she did.
Her thighs clamped. Her pussy pulsed. And then she exploded--a full-body squirt that drenched him, the sheets, her legs, her voice turning into a strangled sob as her orgasm overtook her like fire.
"Fuck, yeah," he groaned. "Fucking knew you were a filthy little housewife just waiting to get fucked like this."
He rammed into her harder--faster--his grip back on her hips now as she convulsed beneath him, her body spent but still clinging, still clenching, still offering.
"You belong to us now," he growled. "Say it."
She gasped, still quivering. "I belong to the band."
And that was enough.
Reese came with a low, brutal grunt, his cock twitching as he emptied himself inside her, hot and thick, mixing with what was already there. He stayed in for a moment--shuddering, panting--before pulling out slow, watching the mess drip from her swollen, gaping cunt.
He gave her ass one hard smack.
"That's what I fucking thought."
He stood. Stretched.
Then walked toward the door.
"Let's see if our quiet little cameraman can keep up," he muttered, smirking as he opened it.
Click.
She didn't hear the door open this time. There was no sound. Just a shift in the air. A colder stillness. The light changed, and something inside her just knew.
Zay was there.
She lifted her head slowly, every limb heavy, cunt aching and leaking, throat raw, her body used in ways it had never imagined. She didn't know what she expected from the quietest of the four, but it wasn't this--him entering without a word, camera already in hand, its red light blinking as it rolled.
He didn't say anything. Just walked with purpose--shirtless, barefoot, silent--and set the camera down across the room, framing her perfectly where she lay: on her stomach, thighs parted, her body trembling from the wreckage left by three others.
"I'm sore," she whispered, not sure why she said it, not sure she expected mercy.
Zay nodded. "I know."
He knelt beside the bed, his hand running slowly down her spine--a single line of contact that made her shiver, not from cold, but from something else. Anticipation. Fear. Need. He was calm. Controlled. And she realised, as he looked down at her, that he had probably been hard all night. Watching. Waiting. Recording every filthy sound and wet slap and broken moan from behind that blinking lens.
She turned her head toward him, eyes wide. He looked down at her like she was a painting. A confession. A sin he was ready to taste.
"You don't have to move," he said softly. "You can still serve me in other ways."
She nodded slowly. She didn't have the strength to say no. She didn't want to.
He stood, undid his jeans, and let them fall.
Her breath caught.
It wasn't just his cock--long, smooth, pierced with a silver barbell near the head--it was his balls. Massive. Low-hanging. The biggest she'd ever seen. Her eyes went wide at the sheer weight of them, the way they seemed to sway beneath him, full and heavy like they ached to be emptied.
She stared openly, licking her lips.
"Oh my god," she whispered. "How do you even walk around with those?"
Zay gave the faintest smirk, stepping closer, his cock already swelling, veins thickening with each heartbeat. She reached out instinctively, wrapping her fingers around the shaft, stroking slowly while her other hand moved to cup the sheer weight of his balls.
"They're so heavy," she murmured. "You must cum so much."
Zay said nothing. He didn't need to. He tilted his hips forward slightly--offering.
She understood.
She slid to the edge of the bed, easing down onto her knees, still trembling, and brought her mouth to them.
Her lips parted. Her tongue came out.
She suckled him.
Not rushed. Not shy. She took one ball into her mouth, wet and reverent, while her hand slowly stroked his cock. She moaned around the sheer size of it--heavier than she'd ever tasted, filling her mouth like it was meant to be nursed. Spit dribbled from her lips as she switched sides, letting her tongue swirl around the other, her eyes fluttering as she sucked him deeper.
She moaned softly as she suckled one of his balls fully into her mouth, feeling the sheer weight of it rest hot and heavy on her tongue. It filled her completely--soft and swollen, stretched tight like it was full to the edge with cum just waiting to be released. She moaned around it again, letting her tongue trace slow, swirling laps over the skin, tasting sweat, salt, heat. Her lips sealed around it, cheeks hollowing as she suckled with gentle pressure, hands still slowly stroking his growing cock.
Spit dribbled from her lips as she switched sides, letting her tongue swirl around the other, her eyes fluttering as she sucked him deeper.
Zay tilted his head back slightly, watching, his face impassive but his body taut with restraint. Her tongue now firmer, more deliberate. She could feel it throbbing slightly with every pulse of his heartbeat, swollen and so full it made her ache with curiosity.
She pulled back just enough to murmur between wet licks, "They're so heavy... I've never felt balls like this."
Still no words from Zay. Just his hand in her hair, softly guiding.
"You must cum so much," she whispered, breath shaking.
He simply nodded.
Then leaned back in the chair, spread his legs wider, and waited.
Valerie knew what he wanted.
And she gave it to him.
She let her mouth drift lower, past his balls, her breath trembling as her tongue touched the seam of his body and began to trace lower. Her lips kissed the crease of his thigh. Then--lower still. Her hands now pumped his cock steadily as she leaned in and began to lick his ass, slow and reverent.
Her tongue slid along the tight rim, warm and clean and pulsing. She flattened it, dragged it in slow, swirling circles, lapping softly before pulling back to tease with flicks. Her breath was hot against his skin. Her nose pressed into the base of his balls. And all the while her hands kept stroking his cock, feeling it throb thicker in her grip with each long lick of her tongue.
She moaned into him. Moaned with submission, with the filth of it, with the raw truth that she'd never done anything like this--never imagined she'd want to. But she did. She wanted to give him everything. She wanted to serve.
Zay's hand gripped her hair tighter.
He was close.
His thighs tightened beneath her. His breath caught. She stroked faster, tongue still working, her spit now glistening between his cheeks and over her lips.
And then--
His body went still.
"Don't stop," he whispered.
She didn't.
He groaned.
And then he came.
His cock pulsed violently in her hands and then erupted--thick, heavy ropes of cum launching across her face, hitting her cheeks, her lips, her nose. It kept coming. More than she thought possible. It splashed against her forehead, painted her chin, streaked her collarbone in slow, sticky trails.
She gasped.
Then moaned.
It was more than she'd ever felt before. Warm, thick, endless.
She was plastered.
Dripping.
Her face painted like a canvas of her own surrender.
Zay groaned low in his chest, his hand still in her hair, his cock twitching in her slick-stained grip.
She looked up at him through the mess--dazed, dripping, her lips slightly parted, face painted in thick, hot streaks of his cum. It clung to her cheeks, her lashes, her chin. She could feel it cooling, but she didn't care. She didn't want it off.
"That was..." she panted, swallowing hard. "That was fucking amazing."
She raised one cum-slicked hand, scooped a line from her cheek with two fingers, and brought it to her lips.
"Thank you," she whispered, as she spooned another finger-full from her cheek into her mouth.
Zay watched her in silence. Then--just barely--he smiled.
"Good girl," he said quietly.
And turned back to the camera.
The recording light blinked once more.
Then stopped.
Valerie stayed on her knees for a long time after the door clicked shut.
Her body was buzzing--low and deep, like a current still running beneath her skin. Her throat ached. Her pussy throbbed. Her cheeks were tacky with drying cum. Her thighs were sticky, her hair a wild mess of sweat and spit and ruin. And her heart... her heart beat slow and full, like it was carrying something new.
Eventually, she moved. Quietly. Without thought.
She wiped what she could from her face with the edge of the sheets. Scooped the rest from her skin with trembling fingers and sucked it from her palm like it was meant for her. Then she crawled up the bed, collapsed into the soaked centre of the mattress, and let herself fall open--arms loose, legs parted, used and content.
She was sore.
She was shattered.
And she was more satisfied than she had ever been in her life.
And tomorrow?
They had another show.
Another night in the hotel.
Another night of...

Regret?

Valerie woke slowly, as though her body didn't want to return to itself. Every part of her felt heavy. Used. Her thighs were sticky with a mixture of body fluid, most of it not her own, the insides chafed and raw. Her mouth was dry, her lips slightly swollen, and her throat--tight, sore. She swallowed and winced. The soreness wasn't unfamiliar. It made her think of how far her mouth had opened last night, how many times she'd gagged around their cocks, how full her jaw had been from dusk until early morning.
She rolled onto her side with a soft groan, the sheets beneath her still damp in places, smelling faintly of sweat and sex. She closed her eyes again, just for a moment, reliving flashes--Booker's voice in her ear, Kane pounding her from behind, Reese taunting her while she sobbed, Zay whispering good girl as she licked his rim and swallowed his cum.
Her phone vibrated.
She reached for it slowly and blinked at the screen.
Derek (Home)
Her heart flickered in her chest. She sat up, wrapped the sheet loosely around her, and answered the call.
"Hey," she murmured.
"There you are," Derek said, his voice familiar and warm. "I tried calling last night, and again this morning."
"Oh," she said quickly, faking a yawn to stall. "Yeah, sorry--I must've slept through it. It was a late night."
"You okay?" he asked. "You sound... hoarse."
She cleared her throat gently, covering the pinch of guilt with a practiced smile he couldn't see. "Yeah, just loud in the venue. Lost my voice a bit yelling over the music."
"Ah. Right."
There was a pause. Not suspicious. Just space.
"How'd the show go?"
"They did really well," she said, and that part wasn't a lie. "Better live than I expected, actually. The crowd was into it. They're starting to find their rhythm."
"I bet they had a wild time after," he said lightly. "First gig in a new city, away from home... kids like that probably didn't sleep."
Valerie hesitated.
The images that flooded her mind weren't of beer and hotel parties. They were of sweat and moans and spit, of Reese's voice in her ear, of Booker's cum inside her, of the way she'd licked Zay's balls until they emptied down her face.
"I haven't seen them this morning yet," she said, keeping her tone light. "And I'm not sure I want the details."
Derek laughed softly. "Fair enough."
"You flying back tomorrow?"
"Yeah," she said. "One more show tonight. Then I'm home."
Another pause.
"I miss you," he said.
She closed her eyes. "I miss you too."
It was true, in a way.
They said goodbye and ended the call.
Valerie held the phone in her lap for a moment longer, staring down at the screen as if it might show her something--anything--that made sense. The silence in the room felt louder now. The smell of sex still clung to her skin, and between her thighs, she was still tender, still sore.
She stood slowly and walked toward the bathroom, dragging the sheet behind her. Her steps were quiet, each one echoing with the weight of last night.
In the mirror, she looked like herself--but not the self Derek knew. Her lips were fuller, eyes darker, a faint purple mark blooming just beneath her collarbone. Her throat still ached. Her pussy throbbed if she moved the wrong way. She turned on the tap, cupped water in her hands, and splashed her face.
She stared at her reflection, dripping, tired.
"I'll behave tonight," she whispered to the glass. "Just the show. Nothing else."
She dried her face.
And somewhere inside her, the silence responded with a smirk.
Valerie arrived at the venue before sunset, dressed in black, high-necked restraint. A crisp blouse. A long, tailored skirt that clung to her thighs but said nothing. No lipstick tonight. No lashes. Her hair was twisted into a no-nonsense bun and her earrings were so small they barely caught the light. She was business again. Fully armoured. She walked through the venue like she hadn't been stripped naked and ruined by the band in this very city the night before.
She was early. Efficient. Detached. She checked lighting cues, adjusted the backline, smoothed over the guest list. When the boys arrived, she didn't look up. Booker gave her a brief nod. Kane's grin lingered. Reese scanned her body with his eyes but said nothing. Zay just filmed. She didn't give them a moment.
"Last night was a one-off," she said when Booker stepped within arm's reach. "We're not doing that again. This is work. Professional. I'm serious."
Booker didn't argue. He only looked at her and said, "Understood."
Reese muttered something under his breath--"Shame", maybe--but she didn't take the bait.
By the time the house lights dimmed, she was tucked off to the side, arms folded, clipboard tight against her chest. The crowd roared. The room trembled with anticipation. Valerie didn't let her body sway. She told herself she would not be shaken. She didn't come here to feel anything.
The band's first song hit hard. Familiar. Dirty. But distant. She didn't look at them directly. She kept her eyes on the audio mix, on the staff at stage left, on the flicker of moving light through the smoke.
But the second song was new.
It started with a slow beat. A low growl of bass. The kind of track that pulsed between the ribs before the lyrics even landed. Valerie blinked up, sensing the shift, and saw Booker step up to the mic--shirt open, chest damp, his eyes already fixed.
He was looking at her.
And then he began.
"Bent her over the bed while the chorus hit / Four cocks in rotation, she took every bit."
Valerie froze. Her hand clenched tighter around the clipboard. Her lips parted, air catching in her throat.
The crowd screamed--oblivious, delighted.
She knew better.
"Red gloss on her lips, hips tight like confession / Said fuck me like art and I'll give you a session."
The words twisted deep into her gut.
Booker's voice was low, rhythmic, devastatingly casual. He didn't smile. Didn't wink. He just stared. And rapped each line like it was gospel written on her skin.



"Red-lipped saint with a cum-drunk stare / Choked on the bass, left her knees on the chair."
Her knees buckled slightly. She shifted her stance, her thighs pressed together so hard it hurt.
The song built, layer by filthy layer. Reese echoed lines in the background--chanting, teasing--while Zay stood back, his camera slowly panning across the crowd, then back toward her.
Valerie's cheeks burned. Her heart raced.
"She wore sin like satin / Took every note raw / Begged for the chorus inside her / We gave her the encore she saw."
It was smart. It was hidden in metaphor. The average listener wouldn't know. But she did. They did. It was a map of last night--pressed into rhyme, delivered onstage, soaked in bass and sweat and rhythm. A public memory that no one else could quite touch.
"Red-lipped saint, now she lives in the verse / Our breath on her throat, our cum in her purse."
She didn't make it to the end.
Her thighs were already soaked, heat spreading down into her knees, her pulse hammering behind her eyes. Her body had betrayed her again--completely. She dropped the clipboard, turned before the outro hit, and slipped through the side hallway like she'd caught fire.
By the time she reached the hotel, she could barely breathe.
She slammed the door behind her and stripped her blouse off without thinking. Her skin was flushed, damp, her nipples hard beneath her bra. Her panties clung wet between her thighs. She stood in front of the mirror above the desk, one hand braced against the wood, the other trembling by her side.
"I said I'd behave," she whispered. "I said I'd be professional."
But her skin remembered too much. Her throat still ached in the sweetest way. Her body pulsed with the echo of four voices chanting her nickname for the world to hear.
Red-Lipped Saint.
The call came just as Valerie was pulling the lace straps over her shoulders, her body still warm from the lingering heat of the show and the restless ache of everything she'd been denying since the lights had dropped. She blinked at the screen: Noah.
Her thumb hovered over the reject button--but she answered instead.
"Hi, baby," she said softly, trying to keep her tone light. "Everything okay?"
"You didn't answer earlier," Noah replied, his voice a little clipped, a little cautious.
"I know, I'm sorry," she said, pacing slowly to the foot of the bed. "It's just been long days. The shows, the venue... I've been wiped out."
"You sound kind of... tired."
She hesitated. Her throat did feel raw--still sore from how deep she'd taken them. "Yeah," she said. "Just loud crowds. And yelling over monitors all night doesn't help. I'm fine."
"They treating you okay?" he asked, his tone shifting--protective, even if it stung.
Valerie let out a soft breath, looking toward the adjoining door with vague focus. "Yes. They've been nothing but respectful. I promise. It's been... professional."
She could feel him hesitate on the other end. Could hear the concern underneath the questions.
"They're lucky to have you," he muttered.
Her stomach turned.
"I haven't even seen them tonight outside of the show," she said quickly. "I left early. Just needed the night to myself."
But even as she said it, her ears picked up something from behind the door--a giggle, light and high and unmistakably feminine.
Then another. Laughter. Playful. Teasing.
Her entire body went still.
Her grip on the phone tightened.
Noah was still speaking--something about a class project, a video he was editing--but Valerie wasn't hearing the words anymore. Her gaze had locked onto the thin line of light beneath the adjoining door. That was her place on the other side. That used to be hers.
It was like something deep in her twisted, broke, flared with heat.
She swallowed.
"Noah," she cut in gently, her voice now firmer. "I need to go."
"Are you sure you're--"
"Everything's fine. Don't worry about me, okay? I've got it all under control."
She hung up before he could say anything else.

The Band's Toy

Valerie stared at the phone for a long moment after the call ended, her thumb hovering above the black screen like it might still hold something warm. But all she could hear now was the sound from the other side of the wall--soft, lilting laughter, the unmistakable flirt of young girls feeling bold. It wasn't loud, but it was close. Close enough to imagine exactly where they were sitting. Close enough to hear them pretending to be part of something that didn't belong to them.
She stood, quietly, and crossed to her suitcase.
She didn't even think. Her body moved with calm precision as she undid the robe and let it slide from her shoulders onto the bed. Her fingers found the black lace set she had folded away days ago--the one that felt too much when she first packed it. Now, it felt like uniform. She slipped into the bra first, the cups sheer and daring, the underwire lifting her full breasts into a perfect, soft curve. Her nipples pressed through the lace, clearly visible beneath the delicate webbing. The panties were even bolder--cut high on the hips, low in the front, the fabric thin and elegant, framing the swell of her ass like it was sculpted to be unwrapped.
She moved to the mirror and added a touch of red to her lips--not bright, but bold enough to remind them. A flick of liner. A touch of blush. Her hair was down now, soft around her face, tousled just enough to suggest she hadn't fully cooled off since the performance. She tied the silk robe again--not to hide, but to reveal on her terms.
Her body was built for this. Mature curves. Soft, strong thighs. A stomach flat but real. Hips made to hold, to bruise. Breasts that didn't need padding. She looked like a woman made to be touched. And she felt it.
She walked to the door between their rooms.
Her fingers didn't hesitate on the lock.
When she opened it, the room quieted immediately. Warm light. Low music. The scent of liquor and cologne and smoke. Kane was on the bed, shirtless and spread out. Reese lounged in the chair, one arm draped lazily across the side. Booker stood near the dresser, a glass in hand, his shirt gone, the chain around his neck catching the low lamp glow. Zay had the camera at his hip, not pointed yet, but already aware.
And then there were the girls.
Two of them. Young. Pretty. Perched at the edge of the bed like they were waiting for something to happen.
Valerie stepped into the doorway, one hand on her hip, the robe still closed, tied tight. Her presence changed the air. Her voice didn't rise--it didn't need to.
"Girls," she said calmly. "Out."
The one with the glittered eyeliner blinked. The other narrowed her eyes, confused.
"This is my job now."
A beat of silence. Then a sneer.
"Slut," one of them muttered, not even trying to be quiet.
Valerie's smile came slow, lips red and curved with something far from shame.
"If only you knew," she said softly.
She stepped forward, letting the robe sway as she walked, the silk catching against her thighs. She stopped in the centre of the room and undid the sash.
It fell.
The robe slipped from her shoulders and whispered to the floor, pooling at her ankles. She didn't flinch. She didn't adjust. She simply stood there, statuesque and stunning in black lace, her curves bold and elegant, every line of her body catching the golden light like it had been designed for worship.
Her breasts sat high, round, the lace hugging them like a gift still wrapped. Her waist curved into hips that begged for hands. Her thighs--strong, full, real--spread just enough to let the slit of fabric between her legs frame what waited underneath. Her skin was flushed, alive, her nipples hard, her lips parted just slightly.
She looked at the boys now--one by one.
And then she lowered herself to her knees.
Back straight.
Chin high.
"I'm all you'll need tonight."
There was a silence. Thick. Buzzing.
Then Reese laughed once, low and full of heat. "Fuck yes."
Zay raised the camera.
Booker tilted his drink toward the door. "You heard her."
The girls hesitated, but no one was looking at them anymore.
They left.
And Valerie smiled--naughtily, confidently, completely owned--as the door closed behind them.
Valerie didn't wait for permission. She was already on her knees, black lace clinging to her curves, eyes dark with lust and purpose. The floor was warm beneath her, carpet coarse beneath her thighs. Her back was straight, her mouth slightly parted, her chest rising and falling in slow, hungry rhythm. She looked up at them--at all of them--and knew exactly what she wanted.
Kane stepped in first. His cock was already thick and half-hard, bobbing in front of her as he undid his jeans. Valerie reached up and gripped the base before he could even stroke himself, her fingers curling possessively around the shaft. He was heavy in her palm--thick, swollen, warm. Her eyes lit up as she guided him forward.
She opened her mouth wide--too wide--and then shoved herself down onto him. No build-up. No tease. She didn't wait for him to ease into her throat; she gagged herself on him with a needy moan, her lips pressing flush to the base before her throat could even adjust. Her body jerked once from the reflex, but she didn't pull away. Her nails dug into his thigh as she held herself there, eyes fluttering, throat wrapped tight around the girth of his cock.
Spit spilled from her lips almost instantly. Thick, hot strings of drool poured down her chin, pooling on her chest as she finally pulled back with a loud, choking gasp. Her face was already soaked. Her chest gleamed. She looked up at Kane with wild, glistening eyes--and then leaned in and did it again.
She fucked her own throat like she was proving something. Like she needed to.
Kane groaned above her, one hand gripping her hair as her head bobbed, lips stretched wide around his cock, throat spasming around every inch he fed her. Her drool was everywhere. It clung to her chin, her fingers, Kane's shaft, the front of her lingerie. And she looked beautiful like that--messy, desperate, devout.
Her left hand reached blindly and found another cock--Reese's. She began to stroke it as her throat was still full, her hand working him in slow, twisting pulls. Her other hand found Booker. She gripped him tight, working his shaft with short, eager strokes as she moaned around Kane's cock.
Three cocks. One mouth. Two hands.
She was a machine, a slut, a servant.
Kane pulled out with a wet pop, her spit trailing like a web from his tip to her tongue. Valerie gasped for air, spit bubbling at her lips, her face a shining mess of drool and lust. Her mascara was already running. Her nipples strained through the thin lace of her bra.
She turned her head to Reese, her voice hoarse but hungry. "What've you got for me?"
Reese stepped forward, cock glistening in her grip.
"You'll see, cockslut."
He grabbed her hair, shoved himself into her mouth, and began to fuck her throat with sharp, deliberate thrusts. She didn't resist. She welcomed it. She opened wide and moaned loud as he drove deep, his tip punching past her gag reflex again and again until spit poured from her lips, running down his shaft, soaking her chest.
All the while, her hands kept stroking--gripping, pulling, squeezing, worshipping.
She was the centre of it now. Knees planted, mouth full, drooling, eager, slick and shining with saliva. Her eyes rolled back. Her hips began to rock softly, unconsciously. She wasn't just performing.
She was in heat.
She wanted it all.
Valerie let Reese thrust deep into her mouth, her tongue flattened, lips stretched, throat swallowing around his cock like it was her job to make every inch feel like home. Her hands kept working the others, spit-slick and eager, stroking in rhythm even as tears welled in her eyes from the force of each thrust.
Her mascara had begun to run, black streaks trailing down her cheeks, mixing with tears, spit, and the glowing sheen of drool that coated her entire mouth and chin. She was soaked in it--glistening. A wreck of makeup and lust, kneeling proudly between them like she was exactly where she belonged.
"Damn," Kane growled, stroking himself slowly as he watched her mouth get used. "You're fucking hungry for all this black cock, aren't you?"
Reese paused, holding her head down on his shaft, the tip pressed into her throat as she gagged softly.
Valerie moaned around him--loud, wet, desperate--and tried to nod.
Her voice was a mess of spit and submission. "Mmmhhf... uh-huh..."
The words never came clear--just a choked, filthy murmur around the cock that still claimed her mouth.
"Say it, slut," Kane whispered. "Try again."
She pulled back, gasped for air, spit dripping from her mouth to her tits. "I love it," she groaned. "Fucking love every inch of it--give it to me--"
But she didn't finish the sentence. Zay stepped forward.
His cock brushed her lips--long, smooth, pierced--and her hands found him instantly. Her mouth opened, but instead of taking him in, she leaned lower, worshipping his balls with her tongue. She licked them slowly at first, then sucked one into her mouth, eyes flicking up to meet his for a fleeting second as her tongue swirled.
Zay groaned--low, soft, satisfied.
"Good girl," someone muttered. It didn't matter who. They were all praising her now.
Reese stepped back, grabbing her hair and stroking her cheek as she moaned into Zay's sac. Booker moved beside her and pressed his cock against her lips.
She looked up, breathless, throat raw, makeup a total ruin.
"Please," she panted. "I want more..."
Booker smiled. "You want more?"
She nodded, opening her mouth again, letting him slide in slow and heavy. His cock filled her completely, thick and perfect, and she let herself fall forward, hands planted on his thighs, taking him deeper until her nose met his skin.
She stayed there.
Held him in her throat.
Drooled around him.
Moaned like she was being fucked by god.
"She was born for this," Reese muttered, pumping slowly in his own hand.
"Fucking mouth made in heaven," Kane added.
"Look at her," someone whispered. "Eyes gone. Brain gone. Just cock now."
And it was true.
She couldn't keep track anymore. She didn't know who was in her mouth last or whose cock her fingers had just left. She only knew she was needed. Owned. Serving.
And she loved it.
But then--Booker's voice cut in again, rough and close.
"Fuck, I need this pussy again."
He pulled free with a slick pop and grabbed her by the jaw, tilting her messy, spit-drenched face upward.
"Get your ass on the bed."
Booker didn't wait. The moment she crawled onto the bed, breathless and soaked, he grabbed her by the hips and flipped her onto her back. Valerie let him move her, compliant and eager, her legs falling open without resistance. Her head hung over the edge of the mattress, hair spilling down like a halo, her breasts heaving in the lace bra, her nipples clearly visible and stiff through the soaked fabric. She blinked up at the room in reverse, the ceiling swimming above her, the outlines of bodies circling.
Zay stepped in beside her head, cock already hard again, camera raised in one hand. He didn't speak. He didn't need to. He aimed the lens straight at her face, then at her cunt, then back again as he positioned himself over her mouth. She opened for him like she'd been waiting--tongue flat, lips stretched wide. He slid in slowly, deliberately, feeding her his cock with an artist's precision. Not rough, not greedy--just deep, steady control. He moved like he was painting with her mouth.
Then Booker pushed inside her.
She arched up off the bed with a sharp gasp, his cock thick and hard and perfect, stretching her pussy with the first thrust like he had all over again. Her back bowed. Her hands grabbed at the sheets. She moaned around Zay's cock, her body jerking with the force of Booker's rhythm.
"Goddamn," Booker growled, thrusting deep, hips slapping hard against her thighs. "This pussy is still so fucking tight. Like it's never been used. Like it's made just for us."
Zay groaned above her, his cock sliding in and out of her wet throat with slow, filming strokes. He angled the camera to catch both ends--her gagging, her pussy stretching around Booker, the raw, perfect visual of Valerie pinned between two men, entirely theirs.
Booker's hands gripped her waist hard, pulling her down onto his cock with every thrust. "That's it," he muttered. "Take it, baby. You love it, don't you? Four cocks. One perfect little white hole. That's what you are now--our perfect little pet."
Valerie couldn't answer. She was too full. Too far gone.
Zay's cock filled her mouth again, his pace still measured, artistic, capturing every wet gag, every drip of spit, every flutter of her eyes rolling back into her head. Her hands reached blindly for something, anything--found Booker's chest, his forearm, then fisted the sheets again as the pressure inside her began to boil.
She was completely surrounded.
Two cocks in her body.
Two more waiting, hard, watching.
Four young, virile, black studs taking their turns with her like it was routine.
And she was the centre of it all.
Her breath caught. Her body tensed.
She let Zay's cock slide from her mouth and gasped, loud and desperate. "Booker--fuck--*I'm gonna cum--*I'm--I'm--"
"Say it louder," he barked.
"FUCK ME--I'M CUMMING--"
She screamed as she came--hard, her body convulsing as a violent wave of pleasure tore through her. Her pussy clenched tight around Booker's cock, fluttering wildly as a gush of slick squirted out of her, soaking his abs, his cock, the sheets beneath them. Her thighs spasmed. Her back arched. She choked on air, moaning so loudly it echoed through the room.
Booker groaned. "Fuck, that's it. That's my girl. Show 'em what we do to you."
Zay leaned over, still filming, watching the twitch of her lips, the glisten of her skin, the way her body trembled and shook with the aftershock.
Valerie lay there, open, dripping, used--and aching for more.
She was still shaking when they flipped her over.
She barely registered the shift--her legs moving, arms repositioned, her cheek pressed to the soaked sheets as the world spun around her. Her cunt still throbbed, her thighs still trembled, and her orgasm hadn't fully let go. The slick between her legs was warm and fresh, smeared across her skin, dripping from her folds. Her hair clung to her face, her chest heaved beneath the loosened bra. She was breathless, glowing, ruined--and it wasn't over.
She felt the hands on her first. One rough, gripping her hip. The other smoother, running deliberately up the curve of her ass. She blinked, tried to lift her head, but her body didn't want to move.
That's when she realised it wasn't Booker anymore.
Kane and Reese had replaced them.
And these two had no mercy.
Kane was already positioning himself behind her, lining his thick, veiny cock up with her still-twitching pussy. She was soaked--gushing from her climax, slick from spit and cum--and yet when he shoved inside, it was still a stretch. She gasped as he bottomed out, her body jerking from the sheer force of his entry. Kane didn't wait. He gripped her hips like handles and began to pound.
Reese moved around to the front, crouching beside the bed, stroking his cock slowly as he watched her moan, watched the way her ass bounced against Kane's thighs, the way her body took it like it was all she knew anymore.



"Still dripping from Booker's dick," Kane grunted. "Fucking mess."
Valerie couldn't speak. Her mouth opened, but only a groan came out--long and desperate and low.
"Look at you," Reese said, leaning in, voice sharp and cruel. "Little fucking housewife cock-drunk on a weekend tour."
He laughed, grabbed her hair, yanked her head up off the bed just enough to make her see herself in the mirror across from the hotel dresser.
"You see that? That's not the woman your husband married."
She whimpered, but didn't pull away.
Kane kept slamming into her, relentless, the sound of skin slapping skin loud and wet and perfect.
"No," Reese muttered. "Your husband's a joke. Soft hands. Soft dick. Bet he apologises when he cums."
Valerie moaned.
"Isn't that right?" he whispered. "Tell me. Tell me how pathetic he is."
She shuddered. Her body moved back against Kane even harder now, ass slapping into his hips like she was asking for it.
"He's small," she gasped, eyes fluttering, throat raw. "He... can't fuck me. Not like this."
Kane growled. "Fucking right he can't."
Reese grinned. "Say it. Say you need real cock."
She didn't hesitate.
"I need it. Need real cock. I need men who know how to use me."
Reese grabbed her face with one hand, stroked his cock with the other.
"And what about your son?" he asked suddenly. "You think he knows yet? That mommy's a little slut for the guys who used to make his life hell?"
Valerie didn't answer.
Not because she wouldn't.
Because she moaned instead.
Louder than she meant to.
It came from somewhere deeper. Darker.
She liked it.
She didn't understand why.
But something about the shame, the filth, the collapse of who she'd been turned her on more than anything else ever had.
"Fucking knew it," Reese muttered, stroking faster. "You're gone, aren't you? You're fucking ours now."
Kane slammed in hard, grunting, her pussy clenching and pulling around him, her breath coming in hot little gasps.
She was.
She knew it.
And she didn't care who else did.
Zay hadn't spoken much. He rarely did. But as Valerie lay trembling across the bed, her body still twitching from her last orgasm and her cunt leaking onto the sheets, she heard his voice behind her--low, quiet, calm as ever. It cut through the heat like a whisper through steam.
"You ready to take a ride?"
She turned her head toward him slowly, blinking through a haze of sweat and lust. He was already lying back on the bed, legs spread, cock in hand--long, smooth, pierced near the tip, and glistening from where she'd stroked and suckled him earlier. He hadn't fucked her pussy yet. Not last night, not even during the first round tonight. All he'd had was her mouth, her worship, the deep suck of her lips around his balls, the shameless slide of her tongue over his ass. He'd recorded every filthy detail. But this? This was his turn to feel her inside.
Valerie's body responded before her mind could. She crawled toward him, her knees dragging slowly across the sheets, her inner thighs still glossy with slick. She mounted him in one fluid motion, one knee braced on each side of his hips, the lace of her panties pushed aside as she lined him up. One hand wrapped around his shaft, steadying him, guiding his tip to her entrance. He was solid and warm beneath her, his breath still slow as he watched her begin to sink down.
She moaned as he slid inside--inch by inch--filling her in a new way, a different angle. Her mouth opened, her eyes fluttered. He wasn't the thickest. But he was long. And the shape of him--with that piercing dragging over her walls--was almost too perfect.
"Zay," she gasped, lowering herself fully, his cock seated deep in her pussy. "Fuck, your cock feels so good..."
His hands found her hips, thumbs resting just above the swell of her ass as she began to move. Slow at first, just rocking. Grinding. Letting him feel the tight squeeze of her cunt, the aftershocks still rippling through her. Her hands flattened on his chest, her nails grazing across his skin. Her tits bounced with each lift and fall of her hips, the black lace bra barely holding them in place.
Zay groaned softly beneath her. "God damn, Val..."
She leaned forward slightly, her pace building, her eyes locked on his. "Do you like that pussy?"
His breath caught. His fingers dug in harder.
"Fuck yes I do."
Behind her, another presence approached--heavier, hotter.
A hand smacked her ass, sharp and sudden.
She yelped and grinned through it, not slowing.
Another smack, harder this time. Then hands spreading her cheeks, fingers gripping her like handles.
Then a voice--deep, commanding, achingly familiar.
"I think it's time we upped the stakes."
Booker.
She didn't stop riding Zay, but she did slow, her pulse quickening as she felt Booker's slick cock press between her cheeks. It rested there for a moment, dragging against the tight ring of muscle untouched until now. The sensation made her shiver. She had never done this before--never taken a cock in her ass.
And now she was about to take Booker's monster.
He leaned over her back, his cock rubbing slowly between her cheeks. "You ready, girl?"
She didn't trust her voice. But she nodded. "Uh huh..."
Booker spat once--warm and wet--then smeared it across her entrance, the head of his cock spreading the slickness as he began to apply slow, steady pressure.
The moment the tip began to breach her, she gasped--high, raw, almost shocked. Her hands gripped Zay's chest harder. Her back arched. The pressure was intense--more than she'd expected, almost unbearable at first.
"Relax," Booker growled softly, one hand stroking up her spine. "You're doing so good."
She moaned low in her throat, her body frozen between two opposing forces--Zay's cock buried deep in her pussy, and now Booker's cock forcing its way into her ass. The stretch was incredible. She was being opened, truly, in a way no one ever had. Her breath came in short gasps, her eyes blurred with heat and tears.
"Fuck--oh my god--fuck, it's so much--" she cried.
But she didn't pull away.
Booker kept pressing in, deeper, thicker, spreading her inch by inch until his hips were flush against her ass, his cock fully buried.
Zay was still inside her, his length pulsing against her inner walls, pinned beneath her like a foundation.
She was stuffed.
Filled.
Taken.
And she wanted everything.
"I feel you both," she moaned, her voice cracking. "I feel you everywhere..."
Booker reached around and grabbed her throat, firm but careful. "Now you're gonna take it."
She nodded, dizzy, wrecked, already teetering on the edge again.
"Start fucking me," she whispered. "Please. Both of you. Fuck me."
Booker gripped her hips with both hands and began to move first. Long, measured strokes that dragged thick and deep through her tight ass, pushing her forward each time until Zay's cock ground even harder against her inner walls. Zay matched his rhythm, slow and firm, the two of them moving in a perfect, punishing tandem--one pulling back as the other pushed in. Valerie was suspended between them, her body a trembling mess of moans and sweat and overstimulated nerves, her hands splayed across Zay's chest as she tried to stay present and let it happen.
But it was impossible to stay grounded when she felt this full--this split--this completely dominated. They weren't just inside her. They were coordinated, driving into her like their cocks were orchestrated by the same beat, her body the song. Her pussy squeezed Zay like it couldn't let go. Her ass clenched around Booker like it had finally learned what it was for.
And all she could do was take it.
"Oh fuck," she sobbed, her head lolling back, mouth hanging open. "So much--so much cock--"
Booker groaned behind her. "You love it, don't you?"
"Fucking say it," Zay growled, thrusting up into her harder now.
She gasped. "*I love it--*fuck--*God, I fucking love it--*so full--so full--"
Her body rocked between them like a toy, her tits bouncing violently in the loosened lace. Reese and Kane stood nearby now, watching, stroking, waiting. Their cocks were hard again, already dripping, ready for more.
Booker reached around and smacked her ass once--loud and hard. Valerie screamed.
"Beg for it," he muttered. "Tell me you want this ass used."
"Fuck my slutty ass--" she moaned. "*Wreck it--fucking wreck me, I need it--"
Zay's thrusts got sharper. Booker's strokes deepened. Their bodies slapped against her in rhythm, a steady beat of wet, obscene music that filled the room with noise and heat.
And then the other two stepped up onto the mattress.
Reese on one side, Kane on the other.
Their cocks hovered near her face.
And without being told, Valerie opened her mouth wide and took them both in turn.
First Reese--wet, eager, sucking him down to the base while her body was still being pounded in stereo. Then Kane--sucking him harder, her hand stroking the other in rhythm as her jaw opened wide and her moans were drowned by cock.
Her body was one long moan now--pussy, ass, throat all filled.
Sweat ran down her chest. Drool slicked her chin. Her mascara was gone. Her eyes were glassy, wide, and gone.
"God--I fucking love it--" she screamed, mouth open, tongue out. "*So much cock--*I want it--*need it--don't stop--"
Zay's breath caught.
Booker's grip on her hips tightened.
"I'm close," Zay grunted. "Fuck--I'm gonna--*"
"Me too," Booker growled, driving harder, his voice rough and deep with the edge of climax.
Valerie turned her face upward, hair stuck to her cheeks, tears running down her face.
"Do it--" she begged. "Cum in me. Both of you. Fill me up--*I want it--*I fucking need it--"
And they did.
Zay thrust deep and exploded inside her, his cock twitching as hot spurts filled her pussy.
Booker slammed into her ass with a growl and followed--loud, raw, relentless--his cum spilling into her tight hole in heavy, pulsing waves.
She screamed--screamed--as the heat of them filled her, the sensation too much, too perfect, too deep. Her body convulsed, her pussy clenched wildly around Zay, her ass locked tight around Booker's cock as her biggest orgasm yet hit her like a bomb.
"I'm cumming--" she cried. "*Cumming--cumming--*oh fuck--FUCK--"
Her whole body spasmed. Her vision went white. She collapsed between them, legs shaking, arms limp.
They pulled out--slow, thick, wet--and she groaned as their cum leaked from both holes. Her pussy gaped, her ass twitching, white streaks trailing down her thighs and onto the sheets below.
She barely noticed the other two stepping forward--until the first hot splash hit her tits.
Then another across her chest. Her throat. Her cheek.
Warm, thick spurts from Reese and Kane painting her completely--over her belly, her breasts, her chin, and lips.
She moaned through it, mouth open, inviting it.
By the time they were done, she was covered.
Glazed.
Marked.
Her entire body looked like a donut dipped in cum--glistening, trembling, twitching with aftershocks.
And she loved it. Every fucking drop.
After that, time stopped making sense.
After the double orgasm--after Zay and Booker came deep inside her, after Reese and Kane covered her in hot, striping loads--Valerie didn't remember the order of anything. Just hands. Tongues. Thrusts. Praise. Cameras. Her body moved on instinct, her skin flushed and slippery, her breath a constant stutter between moans.
They didn't let her rest. Not really.
Zay filmed everything. From the corner of the room. From above. From between her legs. When she was lying on her side with her ass lifted and Kane was sliding into her again, pumping slow like he was trying to coax every last drop of slick from her, the camera was inches from her pussy. When Reese bent her over the desk and fucked her hard from behind, Valerie's face was pressed against the cold wood, her moans syncing with the beat of the music still playing low on a speaker. He kept whispering things in her ear--"You won't be able to feel your husbands tiny little dick again after this." "Does little Noah how much his precious little mommy loves big black cock? How she screams for more when she is being stretched open by his 4 high school bullies?"
She moaned louder when he said it.
She didn't deny any of it.
And then there was the shower.
She'd tried--tried--to get up and clean herself. Her thighs were a mess. Her stomach glazed. Her mouth tasted like cum. She stepped into the shower alone, weak-legged and glowing with afterglow, and let the water hit her face.
But she wasn't alone for long.
The curtain pulled back. Kane joined her. Fully hard again.
He didn't say a word. He just turned her around, braced her hands against the tile wall, and slid inside her while the water poured over them both. She was still dripping. Still open. And when he came inside her, she moaned against the wall and whispered, "Thank you."
By the time she stumbled back to the bed--hair wet, body raw, nipples sore from too much attention--she didn't have anything left. And they still used her once more.
Booker lifted her one last time, laid her on her back, and slipped his cock into her aching pussy without fanfare. She was so used, so wide, so wet that he glided in with ease. And she welcomed him--one leg lifted around his hip, mouth open in a half-sob, her voice cracked from too many moans.
He whispered to her then. Words no one else heard.
"You're perfect. You were made for us."
She believed him.
She came again--soft and slow this time--as he filled her one final time.
Then it was over.
The room was still. Dim. Sheets ruined. Air thick with sweat, sex, and the slow hum of cooling skin.
Valerie lay motionless between Booker and Kane, one arm draped across each of their chests. Her body was wrecked. Her pussy swollen. Her thighs bruised. Her nipples pink and tender, her ass red and aching. There was cum leaking from every hole. Her hair was damp. Her lips were parted.
And she was happy.
She slept like she was in a coma--satisfied, claimed, emptied and full all at once--her body a vessel of pleasure still tingling with echoes of every thrust, every slap, every praise.
She had nothing left to give.
And she had never felt more complete.

Another Journey

They overslept. Of course they did.
When Valerie finally stirred, her body felt like a stretched-out instrument--strings too loose, frame too played. Every inch of her was tender, bruised, coated in the sticky residue of a night that had pushed her further than she'd ever gone. Her pussy was sore. Her throat dry. Her skin glowed with the faint sheen of dried sweat and cum, and her thighs ached with the memory of being held, spread, fucked, and filled.
The boys woke slowly around her. Kane had one hand on her ass, still asleep. Booker's breath stirred her hair. Reese was already up and dressing. Zay, as always, was quiet--already filming her, the red light blinking softly.
By the time they made it downstairs, they were nearly two hours past checkout. The front desk clerk was waiting.
She was young. Buttoned-up. Blonde. The kind of woman who didn't wear eyeliner and probably thought missionary was daring. Her jaw tightened as all five of them approached--Valerie front and centre, wearing only one of Booker's oversized hoodies and nothing else. Her legs were bare. There was a faint bruise on the inside of one thigh. She didn't bother covering it.
The clerk typed slowly, deliberately, before looking up.
"There will be a late checkout fee," she said, her tone clipped, "and an additional one-hundred-dollar disturbance charge."
Valerie blinked. "Disturbance?"
"We received several noise complaints," the woman said flatly. "Multiple guests complained about loud... moaning. And banging. One said it sounded like a bachelorette party gone wrong."
Valerie said nothing.
"We called," the receptionist added, her voice tight. "We knocked on the door. I guess you were too... occupied to hear us."
There was judgment in every syllable.
Valerie smiled.
Bright. Calm. Fucking radiant.
"Yes," she said without blinking. "I guess I was."
The girl didn't respond. Just swiped the card and handed over the receipt with a forced smile. Valerie took it without breaking eye contact.
No shame.
Not even a flicker.
She walked out with the boys behind her, her hips swaying, her thighs still tacky from the night before. The sun was bright and merciless in the parking lot, and the van looked just as chaotic as she remembered--cables and snack wrappers, used towels, that mattress in the back with its constellation of stains and stories.
Booker opened the side door and glanced at her.
"You want a lift to the airport?"
Valerie looked at him, then the van, then the mattress. She could still feel the indentations on her skin from where she'd been bent and used, from where they'd filled her one by one.
She smiled again--smaller now. But deeper.
"Fuck the airport," she said. "I'll ride back with you four."
Booker raised a brow. "You want up front or...?"
Her eyes were already on the mattress.
It was disgusting. And perfect.
"I'm in the back."
She climbed in, knees to the edge, ass swaying just a little extra as she turned to look over her shoulder.
"So..." she said, licking her lips.
"Who's joining me first?"
The van door slid shut behind her with a soft metallic clack, and the world outside became muffled and unimportant. Valerie crawled toward the mattress on her hands and knees, her bare thighs brushing against the edge of the frame, her ass swaying with each movement. The interior smelled like them--like sweat and smoke and musk and sex--and the familiar scent made her throb.
She sank down into the mess of the mattress, the springs squealing softly beneath her. The stains hadn't faded. The marks of previous rides, previous girls--or maybe just their own mess--were soaked into the padding. She didn't care. She welcomed it. She laid back, arms outstretched, hair fanning over the sheets, her legs falling open with lazy ease.
"God," Kane muttered, climbing in behind her. "You really want it again?"
She smirked. "You boys going to make me beg?"
That was answer enough.
The van had barely pulled onto the highway before her body was moving again. Booker drove, eyes on the road, but one hand resting possessively on her thigh whenever they hit a red light. Reese sat shotgun, narrating play-by-play filth from the front seat between sips of Gatorade. Zay knelt behind her, already filming as Kane parted her legs and slid two fingers into her still-sensitive cunt.
She moaned. Opened wider.
"Still wet," Kane grinned. "Still ruined."
"She never stopped being wet," Reese added. "Just look at her. She's addicted."
Valerie gasped as Kane pushed deeper, curling his fingers inside her. Her hips lifted, eager. Zay's camera hovered close, catching the way her body reacted like it was built for exactly this. The van vibrated beneath them as they picked up speed, and with each mile marker that passed, her control eroded more and more.
Somewhere outside, time moved. Cities blurred by. People passed unaware.
Inside the van?
She was being taken. Again. And again.
Her bra was pulled down. Her breasts sucked and slapped. Her mouth was used while they rotated between her legs. They laughed. They joked. They praised her. Sometimes gently. Sometimes not.
"Bet your husband never had you like this," Reese said, fisting her hair and pulling her head back so he could fuck her throat harder.



She couldn't even answer. She was full again--stuffed--her pussy stretched by Zay, her ass taken by Kane, her mouth gagging on Reese's cock as she jerked Booker's from the side, fingers slick with the residue of their ownership.
Hours passed.
They stopped only once--near a wooded turnoff, quiet and empty, the air still and thick with early evening heat. Valerie was already moaning before the engine cut.
They laid her out on the mattress once more. Zay beneath her this time. Booker behind. Kane and Reese circling, cocks already hard, stroking as they watched her take it all.
As Zay slid inside her and Booker lined up at her ass again, she looked around the interior of the van--sweat dripping down her spine, her chest heaving.
"You ever had a girl like me on this mattress?" she asked, voice hoarse, teasing.
Booker pressed the tip against her back entrance.
"We've never had a girl like you--period, Val."
Her whole body lit up.
She beamed--with pride. With purpose. With pleasure.
And then they fucked her again.
Double-penetrated under the stars.
Moaning louder than the wheels could outrun.
And when they pulled back onto the road, Valerie lay sprawled across the back, half-conscious, leaking, smiling.
She wasn't home yet--at least not in the way others would define it. But in the back of that van, wrapped in sweat and praise and cum, she'd never felt more at home. She'd found her place. She'd found her people.
The house smelled the same.
Coffee. Soap. That faint, settled scent of clean carpets and family routines. Valerie stepped through the front door with her overnight bag slung casually over one shoulder, the boys' van pulling away behind her like it had never been there at all.
"Hey, babe," Derek called from the living room. "You're back early!"
Valerie barely paused. "I really need the loo," she called quickly, already moving toward the stairs, voice bright but clipped. "Couldn't stop the whole way home."
She heard him laugh as she climbed--thank god for husbands who didn't question anything.
She closed the bathroom door behind her and peeled off her clothes fast. Her thighs were still sticky. Her pussy sore. Her bra held faint streaks from where one of the boys had wiped himself across her chest just before she climbed out of the van. Her ass was still red in places. Her hair smelled like sweat and smoke and boy-skin.
She stood under the hot water longer than she needed to. Washed everything--twice. Her fingers lingered between her legs, feeling the subtle tenderness still clinging to her lips, the faint ache inside her that no water could scrub away.
She towelled off, fast but thorough, and changed into her most boring jeans and a thick grey turtleneck. No cleavage. No earrings. Just covered skin and flat hair and her "home" face.
Downstairs, Derek glanced up from the kitchen. "All clean?"
She smiled and kissed his cheek. "God, yes. The hotel had this awful little trickle shower. Felt like a garden hose."
He laughed. "Bet it's good to be home."
Valerie didn't answer right away. Just nodded.
"Dinner's almost ready," he said. "Noah's just setting the table."
When they sat down, everything looked normal. Family. Calm. Domestic. Valerie sipped wine. Cut vegetables. Asked Noah about his coursework. She spoke softly. Smiled when appropriate. Laughed once.
But under the table, her thighs pressed together to soothe the dull ache inside her. She shifted once, too suddenly, and winced from the bruises on her ass. Her nipples still tingled when she remembered Zay's teeth, and every now and then, she caught herself clenching, as if her body missed the weight of being filled.
At one point, Derek reached for her hand.
"You okay?" he asked.
She smiled. "Tired. But yeah. Fine."
Later that night, in bed, he fell asleep quickly. Valerie lay next to him, staring at the ceiling, her panties already damp from memory alone.
She touched herself under the covers--slow, careful, two fingers--and came to the thought of four cocks, one girl, and the van that had taken her away from everything she thought she was.
She wasn't done. She was only just beginning.

THE Song

Valerie paused at the threshold of the basement studio, one hand resting on the doorframe, the other clutching a coffee she wasn't drinking. It was the first time she'd been back here since the tour--since the van, the motel, the mattress. The room looked the same. She didn't.
She stepped down the stairs slowly, hips rolling under the weight of tight jeans that hugged every curve with precise, deliberate fit. The sweater she wore was soft, simple, long-sleeved--but tight across her chest, dipping just enough to show the top swell of her breasts when she moved. It was what she thought of now as her half-Valerie look. Enough to make their eyes follow. Not enough to be called out for it. Just enough to give them a reason to remember where she belonged.
The boys were already there. Reese had his feet up on the desk, flipping through scribbled lyrics in an old notebook, half a blunt resting between his fingers. Kane was sprawled on the couch like a king who hadn't needed to be crowned--shirtless, as usual, with a hand absently stroking across his stomach like he'd just woken from a wet dream. Zay was in the corner with his camera, his lens already blinking red as he caught her first steps into the room. And Booker was near the console, scrolling through presets, headphones around his neck.
She didn't say anything right away. She just dropped her bag at the base of the stairs and walked in like she was stepping into her own gravity. The shift in the room was immediate. Not loud. Not dramatic. Just tight. Electric. The kind of slow-blooming attention that made her skin feel hotter without anyone even touching her yet.
Reese stood first, walking toward her with that signature half-laugh already in his throat. "Look who's graced us with her red-lipped majesty."
Booker didn't even look up--just smirked under his breath and kept his hands moving.
Kane grinned and reached for her, catching the curve of her ass as she walked by. "We were just talking about you," he said, like it was a joke and a threat and a promise all at once.
She gave them all a single, amused glance and raised her cup like a toast. "Still disgusting, I see."
Reese leaned in, his voice low at her ear. "Still yours."
Zay hadn't moved. He didn't need to. The blinking light on the camera did the talking for him.
She took a breath, flicked her hair off her shoulder, and turned toward the console.
"Alright," she said. "Let's get some work done. You'll just have to keep your four horse cocks in your pants for once."
There was a beat.
The silence that followed wasn't shock.
It was recognition.
Booker froze--just for a second. Not visibly. Not stiff. Just enough for Valerie to see the faint turn of his head, the curl at the edge of his mouth.
He didn't speak.
But she felt the way it landed.
The way his brain locked onto that phrase like it had been waiting for it.
Four horse cocks.
She didn't say it again. Didn't smile. Didn't clarify. She just turned, walked toward the mic stand, and let her hips sway as she passed the space where Zay's camera caught her in profile.
There was work to do.
They didn't warn her.
They just dimmed the studio lights, shut the door behind them, and told her to sit. Valerie sank into the couch, denim pressed tight to her still-sensitive thighs, a faint chill running across her spine despite the thick cotton of her sweater. Her arms folded across her chest like she was bracing for something. She was.
The beat dropped--slow and heavy, thudding low enough to rattle the glass in the door. It wasn't polished. It was alive. It growled. It stalked. Then Booker's voice slid over the top, low and deliberate, like he was reading scripture.
The first words stopped her breath.
"She moaned through dusk in a motel flame /
One hole each, till she forgot her name /
Her throat was raw, her cunt was bliss /
Her ass still stretched from each wet kiss /
They praised her body, wrecked her lips--
Fucked by the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse."
Valerie blinked.
Her thighs clenched before she even realised it.
The room stayed silent around her. No one moved. No one looked at her. The song did all the talking.
She exhaled once--slowly--but her chest was tight. Heat flushed across her skin, rising under the collar of her sweater, blooming down her sternum and lower. The lyrics weren't suggestive. They were true. They weren't just about her. They were her.
Then the second verse rolled in.
"The van was heat, the mattress stained /
She begged for more at every lane /
No shame, no bra, no chance to quit /
She came on curves, she came on grit /
She screamed her truth with every hiss--
'I live for the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse.'"
She felt it in her cunt.
Sharp. Immediate. Physical.
Her mouth went dry. Her fingers twitched against her thighs. The image of the mattress hit her like a smell she couldn't forget--the scent of sweat, of leather, of cum and gasoline and noise. She heard her own voice echoing in the back of her head, screaming, begging for more. The music captured it. Not just the sound. The truth.
Her legacy wasn't hidden anymore.
It was tracked, recorded, written in rhyme.
They didn't just use her body.
They wrote her into the rhythm.
She closed her eyes for a moment and listened as Booker's voice hit the chorus again, slower this time, almost reverent.
"Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse..."
She was soaked.
And she wasn't even embarrassed. She was proud.
The following day, their new track was nearly finished.
They had the beat. The verses. The final mix was tight, dark, sticky with bass and the weight of Valerie's story turned scripture. They had the myth. The lyrics. The hook. Booker had recorded his vocals three times, layering the grit and rhythm until every syllable hit like a bruising kiss.
But something still felt thin.
Off.
Valerie sat in the producer's chair, one leg folded under her, hoodie sleeves pushed halfway up her arms, bare thighs exposed as she leaned forward toward the console. Her eyes were half-lidded, lazy from arousal that hadn't gone away since she first heard the track.
Booker stood behind her, arms crossed, head tilted.
Then he spoke.
"We're missing something."
Reese looked up from the couch, where he was flicking through his phone. "No we're not. This thing's already filthier than a group chat on prom night."
Booker shook his head. "It's good. It's perfect. But it's not... real."
Zay had already started recording. Quietly. Smoothly. Red light blinking.
Valerie turned in her chair and looked at Booker. "What do you mean?"
He stepped closer, hands sliding to her hips.
"I mean we need you. Not just the lyrics. Not just the story."
His hands slid up under the hoodie, palms warm on her bare stomach.
"We need your voice. The real one."
Her breath hitched.
"You mean... talking?"
"No," he said, already lifting her onto the desk beside the console. "I mean moaning. I mean screaming. I mean the sound of you getting ruined, right here in the booth."
She looked around--the soundproofed walls, the glowing board, the camera blinking in the corner. Her cunt clenched.
"You want to fuck me in the studio," she said, voice flat but voice already softening.
Booker's eyes met hers, dark and amused. "I want your pleasure on the record. Your voice. Your gasps. Your fucking wetness under the verse."
Reese laughed. "She's gonna be the only woman in history to chart off a back-arched moan."
Valerie bit her lip.
She was already wet.
Booker reached for her waistband and dragged her panties down her thighs--slowly, teasingly, like he was peeling back part of the song itself. She let him. Her bare ass pressed against the cool edge of the desk. Her legs opened.
He dropped to his knees.
And then he began.
First with his fingers. Then his mouth.
And when she moaned--raw, unfiltered, real--the mic picked up everything.
"Just like that," Zay whispered behind the lens.
Valerie didn't care.
She gripped the edge of the desk, her back arching as Booker's mouth worked her open, his tongue deep, his voice growling into her cunt.
"You taste like a fucking hit record."
She came hard--loud.
And Zay never stopped recording...
The lights in the studio had gone dim, low and intimate. Valerie sat curled sideways on the couch, skin still flushed from their fucking, hair damp at the nape of her neck. Her sweater clung slightly to her back, and she could feel the warmth between her thighs even though she hadn't moved. Booker stood behind her, one hand loose on her shoulder, the other tweaking levels on the board. Zay sat silent at the console, looping the track, his camera red-eyed and blinking steadily from the corner. They didn't speak. They just played the song.
The bass came first--low, rumbling, sticky. Then Booker's voice dropped in behind it, deliberate and slow, like prophecy.
She wasn't ready for how fast her body reacted.
She moaned through dusk in a motel flame...
Beneath the words came her voice--breathy, torn from her throat, real. Not staged. Not softened. The sound of her body losing control. Then the next line.
One hole each, till she forgot her name...
A low groan. A gasp. Hers again. Caught mid-thrust. Mixed into the beat like rhythm.
Her throat was raw, her cunt was bliss...
Then it hit: the slap--wet, brutal, unmistakable. Skin on skin. The sound of her getting fucked mixed into the verse perfectly.
Her ass so stretched, it'll forever reminisce...
Valerie's thighs clenched. She bit her bottom lip and shifted slightly, as if that could dull the heat spreading in her core. But the memory was too fresh, and the track too exact.
They praised her body, wrecked her lips...
Fucked by the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse.
Her moan lifted again. This one desperate--recorded when Booker had made her beg without mercy.
Then the second verse.
The van was heat, the mattress stained
She begged for more at every lane...
A high-pitched scream beneath the line, hers again--cracked and wet with need.
No shame, no bra, no chance to quit
She came on curves, she came on grit...
Then a pause--then her voice again. Clearer. Hungrier.
"Fuck me harder. Please. Please--don't stop. Fuck me harder--"
It was layered perfectly under the snare. Honest. Raw. It filled the air like sex.
The chorus dropped, and Booker's voice turned sacred.
She screamed her truth with every hiss--
'I live for the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse.'
Valerie was soaking now. Her heart raced. Her body remembered every thrust. Every slap. Every time her knees had buckled from fullness.
And then--quietly, beneath the hook, her voice again. Not broken. Not screaming.
Just reverent.
"I love your cocks. All of you. Your huge, perfect cocks--"
Then the beat faded.
Her words hung there, echoing in the silence like a confession no one wanted to interrupt.
She was flushed, trembling, jaw slack with arousal. Her panties were ruined, clinging damp between her thighs. Her body was aching for something it had already had but couldn't stop needing.
"You can't release that," she whispered eventually, breathless, not looking at any of them.
Reese chuckled. "No one'll know it's you."
Booker leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of her ear like a secret.
"Unless you want them to."

The Rated R Music Video

The kitchen was quiet except for the sound of the dishwasher rumbling low in the background. Valerie moved through the space with calm efficiency, wiping the counter, refolding a dish towel, pretending she wasn't preparing to upend the last traces of domestic normalcy. Derek leaned against the doorway with a glass of wine. Noah sat at the table behind her, hunched over his tablet, shoulders stiff.
She waited for the right moment.
"I've agreed to be in the band's music video," she said, as if she were offering an update about groceries.
Derek blinked. "You're... what?"
She turned, smile soft, shrugging like it was barely worth mentioning. "Their model pulled out last minute. Some Instagram girl, apparently. And with the shoot already booked, someone suggested I step in. Reese, I think. I wasn't even planning to say yes, but... it might be fun."
Noah looked up, instantly wary. "You? In their video?"
Valerie nodded, casual. "It's not a big deal. Just a few scenes. Artistic lighting. Symbolism. You know how these things are--music video surrealism."
Derek frowned. "I thought you were just helping produce the track?"
"I was. I am. But they're in a bind and I didn't want to let them down. Besides..." She paused, walking over to lean gently against the table. "It's been a long time since I stepped in front of a camera. It's nothing serious. But after all these years... of sitting behind the scenes... it might feel good to be in the spotlight. Even if just for one afternoon."
Neither man said anything for a moment. Then Noah muttered, "What kind of video is it?"
She tilted her head slightly. "It's... provocative. The song's a little raunchy. The video will match that tone. But it's not porn. It's art."
Noah scoffed. "Art?"
Valerie's voice didn't rise. "That's what people said about Madonna too."
Derek swirled his wine, still processing. "You're really going to be on camera?"
She smiled gently. "You think I'm too old for that?"
He looked at her then--really looked. She wore simple clothes, no makeup, hair tied back. But she was glowing. She had been for days. Her skin had a flush that hadn't come from skincare. Her lips looked bitten. She looked like a woman who'd been fucked thoroughly, repeatedly, and worshipped for it. He didn't know why. But he nodded.
"No," he said. "I think... maybe it's good. That you have something."
She touched his hand, squeezing it once. "Thank you."
Noah was silent.
Valerie turned to him next.
"I know it makes you uncomfortable," she said. "But I've done everything I can to support your dreams. Maybe you can support mine this once."
He stared at her. "And what exactly am I supporting?"
She kept her tone even. "A professional video shoot. That's all. And actually... they need a lighting tech. And since you're already doing coursework in film, I thought... well... you might want to be on set."
Noah stared at her, arms folded, the tension in his shoulders visible. "You want me to film it?"
"You won't be behind the camera," she said softly. "Just assisting with lighting. Blocking. It's a professional shoot--music video grade. That's real production credit."



He didn't respond. She stepped closer, voice lowered, a soft, almost conspiratorial tone.
"You'll be on the credits, Noah. That matters. To professors. To clients. One line on IMDb could mean something later."
He looked away, jaw flexing.
Then Derek added, "She's right. Might be uncomfortable, but... maybe that's not a bad thing. Pushes you out of your head."
Noah hesitated.
A beat of silence.
"Fine," he muttered.
Valerie smiled.
"Thank you."
She turned back toward the sink, drying her hands slowly, not looking at either of them. The hum of the dishwasher filled the space again.
She had what she needed.
The warehouse-turned-soundstage smelled of heated gels, sweat, and the faint chemical haze of fog fluid. The lights were already dimmed, pulsing in controlled washes of red and deep plum that shimmered like blood under water. Metal scaffolding loomed above them like a cathedral ceiling. At the centre, alone under the key light, knelt Valerie.
Her outfit was deliberate. Suggestive, but within limits. She wore a skin-tight, high-cut mesh bodysuit beneath a sheer black wrap, sleeves off the shoulder, her breasts cupped and pressed high but not bare. A thin gold chain glinted around her waist, drawing the eye down to her hips, which were hugged by high stockings clipped to a harness. She wasn't naked. But she may as well have been.
Around her, the boys moved with ease, like animals in familiar terrain. Kane and Booker were shirtless, torsos gleaming with oil, their muscles flexing with each breath, each pose. Their jeans rode low, pulled just tight enough to show the weight of them beneath--bulges that didn't need to be exposed to be threatening. Zay directed in silence, steady and unbothered. Reese leaned against a prop wall, flipping through shots, the camera slung casually over one shoulder.
Noah stood off to the side, clinging to the lighting monitor like it was all that tethered him to the floor. His jaw was clenched. His hands shook.
Valerie's hands were placed delicately on Booker's abdomen, her fingertips brushing the trail of hair below his navel, then sliding up across the cut slope of his chest. Her head tilted back slightly as she looked up at him--wide-eyed, lips parted, her mouth just soft enough to make it impossible not to imagine her using it.
Kane stepped closer, his hand resting on her shoulder. She didn't flinch. She leaned into it. Her other hand drifted toward his waist, palm gliding over the fabric of his jeans, fingers stopping just shy of the waistband.
Zay moved in close with the camera. "Hold that. Beautiful."
Noah swallowed hard.
He'd already asked once--quietly, behind the scrim--"Does she have to touch them like that?"
Valerie had replied evenly, "I'm in character. It's a performance."
"Jesus Christ," Noah had muttered, walking away.
Now he watched her sink lower, just slightly, her weight shifting, her palms pressed lightly against both men's hips. She was framing herself. Offering herself. Not with desperation, but with reverence. She was playing her role perfectly.
Reese stepped over to Noah, just close enough to murmur, "She's a natural, huh?"
Noah didn't respond.
"You think she practiced that look on your dad?" he added.
Noah turned. "Go fuck yourself."
Valerie heard the exchange. She didn't turn.
"Focus, Noah," she said calmly. "Let's just get the shot."
Kane smirked, fingers now stroking the side of her neck. "Yeah, come on, Noah. Get the shot while we give your mom the spotlight she's been begging for."
Noah took a step back. His fist clenched. His throat tightened.
"Don't do this," he whispered to her, barely audible.
But Valerie didn't break character. Didn't flinch. Her eyes remained fixed on the camera. Her hand never left Booker's torso.
Zay's voice cut through the tension, clean and calm.
"Reset the light, Noah. We're going again."
Noah didn't answer.
But he moved back to his rig.
And his mother, still kneeling between two shirtless men, adjusted the drape of her sheer wrap and smiled softly as the camera rolled again.
The van had been rebuilt on the soundstage. A full-sized replica, weathered, graffitied, lined with gear bags and stained blankets--right down to the mattress in the back. The production team had nailed every detail. Too well.
Valerie stepped onto the set in her second look--a worn tank top cut at the ribs, no bra, just the hint of her nipples showing through when the light hit at the right angle. Her panties were high-cut and dark, hugging the curve of her hips. She wore scuffed boots. Her hair was messy, pinned to mimic the post-show chaos they were recreating.
She climbed into the van with practiced ease and sprawled across the mattress like she belonged there. Because she had. Because she did.
Zay adjusted the camera.
"Scene two. Mattress. Wet eyes. No dialogue."
Valerie tilted her head back, lips parting as Kane leaned in from one side and Booker from the other. Both shirtless again. One of them kissed her neck. The other let a hand trail slowly up her inner thigh.
Noah stared through the frame, watching her breathe heavily. Watching her legs part just slightly, her hand slide across her stomach, fingers teasing toward the waistband of her panties as if searching for something that used to be there.
Reese walked by behind the light wall, smirking.
"Yo, Noah. Bet you didn't think the family van could fit so much history."
Noah didn't respond.
"Maybe when we win that award," Kane added, "we can take your mom on a victory lap. Just us and the mattress."
Valerie's voice, quiet but firm: "Cut it out."
Reese leaned closer to Noah. "Tell me something--when you see her like this, do you remember how she used to pack your lunch?"
Noah stepped back from the rig. His hands were shaking.
Valerie sat up slowly from the mattress. "Just shoot the scene, Noah."
Zay didn't look up. "Reset. From the top."
Noah said nothing. But he moved back into place.
The final setup was the studio set.
A fake soundboard. Velvet-covered stools. Dim backlights and a bank of fake analog mixers. Valerie stood in the centre of it all, heels on, fishnets hugging her thighs, wrists wrapped in soft black tape and tied loosely to the support beam behind her. Her mouth was open slightly. Her chest was rising and falling faster now--not in exhaustion, but in memory. Her body was remembering what it felt like to be used here. For real.
Reese stepped in behind her and mimed thrusting against her from behind. Booker leaned over the desk, cupping her cheek. She looked at him like she loved him. Like she wanted to drown in him. Her moan was soft but audible. Zay recorded every second.
Noah watched it all from behind the rig.
His mother.
Collared. Kneeling. Moaning on command. Surrounded by the men who had humiliated him for years--and now owned her completely. Not in secret.
On film.
In perfect 4K resolution.
The last shot was quiet. No lights flashing. No choreography. Just Valerie alone under a single spot, her knees back on the floor, the leash clipped to her collar, her eyes raised up toward the camera in a stare that hovered somewhere between worship and surrender.
Booker stepped in from frame right, his face out of focus, bare chest catching the light. In his hand, a squeeze bottle--viscous, pale, shiny under the LEDs. A prop. Not real.
But it didn't matter.
He tilted her chin up with one finger. Valerie's lips parted on cue.
And then, slowly, deliberately, he squeezed the bottle.
A thick, white stream landed across her tongue. Another down her cheek. It rolled over her lower lip, down her chin, and dripped--sluggish and heavy--across the top of her breasts, pooling in the valley between them, slicking her cleavage with a shine that caught the spotlight perfectly.
Zay zoomed in.
The moment hung there.
Silent. Lewd. Beautiful.
"Cut," he said, lowering the camera. The red light stopped blinking.
For a second, no one moved. Valerie stayed on her knees, the fake cum still glistening across her chest, chin wet, lips shiny, the thick trail rolling slowly between her tits. Her eyes never left the lens. She knew what that moment looked like. Knew exactly what it meant.
Noah's voice broke the silence, low and hoarse.
"...This is insane."
Reese stepped beside him, arms crossed, watching Valerie tilt her head slightly and lick a stray drop from the corner of her mouth.
"What a beautiful sight," he murmured. "Don't you think?"
Noah didn't answer.
He couldn't. What had he just watched? Been a part of.
The video dropped quietly. No press. No teaser trailer. Just a black thumbnail and a single line of text: "Red-Lipped Saint (Official)." Zay posted it to a burner account with no tags, no credits, no explanation.
Within seventy-two hours, it was everywhere.
The song became an overnight sensation--hooked by the filth of the lyrics, the heat of the beat, and the staggering audacity of the video. Valerie--collared, kneeling, worshipful--went viral without a name. Nobody could say who she was. But the internet called her "The Woman." The "Saint." The "Lucky Bitch."
The video was banned on daytime radio within a week. Some stations refused to play it altogether. The streaming platforms slapped it with an age lock and a nighttime-only flag. Rated R. Adult themes. Viewer discretion advised.
It only made the legend grow faster.
Clips of Valerie licking cum from her chest played on loops behind blurred thumbnails and content warnings. Her moans, woven into the chorus, became the most re-shared sound on TikTok remixes--muted, echoed, re-uploaded endlessly. No one knew the full story. But everyone knew her face.
And Valerie?
Valerie lay across Booker's rug, naked except for her collar, one leg bent at the knee, her lips wrapped around his cock as he scrolled through comments on his phone.
His other hand rested casually in her hair, stroking, steady.
"Listen to this one," he murmured. "'She's not acting. That's a woman who lives for dick.'"
He looked down. Smiled. "They get you, babe."
She moaned low around his shaft, taking him deeper, her spit trailing down her chin.
Another scroll.
"'Wish I was her. No cap.'"
"'I'd let the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse destroy me too.'"
"'This isn't a video. This is religion.'"
Booker groaned as she swallowed him whole.
Back at her house, everything was silent. Noah hadn't left his room in four days.

The Award Show And The Afterparty

The red carpet shimmered like it had been dipped in oil, slick beneath the camera flashes and screaming voices that echoed like thunder inside the arena. Apocalypse had arrived as a five-piece ensemble--Booker, Kane, Reese, Zay, and Valerie--though only four of them were officially listed as the band. Valerie didn't walk behind them. She walked between them, one arm curled into Booker's, the other draped lazily through Reese's. Her dress was black, satin, and obscene in its subtlety--a slit that nearly reached her hip, no back, no bra, no underwear. Every step revealed the bare glide of thigh, the delicate promise of curve. Her collar shimmered with a diamond clasp and no one asked about it. It looked too deliberate to be questioned. Too confident to be explained.
Noah walked ten paces behind.
He wore a stiff blazer and silence, shoulders squared and face unreadable as photographers yelled their names and the fans shouted hers. "That's her!" someone shrieked. "That's the woman from the video!" Valerie turned her head slightly and smiled--soft, gracious, pornographic without doing anything at all.
Inside the arena, they were seated front and centre, a long curved couch of a section with velvet cushions and high-end cameras angled directly toward them. Valerie took her seat in the middle. Booker sat on her right. Kane on her left. Zay beside him. Reese on the far end. Noah? Tucked at the edge like he'd been added at the last minute. No one acknowledged him. Not even her.
Kane leaned into Valerie's ear, voice low enough that only she and maybe Noah could hear. "You look edible in that dress." She smiled. Let her knees part just enough for him to see she was bare underneath. His hand brushed her thigh. Reese glanced down the row. "Hey Noah, don't let the lights blind you. Your mom's glowing." Noah didn't answer. His jaw was clenched, his hands folded in his lap, white-knuckled and unmoving.
The host's voice came over the speakers. The lights dimmed. The screen flared with colour. And the list of nominations for Best New Artist began to play.
When Apocalypse was announced as winners, the camera zoomed in on their section. Valerie shifted just enough for her dress to fall farther along her thigh, her posture poised and glowing as the boys stood and moved to the stage. She didn't rise. She didn't need to. The camera already lingered on her longer than any of them.
Reese took the mic first, relaxed and grinning. "We want to thank the Academy. Our crew. Our fans. And of course... the brilliant, fearless, gorgeous Valerie Ashcroft."
A few polite cheers. A few raised eyebrows.
He glanced over his shoulder toward the front row. "We couldn't have done it without her. And trust me--we tried."
Laughter rippled through the room.
Kane leaned in just close enough to share the mic for a beat. "She pushed us hard. Stretched us. And never said no."
The crowd chuckled again--unsure whether it was a joke or a line they weren't meant to understand.
Booker just smiled and tipped his head in her direction, letting the camera cut back to Valerie's soft, unreadable smile.
Beside her, Noah stared at the floor.
The applause thundered.
And the stage went black for the next act to begin.
The lights fell again, this time darker, cooler, the glow on the stage reduced to a single pulse of crimson through a rising column of smoke. The host's voice dropped with practiced reverence. "And now, performing their international hit--'Red-Lipped Saint'--please welcome... Apocalypse."
The room thundered. Valerie felt the vibration through the soles of her heels.
She didn't rise from her seat. She didn't need to. Her work was already done.
The boys strode onto stage like wolves, dressed in black on black, Booker at centre as the beat dropped. The crowd erupted again, hungry. And then it started--those first verses, already iconic, already carved into the minds of millions. The bass thumped like a heartbeat. Booker's voice dropped like smoke.
Valerie tilted her head toward the stage, lips parted slightly, the corners curled in something between pride and pleasure. Her fingers rested along her thigh, one nail brushing gently up and down over the slit in her dress. She felt eyes on her from across the arena and welcomed it. If they knew, they knew. If they didn't, they would.
Beside her, Noah sat rigid, arms folded tight, barely blinking as the lyrics poured out across the sea of faces. The original verses played like a soundtrack from his nightmares. Valerie's moans--sampled, cleaned, layered--threaded just under the chorus. The kind of detail only he would recognise.
And then Booker leaned into the mic, breath curling around his words like heat.
"We saved two verses just for tonight."
Valerie's smile widened.
Noah's stomach twisted.
The bass dropped deeper. Slower. Dirtier.
Booker's voice came again--measured, confident, filthy.
"She wore a ring, but no longer cared
His little white dick couldn't keep her there
He kissed her cheek, we shook her hips
Now she moans for the Horse Cocks of Apocalypse."
Noah's entire body went stiff. The lyric wasn't just a jab. It was a dagger, sliding between his ribs, whispered in rhythm.
The crowd didn't react with horror. They cheered. They clapped. They danced.
Valerie bit her lip softly, chin lifted, legs crossed. She didn't look at Noah. She didn't need to.
Then came the second verse--sharper, crueler.
"Her kid's upstairs with the headphones tight
Mom on her knees in the studio light
Homework stacked while she sucked our tips
Your Mommy's the toy of Apocalypse."
Noah didn't move. Couldn't. His eyes were glassy. His fists were clenched against his thighs. His mouth was a tight line. All he could hear was home. Upstairs. Greenroom. Tips. The audience around him had no idea. But he did.
He wasn't sure if he wanted to scream or disappear.
The song hit the final chorus. Valerie's sampled moans rolled like silk under Booker's final growl.
"She screamed her truth with every hiss--
I live for the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse."
The crowd rose. Standing ovation. The stage lights flared in gold and red.
The boys bowed.
Valerie applauded. Calm. Poised. Glowing.
Noah did not.
The applause still echoed as the stage cleared, a thousand claps ricocheting through the vaulted arena like lingering heat. The house lights shifted again--brighter now, colder--cutting across rows of glossy suits and sequinned gowns, making every movement shimmer under scrutiny.
A new presenter walked into the spotlight with a swaggered grin and a clipboard in hand, voice crisp and a little too eager, like he already knew what was coming.
"And now," he said, "we arrive at one of the most competitive, most talked-about categories of the night... Best Music Video."
The crowd stirred. Murmurs. Anticipation.
Valerie shifted in her seat, slow and precise. She uncrossed her legs--revealing a long sweep of bare thigh--and then just as gracefully re-crossed them, letting the hem of her slit dress fall just so. The silk caught the light like water over skin. One hand rested lazily on Booker's knee, her fingers tracing slow, delicate circles. She didn't look tense. She looked like she belonged there--crowned, collared, claimed.
Noah sat beside her like a statue carved from nerves and nausea.
The performance still rang in his head--those verses, those moans, the grinning faces onstage and the audience's thunderous applause. His ears still burned with the words. Kid upstairs... mom on her knees... homework stacked while she licked our tips...
Had they really said it? On live television? To millions?
Was his father watching? Did he hear? Did he know now?
Did the world?
The presenter lifted the envelope.
"And the winner is..."
The rip of the paper felt louder than the crowd.
"...Apocalypse."
The room erupted.
Booker rose first, calm and poised, followed by Zay and Kane. Valerie clapped once, twice--measured, graceful, almost regal. She didn't rise. She didn't need to.
Reese leaned down and nudged Noah's arm with his elbow. "Yo, editor boy. That's you. Time to get your prize."
Noah didn't move.
Booker turned and smiled over his shoulder. "Come on. You earned this. Your fingerprints are all over it."
Then Reese, quieter. Meaner. Inches from his ear.
"They know, Noah. Everyone. The moans were real. The song's real. Your mom's ours. Your dad's a memory. And you? You're the fucking punchline."
Noah stood.
His legs felt hollow. His chest too tight. He walked to the stairs without looking at anyone, barely hearing the applause. The lights hit him hard--blinding, hot. The award was heavier than he expected. Polished. Cold.



The host smiled and stepped back.
The mic stood open.
Noah blinked. The arena stretched before him like an ocean of eyes.
He cleared his throat.
"Uh..."
Not knowing if he should cry or scream profanities. But in the end he did neither...
His voice wavered.
"...thank you. To the band. For trusting me. For... letting me be part of something real. And to my mom..."
He faltered.
"...for the opportunity. It was--"
A crack. The edge of a sob. He swallowed it.
"...a real piece of art."
Polite applause followed. Polished. Safe.
He nodded, stepped back, and left the stage as quickly as dignity allowed.
Behind him, the clapping continued.
In the front row, Valerie smiled.
Her lips gleamed under the lights, soft and parted, her fingers still resting on Booker's thigh like nothing had ever been more natural.
Noah sat quietly for the next 25 minutes of the ceremony. Ashamed that he had been a part of this. Ashamed that he had thanked his tormentors...And even more ashamed he thanked his mom for making him a part of it all.
His self pity was in full flow when the final award was presented.
The presenter smiled like he already knew, holding the envelope with theatrical care.
"And the award for Best Single of the Year goes to..."
The pause was unnecessary.
"...Apocalypse."
The arena erupted.
Booker rose first, unhurried, that same quiet alpha calm settling over his shoulders like a tailored suit. Kane stood next, laughing as he clapped Zay's shoulder. Reese whooped, punched the air, and threw an arm around Valerie's chair like they'd done it again--and they had.
Zay rose last, silent, still expressionless. But even he couldn't hide the subtle twitch at the corner of his mouth.
Valerie remained seated for a breath longer, just long enough to feel the eyes on her. Then she stood.
Booker offered her a hand to rise, not because she needed help, but because the gesture made it look like she was being claimed.
Kane leaned in and pressed a slow, deliberate kiss to her cheek. His hand rested at the small of her back--but didn't stay there.
Reese wrapped both arms around her waist from behind and whispered something in her ear--low and intimate, just for her. His hands dipped low as he pulled her in, one palm dragging just beneath the swell of her ass, fingers grazing the edge of that silk slit. He didn't correct it. Didn't hide it.
Valerie smiled.
And Noah saw everything.
He watched her laugh--giggle, even--and then gently push Reese's hand away like she wasn't offended, only amused. Like his touch was inevitable, and her approval optional. He watched the edge of her dress shift again, saw the high slit gape wider, just enough to reveal the smooth, bare flash of skin high up her thigh. He watched her lean into Kane's side like they were lovers at a gala, watched Zay's quiet, ever-present camera capture the whole exchange without judgment.
His jaw clenched so tightly he thought something in it might crack.
They started toward the stage, and Valerie turned once--mid-stride, effortless--and extended a hand in his direction. It wasn't warm. It wasn't kind. It was the gesture of a woman offering a final seat at the table she now ruled.
"You coming?" she asked, her voice soft. Civil.
Noah looked up at her like she wasn't his mother at all.
"You're an embarrassment," he said, barely more than a whisper. "You're a fucking whore."
Her hand didn't flinch.
But her smile shifted. Sharpened. Deepened. It cut like a secret only she was allowed to enjoy.
She didn't argue. She didn't slap him. She didn't even blink.
She just turned, her back straight, her hips swaying beneath the silk like the stage she walked toward was a throne--and let Booker take her by the hand and lead her up the stairs.
The applause hadn't faded by the time they reached the podium. The stage lights caught in their hair, in the gleam of Valerie's collar, in the slit of her dress that parted just slightly wider with every step. Booker took the mic first, cool and composed, the edge of a smirk touching his lips like he already knew exactly how much damage they were about to do.
"Thank you," he said, his voice smooth. "To the Academy. To our fans. To every voice that sang this song loud enough to make it impossible to ignore."
He turned, just slightly, the gesture slow, reverent.
"And most of all, to our collaborator. Our producer. The woman who let us push harder, go deeper, and take risks no one else would have allowed. The one who didn't just believe in the music--she let us make her part of it."
He handed the mic to Valerie.
She took it with practiced grace.
The lights found her instantly--satin and collar and glimmering skin, the very image of control draped in seduction. Her smile was calm, composed, devastating. Her eyes drifted across the crowd in a sweep of false diplomacy before locking with Noah's like a sniper sighting her target.
"I can't overstate what a pleasure it's been working with these four brilliant men," she began, her voice velvet and deliberate. "They are... relentless. Truly. They don't quit. They don't slow down. They don't ask permission."
Her smile sharpened.
"They take what they want. They keep going, harder, deeper, longer--until every inch of their subject is conquered."
A ripple moved through the crowd--uneasy laughter, nervous curiosity.
Valerie let it breathe.
"They stretched me," she continued, tone unwavering, "past what I thought were my limits. Again. And again. They broke boundaries. Crossed lines. And showed me that surrender... can be the most powerful form of collaboration. This song is the result of hours and hours of passion, sweat, energy and chemistry..."
She paused.
Not for effect.
For pleasure.
"I'm honoured to keep working with them. Very closely. For a long, long time."
Then came the final blow--soft, sweet, and laced with venom.
"Again," she said, her voice just a little quieter. "And again."
Her gaze never left Noah's face.
Booker clapped beside her. Kane smirked and muttered something into her ear. Zay stood still, calm and proud. Reese leaned in close and kissed her cheek, hand on the small of her back.
Noah didn't move.
He couldn't.
His hands trembled. His heart thundered. His mother stood on stage beneath the golden spotlight--not ashamed. Not reclaimed. But celebrated. Owned. Adored.
And she never looked away.
The crowd roared.
And Valerie smiled wider.
--------
The hallway was quiet now. The clamour and clinking of champagne glasses had faded behind the elevator doors, and the red carpet had been rolled away like the night itself was trying to retreat. Noah walked alone down the hotel corridor, dress shoes muted against plush carpet, keycard trembling between his fingers.
He hadn't said a word since the show ended. Not to Valerie. Not to the band. He hadn't looked her in the eye since the speech. Since she stared directly at him while praising four men for stretching her limits, for conquering her, for taking her again and again. Not metaphorically. Not artistically. But physically. Viscerally. Completely.
And they clapped for her.
The whole world clapped.
He reached the door to his room. His hand hovered near the handle, just wanting the dark. The quiet. One moment of escape before--
Voices.
Behind him.
Familiar. Laughing. Confident.
He turned.
They were coming down the hallway in a slow, swaggering pack--Booker in front, Kane, Reese, Zay. No ties. No jackets. Just open shirts, heavy steps, hard smiles. They didn't need to speak. They looked like they owned the entire floor.
Valerie stood waiting in the doorway of her suite.
Barefoot now. Still in that slit black dress, the fabric hugging her hips like it was designed just for the way she walked. Her collar was still on. Tight. Polished. Glinting under the hallway light like it had always belonged there.
She didn't say a word until they reached her.
Then, without blinking, she turned her head and looked directly at Noah. Their eyes met across a stretch of expensive carpet and unforgivable memory.
She smiled.
"Sweet dreams, son," she said softly, her voice silk and blade in equal measure.
And then she stepped back.
The door opened wider, and the band followed her inside--one by one. Kane slapped her ass as he passed. Booker kissed her shoulder. Reese caught Noah's eye and winked before disappearing into the room. Zay said nothing, just lifted the camera on his shoulder and let the red light blink on as the door closed behind them.
Noah stood frozen.
And then the sounds began.
At first it was just the soft creak of the bed. A murmur. A laugh.
Then came her voice.
A moan--throaty and real. Not performance. Not theatre. Just need.
It rolled through the wall like a wave of heat. Then another.
And then the rhythm began. The wet, unmistakable slap of skin on skin. Flesh driven into flesh. The sound of her being taken.
His breath caught.
"Fuck--yes--yes--just like that--deeper--deeper--"
He stumbled into his room and closed the door behind him, but it didn't stop anything. The walls were too thin. The sounds too clear.
"Stretch me--God, I need all of it--give me everything--all of you--"
Another slap. A cry.
He sat on the edge of the bed, jaw clenched, hands digging into the blankets. He wanted to scream. To vanish. To punch through the drywall. But all he could do was listen.
"More--fuck me harder--don't stop--don't ever stop--"
A voice--Reese. Loud. Laughing.
"Tell the boys who you belong to."
A beat.
Then her, breathless and raw.
"I'm yours--yours--I belong to the band--Apocalypse owns me--"
A scream followed. Not pain. Something worse. Joy.
Noah covered his ears.
It didn't matter.
Another slam. Another round of cheers. Laughter. Groans. Skin against skin. The wet slap of it made his stomach turn.
Then his phone buzzed.
He didn't want to look.
But he did.
A message. From Reese.
He opened it.
A photo.
Valerie. On her knees.
Her dress was gone. Her body was bare. Her face, chest, and hair drenched in cum, dripping across her lips, her shoulders, shining on her collarbone like a necklace made of sin. She smiled. Soft. Beaming. Four massive cocks framed her like gods in a painting--each one still thick, each one glistening, their ownership written across every inch of her body.
The message beneath it read:
"Official Toy of the Four Horse Cocks of Apocalypse."
Noah dropped the phone. It landed face-up on the carpet, screen still glowing.
And through the wall, his mother screamed again--louder this time.
And he knew:
She wasn't coming home.
THE END.
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☀️ DAY 5 - MORNING | Breakfast & Totals
The smell of toast, coffee, and something sweet lingered in the air as the trio moved slowly through the soft haze of morning. All three of them were naked, of course. They always were now. It no longer felt like a rule--just a condition of existence.
Charles sat at the table, his bare legs crossed casually, shoulders slightly hunched as he sipped his coffee. He didn't speak at first, only glanced occasionally toward Sophie as she moved through the kitchen, her presence as fluid as the morning light.
She was humming softly--something contented, something dangerous. When she reached up to a high cupboard for the honey, her body stretched with unconscious elegance. Her hips shifted, breasts lifting, ass tightening just enough to catch the attention of both men.
Malik leaned on the counter nearby, relaxed, coffee mug in hand. He watched her too, but not like Charles. Malik didn't hide it.
"You're in a good mood," he said, a small smirk tugging at his lips.
Sophie turned to him, smile blooming. "I slept well." A beat. "Really well."
Malik gave a quiet, knowing nod. "Glad to hear it."
Charles chuckled dryly. "Yeah, I guess we all needed a deep sleep after yesterday."
Malik looked over at him and nodded again--friendly, measured. "You did good, man. Seriously. That wasn't easy. But you handled it."
Charles shrugged, his gaze lowered for a moment. "Thanks. Yeah. Weird... but I guess we're all getting used to it."
Sophie sat beside him, close--but not quite touching. Her hand rested lightly on Charles's knee. "We're doing really well." Then, after a pause, she turned her gaze across the table toward Malik. "All of us."
The eye contact held--longer than Charles liked.
The screen beside them lit up:
"Participant Earnings Update -- End of Day 4"
Sophie: £5,750
Charles: £5,000
Malik: £5,000
"Keep up the excellent work."
Charles let out a low whistle. "Not bad for four days of being naked and confused."
Sophie grinned. "Speak for yourself. I'm not confused at all."
That made Malik chuckle, just under his breath. "Some of us are adapting quicker than others."
Their eyes met again. No shame now.
Charles looked between them, then offered a faint smile. "Right. Well. At least we're all... adapting."
🧘‍♀️ LATE MORNING | Yoga Session
Sophie stretched lazily as she stood, the light catching the curve of her hips.
"I think I need to move. Clear my head a little," she said. "Anyone want to do some yoga?"
She didn't look directly at either of them--but her voice tilted, just enough. There was a thread of hope in it.
Malik nodded. "Sure."
Charles hesitated, then followed. "Uh, yeah. Why not."
She smiled, and it bloomed across her face.
"Okay. I'll lead."
Later, in the lounge, the mats were laid out in the soft light pouring through high windows. The space was quiet, warm, and wide open. Sophie stood in the centre, arms stretching overhead, her body long and lean, hips tilted just enough, breasts lifting as she breathed.
"Okay," she said. "Let's move. I'll guide." Her gaze drifted toward both men--but lingered a moment longer on Malik.
He nodded. Charles mirrored him.
They began.
Downward Dog. Warrior I. Warrior II.
Sophie moved with fluid ease--gliding, bending, her form almost feline, all grace and rhythm.
She walked behind Charles as he strained slightly in his pose.
"You're doing well, Chuck," she said softly--her tone somewhere between affectionate and condescending. She didn't touch him. Just moved on.
Malik held the same pose, his form solid. Sophie stepped behind him, placing her hands on his hips. Her fingertips warmed his skin, sliding across the edges of his glutes.
"A little wider," she murmured. He adjusted, shifting in response.
Her palms pressed across the swell of his ass, then glided up the lean muscles of his obliques, brushing along the edges of his ribs.
"There. Perfect," she said, her voice thick with warmth.
"You're really hands-on today," Malik noted, amused and low.
"I like helping," Sophie replied, stepping around in front of him.
They both moved into crescent lunge, facing each other. Sophie leaned forward, guiding his arms into place, her breasts just inches from his chest. She transitioned them smoothly into another pose, stepping behind him again. Her palms slid down his hips, adjusting his stance with deliberate care. Her fingers lingered over the outer curves of his glutes before drifting upward once more.
"Good. Open your chest more... right there," she murmured. Her voice had softened, dropped a register. "You feel strong," she added, her breath feathering the air. "Effortless."
Malik gave a quiet hum of acknowledgment, his breath deepening as his arms lifted.
Sophie moved to face him again, her hands guiding his wrists into place. She trailed her fingers up his forearms, then over the curve of his biceps. Their eyes met--only breath between them.
As she adjusted his arm behind his back, she dipped lower. Her face hovered directly in the space between his chest and thighs. Her eyes flicked down.
His cock hung thick and relaxed, lightly flushed from warmth and motion. It curved forward with weight and promise, just inches from her face.
She didn't look away.
She didn't rush.
She simply stared--for a breath longer than she should have. Then exhaled softly.
"Beautiful," she whispered.
Malik's smile curled slowly. "The pose?"
Sophie rose with unhurried grace, her breasts brushing his arm as she came upright.
"Mostly."
Their eyes held.
"You're a good teacher," Malik said, his voice like warm velvet.
Sophie's lips parted slightly, her breath catching.
"You're... easy to work with."
Malik said nothing more. He didn't need to.
Across the room, Charles shifted on his mat, stealing glances he tried to disguise. He was still trying to keep up, trying to stay centred.
But the tension between Sophie and Malik had gravity now.
They moved toward each other like it was natural.
Inevitable.
And Charles was starting to feel like a prop.
When the session ended, Sophie lay back on her mat in savasana--arms open, legs relaxed, her chest rising slow and steady. Malik lay beside her, calm. Present. Together.
Charles lay a little farther away, eyes fixed on the ceiling.
On the outside of everything.
🔥 DAY 5 - AFTERNOON TASK: HEAT MAPPING
The screen lit up, followed by the soft chime that now triggered an instinctive stillness in all three participants.
"This afternoon's Group Task is now available: Heat Mapping."
"Each participant will lie still while the others explore their body using only their fingertips. Participants may touch as they wish--with the exception of deliberate stimulation of the genitals."
"You may not speak. You may not react. You may only feel."
"Completion bonus: £500 per participant."
The numbers flashed.
Sophie swallowed. Malik gave a single, measured nod--calm, focused. Charles shifted slightly, tension in his thighs, his jaw clenching just enough to betray him.
They knew what was coming.
None of them knew what it would cost.
🧍‍♀️ ROUND 1 - Sophie Lies Down
She reclined on the mat, her eyes soft, her body relaxed but humming just beneath the surface. Her arms rested at her sides, her legs parted--just slightly, naturally, intentionally.
Malik knelt to her left. Charles to her right.
The timer started.
Malik's hand moved first. It always did.
Two fingers traced the ridge of her collarbone, slow and deliberate, before gliding downward--along the gentle slope of her breast. He didn't grope, didn't linger. He followed the natural curve, until the cool air coaxed her nipple into a taut, sensitive peak.
He circled it once. Slowly.
She arched--barely.
His fingers continued their descent, sliding between the valley of her breasts, along the line of her sternum, and across the plane of her stomach. He hovered near the crest of her mound, fingertips brushing the edge of trimmed hair, the suggestion of touch without transgression.
No contact with her slit.
But the heat of his fingers pulsed through her regardless--an echo of desire that settled deep inside.
Charles moved too, but his touch was cautious. He traced along her shin, the outer edge of her arm--safe zones. Distant. Apologetic.
Sophie barely noticed. Her focus was singular.
Her breath hitched as Malik's fingers skimmed the inside of her thigh. He stopped just short of her lips. The ache to move, to open, shimmered through her--but she held still.
Then came her calves. Her feet. The soft ribs beneath her breasts.
And just when she thought it was over--
Malik reached for the inside of her elbow. His fingers glided upward, tracing the back of her arm to her wrist...
Then he leaned down.
And let his breath drift across her nipple.
Not a kiss.
Just warmth.
Just air.
She gasped--silently.
🧍‍♂️ ROUND 2 - Charles Lies Down
Charles lay stiffly on the mat, arms rigid at his sides, eyes fixed on the ceiling. He didn't move--not even to breathe deeper.
Malik approached first, moving with clinical calm. His hands slid down Charles's arms, across his shoulders, over the ribs and quads--efficient, detached.
Sophie followed a moment later, her fingers grazing his forearm, drifting over his kneecap. Light. Distant.
She didn't touch his cock.
Not even close.
She didn't even look at him.
He felt that absence more than he felt her hands.
And it stung.
🧍‍♂️ ROUND 3 - Malik Lies Down
Malik stretched out across the mat like a sculpture carved in heat and flesh. Arms behind his head, chest open, his entire body was a portrait of masculine ease. The ridges of his abs rose and fell with shallow breaths. His thighs were taut and powerful. And across one hip, resting thick and heavy, lay the coiled shaft of his cock--already beginning to swell from the air, from expectation.
Charles looked away.
Sophie did not.
Her eyes drank him in--like a starving artist studying her muse. Slowly, reverently, she knelt beside him.
Charles moved first, trailing fingers along Malik's arm, across his chest. The gesture was respectful. Careful. Emotionless.
Sophie stayed frozen, breath caught high in her chest. Then, finally, she reached out. Her fingers touched his shin--solid and warm beneath her hand, like steel wrapped in velvet.
She let her hand drift upward, slow and worshipful. At his thigh, she pressed more firmly, nails barely grazing the muscle, feeling the tension ripple beneath her touch. His skin radiated heat.
She paused.
Then turned inward.
Toward his cock.
Her hand slid along the inside of his thigh, curving upward until the edge of her pinky brushed the thick root of him.
Malik didn't flinch. Didn't react.
He didn't need to.
Her fingers widened, eyes full of awe as they traced beneath the weight of his shaft--from its thick base to the swollen head resting against his hip. It twitched beneath her touch. Her lips parted. Her breath caught.
She shivered.
It's real... and it's perfect...
Her fingertips explored the shape of him--the heat, the velvet softness, the veins, the impossible girth. Even without wrapping her hand around it, she felt it: the weight, the promise, the power.
Her heart pounded.
Her nipples tingled.
Between her thighs, she was soaked.
She had touched cocks before--of course she had. But never like this.
Never this.
Her fingers swept back up the length again, slower this time. Bolder.
And Malik?
He grew.
Right there. In her hand.
Across the mat, Charles watched. His hand had stilled mid-stroke along Malik's arm. His lips parted. His expression slackened.
He didn't say a word.
He didn't need to.
His eyes spoke plainly:
She's gone.
She's not pretending anymore.
Sophie withdrew her hand slowly. Her fingers lingered along Malik's thigh one last time before she sat back on her heels. Her eyes remained locked on the cock she'd just explored in reverent silence.
She was trembling, though she hadn't noticed. Her thighs had pressed together. Her breathing was shallow.
"Task Complete."
The system's voice cut through the air like a slap.
Malik sat up, slow and sure. His cock now stood fully hard, slick with pre-cum, unapologetic. He didn't hide it. He didn't speak.
Sophie stared down at the mat, her cheeks flushed, her heart pounding in her ears.
Charles didn't move.
📣 Post-Task Announcement
The system chime sounded again--firmer this time, with an edge that snapped through the stillness.
"Task complete. Processing performance bonuses."
A pause. Then:
"Charles: £500 awarded."
"Malik: £500 awarded."
"Sophie: Rule violation detected. Bonus forfeited."
Silence.
Malik turned his head slightly--just enough to glance at her.
Charles didn't look at anyone. But his face, pale and tight with stunned disbelief, said everything.
Sophie blinked. Her cheeks flushed deeper.
Her fingers still tingled with the memory of Malik's cock.
🎙️ DIARY ROOM - Sophie (Day 5)
The chair was cool against her bare skin.
Sophie crossed her legs automatically, then uncrossed them--because the pressure only heightened her awareness of how wet she still was.
The chime played. The light came on.
She didn't look up at the camera.
"Participant: Sophie. Task Reflection. Begin when ready."
She swallowed hard. Her voice, when it came, was soft--but steady.
"I touched it."
"I knew the rule. I remembered it. I just... didn't care."
She looked down at her hands resting in her lap, fingertips flexing slightly, as if recalling the shape they'd memorised.
"I wanted to know what it felt like. Not from across the room. Not in a quick glance. But... really feel it."
Her breath caught.
"And it was... oh my god, it was incredible."
Her thighs pressed together again.
"It's not just big. It's not just thick. It's... heavy. Warm. You can feel the blood in it. Like it's alive on its own."
"And I just... I let my fingers follow the shape. The ridge underneath. The way it twitched. I barely touched the tip and it... responded."
She closed her eyes.
"I wanted to wrap my hand around it. Really hold it. See how it felt in my palm. Grip it. Feel the weight of it slap against my wrist."
She opened her eyes again--bright, wet.
Not from shame.
"But I didn't. I pulled away. Just... barely."
"It was the hardest thing I've done since getting here."
A pause. Quieter:
"Charles was watching. I knew it. I felt it."
"But for those few seconds... I didn't care."
Her lips parted again, her voice barely a whisper.
"I think... I wanted him to see."
"I think I wanted Malik to know what he does to me."
🎙️ DIARY ROOM - Charles (Day 5)
The chair felt colder today. Or maybe it was just him.
He sat hunched forward, knees apart, one hand running absently over the top of his thigh--not from arousal, but nerves. Discomfort. Displacement.
The chime sounded.
"Participant: Charles. Task Reflection. Begin when ready."
He gave a short, bitter laugh.
"It wasn't even sex."
A pause.
"But watching her touch him like that... it felt more intimate than anything she's done to me in weeks."
His eyes blinked slowly, heavy.
"She didn't just touch him. She... studied him. Explored him. Like he was some goddamn artefact and she had to memorise every curve."
"She didn't even look at me."
He shook his head, swallowing hard.
"I know I said I could handle this. That I wanted this. But I thought-- I thought she'd hold back. That she'd play along. That she'd be mine at the end of the day."
His voice cracked.
"But she's slipping. Further. Every time they touch. Every time he looks at her like he knows something I never will."
"I'm not just sharing her anymore."
"I think I'm watching her forget that I exist."
He breathed out, slow and shaky.
Wiped under his eye with a knuckle.
"And the worst part is... I can't even blame her."
📥 SYSTEM PROMPT - Sophie
The hallway lights pulsed softly as Sophie stepped out of the Diary Room, her body still tingling, her mind hazy.
A low chime came from the nearest wall screen. She turned.
"Private Prompt for Sophie Only."
"You are invited to choose one housemate for an exclusive night of connection. This is a gift for your honesty and engagement."
"Choose wisely. Your selected partner will be removed from all other tasks for the remainder of the day."
Sophie smiled slowly. Her breath caught.
There was no real hesitation.
No real choice.
"Malik."
She pressed.
The screen blinked.
Accepted.
She turned away, heart pounding. A night alone. With Malik.
Maybe the rules would blur again.
Maybe she'd feel more than just the weight of his cock under her fingertips this time.
She was already growing wet again at the thought.
Then came the second chime.
Louder.
Sharper.
"Thank you, Sophie. Your selection has been registered."
"To honour your chosen partner, he will be removed from the house for the remainder of the night."
"You and Charles will now enjoy an intimate evening together, uninterrupted."
Sophie froze.
Her smile vanished.
She had misunderstood the prompt.
The screen remained lit, impassive.
And for the first time all day--
She felt completely alone.
🌒 DAY 5 - EVENING: INTIMATE NIGHT
The dining room was dim, bathed in warm amber from recessed lighting. Two glasses of wine sat between them, condensation beading down their sides. The food was laid out with care--elegant, almost romantic.
It should have felt like a date.
Instead, it felt like a test.
Sophie sat with her legs crossed, ankles tucked beneath the chair, her bare skin glowing faintly under the light. Her posture was relaxed.
Her heart was not.
Across from her, Charles rested his elbows on the table, fingers slowly rotating the stem of his wine glass. He studied it for a moment before finally breaking the silence.
"I was... surprised. That you picked me."
Sophie's stomach sank.
She offered a soft smile. Gentle.
Too gentle.
"Of course I picked you," she said.
Her voice was light. Steady. A little too rehearsed.
Charles chuckled, the sound thin, almost brittle.
"No, I mean... I didn't think I was the one who made you feel the most-- I don't know. Connected."
Sophie took a long, deliberate sip of wine.
You are.
You were.
I wanted Malik.
She set the glass down carefully, her fingers lingering at the base.
"I didn't want things to get lost. Between us."



That part wasn't a lie.
Not completely.
Charles leaned forward, resting his chin on his knuckles.
"I've felt like I was slipping. Like he was... pulling you away from me."
She said nothing.
"I watch the way you look at him. The way you... touch him. And I try to tell myself it's just part of the experiment. But it's getting harder."
Her heartbeat quickened. Tightened.
"I don't want to lose you," he said.
Sophie reached across the table and laid her fingers over his.
"Then don't."
🛏️ Later - In the Bedroom
The bedroom was quiet, bathed in the soft glow of low lighting. The sheets had been turned down with care, and the air carried a subtle scent of citrus, mingling with something more intimate and unmistakable--her own arousal, still lingering on her skin. Sophie lay on her side, facing Charles, her body relaxed but her mind restless, uncertain.
He moved closer, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her gently toward him. His lips found her shoulder first, then her neck, the warmth of his breath slightly unsteady. She let him continue, turning her face to meet his. The kiss was soft, tentative, tinged with sweetness--but beneath it, she felt the restraint. The mildness. The effort to feel something that refused to rise.
His hand slid over her breast, cupping it tenderly, while the other hand drifted lower, across the curve of her stomach and down between her thighs. He shifted on top of her, kissing with more urgency now, trying to lead, to stir something into life. But his body lagged behind the intention. There was no fire, no pressure, no insistence. He pressed against her, but the truth became quickly, undeniably clear.
He wasn't hard.
She kissed him again, more slowly, trying to ease him into arousal. Her hand moved between them, fingers wrapping around his cock, gently coaxing. It felt smaller in her palm than she remembered--softer, almost weightless, like it no longer believed in itself. She stroked with patience, careful not to shame him, and he closed his eyes, silent. But nothing changed.
"I'm sorry," he murmured, his voice tight and ashamed. "I'm trying."
"It's okay," she said, her voice even and soft, though it wasn't.
Because while she comforted him, her thoughts slipped elsewhere--uninvited, unstoppable. She imagined Malik instead, imagined the feel of him, the heat of his presence. Malik wouldn't be apologising. He wouldn't be trying. He'd already be gripping her hips, already hard, already pressing that thick, perfect cock against her body with absolute confidence. He'd know exactly what she needed without asking. And her body would know, instantly, how to open for him.
She closed her eyes, the ache beginning to rise in her again--not from what she was experiencing, but from what she wasn't.
Charles sat up, rubbing the back of his neck. "I just wanted tonight to be good. For you."
She nodded, offering a quiet "It's okay," though the hollowness in her chest deepened.
"I can still do something," he added, determination tightening his voice. He lowered himself between her thighs, and she let him, watching the crown of his head move closer. His lips pressed gently to her inner thigh, his tongue drawing slow, careful circles. He worked harder than usual--more focused, more precise. It wasn't bad. He was trying so much harder than before.
But it still felt distant. Like touch filtered through a layer of glass. There was no real depth, no primal urgency. She wanted to be grateful, to appreciate the effort. But her body had already remembered too much. Malik's breath. Malik's cock twitching beneath her hand. The way her whole body seemed to ignite whenever he was near.
Now, she was lying in bed beside a man who loved her. Who wanted to please her. Who was truly, sincerely trying. And all she could feel was the growing distance between what she had and what she wanted.
She came. Barely.
☀️ DAY 6 - SOPHIE'S MORNING
Sophie woke to the dull, aching throb of longing between her legs. Her thighs were sticky. Her skin was warm beneath the sheets. Her nipples brushed against the fabric, tight and flushed, the lingering pulse of desire still radiating through her body.
She was coming down from the dream.
In it, Malik had returned--not as he was before, but changed. Certain. He stepped into the bedroom already hard, already knowing exactly what she needed. She was waiting, naked, perched on the edge of the bed with her legs open. When he moved between them, she could feel the shadow of his cock fall across her thighs before he even touched her.
He knelt between her legs, his voice low and sure.
"You're ready now."
Then he took her--slow at first, thick and deliberate, stretching her open with such deep, relentless waves that she gasped into the sheets. He filled her in a way that both scared and thrilled her. His hands pinned her wrists. His breath was hot at her ear.
"Is this what you've been dreaming of?" he whispered.
And she had moaned his name--over and over--until she came with her fingers clawing into the mattress, her body jerking against his, begging for more even as she shattered.
Sophie blinked her eyes open.
Charles lay curled beside her, lips parted slightly, one arm folded across his chest like a boy hiding from a nightmare. Her clit still pulsed faintly. Her thighs were slick. Her mouth dry.
She remembered the night before--how she'd tried to help him, how soft he'd stayed in her hand, how small he had felt. Even when he'd gone down on her, it had felt... nice. That was the word. Not hungry, not devouring, not worshipful.
Just nice.
And then, worse--when she came, it had felt like a favour. A way to end the moment, to give him something, to make him feel whole again.
But now, in the cool quiet of morning, her body told the truth.
Malik was still inside her.
Not physically--but in her muscles, in her breath, in the burn behind her eyelids. She turned toward the empty bed across the room. Malik's bed. The sheets were untouched. The space felt enormous.
She bit her lip.
Come back, she thought.
I need you again. I need more.
The system chimed overhead.
"All participants, please report to the Diary Room."
Sophie sighed. She wiped the inside of her thigh with the edge of the sheet and sat up slowly. The sensation between her legs wasn't satisfaction. It wasn't even real release. It was a soft, echoing pulse--more a mini-gasm than an orgasm. A ripple of relief, not fulfilment.
Charles stirred beside her and climbed up onto the mattress, eyes wide with hope.
"Better?" he asked.
She leaned in, kissed his cheek.
"Yes," she said.
She smiled.
She lied.
He curled up behind her, one arm wrapping around her waist.
Sophie lay still, staring into the dark, her skin still tingling, her body still warm.
But not from him.
🎙️ DAY 6 - MORNING | DIARY ROOM - Replacement Offer
The lights in the Diary Room were dim, muted. The kind of lighting meant to make people speak softly, reveal things they hadn't meant to say. Sophie sat in the centre, Charles on her right. The chair to her left remained empty--a quiet, glaring reminder that Malik was still gone.
The screen flickered to life in front of them.
"Participant Trust Milestone: Decision Opportunity."
"You may now choose to replace Malik with one of the two original alternate candidates."
"Decision must be unanimous. If even one participant votes against, Malik will remain."
"You may discuss freely. Final choice will be locked when prompted."
For a moment, no one spoke.
Charles rubbed his palms over his thighs, as though trying to warm his thoughts into clarity. Then he cleared his throat, voice tentative.
"I mean... it's not that I want him gone. I just--if this has gotten weird. Or... too much."
Sophie remained quiet.
"I thought maybe, you know, starting over could be good. Cleaner. Like--we've made it a third of the way, and it's getting heavier. More... involved."
He looked at her, waiting. Hoping she'd meet him halfway. But Sophie was still thinking about the dream. About Malik's eyes, the weight of his cock pressing into her, the way her body had opened for him with effortless, instinctive hunger. Even now, her muscles remembered him.
She blinked, brought herself back into the room, then shook her head gently.
"Starting over wouldn't make it cleaner, Charles. It would make it harder," she said, her voice calm but firm. "You want to go through this with someone new? Someone who hasn't earned any trust, who hasn't shown us any respect?"
She leaned forward slightly, eyes on his.
"Malik's never crossed a line. Not once. He's been decent. Grounded. Safe."
Charles dropped his gaze to his hands, nodding faintly.
"And honestly," she added, "would you rather I start getting naked with someone else? Someone I don't even know?"
She gave him time to think.
"To you, Malik's hard to handle. But what if the next guy's worse?"
There was a long, loaded pause.
Charles let out a slow breath. "You're right."
He glanced at the screen, voice lower now. "It's not... him. I know that. It's me."
Another breath.
"I vote to keep Malik."
Sophie followed immediately. "Same."
"Final decision registered."
"Malik will remain your housemate."
The screen paused. Then:
"Would any participant like to explain their reasoning for the record?"
Charles hesitated, then spoke, more clearly than before.
"Because we trust him. More than we would trust a stranger. And because... even if this isn't easy--he hasn't made it harder."
He looked at the wall, then at nothing.
"He's been... good to her. To us."
Sophie's chest tightened.
Because it was true.
And because that truth meant Malik was slipping even further away.
Not just with her.
But with Charles's permission.
🪙 DAY 6 - MORNING: CHARLES'S PROMPT
Before Sophie had finished brushing her teeth, before Malik stepped back through the patio doors, the screen above Charles's bed lit with a soft pulse and a familiar chime. He looked up, still groggy, blinking against the light.
"Private Bonus Opportunity - Charles Only"
"£1,000 will be added to the accounts of all participants immediately."
"In exchange, you must speak the following truth aloud, sincerely, in front of your housemates."
"You must express gratitude to Malik. You must say you're glad he was chosen, that he's been a good third, that you appreciate how he treats Sophie, and that it makes you happy to see her feel safe and valued by him."
"This is a one-time opportunity. Refusal results in no bonus. No one will be told about this prompt but you."
Charles stared at the message.
He swallowed, his throat dry. His heart twisted. His pride flared, hot and raw.
But then he thought of the money.
Thought of Sophie.
Thought about how little fight he had left in him.
He pressed confirm.
☀️ DAY 6 - KITCHEN REUNION
Breakfast was nearly ready--fresh melon, hot toast, strong black coffee. Charles moved through the motions with quiet precision, every gesture a form of distraction. Sophie sat at the kitchen island, still nude, her hair damp from the shower, long legs folded beneath her, her body glowing in the morning light. Her nipples stood stiff in the chilled air, and a blush lingered across her collarbones. She hummed softly, a dreamy sound.
Then came the soft hiss of the patio doors sliding open.
She turned--and lit up.
Malik.
He stepped inside with the same easy calm he always carried, naked and radiant, water still glistening on his skin. His cock hung thick and heavy, fresh from the rinse, hips damp with clinging droplets.
"Morning," he said, voice smooth and low.
Sophie's breath caught. She crossed the kitchen in three quick, barefoot steps and wrapped her arms around him, pressing her body fully to his. Breasts against chest, hips to hips, belly to belly--there was no space between them.
"Missed you," she whispered, cheek pressed to his chest.
Malik smiled and rested one warm palm on the small of her back. Not low, not suggestive--just present. Confident. Grounded. He didn't need to ask for permission.
Behind them, Charles cleared his throat and approached. His body was tense, drawn in. His cock hung small and pale in the morning chill, his posture closed but determined. He extended a hand.
Malik shifted, took it, and pulled him into a quick, firm half-hug.
"Welcome back, man," Charles said.
"Glad to be back."
There was a moment's pause. Then Charles cleared his throat again, this time with more weight behind it.
"Hey, Malik. Before we sit--can I say something?"
Sophie pulled back from Malik just slightly, curious. Malik turned toward Charles, one brow raised, but gave a nod.
Charles took a steadying breath.
"I just... I want to say thank you. I mean it. We got lucky. We didn't know what to expect when we signed up for this--what kind of third we'd get. And honestly? You've been... incredible."
Sophie blinked, the softness in Charles's voice catching her off guard.
"You've treated Sophie with so much respect," he continued. "I see how she looks at you, how she relaxes when you're around. It's clear she feels... safe. Valued. Even happy."
He faltered slightly, voice catching, but pushed through.
"And for me, that means everything."
He looked up at Malik, eyes steady.
"So... thanks. For being here. For being who you are."
Malik blinked slowly, clearly absorbing the weight of it. Then he nodded.
"That means a lot, Charles. Thank you for saying it."
He glanced between them. "You've both made this easier than it could've been."
Charles nodded, managing a faint smile, but there was something visibly smaller in his shoulders now. Like he'd handed something over he wasn't sure he'd get back.
Sophie looked at him with a softness in her gaze.
But it wasn't longing.
It was gratitude. And something close to release.
🍳 BREAKFAST BEGINS
They sat at the table, Malik at the head, Sophie beside him, and Charles directly across. The conversation started light--coffee preferences, who had snored last night, how strange and quiet the house had felt with only two people in it.
Malik smiled over his cup. "So... did you two enjoy your alone time?"
Sophie and Charles glanced at each other, an awkward beat passing between them. Sophie spoke first.
"It was nice... quiet. Different," she said with a casual shrug and a faint smile. "We had wine. Talked. Spent some time together."
Malik smirked slightly. "Sounds cozy."
"It was," Charles added quickly, his voice too eager. "Nice to reconnect a bit."
A lie.
Sophie sipped her coffee, her gaze drifting toward Malik. "But it wasn't the same without you," she said smoothly. Her voice was measured, deliberate. She reached to pass him the honey, letting her fingers brush his wrist just a little longer than necessary.
As the meal went on, Sophie's body language began to shift. She laughed more freely at Malik's teasing about the overcooked oats. When she got up to refill her cup, she touched his shoulder lightly. Her bare leg rested against his beneath the table--casual, unhurried, unmistakably familiar.
Charles saw all of it. Saw how natural it was for her now. How little she hesitated. How easily her affection flowed toward Malik. It didn't look like a woman touching another man.
It looked like her being herself.
💸 BONUS REVEAL
Sophie stood to clear the plates just as the system chimed, crisp and even.
"Bonus Award Processed:"
Sophie: +£1,000
Charles: +£1,000
Malik: +£1,000
"No further details available."
Sophie raised an eyebrow, glancing between them. "What was that for?"
Charles didn't look up. He kept his eyes on the rim of his glass, his fingers turning it absently. "No idea," he said, voice neutral, accompanied by a small shrug.
Malik smiled, slow and unreadable. "Guess we're just doing something right."
Sophie's gaze flicked to Charles. He looked smaller now somehow--shrunk by effort, by proximity, by something he could no longer control.
And for the first time... she didn't feel bad about it.
🧍‍♂️ ROUND 1 - CHARLES
The chime sounded again.
"First Participant: Charles. Please stand on the marked mat."
He stepped forward slowly, every movement tight and deliberate. His shoulders were slightly hunched, hands clenched at his sides. His cock hung soft and small, retreating into the space between his thighs as if trying to disappear. The mat beneath his feet felt colder than it should have.
Behind him, Sophie and Malik sat nude and comfortable, their bodies relaxed in the soft light, skin glowing with ease and confidence. They looked like they belonged there.
Charles tried to match their posture, tried not to look small.
Tried even harder not to feel small.
The touchpads in front of Sophie and Malik lit up, and both began typing--ten words being quietly offered as truths, judgments, confessions.
Then the system displayed the randomised results:
🔤 DESCRIPTIVE WORDS:
Kind
Sweet
Cute
Self-conscious
Gentle
Loyal
Supportive
Timid
Thoughtful
Overthinking
Charles stared at the list.
He searched for a pattern. For meaning. For something that didn't make him feel like a boy standing beside adults. "Cute" stung more than it should have. "Self-conscious." "Timid." "Overthinking."
Soft words.
Soft traits.
Not what Sophie had dreamed about the night before. Not what her body cried out for when Malik was near.
He inhaled slowly. Forced himself to speak with calm.
"Alright... I think Sophie wrote: Kind, Cute, Loyal, Supportive, Thoughtful."
"Malik: Sweet, Gentle, Self-conscious, Timid, Overthinking."
The screen blinked.
✅ Correct Matches: 6/10
💸 Bonus Earned: £1,200
A beat of silence passed. Then another, softer chime.
🎯 Mystery Word Identified: 'Cute' - Submitted by Sophie
🔓 Bonus Interaction Unlocked
"The standing participant must now stand beside each seated housemate for a physical comparison. One seated housemate will provide a verbal observation about the physical difference between them."
📏 COMPARISON - CHARLES & MALIK
Malik stood with quiet confidence, rising from his seat in a single, fluid motion. His shoulders were pulled back, chest open, posture relaxed and unapologetic. Even the sway of his cock as he moved felt natural, unbothered--effortless.
Side by side, the difference was immediate and undeniable. Malik was nearly half a foot taller, broader in every direction. Veins curled across his biceps like a roadmap. Even soft, his cock was stunning--thick, long, weighty. Not just a body part, but a presence. A quiet threat.
Sophie's eyes moved down the length of them, then back up. She exhaled.
"Malik takes up more space," she said softly. "Physically, sure. But it's more than that. He... owns the air around him. Charles doesn't do that. He fits into a space--Malik becomes it."
Charles swallowed, his throat dry. His shoulders lowered, just slightly. The words hadn't been cruel. They didn't need to be.
📏 COMPARISON - CHARLES & SOPHIE
Now it was Sophie who rose. She stood beside Charles with an ease that highlighted every contrast between them. Her body was smaller, but more composed--confident in a way that had nothing to do with size.



Her breasts sat high and full, nipples flushed from the cool air. Her stomach was taut, thighs tight from yoga, hips curving with quiet power. She didn't fidget. Didn't shift. She stood, present and self-assured.
Charles looked pale beside her, drawn in, his posture unsure even now.
Malik was the one who spoke next.
"Sophie's body feels awake," he said. "Like it's used to being touched, wants to be touched, looked at. Charles feels... tense. Pulled inward."
Again, the difference wasn't just visual. It was presence.
And again, Charles couldn't deny it.
He stepped back toward the chairs and sat down quickly, face flushed crimson. He cleared his throat, tried to smile through the awkward weight of the moment.
"That was... kinda embarrassing," he said with a weak chuckle.
Sophie gave him a warm look, her voice soft. "You did fine, babe."
Malik nodded once. "Seriously. You handled it well."
Charles nodded too, offering the smallest of smiles.
But inside, a part of him shrunk just a little more.
Cute.
🧍‍♀️ ROUND 2 - SOPHIE
"Next participant: Sophie. Please step onto the mat."
She rose slowly from her chair.
There was no towel to clutch, no clothing to adjust. Just long legs, taut hips, high, full breasts, and the easy sway of a woman who had begun to understand the power of being naked--completely naked--and unapologetically looked at.
Her nipples were already stiff. Her lips parted. Between her thighs, she felt the faint throb of memory--a ghost of Malik's voice still echoing in her ear.
She stepped onto the mat and exhaled, standing tall.
Behind her, Malik and Charles picked up their touchpads. Neither of them spoke, but each glance at her body added something unspeakable to the words they chose.
They typed.
Then the words appeared on the screen.
🔤 DESCRIPTIVE WORDS:
Beautiful
Aroused
Curious
Restless
Magnetic
Intense
Sensual
Distracted
Open
Addictive
Sophie's cheeks flushed, but it wasn't from shame--it was from heat. Her gaze drifted across the list, taking in each word like a touch. When her eyes landed on Aroused, her breath hitched.
She knew.
She didn't need the screen to tell her who had written that one.
She just needed to pretend she wasn't thrilled by it.
She took a moment. Then spoke, her voice calm but pulsing with something deeper.
"Okay... I think Charles gave me: Beautiful, Curious, Restless, Distracted, Open."
"And Malik: Aroused, Magnetic, Sensual, Intense, Addictive."
The screen flashed.
✅ Correct Matches: 8/10
💸 Bonus Earned: £1,600
Then came the softer chime.
🎯 Mystery Word Identified: 'Aroused' - Submitted by Malik
🔓 Bonus Interaction Unlocked
"Each seated housemate must approach the standing participant and whisper into her ear: 'What I'd do to you if the rules didn't exist.'"
👂 BONUS - WHISPERED FANTASY
Sophie exhaled, her breath slow but tight. Her thighs pressed together just slightly--subtle, involuntary.
Okay...
Charles stood first.
He approached her with care, his body held close to itself, his cock soft, his expression open but nervous. His cheeks were red again--not just from embarrassment this time, but from effort, from wanting to be enough.
He leaned in, his lips brushing close to her ear.
"I'd kiss your whole body," he whispered. "Take my time. Make love to you slowly... until you couldn't stop saying my name."
His breath tickled her skin.
She smiled--gently, gratefully. It was sweet. Thoughtful.
But her body didn't respond.
Then Malik rose.
He didn't hesitate. Each step was confident, calm. As he came close, Sophie felt her breath catch in her throat. His cock brushed softly against her hip--still hanging, still not hard, but full. Promising. Undeniable.
He leaned in, his voice like smoke, smooth and low.
"I'd press you against the wall... slide in slowly... and not stop until your legs gave out. Until you begged me not to let you go."
Her knees almost buckled. Her nipples tightened with sudden, aching sharpness.
She closed her eyes--just for a second--and let herself picture it. The wall. His body. The sound she'd make.
When she opened them, Malik was already stepping away.
And Charles had seen her face.
She returned to her seat with composure, moving gracefully, but her whole body was still lit from within. She sat beside Charles again... but her weight tilted just slightly toward Malik.
The screen flashed once more.
"Final participant: Malik."
🧍‍♂️ ROUND 3 - MALIK
"Final participant: Malik. Please step onto the mat."
He stood slowly, unhurried and unapologetic. Every step was a quiet statement--his broad chest relaxed, abs rising and falling with calm control, his cock swaying heavily with each stride. Soft... but not quite. There was a subtle, semi-thick fullness to it now, the kind that suggested heat just beneath the surface, not sleep.
He stepped onto the mat and stood tall. Comfortable. Still. His arms rested loosely at his sides. There was no tension in him, no guardedness, no attempt to anticipate judgment.
He didn't brace for it.
He welcomed it.
Behind him, Sophie and Charles sat motionless, eyes fixed. Their fingers hovered over their touchpads, almost reverent as they began to type.
The screen displayed their choices:
🔤 DESCRIPTIVE WORDS:
Veined
Calm
Godly
Sculpted
Thick
Present
Stillness
Dangerous
Tempting
Powerful
Malik studied the words. His face didn't change. Only his cock twitched once--subtle, undeniable.
Then he answered, clear and unflinching:
"Sophie: Veined, Godly, Sculpted, Thick, Tempting.
Charles: Calm, Present, Stillness, Dangerous, Powerful."
The screen blinked.
✅ Correct Matches: 8/10
💸 Bonus Earned: £1,600
Then came the lower chime.
🎯 Mystery Word Identified: 'Godly' - Submitted by Sophie
🔓 Bonus Interaction Unlocked
"Each seated participant must now give a full verbal description of Malik's body--out loud. Honestly. In detail."
🗣️ BONUS - VERBAL BODY DESCRIPTION
Sophie's breath caught. Her thighs pressed slightly together under the table. Charles looked frozen.
The system chimed again.
"Charles, begin."
He swallowed, his voice tight.
"Malik is... big. I mean, he's taller, broader--his chest is thick, defined. Not in that gym-flex kind of way. Just solid. Built."
He glanced toward Malik's arms, hesitating.
"His arms--look at the size of them. And his back? Wide. Tight. It's all... proportioned. Balanced. Like it all fits together, perfectly."
A pause.
His eyes dropped lower.
"His cock is... heavy. Even soft. Just--thick, long. Dark. Veiny. Like it belongs on a different man. A different species. A different planet."
He stopped.
The words hung in the air like smoke.
"Sophie, begin."
She stood slowly. Took a breath. Her eyes didn't rush--they traced him, from the warm tone of his skin, across the broad, soft slopes of his chest, to the tight cut of his waist, and finally to where his cock hung like heat made flesh.
"Malik is... sculpted," she began. "But not delicate. He looks like he was built to carry people. To hold them in place. To take what he wants."
She stepped forward, slowly.
"His chest is wide, but soft enough to rest against. His stomach is flat, but not rigid. He's not cold. He's present."
She paused in front of him.
"And his cock..."
There was no blush. No hesitation.
"It's veined. Thick. Long. Even now, it's heavy--like it never fully relaxes. Like it's always ready."
Her voice dipped lower, quieter.
"It's the kind of cock that makes you pause. Wonder if you could handle it. Wonder if you'd even want to go back after."
Malik didn't move.
He just looked at her.
And she didn't look away.
"Task complete."
"All participant scores will be tallied. Reward summaries to follow."
Charles exhaled--finally, visibly relieved.
Sophie sat down slowly, her legs still warm from standing so close.
And Malik stepped back to his chair like a man who had just been named.
💸 TASK COMPLETE - PRIZE ANNOUNCEMENT
The system chimed once more--soft, calm, and just a little cruel.
"WORD PLAY COMPLETE. Final Scores:"
Charles: 6/10 - £1,200
Sophie: 8/10 - £1,600
Malik: 8/10 - £1,600
"Mystery Prompts successfully completed: 3/3"
"Total Group Bonus Earned: £1,200"
"Congratulations, participants."
Charles gave a quiet laugh, shaking his head. "Better than I thought I'd do."
Malik nodded toward him, the gesture respectful, even warm.
Sophie leaned back in her chair, still flushed from standing on display. "You were both great," she said.
Then, without hesitation, she stood and walked straight to Malik.
She threw her arms around him. Not a polite hug. Not a casual thank-you. Her body pressed fully against his, bare skin to bare skin. His arms slid easily around her waist--one hand spreading across her lower back, the other settling near the soft curve of her hip.
"You were great, Malik," she said, her voice low. Just for him.
"You too," he murmured, close to her ear.
The hug lingered.
Longer than friendly. Longer than "good game." Her cheek rested against his chest. His cock, soft but full, brushed her lower stomach--present. Undeniable.
And Charles saw every second of it.
He looked down at the floor.
A few more murmured congratulations followed, with tired smiles and shifting eyes. Then the system chimed again--this time, brighter. Anticipatory.
"Evening Activity Unlocked: SPIN THE BOTTLE."
"This evening's activity will involve playful, physical dares--randomly assigned."
"Each round, the system will present a challenge. The designated participant must spin the bottle to select a partner."
"The challenge must then be completed with that partner."
"Each completed dare rewards both participants with £500."
"Bonus opportunities may appear."
"Spin the Bottle begins after dinner. Please enjoy your downtime."
Sophie turned back toward the others, her fingers brushing Malik's forearm lightly as she stepped away. The touch lingered--just long enough for Malik to feel it, and for Charles to see it.
"If this bottle lands on me..." she said with a teasing grin, "I'm blaming the system."
Malik's smile was slow, smooth. "Maybe the system knows what you want."
Sophie's lips parted slightly, as if she might answer. But she didn't.
Charles shifted in his seat. "Let's just hope it's not too intense... too awkward," he said, forcing a smile that was tight around the edges.
Malik glanced at him, not unkindly. "It'll only be that way if you make it. Let's just enjoy it for what it is. A little fun."
Sophie bit her lip and said nothing.
That hug? It was still blooming along her skin. Still pulsing between her thighs.
And Malik?
He sat back with easy posture, his cock resting lazily against one thigh--not hard, but not hiding.
The tension wasn't gone.
It was waiting.
🍷 SPIN THE BOTTLE - ROUND 1
The lights dimmed, casting a golden wash across bare skin as the system chimed again--smooth, teasing.
"Round 1: Sophie. Task: Give your partner a sensual shoulder massage for one minute."
Sophie arched a brow and grinned. "Starting gentle. I like it."
She knelt beside the bottle, fully nude, her skin flushed from wine and laughter. Her nipples were firm, her thighs pressed close together, and as she reached forward, her fingers brushed her own knee with absent, idle grace. She gave the bottle a playful flick. It spun once, twice, slowing quickly.
Then stopped--pointing directly at Charles.
He blinked. Then smiled, hesitant but hopeful.
Sophie clapped softly. "Look at that--your lucky night already."
Charles chuckled, trying not to sound too relieved. "Guess I'll enjoy it while it lasts."
She moved behind him, settling onto a low cushion. Her bare knees pressed into the sofa as her hands came to rest on his shoulders.
"Just relax," she whispered, and began.
Her fingers moved slowly, kneading gently into his traps, pressing thoughtful circles along the slope of his shoulders. She leaned in close, her breath brushing warm against his neck. For sixty uninterrupted seconds, it was just them. No comparisons. No rankings. No imbalance.
For the first time all day, Charles didn't feel watched. Didn't feel judged. He just felt... wanted.
Sophie smiled softly, her fingers never stopping.
But her eyes drifted once.
Past Charles.
To Malik.
Still watching. Still calm. Still very much there.
🍷 SPIN THE BOTTLE - ROUND 1, PART 2
Malik's Turn
The lights shifted again, a soft amber glow lighting the bottle as the system chimed.
"Next Spinner: Malik."
"Task: Your partner must sit on your lap, facing you, full body contact, for one minute."
Malik smirked faintly, then leaned forward and wrapped one large hand around the neck of the bottle. No drama. No hesitation. Just a smooth, confident spin.
The glass spun tight and fast, a deliberate flick of intention. Sophie held her breath. Charles stared.
The bottle slowed... ticked past Charles... and landed on Sophie.
Sophie's chest rose, her breath deepening. She didn't look at Charles. She looked only at Malik.
He leaned back against the couch, spreading his legs naturally. His thighs thick and relaxed, his cock resting against one--soft, but stirred. He opened his arms.
"C'mere, Soph."
There was no hesitation. She rose and walked toward him, her body radiant under the low lights. As she stepped over his lap, her knees on either side of his hips, she lowered herself--bare, smooth, breathless.
Their skin met everywhere. Her chest against his, stomach brushing his abs, the soft folds of her pussy settling directly atop his cock. Not fully hard--but growing. Present.
Malik's hands found her waist, resting there. Steady. Sophie's arms wrapped slowly around his neck. Her breath caught.
They didn't move--not much. Just held. Cheek to cheek. Body to body.
Charles sat two feet away and watched.
He watched her eyes flutter closed. Watched Malik's cock swell beneath her, the shape of it shifting, lengthening between them. Watched Sophie's hips adjust--barely. Not grinding. Not bold. Just a press. A want.
The timer ticked down in silence.
Sophie's lips brushed Malik's shoulder.
Malik's thumbs drew slow, lazy circles on her hips.
And Charles?
Charles sat still. Rigid.
And entirely forgotten.
🍷 SPIN THE BOTTLE - ROUND 1, PART 3
Charles's Turn
The system chimed again.
"Final spinner for Round One: Charles."
"Task: Kneel between your partner's legs and tell them the things you find most attractive about them."
Sophie blinked, her expression unreadable. Malik raised his eyebrows slightly--but said nothing.
Charles exhaled, low and tight, then reached forward and spun the bottle. It turned once. Twice. Slowed.
Ticked past Sophie.
Stopped. On Malik.
A beat of silence hung in the air.
Charles's throat tightened. He hesitated for half a breath, then stood. Malik leaned back slightly, legs spreading wider--not in challenge, but as instinct. Natural. Like a throne making room for someone approaching the seat of power.
Charles walked forward.
And knelt.
Naked.
Small.
Eye-level with Malik's cock, thick and half-resting between his thighs--so close he could feel the warmth of it in the air between them. He tried not to look. Malik didn't smirk. Didn't shift. He simply waited.
Charles looked up at him.
"You're confident," he began, voice tight and dry. "Not in an arrogant way. Just... solid. You take up space without having to try."
He swallowed hard.
"You look after Sophie in a way that... feels good. Like she feels safe. Comfortable."
His eyes flicked lower. Just once.
"And... yeah. You're built. Strong. You make an impression."
Another pause.
"I can see why she's drawn to you."
Malik tilted his head, eyes steady. "Thank you, man. That took balls."
Charles gave a faint, tight smile. But his jaw was clenched, his cheeks flushed. He backed away and returned to his seat without another word.
Round One complete.
🍷 SPIN THE BOTTLE - ROUND 2
Sophie's Spin
The lights warmed again, casting a golden glow over the room as the system chimed softly.
"Round Two - Spinner: Sophie."
"Task: Suck or lick one body part of your partner's choosing."
Charles swallowed.
Sophie raised her eyebrows and gave a breathy laugh. "Okay... guess we're skipping the foreplay now."
She knelt beside the bottle once again, naked and fluid, and gave it a gentle flick. The glass spun--tight circles, clinking lightly against the wood--until it slowed.
Then stopped.
Malik.
Sophie's stomach tightened. She rose slowly, graceful and poised, walking toward him without a glance at Charles.
What will he choose? Her mind raced. Neck? Nipple? His cock? Would he really ask for--
Malik watched her approach with calm, unreadable eyes.
"So..." he said, voice low and smooth, "what should I pick?"
Sophie didn't stop walking.
Malik spread his legs slightly as she neared, again without bravado--just comfort. Possession. His cock rested against one thigh, soft but promising. Present.
Charles watched, frozen. Watching her bare body approach the man he could never match.
Then Malik smiled. "My tongue."
Sophie blinked--and something fluttered in her chest. It wasn't lewd. It was deliberate. Dangerous. Intimate in a way that made her knees feel unreliable.
She stepped in close. Climbed into his lap, her knees straddling his thighs, her naked chest brushing his. Skin to skin. Heat to heat. Her hands lifted, framing his face. She held him there.
He opened his mouth just slightly.
She leaned in--and sucked.
Slow. Wet. Her mouth slid over his tongue, lips wrapping around it, her breath coming faster. Her eyes fluttered closed. She didn't just perform the task. She surrendered to it.
Malik's low growl vibrated against her chest--barely audible, all presence. His hands gripped her hips, firm but not pushing.
Charles didn't move. He couldn't.
The kiss lasted longer than necessary. It wasn't messy. It wasn't playful.
It was deliberate.
Sophie's thighs tightened. She moaned--quietly--into his mouth, then finally pulled away, slowly, lips parted and wet.
"...Wow," she whispered, breathless.
She slid off his lap carefully, her legs shaky, her body tingling.
Charles still hadn't blinked.
"Next spinner: Malik."
🍷 SPIN THE BOTTLE - ROUND 2, Part 2
Malik's Turn
The system chimed again.
"Spinner: Malik."
"Task: Lie back. Your partner will explore your body with their mouth--but only above the waist."
Sophie blinked, her lips parting slightly, a flick of her tongue tracing their curve. Charles sat forward in his seat, already tense.
Malik leaned in and spun the bottle with a smooth, unhurried motion--the kind of movement that said he had already accepted every outcome. The bottle spun fast, deliberate. Then slowed.



And stopped.
On Charles.
Silence.
Charles blinked, stunned. His throat tightened. "I--I don't think I can..."
He didn't look at Malik. He looked only at Sophie. The anchor. The witness. The one he was afraid of losing.
Sophie's voice was soft, steady. "It's just a game. It's not about... what it means. It's just a task. You've already done more than I expected. I'm proud of you."
He hesitated. His heart thudded against his chest. No answer.
Sophie stood, walked to him, and kissed his cheek. Her lips were warm. Grounding.
"The thinking about it is the worst part," she whispered. "It doesn't mean anything--you'll realise that once it's over. And you'll feel better. I promise."
She smiled, her voice dipping lower, intimate and playful. "Remember, it's just a dare. A task. For money."
She leaned in again, light but purposeful. "Just close your eyes... and pretend it's my body you're kissing."
Charles still looked uncertain, but something in her tone--her calm, her warmth, her faith--soothed the panic tightening in his chest. He nodded, slow and small.
Malik reclined on the couch, arms stretching out across the backrest, his entire body laid out like a throne. His chest was broad and smooth, his cock lying thick and idle along his hip--fuller than before, quietly responding.
Charles knelt.
He leaned in with his eyes closed, trying to conjure Sophie--her scent, her softness, her skin beneath his lips. But it wasn't her.
It was Malik.
And he could tell.
The taste was different--masculine, warm, faintly salty. The smell, too--earthy, clean, natural. A little sweat. A little something else. Something he didn't have a name for.
His lips touched the curve of Malik's chest--firm and wide, nothing like his own. He kissed again, slower this time, brushing over one dark nipple, lingering longer than he meant to.
Just a task. Just pretend it's Sophie...
But Sophie was fading from his mind. Her presence slipping away.
His mouth moved lower--across tight, immovable ribs, over the hard plane of Malik's abs, warm and shifting under his lips.
Then... lower still.
Just above the navel, Charles paused. Opened his eyes.
And there it was.
Malik's cock.
Thick. Heavy. Draped across his hip like it belonged there. Not hard. Not soft. Waiting.
Charles didn't close his eyes again. He kept kissing, just around it, just above it--his lips brushing the lower ridges of Malik's abdomen. But now his eyes were fixed. Drawn. Compelled.
His heart pounded. His mouth was dry. And beneath him, his own cock, small and twitching, betrayed him.
Then--softly, from behind--
"Well done, honey," Sophie said. "Time's up."
Charles flinched like he'd been caught. He pulled back fast, his face flushed, his chest tight. He sat quickly, knees pulled in, hands in his lap, trying to hide what had happened.
Sophie watched him quietly. Her eyes were soft, but there was no denial in them.
Malik stretched, casual and calm. "You did good, man. Seriously. You committed. Respect."
Charles didn't answer. Didn't move.
Still hard.
Still confused.
And Sophie saw.
She stood slowly, her gaze drifting between the two men. Her eyes lingered on Charles--red-faced, curled inward, trying to make himself smaller.
"Maybe we take a quick break?" she said gently. "Just for a few minutes."
Her tone was light, easy, casual--but the look she gave Charles carried quiet understanding. No one argued.
🕯️ 10-Minute Break Scene - Between Spins
The system's voice faded, replaced by soft lounge music pulsing from hidden speakers. The bottle sat still on the table, wine glasses half-full. The tension... was not.
Malik stood and stretched, long and unhurried. Every flex of his frame was a reminder: of presence, of ease, of unbothered strength. His body moved like it didn't know how to be self-conscious. He padded into the kitchen, shoulders loose, cock swinging with relaxed weight.
Sophie followed him, reaching for the bottle of wine. She poured, whispered something low into his ear. Then she laughed--open, loose, touched with flirtation. Malik smirked in return.
Across the room, Charles sat on the couch--legs crossed tightly, a pillow clutched in his lap. His face was still flushed. His heart still pounding. He could still taste Malik's skin.
He shifted again, adjusting the pillow. But it didn't help.
His cock was throbbing. Shameful. Firm. Refusing to settle, no matter how hard he tried to focus on anything else.
Are they laughing at me?
The thought turned sharp in his gut.
Sophie returned first, wine glass in hand. Her cheeks were warm--whether from wine or something else was unclear. She sat beside him and leaned in, her bare thigh brushing his leg. Soft. Warm. Familiar.
"Hey," she whispered. "You okay?"
He nodded stiffly.
She smiled--but it was distracted. Softer than before. A little less anchored.
"It was just a dare, babe. That's all. A task. It doesn't mean anything."
She looked at him carefully, then added, "Doesn't make you... you know. Gay. Or whatever you're worried about."
Charles turned toward her, his eyes glassy, his lips trembling with something he couldn't name.
"Get a grip of yourself," she added, still gentle. "You did it. You were brave."
Then she kissed his cheek. Soft. Familiar.
"I love you."
But the words didn't land--not the way they used to.
And both of them felt it.
Malik returned next, wine in hand, posture unchanged--easy, grounded, completely at home in his body. His cock hung heavily, unapologetically.
He stopped in front of Charles.
Charles looked up.
Then down.
And couldn't look away.
Malik's voice was easy. Friendly. "You did great, man. Really."
Charles opened his mouth to reply.
Closed it.
Swallowed.
Sophie took a sip of wine, hiding a smile behind the rim of her glass.
And in the silence that followed, the only sound Charles could hear was the pounding of his own heartbeat.
Then came the chime.
"Round Three will begin shortly."
"Charles's spin was skipped due to break request."
"Thank God," Charles muttered.
It made both Malik and Sophie laugh.
🍷 SPIN THE BOTTLE - ROUND 3, Part 1
Sophie's Turn - Lap Grind, Eye Contact Only (30 seconds)
The bottle sat in the centre of the room, glowing faintly, as if it knew the heat it was about to unleash.
"Round Three - Spinner: Sophie."
"Task: Straddle your partner's lap and grind for 30 seconds. Eye contact must be maintained. No speaking."
Charles tensed the moment the words were spoken. Sophie blinked once, slow and deliberate. And Malik?
He exhaled--low, smooth, already knowing.
Sophie knelt at the bottle. No flirtatious flick this time. No smile. Just composure. She was ready. Wet. Steady in the way only a woman on the edge of surrender can be. She spun.
The glass turned, the silence humming louder than the music still playing in the background. It slowed.
Ticked past Charles.
Stopped. On Malik.
Her chest rose in a sharp, quiet breath. Victory. She stood, moved toward him--no hesitation, no performance. Just purpose.
Malik spread his legs slightly. Waiting. His cock rested against his thigh--not hard, but thick, warm, awake. Like it had been waiting for her.
She stepped between his knees, and his hands slid to her hips--casual, firm, like claiming her was second nature. Inevitable.
Sophie climbed into his lap, knees on either side of his thighs, skin against skin, nothing between them. Her folds pressed directly against his shaft, parted lips to soft, heavy cock. Their eyes locked.
And she began to move.
At first, it was slow. Her hips rolled in long, dragging motions, pulling the heat of her arousal across the weight of him. Wetness met warmth. Flesh against flesh.
Malik's cock twitched beneath her--growing, thickening, swelling between her lips like it had been summoned. Sophie inhaled sharply, her fingers tightening on his shoulders. She moved again, grinding deeper, searching for that place--yes, there--where the head of his cock brushed her clit and made her entire body jolt.
A moan escaped her lips before she could stop it. She bit down, caught herself, and kept moving. Again. And again.
She wasn't pretending anymore.
Her hips rocked with hunger. With precision. She was using him now--using his cock to scratch the ache that had been burning through her since day two. Malik's grip on her hips tightened, anchoring her, not controlling her. Just holding her still enough to push against. To hold her there. Let her ride.
Their eyes never broke.
Her lips parted, breath coming faster, more ragged, the rhythm of her hips matching the silent need building in the air between them.
Another moan. Louder.
"...Fuck," she whispered--violating the rule.
But neither of them stopped.
Malik didn't speak. He just stared up at her, steady, calm, blazing. He watched her lose herself. Watched her come undone on him. Watched her forget everything but the shape of his body and the heat of her own need.
Across from them, Charles sat stiff on the edge of the couch.
He should have looked away.
He couldn't.
His jaw hung slack. His cock pulsed hard in his lap, betrayed by everything he'd seen. His thoughts raced and twisted in on themselves--jealousy, yes. But curiosity too. And something stranger. Something closer to longing.
Sophie was panting now, sweat blooming across her chest, her hair clinging to the sides of her face. Grind after grind. Drag after drag. Every motion brought her closer, every pass of her clit against that now-thick cock drew her deeper into something she couldn't hide.
Thirty seconds came and went.
The system didn't chime.
She didn't stop.
It was Malik, finally, who spoke--low, quiet, reverent.
"Time's up."
Sophie froze. Just for a moment.
Then she climbed off, slow and shaky, her thighs wet, her lips parted. She didn't look at Charles.
She couldn't.
Her body had already spoken for her.
And what it said was:
I want him.
🍷 SPIN THE BOTTLE - ROUND 3, Part 2
Malik's Turn - Task: Kiss, lick, and suck your partner's chest/torso. Do not go below the waist or above the neck.
The system's voice returned, velvet-smooth and perfectly measured, like it knew exactly what it was stirring.
"Spinner: Malik."
"Task: Kiss, lick, and suck your partner's chest and torso. No contact below the waist or above the neck. Duration: One minute."
Sophie exhaled, already breathless. Charles's stomach tensed.
Malik leaned forward, gripping the bottle with one large, veined hand. His thumb brushed over the glass slowly, almost absent-mindedly, before flicking it with a smooth, practiced snap. The bottle spun fast--too fast--like it didn't want to stop.
Charles watched it blur past him once. Then again. Slower now. Slower still.
And then it stopped.
On Sophie.
A thick silence pulsed through the room. Sophie's lips parted slightly. She didn't speak. Neither did Malik. He didn't smirk. He didn't gloat. He simply stood, walked over to her, and extended a hand.
She took it.
He pulled her gently to her feet, and when she stood before him--nude, flushed, trembling with anticipation--he guided her down to the mat with the kind of grace that made the whole thing feel like a ritual. Not a task. A rite.
She lay back. Arms relaxed at her sides. Legs parted instinctively. Her breath already shallow, as if her body had been edging itself all night.
Malik knelt beside her and began.
He started with a kiss. Just one. Placed at the centre of her chest, right above her heart. Slow. Meaningful. Then his tongue traced a line between her breasts--deliberate, unhurried. A path. A promise.
Sophie moaned softly, her body shaking with a sound that felt like it had been waiting for permission to be released. Malik's mouth opened against her skin, sucking gently at the soft swell of her right breast. Just enough to leave it flushed. Damp. Alive. Then he turned to the other.
His lips wrapped around her nipple and sucked. Hard enough to make her hips twitch, slow enough to make her whimper.
Charles's heart slammed against his ribs. He sat forward on instinct, eyes locked on the scene. That sound she just made? She'd never made that sound with him.
Sophie's fingers tangled in the mat beneath her. This wasn't performance. It wasn't play. She was being devoured.
Malik dragged his mouth lower--over her ribs, across the soft rise of her belly. His tongue flicked into her navel, drew a slow circle, then dipped lower. Lower. Until it hovered just above her mound.
He stopped there. His breath fanned her skin.
Sophie gasped, her back twitching off the mat.
"F-fuck..." she whispered, biting her lip.
Her nipples were swollen, achingly stiff. Her thighs trembled, parted wider, as if trying to invite him in without asking. Her body was opening itself, rule or no rule.
Malik kissed back up her stomach, slow and reverent. He lingered beneath the curve of her breast, tongue pressing flat against her skin like he was memorising her taste. Sophie arched into it. Moaned again.
That sound--raw, involuntary, the kind of sound that tells the truth.
Charles had heard her moan before. But not like this. Not from this.
He watched her chase Malik's mouth with her body, watched her arch up for more like she couldn't get enough. She wasn't thinking about the rules. She wasn't thinking about him.
She was his.
And he was watching it happen.
Malik closed his mouth over her nipple again--slowly, then harder. He sucked deep and let it pop free with a wet slurp that echoed through the quiet room. Sophie's body jerked in response, her breath catching like a cry she couldn't form.
Her skin gleamed with sweat and saliva. Her chest rose and fell in quick, desperate waves. Her stomach twitched every time Malik exhaled near it. Her thighs... parted, slick, glistening.
Charles sat motionless, his jaw clenched, his cock pulsing, useless.
"One minute complete."
The system chimed. But no one moved.
Malik pressed one last kiss to her sternum and pulled back.
Sophie stayed on the mat, eyes closed, her breath ragged and breaking in waves. Her nipples were dark and engorged. Her skin shone where his mouth had touched her. Her legs still lay open. Her body looked like it had just been fucked--and they hadn't even broken the rules.
Charles swallowed hard.
It already looked like Malik's mouth had done more to her in sixty seconds than his ever had.
🌒 AFTERMATH -- The Quiet Between Touches
The system had spoken.
The task was done.
But Sophie hadn't moved.
She lay still on the mat, her bare chest rising and falling in quick, shallow waves. Her nipples stood stiff and aching, dark pink, glistening from Malik's mouth. A sheen of saliva still glowed on her stomach--cool now, but not forgotten. Her thighs twitched gently. She was still dripping.
Malik sat beside her, knees bent, one hand braced behind him on the mat, the other resting casually on his thigh. Not touching her anymore. But still close.
His cock had thickened--not hard, but full. Proud. It lay against his hip like it belonged there. Like it had been waiting to be remembered.
He didn't speak.
He didn't gloat.
He just... watched her.
Sophie turned her head slowly, eyes half-lidded, lips parted. She looked at him like she wasn't fully back inside her own body yet. Like she was still drifting, still humming, still coming down from a high she hadn't meant to climb.
Then--softly--she whispered, "I could've stayed in that forever."
Malik's jaw flexed once. Subtle. Controlled.
Then he leaned in. Just a little. Not touching. Just closer. His voice, when it came, was a gravel-wrapped promise:
"Next time."
Sophie's breath caught.
Her eyes fluttered.
And across the room...
Charles heard every word.
He hadn't said a thing since the chime. He hadn't moved, except for the pulse in his neck, the way his jaw tightened as he sat there--watching. Listening. Knowing.
The room held its breath. Sophie's body still glowed--her chest and stomach slick, nipples visibly throbbing with leftover ache. Malik remained beside her, solid and calm, still warm from her skin.
Charles sat frozen.
Hard.
Quiet.
But before the silence could bloom into something irreversible--
BEEP.
The system chimed again, cool and neutral as always.
"Final spinner: Charles. Round 3."
Sophie flinched. Just slightly.
Her breath hitched in her throat as Malik's hand finally left the mat.
They both stood slowly.
No words. No goodbye. Just the end of something that hadn't quite finished.
Sophie returned to her seat--nude, flushed, barely composed. Her nipples still stood proud and wet. Malik followed, his cock swinging thick and unbothered, still shining from where she'd grinded against him.
Charles didn't move at first.
Then--quietly, slowly--he leaned forward and reached for the bottle.
His hand was trembling.
🍷 SPIN THE BOTTLE - ROUND 3, Part 3
Charles's Turn - Task: Tell your partner what you found to be the sexiest or most arousing moment of the game--and explain why. Be honest. Be specific. Make eye contact.
The bottle sat waiting. Still. Innocent. But everyone in the room knew this was the hardest spin of all.
Charles reached forward. His fingers hesitated--just for a breath--then pushed. The glass spun fast, then slower, clicking rhythmically across the floor. It passed Sophie once. Slowed. Then stopped.
Sophie.
She blinked. Lifted her chin. Met his eyes. And waited.
The system spoke, calm as ever.
"Please describe the sexiest moment of the Spin the Bottle game so far. Look your partner in the eye. Be specific. Do not lie."
Charles exhaled. The sound was more like surrender than preparation. When he finally spoke, his voice was rough--less from nerves than from something deeper. Frayed.
"It was the lap grind," he said. "When you were on him."
Sophie didn't flinch. Didn't smile. She just listened.
Charles kept going, steady now, even as something inside him cracked with every word.
"You didn't say a word. You just moved... like you couldn't help it. Like something in you needed to feel him under you."
His eyes dropped, briefly, to her thighs--then lifted again to her face.
"You were so slow. Controlled. But your face gave it away. The way you bit your lip. The way your eyes fluttered shut when your hips rolled just right and his cock hit your clit..."
Sophie's breath caught--just slightly. Her thighs pressed together.
Malik said nothing. But he was watching.
Charles's voice dropped lower.
"You moaned. Not loud. Not fake. Just this little sound... like your body didn't ask your permission first."
He paused, his mouth twitching with something between pain and awe.
"And I sat there. Watching the woman I love grind herself into someone else's cock... like it belonged to her. Like it had always belonged to her."
His gaze rose again and locked with hers.
"And I hated it."
He breathed in, slow and shallow.
"Not because you looked like a stranger. But because you looked... like yourself. More than I've seen in years."
"You were beautiful. Untouchable. And it made me want you..."
A beat.
"...and I hate that in that moment, you weren't mine anymore."
Sophie swallowed. Her eyes were wide--but not from shock. Something behind them shimmered. It wasn't pity. It wasn't guilt.



It was something heavier.
Malik remained perfectly still. Still as stone.
Charles leaned back, slowly. The air felt thinner now. No one moved. No one spoke.
And then the system chimed, neutral and cold.
"Round 3 complete. Spin the Bottle session concluded. Participant bonuses will be tallied and displayed shortly."
The bottle dimmed. The glow faded.
But the heat it had spun into the room still lingered.
No one laughed. No one stood.
Sophie just stared at Charles--her thighs still damp, her lips still tasting Malik. And somewhere inside her, a wire had pulled taut. A line had shifted.
Because Charles had told the truth.
And somehow...
That made everything worse.
🌘 END OF DAY SIX -- Bedroom, Low Light
The lights had dimmed across the house--soft amber bleeding into dusk-blue. The lounge had fallen quiet, the bottle long stopped, its final click still echoing somewhere in their bones.
Then the system spoke, precise and indifferent:
"Daily Bonus Update -- Spin the Bottle Completed."
"Participant Payouts:
-- Sophie: +£2,000
-- Charles: +£1,500
-- Malik: +£2,000"**
"Total Earnings to Date:
-- Sophie: £7,750
-- Charles: £6,500
-- Malik: £7,000"**
A quiet chime followed.
But in the bedroom... no one moved.
Sophie stood at the wall panel, the soft glow of the numbers reflected faintly across her bare skin. She didn't reach to tap anything. She just stood there.
Behind her, Charles sat at the edge of the bed. Naked. Still. Not watching the screen--just watching her.
Her back was straight. Shoulders tense. Like whatever she had to say next might snap something between them. Or save it.
Then she turned. Walked toward him--slow, barefoot, her body still radiant with the afterglow of Malik's mouth, her skin flushed and gleaming. But her eyes were different now. Soft. Unshielded.
She sat beside Charles, close enough for their thighs to touch. Neither of them looked at the screen anymore. It had finished counting. They were still measuring.
Sophie spoke first.
"I'm still yours, you know."
Charles didn't look at her.
But he was listening.
"Even after everything?" he asked.
"Especially after everything."
She took a breath. Deep. Grounding.
"What I do with Malik... it's in the moment. It's part of the task. It's what this house asks me to give. And I do."
She reached out and brushed her fingertips across the top of his knee.
"But when the lights go down? When it's just us? I'm yours. I come back to you. Every time."
Charles turned toward her then. Slowly.
His voice a whisper: "You come back."
She nodded. "Always."
She looked down for a second, then back up.
"But I need this. I need what I feel in those moments. Not because I want to leave you. But because I want to find... more of myself."
There was a pause. Then--softer, steadier:
"And this experiment. This house. These tasks. Malik..."
She hesitated, but didn't lie.
"They give me a safe place to do that. To be that. Here. Now. With rules. With time. With permission."
She breathed, then added:
"And when we leave..."
Her voice dipped.
"These will just be memories. Experiences. Not mistakes."
She let the silence stretch.
"Things will go back. But I don't want to go back feeling like I missed this chance... to know more of who I am."
Charles stared at the floor for a moment.
Then lifted his hand.
Placed it gently over hers.
A nod.
Small. But real.
Not a pass.
Not a command.
Just a kind of allowing.
A soft unlocking of the door she'd already stepped through.
Sophie leaned into him, resting her head on his shoulder.
The room was warm. Their bodies were bare. And somewhere across the house, Malik lay alone in a different bed.
But his presence still pulsed between them.
Charles didn't speak again.
And Sophie didn't say thank you.
Because deep down, they both knew:
The real experiment had just begun.
☀️ DAY 7 -- WELLNESS IMMERSION
Theme: Relaxation. Trust. Touch. Tease.
Setting: The newly unlocked Spa Pavilion at the end of the garden.
🌄 Morning -- Light Breakfast & Lingering Glances
Sophie moved through the kitchen like a woman reborn.
She had always carried herself with confidence in the house--bare skin unashamed, legs crossed at the table like they were made to be admired--but today, something was different. Not louder. Not exaggerated. Just... free.
Her eyes lingered longer. Her smile curved slower. She poured tea like a goddess serving ambrosia to two men she might ruin before lunch.
The conversation with Charles the night before had shifted something inside her. Not softened her. Loosened her. She was no longer pretending restraint.
She had permission now.
And the shackles were off.
She sat at the kitchen island, nude, skin still dewy from a quick rinse. Her hair was loosely pinned, her thighs tucked beneath her, breasts gently swaying each time she reached across the counter. She didn't flinch when Malik walked past. She didn't look away when Charles caught her eye.
She just smiled--slow and sure--like she knew exactly what the day would bring.
And that none of them were ready for her.
🔔 SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT -- SPA DAY UNLOCKED
The house chimed--lower and softer than usual, as if it too had taken a breath and decided to exhale slowly.
"Day Seven: Wellness & Intimacy."
"The Pavilion at the far end of the garden has now been unlocked."
"Today's activities will take place inside the Wellness Facility."
"All participants are required to remain nude in all spa zones."
"Please explore at your own pace. Your first task will be announced shortly."
Sophie raised her brows, the smile already curling.
"Spa day?" she grinned. "God, finally. I was starting to think this place didn't believe in foreplay."
She stood, hips rolling lazily as she stretched her arms overhead--every inch of her catching the light like a sun-warmed statue. Malik smirked. Charles blinked.
And Sophie walked past them, barefoot, humming softly to herself.
"Come on, boys," she said without turning. "Let's go get wet."
🧖‍♂️ THE SPA PAVILION -- First Entry
The mirrored structure at the far end of the garden had shimmered with mystery for days. Now, as the trio approached, the doors parted without a sound--and the world changed.
Inside, the air shifted. Low lighting. The scent of eucalyptus and something darker--maybe sandalwood--hung thick in the warm air. The floors were smooth stone, soft beneath bare feet. Everything pulsed with a curated, almost reverent calm.
Sophie's eyes lit up instantly.
"Holy shit..." she whispered, stepping deeper. "This place is like a five-star orgasm."
🌫️ Steam Room
Mist curled in gentle ribbons around a long bench of dark tile. The heat hit them immediately--not overwhelming, but close. Comforting. The lights glowed a dim amber. Breath fogged the air in slow pulses. It was the kind of space where silence touched the skin before hands ever could.
🔥 Infrared Sauna
A twin-level cedar bench stretched beneath soft red-toned lights. The wood was warm and fragrant, the space just big enough for three--if they sat close.
Sophie peeked in with a slow grin.
"Ten bucks says Malik ends up in the middle," she murmured, just loud enough for Charles to hear.
💆 Massage Area
Two wide, padded tables stood at the centre, their surfaces gleaming beneath soft overhead light. Underneath, silent warmers buzzed gently. Above each table: a shelf of oils, balms, and tools. A wall-mounted touchscreen blinked to life.
"Guided Touch Sequences Available."
Malik stepped forward, ran a finger along the edge of the nearest table.
"They really want us soft today."
Behind him, Sophie laughed. "Some of us already are."
Charles didn't respond. But he glanced--quickly. At Malik. At himself.
🚿 Wet Room
Rainfall shower-heads gleamed overhead. Tiled alcoves framed the space, misted and glowing. A towel rack stood to one side, along with a hydrating spray station and a chilled mini-fridge labeled "Aftercare & Recovery."
Inside: cold water, electrolyte packs, and tiny glass bottles filled with amber liquid.
Sophie plucked one from the rack, turning it over in her hand. She read the label aloud:
"Arousal Oil - External Use Only."
Then she turned to Charles, her eyes bright with mischief.
"Want me to test it on you later? See if it works?"
Charles blinked. Swallowed.
Malik said nothing.
But he was watching her now.
🛏️ THE LOVE NEST -- Hidden Room Discovery
At the end of the main hallway, past a curtain Sophie tugged back with idle curiosity, they found a second door. Heavy. Unmarked. No panel. No instructions.
Malik reached for it first, his hand sure. He opened it slowly.
Inside, the atmosphere shifted. The lighting was redder, lower, glowing from velvet-trimmed sconces that lined the walls. The temperature had risen--barely a few degrees--but it felt like entering a breath.
In the centre of the room stood a wide, low-framed bed, dressed in crimson sheets. Plush pillows arranged in suggestive clusters. Everything soft. Everything deliberate.
One wall was lined with shelves: soft cuffs, blindfolds, floggers, coils of rope. A mirrored ceiling stretched above the bed. A sound system embedded discreetly into the bed-frame. And at the far end--one cabinet, sleek and locked.
Its label read: "Use With Consent Only."
Sophie's mouth parted in surprise. "Oh my god..."
She stepped in, barefoot and curious, and opened a drawer.
Inside: a box. She pulled it out, lifted the lid, and blinked.
Two stacks of condoms. Clearly labeled.
"Standard."
"XXL."
She lifted one of the XXL packets between two fingers like she'd just found a prize in a treasure chest.
"Hmm..." she mused aloud. "I wonder who these might belong to."
She didn't look at Charles.
She looked directly at Malik.
He didn't flinch.
Didn't smile.
His voice was smooth, steady.
"System must've measured us in our sleep."
Charles stood at the doorway. His face carefully blank. His cock... not entirely soft.
Sophie placed the condom back in the drawer like it was a trophy being returned to its rightful display.
"We are definitely coming back here," she murmured under her breath.
And then she turned, walked out slowly--unbothered, unclothed, humming faintly--as if nothing had just shifted.
📜 SYSTEM CHIME -- TASK ONE: INTIMATE SHAVING
As the trio returned to the lounge area, the system chimed again--soothing, clinical.
"Today's first task: Intimate Grooming."
"Each participant must receive a full shave of their intimate areas from another housemate."
"You may not shave yourself."
"Speech is allowed only for comfort or safety."
"Participation Bonus: £500 per person."
The screen dimmed.
Sophie turned slowly to face the two men. Her head tilted. A smile curved across her lips--equal parts invitation and provocation.
"So... who does who?"
Her thighs gleamed under the soft spa lights. Her breath came quicker now, quiet but unmistakable--like arousal had already begun whispering beneath her ribs.
Charles swallowed visibly.
But Malik was already stepping forward.
And the silence that followed wasn't empty. It was thick, viscous, humming with the weight of inevitability. The kind of silence that stretches between people who know exactly what's about to happen, even if no one dares to speak it aloud.
Sophie didn't move. Just tilted her chin upward, eyes half-lowered, watching him through lashes heavy with want. The air in the room shifted. Thickened. Wrapped around them like heat.
Malik radiated stillness. Not performance. Not posturing. Just presence. That sovereign kind of stillness that doesn't need to announce itself.
He didn't look at Charles. He didn't glance down.
He just... was.
Solid. Calm. Completely in control.
The scents of the spa--eucalyptus, cedar, citrus--faded into the background. Sophie could smell only him. Could feel only him. Every line of his body seemed exaggerated now--sculpted by light and the kind of confidence that doesn't need to be spoken.
His cock hung soft but full against his thigh, shrouded in a dark halo of coarse hair. Not hard. Not performing. Just present. Heavy. Real.
A symbol of readiness. Of potential.
"You can do me," Malik said, his voice low and sure. It didn't fill the room--it cut through it.
"I'll go first."
No smile. No tease.
Just the offer. The permission. The unspoken dare:
Let's see how close you can come without losing yourself.
Sophie moved automatically, reaching for the tools--warm cloth, razor, oil--her body remembering its role even as her mind dissolved into heat. She knelt beside the table, the ground warm beneath her knees, heart pounding a muted drumbeat between her ears. Overhead, the amber light caught the sheen of Malik's skin, gilding every line of him like sculpture come to life.
He lay back without hesitation, arms folded behind his head, legs parted just enough to show he wasn't here to be shy or careful. He was here to be given to.
He was the kind of man people dream of touching, Sophie thought distantly.
And then wake gasping, wet, ashamed--and desperate to dream again.
She dipped the towel, wrung it slowly between her fingers, and leaned in. When the hot cloth pressed against his groin, Malik didn't so much as flinch. The steam rose between them, a living thing.
She worked the heat into him, softening hair, preparing skin, watching helplessly as his cock gave a lazy twitch--one slow, devastating pulse. Her breath hitched, caught like a hook in her chest.
She slicked her palms with oil, rubbing them together to warm it before touching him properly. First, just fingertips--testing, reverent. Then her full hand, gliding in slow, deliberate strokes across his pubic mound, down to the base of his shaft, along the ridge of his sac.
Her motions were efficient. Clinical. But no amount of professionalism could disguise the truth burning under her skin.
He was gravity.
Not just in size, but in presence. Every brush of her hand reminded her she was orbiting something she could never truly escape.
His cock thickened fractionally beneath her fingers--not an invitation, not a request. Just a man's body answering pleasure without shame.
She lifted the razor.
Paused.
Looked up.
"You sure?" she asked, voice thin around the edges.
Malik's gaze didn't waver. "I trust you."
Two simple words.
And she felt them like a hand closing gently around her throat.
The first stroke of the blade whispered across his skin, clean and precise. Then another. And another.
She started at the perimeter, clearing careful lines above the pubic bone, revealing smooth, dark skin beneath. Each pass stripped him cleaner, sleeker--making him look somehow more dangerous, not less.
To reach lower, she had to lift his cock, balancing its weight against his stomach. It lay semi-erect now, warm and impossibly real in her hand.
He didn't shift.
Didn't tense.
He simply allowed.
She worked with quiet focus. No flirting. No teasing. Just task.
And yet her fingers trembled slightly when she cradled his balls in one hand, stretching the thin skin taut to shave beneath. Every inch she revealed felt like unwrapping a secret. Like laying bare something primal and holy.
It didn't feel like grooming.
It felt like unveiling a god.
When she finished, she reached for a clean cloth, cooled it in water, and wiped him down. The touch was slow, almost ceremonial--the final strokes of a rite she hadn't realised she was performing.
Malik's skin gleamed in the low light. Smooth. Bare. Waiting.
His cock lay thickened across his abdomen, a pulsing presence. Not fully hard. Not soft enough to forget.
Not seeking approval.
Seeking acknowledgment.
Sophie sat back on her heels. Palms damp. Heart hammering.
She had shaved him.
Touched him.
Learned him.
And now, even with her hands empty, she could still feel his weight resting in them.
Malik sat up slowly, unhurried. His eyes found hers. There was no smugness. No gloating.
Just quiet certainty.
"Thank you," he said.
Simple. Like it was nothing.
Like she hadn't just been given the holiest burden she'd ever touched.
Then he stepped off the table. No towel. No attempt to hide himself. Just Malik--shaven, gleaming, a living monument to everything Sophie hadn't even known she craved.
And as he walked past her, the scent of sandalwood and clean, bare skin curled around her like a chain she would never break.
The warmth from Malik's body still clung to Sophie's palms as she turned, her skin humming faintly from the aftermath of touch, of ritual, of something that had felt sacred without her fully realising why. But the moment her eyes fell on Charles--naked, pale, visibly shrinking into himself--the charge in the room drained as if a window had been thrown open to winter.
He stood awkwardly by the table, arms crossed tight over his chest, his body folded inward like he could make himself smaller, less visible. And Sophie, standing before him, felt no sharpness rise. No cruelty. Only the quiet resignation of a woman who had already chosen something else.
"I guess it has to be me," she murmured, voice stripped of invitation or warmth--flat, like a chore already decided.
Charles gave a small nod and stepped forward. Each movement was heavy, mechanical, like a man approaching a duty he couldn't refuse but deeply wished he could.
He climbed onto the table and lay back stiffly, arms pinned close to his sides, legs parted only as much as necessary. There was no grace to him, no offering. Only the grim preparation of someone bracing to endure, not to be desired.
Sophie moved automatically. Towel. Razor. Oil. Her hands repeated the same motions as before, but the reverence was gone. This wasn't ritual. It wasn't touch. It was maintenance--sterile and necessary--the way one might change a bandage or wipe down a counter left unwatched too long.
She pressed the warm cloth to Charles's groin. He flinched--not from pain, but from the contact itself, the way the heat bloomed without lighting anything real inside him. His cock lay small and inert against his pubic bone, the hair around it sparse, fine, unimpressive. His balls were drawn up tight against his body, as though trying to retreat from what was coming.
Sophie oiled her hands by habit. She rubbed them together, warming the liquid, then touched him--efficiently, impersonally. Her fingers slid across his skin with no lingering, no exploration. No reverence. Just the task.
When she lifted his cock--between two fingers only, careful, impersonal--there was no gravity to it. No weight. It flopped weakly against his stomach when she let go. An object to move. A formality to clear.
The razor whispered across his skin. Swift, clean, mechanical strokes that revealed pale flesh without ceremony. She worked her way around his mound, stripped the soft hair from his shaft, smoothed the skin of his sac with silent precision. Charles lay still, his breathing shallow, eyes locked on the ceiling, already trying to leave his body behind.
He didn't seek her gaze. Didn't watch her hands.
Maybe he already knew there was nothing there to find.
When she finished, she wiped him down briskly with a cool cloth. Not gentle. Not symbolic. Just done. Her touch left behind no warmth, no closeness. Only the chill of something exposed without being seen.



"All done," she said, already turning away, rinsing her hands at the basin like she was scrubbing off something that had never belonged to her in the first place.
She didn't look back.
She didn't smile.
She didn't linger.
She didn't even pretend.
There was no gravity to the moment. No silent weight pressing at the air. Only the sharp, metallic taste of something inevitable--and quietly sad.
Charles lay motionless a moment longer, staring up at the ceiling tiles, the weight of his own smallness settling over him with a kind of grim clarity. He was smooth now. Bare. Technically prepared.
But there was no pride in it.
No eroticism.
No sense of readiness. No sense of belonging.
Only the hollow ache of knowing he had been touched not because he was wanted, but because there was no one else left to do the job.
And as he pulled himself stiffly upright, as he glanced across the room and caught the lingering gleam still clinging to Malik's skin, he understood--with a clarity so cold it almost burned:
Sophie had never once looked at him
the way she had looked at the man who came before him.
The air in the Pavilion felt thick enough to drink, heavy with the scents of warm oil, cedar wood, and something darker--something unspoken but pulsing between them all the same. Sophie stood by the table, every nerve in her body tuned to the heat of the room, the ache in her thighs, the weight of the choice she was about to make.
Charles shifted beside her, stepping forward almost without thinking--some deep, desperate instinct compelling him to reach for her, to reclaim his place before it was taken for good.
But Sophie's voice stopped him.
Soft.
Immovable.
Slicing clean through the silence.
"No."
One word, and the room changed.
Her gaze passed over Charles, over the trembling need he couldn't hide, and found Malik--who had not moved, but somehow expanded in the space she offered him. She lifted her chin. A small gesture. But it carried the gravity of surrender, and decision, and something final.
"I want you," she said.
And in that moment, there was no shame. No hesitation.
Only the raw, aching truth of what she craved.
Malik accepted without question. No smirk. No arrogance. Just the quiet authority of a man who understood that some things--some women--were not to be begged for.
They had to be claimed.
He stepped forward, unhurried. Gathered a clean towel, folded it once over his arm. Reached for the tools with a calm precision that made her thighs twitch before he ever touched her.
Sophie climbed onto the table. The vinyl was warm beneath her skin. She lay back slowly, adjusting with unconscious grace. Her legs parted. The air kissed the slick heat between them. Her heart pounded so loudly she could hear it in her ears--but her hands stayed at her sides, palms up.
Offered.
Completely.
Malik knelt between her thighs. Close. So close she could feel the heat of him even before he touched her. He didn't speak. Didn't reach.
He simply existed.
And somehow that alone stripped her more completely than any hand.
He soaked a towel in steaming water. Wrung it with slow, firm twists. Then pressed it to her mound with a touch so deliberate, so devastatingly gentle, Sophie had to bite her lip to keep from crying out.
The heat bloomed instantly--through her hips, her stomach, her chest. It coaxed her open, melted her in places she hadn't even known she was clenched.
She arched into the pressure instinctively, a low, broken sound slipping from her throat. Malik didn't comment. Didn't react. He simply moved the cloth in patient, methodical circles--tender, impersonal.
And somehow, that made it worse.
Made her wetter.
Made her ache to be handled with anything but care.
The towel fell away, and the cool rush of air against her heated, damp skin made her shiver.
Without pause, Malik poured warm oil into his palms, the scent of sandalwood blooming thick in the humid air between them. He rubbed his hands together once.
And then--finally--he touched her.
The first glide of his fingers over her mound was almost unbearable. Slow. Heavy. Claiming. He spread the oil over every curve and crease, working it between her folds with maddening thoroughness. It had nothing to do with preparation. Everything to do with possession.
His thumbs parted her slick lips, exposing the glistening pink beneath. His palms pressed low, massaging her clit in lazy, devastating circles that made her legs fall wider, made her mouth fall open around another helpless sound.
Sophie whimpered.
She couldn't stop it.
The need inside her coiled so tight it almost hurt.
Malik continued, indifferent to her writhing. He worked the oil into her skin with slow, reverent cruelty--sculpting her, reshaping her into something that belonged to him.
No words passed between them.
Not even a glance toward Charles, who hovered somewhere at the edge of her world now--faded. Forgotten.
There was only Malik's hands.
Her heat.
And the aching, aching need.
He picked up the razor.
Braced his free hand against her lower stomach, grounding her to the table with a weight that made her gasp.
Then came the first stroke--slow, deliberate--the blade whispering across her mound.
He shaved her with quiet precision. Each pass peeled away the fine fuzz to reveal soft, exposed skin beneath. He parted her lips again when needed, guided the blade along the tender seams of her body without hesitation, without fear, without shame.
Sophie trembled under his hand, breath shallow, thighs twitching with every careful stroke. Each near-graze of his knuckles against her clit made her leak--slick and constant--a silent, desperate plea for more than she was being given.
He cleared her completely.
Mound. Lips. The soft crease beneath.
Until she was nothing but raw, glistening skin--pink, vulnerable, perfect.
Then he set the razor aside.
Malik picked up another cloth, cooler now, and wiped her clean in long, unhurried sweeps. Each pass made her hips lift involuntarily, made her gasp, made her clutch the edges of the table with trembling hands.
And when he finally stepped back--when his warmth left her skin--Sophie felt the loss like a blade.
She lay there.
Bare.
Open.
Trembling.
Shaved clean by the man she had chosen.
Her chest heaved with shallow breaths. Her legs refused to close.
Malik said nothing.
He didn't need to.
The way he looked at her--calm, inevitable, patient--told her everything.
This wasn't the end.
It was the beginning.
And as he turned and walked away, leaving her glistening and waiting, Sophie realised--perfectly, shatteringly--that what bloomed inside her wasn't guilt.
It was hunger.
🎙️ Diary Room -- Sophie
The chair was cool against Sophie's bare thighs as she sank into it, the dim lighting casting a soft glow across her still-oiled skin. Her hair was damp from the steam room, stray strands clinging to her collarbones. She didn't bother to cross her legs.
Modesty felt like a distant, irrelevant concept now.
She stared into the recording lens for a long moment before speaking, as if weighing her words--or savouring them.
"Being touched like that... being prepared like that..." Her voice was low. Dreamy. "It's not just physical."
"It's stripping away something I didn't realise I was still holding onto."
She exhaled--slow, full, like the breath had been waiting all day to leave her.
"I chose Malik. I didn't hesitate. And I don't regret it."
Her lips curved. Not into a smile, not quite--but something heavier.
"Because it felt inevitable. It felt... right."
She shifted slightly in the chair, her thighs parting a little wider, as if memory alone could summon the ghost of his hands back onto her skin.
"Charles..." she murmured. "I think he understands more than he lets himself admit."
Her gaze softened, drifting somewhere inward.
"Chuck's confused. Humiliated. Aroused. But I think... he's on a journey too. Just a different one."
A pause.
She licked her lips, unconscious of the gesture.
"It's not just me losing myself to Malik."
"It's Charles... finding something inside himself he's spent years pretending wasn't there."
Another beat. Then, softer--intimate, almost reverent:
"Maybe we're both becoming who we're supposed to be."
She leaned back in the chair, legs relaxed, skin glistening.
Content.
Unapologetic.
Freed.
As if confession itself had set something deeper loose.
🎙️ Diary Room -- Charles
The chair groaned softly beneath Charles as he sat down, his body still damp from the steam room, beads of sweat tracing slow paths down his bare chest. He wiped his palms on his thighs, as if he could scrub away the weight pressing against his skin.
He didn't look at the camera.
His gaze stayed low--locked somewhere on the floor.
"When she chose him..." he started, the words dry and awkward in his mouth.
"When she chose Malik to shave her instead of me..."
He shook his head, just slightly. A tight, broken motion.
"It felt like... betrayal. Like she was standing there telling me I wasn't enough. Not even for something that small. Not even for trust."
He drew a shallow, ragged breath.
"I was jealous. Humiliated. Hurt. I felt all of it. And it hit all at once."
His hands clenched lightly in his lap. The muscles in his forearms tightened.
But his voice didn't rise. It just... collapsed inward.
"But..." he hesitated. Licked his lips.
"...somewhere, deep down..."
Another breath--rougher this time. Like something cracked as it left him.
"...something told me it was the right choice."
He laughed. Quiet. Bitter. Confused.
A sound that didn't know what it was supposed to be.
"It doesn't make sense. None of this makes sense. It's like... part of me already knew. Part of me understood."
He rubbed a hand hard across his face, like he could force the feelings back down. Hide them under the surface. Pretend.
"It's confusing. It's so fucking confusing."
He didn't say he was hard.
He didn't say he couldn't stop watching.
He didn't say he hated how right it had felt.
He didn't say any of it.
Maybe because he couldn't.
Maybe because the look in his eyes said everything.
--------
The lunch spread was simple: cold meats, fresh fruit, cheeses, warm bread.
None of it mattered.
They sat outside under the shade canopy, plates half-full, drinks sweating on the table, the heat of the afternoon pressing against their bare skin. The steam and oil still clung to them, making their bodies gleam in the light.
Sophie picked at a slice of melon, licking the juice from her fingers in slow, distracted laps of her tongue.
Charles barely touched his food--his appetite strangled by the ache twisting through his gut.
Malik ate methodically, unbothered. His muscles shifted with each movement, his cock lying thick and soft against his thigh like a casual threat.
There wasn't much talking.
There didn't need to be.
As they dried from the last steam session, the overhead speakers chimed with their now-familiar velvet hum--a sound so smooth and measured it almost felt like a seduction. The Pavilion paused. The light held its breath.
Then the System's voice poured through the air, calm and clinical:
"Participants:
This afternoon has been designated for relaxation and recovery.
You are free to use all Wellness facilities at your leisure.
No tasks will be assigned until this evening."**
A pause.
Then, almost tenderly:
"Please take this time to prepare yourselves.
Tonight's final Spa Task will require your full attention...
and your full surrender."
The chime faded.
But the weight of it hung in the humid air long after.
Sophie smiled faintly, turning away from the speaker, a slow curl of excitement blooming low in her belly.
Malik's face remained unreadable--but his stance had shifted. Wider. Looser. Certain.
He was already prepared.
Charles swallowed hard.
A knot rose in his throat that had nothing to do with thirst.
They hadn't been asked for consent.
They hadn't been asked if they were ready.
They had simply been given time--
to realise they weren't.
📜 Evening System Announcement -- Submission Massage Task
The Pavilion lights dimmed subtly as the afternoon burned itself out, the sun sinking behind the garden walls, bleeding soft gold through steamed glass. The humid air had cooled--but the tension hadn't.
It clung to their skin like the oil that refused to fully rinse away, seeping into their pores, into their breath, into their bones.
A familiar chime echoed overhead--low, rich, undeniable.
All three turned toward the lounge. Not with hesitation. With gravity.
Then the System's voice filled the air. Smooth. Composed.
Like it wasn't about to destroy them.
"Participants:
It is now time for this evening's final Spa Task."
A pause.
Not dramatic.
Just... inevitable.
"Two housemates will perform a guided massage on each other.
The third housemate will serve as Assistant."
Another pause. Deeper now.
"The Massagers will work directly on each other's bodies, using hands, skin, and pressure to provide full-body contact.
Massagers are prohibited from touching each other's genitals with their hands.
However, all other body parts may be used to assist and stimulate the massage process."
A slow breath moved through the room. No one had taken it.
"The Assistant will obey all orders issued by the Massagers.
The Assistant must provide oils, towels, praise, and verbal gratitude as needed.
The Assistant may reposition or assist with body parts upon request."
And then--
Almost an afterthought.
Almost.
"Sophie will assign the roles of Massagers and Assistant."
"Creativity is encouraged.
Restraint is not required."
The final chime was softer than usual.
But its echo carved the room in two.
And then--silence.
But not the kind that waits.
The kind that knows.
A silence thick with anticipation.
A silence that tasted of sweat and oil and submission.
A silence that already knew--
who would kneel.
The massage room was drenched in warm amber light, the temperature calibrated to keep their skin slick and sensitive, every surface gleaming with invitation. A wide, padded table dominated the centre, low and solid, surrounded by neatly folded towels, trays of oil, and bronze bowls that shimmered with heated stones. The air hung thick with the scent of sandalwood and sweet clove, so rich it clung to the tongue like honey and smoke.
Sophie entered first, bare feet whispering against the stone floor, her body still slick from the sauna. A sheen of heat clung to her skin, accentuating every curve, every sway of hip and thigh. She moved slowly, deliberately, letting the quiet ritual of the moment settle into her bones. There was no performance in her steps, no question in her posture. She knew what this was. She knew what came next.
Behind her, Malik and Charles followed. They didn't speak. They didn't need to. The room itself seemed to draw them in, its silence heavier than sound. Sophie felt their presence fill the space behind her--Malik steady and grounded like stone, Charles hovering on the edge of stillness, restless and taut.
But Sophie didn't turn. The decision had already taken shape inside her hours ago. It lived somewhere deep and low, a hum that had only grown louder as the day slipped by. Tonight was about touch. About surrender. And for the first time, it was about touching Malik not under the guise of a task or a dare--but because she wanted to. Because she needed to.
She had spent days circling him. Grinding against his thigh while pretending it was just part of the game. Breathing in his scent during yoga, pressing close during heat mapping, stealing moments like secrets. But tonight, there was nothing left to steal. Tonight, she had been given permission. And she intended to take her time.
The soft chime of the System still echoed faintly in the air, a velvet thread pulling them all toward this moment. Sophie turned to face them--her hair loose around her shoulders, her thighs slick, her nipples hardening against the cooling air. Her body betrayed nothing but truth. No more hiding. No more denying.
Malik stood tall, unmoving. His presence filled the space like heat from a hearth--controlled, powerful, waiting. He didn't posture. He didn't need to. He simply existed. Whole. Ready.
Charles stood just behind him, shifting on the balls of his feet, hands fidgeting at his sides, his cock already swelling from something he hadn't named yet--dread, desire, confusion, all wrapped tight around the same burning need.
Sophie let her eyes rest on them both. And then she smiled. It wasn't cruel, and it wasn't soft. It was quiet. Certain. The kind of smile that speaks a truth no one is brave enough to say out loud.
She already knew what she would ask of them.
And they already knew who would be chosen.
She let her gaze linger on Malik a moment longer, savouring the promise of what was about to unfold--the heat of his skin beneath her palms, the slick weight of his body sliding against hers--before she turned her eyes to Charles.
The difference in her gaze was unmistakable.
Affection, yes--but without urgency.
Kindness, but absent hunger.
The smile she offered him was soft. Almost sympathetic.
The way one might look at a once-beloved toy--still cherished, but too worn to be what it once was.
Her voice, when it came, was low and certain, wrapped in the inevitability the entire day had been building toward.
"Chuck," she said, the name like silk between her teeth, "you'll be our Assistant tonight."
A pause.
Just long enough to let the humiliation settle on his skin.
"You'll help us. Serve us. Obey every instruction."
She stepped forward, bare and gleaming, and touched his chin with two fingers, lifting his gaze until he had no choice but to meet hers.
"Chuck, you'll call me Mistress," she continued, her smile deepening just enough to burn, "and Malik... Master."
Charles's breath caught.
His cheeks flamed.
And his cock twitched--betraying him in a single, silent pulse.
But he nodded.
"Yes, Mistress," he whispered, voice cracking at the edges, the words shivering from his mouth like surrender.
Sophie dropped her hand without ceremony and turned away, already moving into the golden glow of the massage table, where Malik waited with the quiet patience of a man who understood that gravity always finished what desire began.
Charles moved mechanically to gather the oils, his fingers trembling slightly as he poured the golden liquid into the bronze warming bowls. The scent of sandalwood thickened, heavy and heady, filling the room like smoke from something sacred.
Sophie climbed onto the table, kneeling astride the cushioned surface, her skin radiant under the low amber light. Her thighs framed the space Malik would soon fill, her body gleaming like something anointed.
She raised her arms overhead, stretching languidly, the movement lifting her breasts, pulling her stomach taut, her body shimmering with tension and promise.
"More oil, Chuck," she said without looking back, her voice casual, easy--thoughtless in its dominance.
"Pour it into Master's hands."
Charles obeyed. Quickly. Quietly.
He lifted the bowl with both hands and tipped it carefully into Malik's waiting palms, the thick oil spilling in slow, golden ribbons. The scent bloomed between them--hot, rich, humid.



Malik rubbed his hands together, slow and deliberate, warming the oil until it was an extension of his heat.
Then he reached for her.
And Sophie smiled--this time just to herself.
Tonight was hers.
And she intended to savour every second of it.
Malik Massages Sophie -- Charles Assists
Malik stepped closer to the table, his palms slick with warm oil, glistening beneath the amber glow. Sophie knelt before him on the padded surface, her spine curved in a slow, aching arch, shoulders relaxed, her ass high and gleaming, thighs parted just enough to tease without apology. She was still, waiting, every breath a quiet plea.
A few feet away, Charles knelt on the floor, cradling the oil bowl in trembling hands. His cock lay soft and uncertain against his thigh, stirred only by the quiet agony curling through his stomach. The scene before him was unbearable--and they hadn't even begun.
"Begin," Sophie whispered, her voice low and wrecked with hunger.
Malik smiled faintly. No rush. No bravado. Just certainty. He rubbed his palms together once, and then lowered them onto Sophie's bare shoulders.
The first touch was deep and deliberate, a claiming. Sophie exhaled sharply, her lungs catching as his fingers began to work her body--slow and methodical, his broad hands moulding her like wet clay. He moved down her back, dragging heat through the muscles of her shoulders, over the swell of her ribs, tracing the dip of her waist. His hands slid without hesitation to the curves of her ass, gripping her as if testing her weight, her shape, her readiness.
Charles watched, mute, unable to look away as Malik worked with effortless control--taking, sculpting, commanding.
When Malik reached Sophie's hips, he shifted, stepping up onto the table behind her. He straddled her thighs, wide and stable, letting the full weight of his presence settle into position. His cock, thick and dark, now heavy with blood and heat, came to rest in the cleft of her ass like it belonged there--like it had been waiting.
Against Sophie's creamy, pale skin, the contrast was striking. Stark. The sheer size of him, the colour, the power--everything about Malik seemed exaggerated in that moment, obscene in the most devastating way. His shaft gleamed where it touched her, wet with oil and promise.
And then he moved.
He rocked forward, dragging the oiled length of himself between her cheeks in a slow, grinding stroke. The heat of it, the weight, made Sophie gasp--made her thighs tremble beneath him. Her pussy had already begun to leak, slick glistening across the table, untouched and insistent.
"Assistant," Malik said, his voice deep and quiet, like a tremor from beneath the floor, "pour oil onto my cock."
Charles moved slowly, like a man walking toward a noose. He lifted the bowl and tipped it, watching helplessly as the thick, golden oil poured in a slow cascade down Malik's shaft. It ran in rivulets over the dark skin, over the blunt head, down between Sophie's parted cheeks--pooling, slipping, dripping in obscene streams onto the table below.
Malik hissed softly through his teeth at the heat of it. Then he moved again.
Long, slow, devastating thrusts. He slid himself through her cleft with deliberate pressure, the oiled friction making each glide wet and perfect. Sophie whimpered with each stroke, hips twitching, her body rocking slightly beneath him as his cock dragged heavy between her cheeks again and again.
Charles could only kneel there. Silent. Staring.
His hands shook.
His cock stirred, traitorously.
And still, Malik moved. Slow. Measured. Inevitable.
"Tell Mistress what it looks like," Malik said, his voice low and unhurried, not breaking rhythm as his cock glided--wet and slick--between the soft, pale halves of her body.
Charles's breath stuttered. His voice caught in his throat like a sob denied permission. The words were there, clinging to him like shame.
"I... It looks beautiful, Mistress," he finally choked out.
A pause.
It wasn't enough.
Malik slid forward with more weight, the broad head of his cock dragging up the base of Sophie's spine, leaving a gleaming trail across the small of her back.
"Be specific," he murmured, not as a challenge--but as a command.
Charles's stomach clenched. He swallowed, the taste of humiliation thick and metallic in his mouth.
"You look beautiful with... with Master's big cock sliding between your cheeks, Mistress," he whispered, the words trembling with defeat, each syllable peeling something away from him.
Sophie laughed, low and indulgent, her body twitching with need beneath Malik's weight, the sound decadent as honey poured over stone.
Then Malik shifted. His hands gripped Sophie's hips with confident strength, guiding her.
"Turn over," he said.
She obeyed instantly, rolling onto her back with the languid grace of a woman long past pretending she didn't love every second. Her breasts rose, flushed and full, nipples stiff with arousal. Her thighs parted without thought--inviting, glistening, claimed.
Malik climbed astride her, his knees straddling her ribcage. He placed his cock along the swell of her chest, the shaft resting like a brand across her breasts--thick, dark, gleaming with oil. Against her soft, creamy skin, it looked even more enormous. More obscene. A symbol. A weapon. A throne.
Charles stared, throat tight, lungs refusing to fill. His hands trembled around the bowl of oil.
"More," Malik said, without looking at him.
Charles obeyed, pouring the warm liquid directly onto Sophie's breasts, letting it cascade over the slick column of Malik's cock. Oil ran in glossy rivulets over her chest, pooling between her curves.
"Press her tits together," Malik said calmly, like he was directing a servant to fold a napkin.
Charles's hands rose. Shaking. Obedient.
He cupped Sophie's breasts, pushed them together with trembling reverence, creating a soft, oiled channel of flesh around the cock that had already unraveled everything. Her body was hot beneath his fingers. Slick. Willing.
Malik began to thrust--slowly, powerfully--his cock dragging between her breasts, the head smearing oil up her sternum, past her collarbones. The sound was wet and obscene.
Charles held her breasts together as best he could, but the pressure of Malik's thrusts made his palms shake, made the heat of it rise up his arms like punishment.
It wasn't just the size.
It was the weight.
The power.
The inevitability of it.
Malik's cock wasn't a point of comparison--it was a different reality entirely. A different order of manhood.
"Chuck...Describe it," Malik said, his voice a slow thunder.
Charles's voice broke when it came. His eyes locked on the impossible sight framed between his own trembling fingers.
"It... it looks perfect, Mistress," he rasped, hoarse and broken.
"Master's cock... sliding between your beautiful tits like that... it's the most perfect thing I've ever seen."
Sophie moaned--deep and guttural--her throat trembling against Malik's thrusts. Her chest rippled under the pressure, her body slick and shivering, arousal pooling thick between her thighs.
Charles's cock twitched helplessly, dripping onto the towel beneath him--untouched. Unseen. Forgotten.
Malik kept moving. Slow. Full. Measured. Until Sophie's moans melted into quiet, breathless whimpers.
And then he stopped.
Pulled back.
Still hard. Still gleaming.
Still undefeated.
He didn't need to finish.
He had already taken what he wanted.
"You've done well, Assistant," Malik said, his voice warm, indulgent--the kind of praise meant for a well-trained pet, not a man. "As a reward, you may massage Mistress's feet while I continue to enjoy her."
Charles moved without argument, hollowed out and obedient. He knelt at the end of the table, lifting Sophie's trembling foot into his lap, his hands shaking as they began to work the oil into her arch. Each stroke was careful. Precise. Meaningless. Above him, Malik continued to stroke his cock lazily across Sophie's gleaming chest, the wet sound of it a rhythm neither of them could pretend not to hear.
Charles bowed his head. His fingers moved over her feet with reverence, pressing into the soft flesh of her arch, her toes, her delicate ankle bones. His touch was small. Diligent. A faithful little servant tending to the woman he could no longer claim as his.
Sophie let her head fall back against the padded table, eyes fluttering closed, her entire body awash in sensation. Malik's hands were slow, devastating--working oil into her breasts, cupping their fullness, thumbing her nipples in slow, rolling circles that made her jerk beneath him. Each time his thumb grazed a nipple, it sent a bolt of pleasure down her spine, pooling between her legs in a slick, pulsing ache.
She was soaked. Not just wet--soaked. Her pussy clenched around nothing, fluttering in desperate waves, dripping freely onto the table beneath her. Oil pooled in the hollow of her collarbones, streamed down her ribs, glided over her trembling belly and into the warm folds between her thighs. Every inch of her skin was a canvas Malik painted with pressure and heat.
He moved with total ownership, his hands slow, commanding, moulding her into something soft and open beneath him. Not coaxing. Claiming.
At the far edge of her awareness, Charles still worked, kneading her feet with quiet, careful attention. He was present--obedient, thorough, good. But it wasn't his touch that made her moan, hips writhing helplessly. It wasn't his hands that drew fresh trails of heat from her body, or made her nipples throb so hard she thought she might cry.
It wasn't him she ached for.
It was Malik.
It had been Malik for a while now.
And as Sophie floated in the thick heat of surrender, she felt something dark and dazzling settle over her--a need so stark it left no room for shame. She didn't want to be adored. She didn't want to be cherished.
She wanted to be used.
Owned. Taken.
And the only thing keeping her from begging for it--desperately, shamelessly--was the thin, trembling veil of rules that separated tonight from what they both knew was inevitable.
Malik lay stretched across the massage table, a living sculpture of heat and muscle, his massive frame spanning nearly its full length. Under the amber lights, his skin gleamed like polished obsidian, every ridge and plane slick with oil and sweat. His breath was slow, controlled. Every exhale whispered with dominance--not forced, not performative. Just truth.
Sophie knelt beside him, the bottle of warm oil trembling slightly in her hands as she tipped it. A golden stream poured down the length of his spine, pooling briefly between the ridges of muscle before trailing outward in lazy rivulets. The scent of sandalwood thickened in the air, heavy and sweet. She set the bottle aside and placed her palms flat against his back.
Heat met heat.
She began to move.
There was no hesitation--just reverence disguised as pressure. Her hands glided over the wide planes of his shoulders, kneading into the thick cords of his traps, the slope of his delts, the powerful stretch of his lats. But the more she touched him, the more it became clear: her hands were too small. Too delicate. Not enough.
He was more than a man. He was a force. A mountain. And no single set of hands could fully worship him.
She bit her lip, glancing over her shoulder.
Charles knelt at a respectful distance, eyes downcast, his hands neatly folded in his lap. His cock twitched uselessly between his thighs--hard, soft, confused. He looked like a man trying to become invisible. But Sophie saw him.
"Assistant," she said, her voice smooth, commanding. "Help me. There's too much of him."
Charles scrambled forward without protest, pouring oil into his palms with shaky fingers. He stepped up to Malik's other side, his movements awkward but eager, and together, they began to work.
Sophie's touch was fluid, almost greedy, moving with rhythm and want. Her hands roamed Malik's back like it was hers to learn, hers to claim. Charles, by contrast, moved with mechanical precision--his smaller hands tentative against the vast, muscled canvas of Malik's lower back, the oil sliding easily beneath his fingertips.
Sophie glanced sideways at him and smiled--low, amused, indulgent.
"Tell me," she murmured, dragging both palms in a long, sensual stroke down the thick swell of Malik's sides, "how does he feel, Assistant?"
Charles faltered. His hands froze for half a breath.
He swallowed.
"Solid," he said at last, voice rough with something that might have been shame... or awe.
A pause.
Then, softer--softer than he meant to say it: "Muscular... like a man."
Sophie laughed, quiet and decadent, the sound rolling through the humid air like silk unspooling in the dark.
"Good boy," she purred.
She leaned forward now, gliding her hands lower, slipping down the small of Malik's back, her thumbs skating along the twin grooves that led into the firm rise of his ass. His muscles flexed faintly beneath her touch, a silent acknowledgment that he felt her. That he approved.
Charles didn't speak again. He didn't need to. His face was red. His chest rose and fell in shallow rhythm. And though his hands kept moving, they felt smaller now. Less real. As if Malik's body was something sacred, and he had been invited to touch it only so he'd understand how far away he was from ever deserving it.
Sophie, meanwhile, had found her rhythm. She worked slowly, reverently, rolling her palms across Malik's flanks, watching the oil pool and spread, watching the man beneath her accept every inch of contact like it was owed to him.
Because it was.
And as Charles rubbed and followed and learned... she couldn't help but wonder how much longer he'd pretend he didn't love every humiliating second of it.
After long, heavy minutes of reverent massage, Malik shifted slightly under their hands, a deep, rumbling breath escaping him.
And then he moved.
Effortless.
Inevitable.
He rolled onto his back, his muscles rippling like molten steel under their touch, until he lay sprawled in the centre of the table, arms loose at his sides, his chest rising and falling slowly.
And there--heavy, oiled, monstrous--his cock slapped wetly against his abdomen, fully hard, fully magnificent.
The sight of it stole the breath from the room.
Thick, dark, glistening, monstrous in scale and weight, Malik's cock lay proudly across his stomach, the swollen head angry and slick with precum, the shaft pulsing visibly with every beat of his heart.
Sophie stared, her mouth dry, her thighs clenching instinctively.
Charles swallowed audibly, his hands twitching uselessly at his sides.
There were no more rules now.
No more barriers.
Only heat, hunger, and the inevitable collision that had been building between their bodies since the first moment Sophie had laid eyes on Malik.
She straddled him slowly, her thighs trembling slightly as she lowered herself over his hips, lining her soaked, desperate pussy against the thick, slick heat of him.
The first contact stole her breath, a strangled sound breaking from her throat.
Her pussy lips parted around his cock like they were made for it--slick folds gliding against rigid, unyielding flesh, the heavy length of him pressing against her clit, dragging along her aching slit with a friction so raw, so devastating, she nearly came from the first glide alone.
It was the first time.
The first real contact.
Her sex on his.
Her surrender.
Not hidden behind dares or rules anymore.
Not pretending.
Malik didn't move.
He lay still, letting her use him, letting her claim her own undoing.
Sophie rocked her hips slowly, dragging her soaked, swollen pussy up the thick ridge of him, feeling the thick veins against her clit, the hot pulse of his cock against her tender flesh.
It was huge.
Solid. Heavy. Sacred.
It wasn't something she could dominate.
It was something she was meant to worship.
Every slow grind lit another fuse inside her, another burst of filthy pleasure that seared its way up her spine.
But the slickness betrayed her.
Malik's cock slipped sideways, sliding off her mound, the sudden loss of pressure making her whimper with frustration.
She couldn't touch it herself.
The rules forbade it.
But she could command.
She turned her head sharply toward Charles, who knelt a foot away, his hands trembling in his lap, his cock bobbing helplessly.
"Assistant," she gasped, her voice cracked and raw, "move it. Put it back."
Charles crawled forward, swallowing hard, and wrapped both hands around Malik's shaft.
It was boiling hot.
Slick.
Bigger than anything his hands had ever been forced to touch.
He lifted it carefully, positioning it back along Malik's stomach.
The weight of it dragged against his fingers, alive, pulsing, for her.
Sophie moaned low in her throat and resumed grinding, sliding her drenched pussy along the perfect line of him, soaking him, claiming him.
Her eyes fluttered shut.
Her hands splayed against Malik's chest for balance.
She rocked harder, faster, chasing the orgasm that was already tightening in her gut.
"Massage Master's chest," she gasped to Charles, who immediately obeyed, rubbing his small hands along the slick planes of Malik's torso, circling his nipples with trembling thumbs.
Malik exhaled softly, a rumble of pleasure deep in his chest.
Sophie rode him shamelessly, her body reduced to need, her clit catching on every hard vein, the head of his cock dragging perfectly over her folds with every desperate thrust.
The friction built higher, faster, sharper, her body trembling with the effort to stay upright, to stay grinding, to chase the orgasm that burned like a brand inside her.
But then--again--the slickness betrayed her.
Malik's cock slid sideways, slipping off her pussy, the loss of pressure making her cry out in frustrated, desperate anguish.
"Fuck--no--" she gasped, writhing uselessly.
She couldn't reach down.
She couldn't fix it herself.
But she had a solution.
She turned her head sharply toward Charles, who froze mid-massage, his hands slick with oil.
"Assistant," she ordered, her voice ragged, cracked open with raw need, "move it back. Hold it steady for me."
Charles hesitated for half a heartbeat, his mouth working silently.
Then he obeyed.
He crawled forward, his palms shaking as he wrapped both hands around Malik's cock again.
It throbbed in his grasp, slick and boiling hot, heavy enough to need both hands to manage.
He guided it carefully back against Malik's stomach--lined it up against the soaked, dripping split of Sophie's pussy.
And this time--this time--he held it.
His fingers curled tightly around the base of Malik's cock, steadying it like a foundation post, anchoring it so Sophie could grind herself against it properly.
The shaft twitched, pulsed, slick under his grip, alive with the life he could never match.
Sophie moaned low, a sound ripped from her chest like a prayer, and immediately resumed grinding.
Her slick folds dragged shamelessly up and down the rigid length, her clit catching perfectly now, every stroke driving her higher, every thrust harder.
Charles kept his hands locked around the base, his face burning with humiliation, his cock throbbing uselessly against his thigh.
He watched, helpless, as Sophie rode Malik's cock with reckless, desperate abandon--his hands keeping the very weapon steady that was being used to destroy her.
Her body shook, her thighs trembling, her breath tearing from her lips in ragged gasps.



And then the dam broke.
Sophie cried out, a wild, broken sound, her body seizing around the cock she was grinding herself against.
Her thighs locked around Malik's hips, her nails scraping against his oiled chest, her entire body convulsing in shuddering, overwhelming release.
The orgasm tore through her like a storm, her pussy spasming helplessly against the thick, unmoving shaft, soaking him, soaking Charles's hands, soaking the table.
She collapsed forward onto Malik's chest, her body a limp, trembling mess of sweat and oil and bliss.
Malik's arms came up lazily, cradling her to him without a word, holding her close like something claimed, something kept.
Charles remained where he was--still kneeling, still clutching the base of Malik's cock in both hands--his face slick with sweat, his chest heaving.
The shaft twitched against his palms, still hard, still wet, still utterly, brutally beyond him.
He didn't know when he had started crying.
Or if the wetness on his cheeks was sweat or tears.
Maybe it didn't matter.
Malik lifted his head slightly, his eyes heavy-lidded with satisfaction, and looked down at him.
"Tell us what you see, Assistant," he said, voice low, rich, inevitable.
Charles stared at them--Sophie's body sprawled and shuddering against Malik's chest, her thighs still glistening with arousal, Malik's cock still thick and pulsing against his hands.
He gripped it slightly tighter without even thinking.
And when he spoke, it wasn't a choice.
It was a confession.
"Belonging," he whispered.
The massage room still smelled of oil and sweat and broken submission when the System chimed softly overhead, calm and indifferent.
"Participants: Task One -- Intimate Grooming: £500 awarded to each participant.
Task Two -- Submission Massage: £1,000 awarded to each participant."
There was a pause--sterile, complete.
"Cumulative earnings after Day 7:"
The numbers slid into place as if none of it had been personal.
Sophie: £9,250
Charles: £8,000
Malik: £8,500
A final, gentle chime sounded.
"You may now rest. Wellness Day complete."
Malik shifted on the table, drawing Sophie against his chest with slow, possessive ease. His hands moved lazily over her trembling back, soothing and claiming in the same breath. Sophie melted into him, boneless, undone, her body still glistening with oil, her thighs slick from the aftermath of an orgasm that had remade her from the inside out.
It hadn't been just pleasure. Not merely a climax. It had been a quiet annihilation--an unmaking of everything she thought she was, followed by the sweet, terrifying clarity of who she now belonged to. The thick glide of Malik's cock against her swollen clit, the throb of her pussy clenching around the idea of him--it had torn her open and written something new inside.
She had given in. Completely. Willingly. Hungrily.
And there was no pretending now. It had changed her.
Charles remained kneeling for a long time after. His hands were still damp with oil, his face hollow with silence. He moved eventually, gathering towels and cleaning the space around them with the slow, mechanical precision of a man with nothing left to fight for. Only obedience. Only longing. Only the bitter ache of knowing he'd been allowed to watch--but never truly touch.
Later, the bedroom welcomed them with soft amber light, warm and dim, though it did nothing to ease the sharp lines drawn between them. Two beds waited. One belonged to Sophie and Charles--a place of laughter, safety, of rituals they had once believed were enough. The other, now undeniably claimed, belonged to Malik. He was already sprawled across it, dark and still and sovereign, his breath steady, his presence commanding even in sleep.
Sophie paused in the doorway, her body still flushed and glowing, Malik's scent clinging to her like a brand. She looked at the bed she had shared with Charles. It was neat. Familiar. Waiting. But it wasn't where she belonged anymore.
Still, she slid beneath the sheets beside Charles, her skin fevered, her body tight with want, her heart pounding against the quiet scream of her own denial. He shifted slightly, giving her space without touching her. He didn't reach for her. He didn't dare.
And she didn't move closer.
They lay together in a silence so thick it felt like a second skin. Sophie stared at the ceiling, her mind nowhere near sleep. Her thighs ached, her clit still pulsed with phantom pressure, her pussy slick with the memory of Malik--his weight, his heat, his inevitable presence. She could still feel the crown of his cock pressing against her, gliding between her folds with devastating promise. She could still feel the way her orgasm had broken her, not like glass--but like a dam.
She turned slightly on the pillow, her eyes drifting toward the other bed. Malik's silhouette rose and fell with every breath, his body outlined by the soft glow of the low lights. He was already half-asleep, content and stretched wide like a man who knew exactly what he'd taken--and that it would be offered again.
She should have been in that bed. Everything in her whispered it.
She belonged to him now.
Not to Charles.
Not anymore.
Charles shifted beside her again, the motion restless and fragile. He felt her slipping away. He just didn't know how to hold on without breaking.
Sophie closed her eyes. She could still feel Malik's cock against her pussy, still feel him between her legs, thick and unrelenting, the friction of him burned into her like a scar she never wanted to heal. Her orgasm echoed inside her like a bell still ringing.
And as she drifted off beside the wrong man, in the wrong bed, her body ached for the one she hadn't stopped choosing since the moment she knelt to touch him.
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Chapter 2

The apartment held the kind of hush that wasn't just quiet, but charged -- the low, dense silence of a late morning that knew too much had happened the night before. Sunlight slipped through half-drawn curtains, softening the edges of sleek furniture and polished surfaces, but even that light seemed subdued, like it was tiptoeing across the hardwood. Shannon stood barefoot at the kitchen island, wrapped in one of Craig's old T-shirts -- the fabric thin and worn to transparency in places, brushing the tops of her thighs, slipping wide across one shoulder like it had forgotten what it meant to fit. Her hair was half-wound, half-wild, a soft mess of curls that had loosened through the night, undone by sleep and sweat and something else entirely. Her hand curled around a coffee mug, but she wasn't drinking -- just holding it, letting the heat seep into her palm, her eyes fixed somewhere past the window, somewhere beyond what she was willing to name. There was a hum in her still, low and constant, in places her breath hadn't reached since before sunrise. It wasn't arousal, not exactly. It was afterglow, yes -- but not her own.
Across from her, Craig leaned against the counter with his own mug, the air between them as quiet as it was crowded. Neither had said much since waking. No lazy banter. No soft kisses or murmured plans. Just the mechanical ritual of espresso grinding and toast popping, the choreography of avoidance performed with silent precision. But they both felt it -- the hangover of sound, of something primal that had passed through their walls like heat through plaster. Not sex, not as they knew it. What they'd heard last night had been beyond category. It had been devastation in rhythm -- the kind of fucking that didn't ask for consent, only surrender. Skin slapping with brutal consistency, as if the tempo had been chosen by instinct, not intention. And the woman -- God, the woman -- her voice hadn't cried out so much as collapsed. Sobbed, pleaded, shattered, until her moans stopped sounding like pleasure and started sounding like release.
Craig had tried to keep his focus on Shannon. Tried to lose himself in the familiar stretch of her thighs, the warmth of her cunt wrapped around him like home. But even as he pushed into her, even as she arched and clung and cried out, something in him knew -- the tremble in her breath, the sudden tightness of her grip, the way she took him -- none of it was about him. Not entirely. There was something else in her body last night. Something she couldn't name. Something she didn't fight.
The sound of the door broke the stillness. Soft footsteps padded across the wood, the echo of high heels dangling from fingers rather than clacking on the floor. Shannon turned, slow and composed, just in time to see her -- the woman from the night before. She moved with that unmistakable looseness that only came after complete submission -- not just well-fucked, but awakened in the most flattering way. Her cheeks were flushed, mouth soft, limbs languid like every muscle had been rewritten. Her eyes didn't scan the room. She didn't need to. Her smile said everything. She'd been changed. Opened.
And then Ron appeared behind her -- barefoot, shirtless, his presence as effortless as ever, but heavy now in its implication. His body looked untouched by effort, muscles fluid beneath skin still warm from exertion. He murmured something -- low, private -- and she leaned in, kissed his cheek like it was second nature, like gratitude and reverence could be distilled into that one silent gesture. Then she slipped out the door.
Craig let out a breath he hadn't realised he'd been holding. "Jesus."
Shannon didn't respond. She just stared into her coffee like it might offer a map out of the moment, steam curling into the stillness between them. Her body was still, but something in her seemed in motion -- like her thoughts were pacing inside her skin.
"She looked like she barely survived," he said eventually, his voice quieter now, coloured by something that wasn't quite awe... but wasn't far from it either.
"She looked satisfied," Shannon said, her voice even, not defensive, just observant. She didn't look up.
Craig huffed a breath. "She looked like she'd been worshipped and wrecked in equal measure."
The silence that followed wasn't uncomfortable. It was electric. A pause thick with everything they weren't saying. Then, almost as if testing the shape of the thought aloud: "Do you ever wonder how a body even takes that?"
Shannon turned her head slightly, her hair shifting where it had fallen loose. "What?"
He didn't meet her eyes. Just studied his mug, like it might offer some safer answer than the one forming in his chest. "I mean, last night... that wasn't normal. That wasn't just good sex. That was something else." He looked up, voice dipping lower, threading into something raw. "That was... violent."
And even as the word left his mouth, her body reacted. Her legs shifted slightly, a subtle clench she hadn't meant to make -- thighs drawn in, pressed together in instinctive memory of a sound that had crawled through the drywall and embedded itself somewhere under her skin. It hadn't been noise. It had been calling.
"You saw it," Craig said, his voice finding her now, more certainty in it. "In the hot tub. Right?"
She hesitated -- not long, just enough. Then: "Only for a second."
"But long enough, though."
Her nod was small. Barely there. "It's not the kind of thing you forget."
Craig moved closer, his body subtly aligned with hers across the counter, though he still held his distance. His voice was quieter now, something almost reverent laced into the question. "Do you think you could take it?"
She didn't speak immediately. Instead, she rolled her bottom lip between her teeth, eyes unreadable, then shrugged -- a gesture too casual for the current beneath it. "I think it would hurt."
"But would you want to try?"
This time her eyes met his. Unflinching. Present. Not flirtatious, not cruel -- just honest, unguarded, the kind of look that came from deep within a woman no longer afraid of asking herself dangerous questions. "You tell me."
Craig's throat moved with a swallow. His mouth parted like he had something to offer, but no sound came. The question hung between them, suspended by its own weight.
She brushed past him then -- not abrupt, not dismissive, just fluid. Like she had somewhere to be and had already decided to take herself there. Her arm grazed his lightly, skin on skin, but the contact wasn't the statement. She was. At the sink, she placed her mug down gently, precisely, and turned toward the hallway. Her feet were bare. Her shoulders loose. She didn't glance back. Just dropped the line over her shoulder with the cool precision of someone who already knew how it would land.
"You're the one who can't stop thinking about his huge cock."
And then she was gone.
Craig stood in the silence that followed, mug in hand, coffee cooling. He didn't move. Didn't blink. Didn't breathe for a second too long. He didn't know what rattled him more -- that she'd said it so easily. Or the idea that she might be right.
Craig didn't expect much when Ron stepped into the kitchen. Maybe a nod. Maybe some smooth, offhand acknowledgment of the moans and mattress-thudding symphony that had all but shaken the drywall the night before -- though Ron didn't seem like the type to apologise for his appetite. Or for being witnessed. Still, as the man approached -- fresh from the shower, black fitted T-shirt clinging to his chest and arms with casual precision, not vanity -- Craig braced for some kind of comment. A wry look. A quip. Something to confirm that yes, it had happened -- and that Ron knew exactly how unforgettable it had been.
Instead, Ron's voice came low, even, like the beginning of something already decided. "Craig -- got a minute?"
And for a split second, Craig thought this is it. The nod. The unspoken dare. A maybe-masked smirk and a "hope we didn't keep you up." Something to puncture the tension between what they'd heard and what they hadn't said. He followed him down the hallway, muscles tight, pulse bumping a little harder behind his ribs. The silence between them wasn't awkward. It was structured -- like everything Ron did. Contained, weighty, humming with the sense that whatever came next wasn't small talk.
Inside the office, Ron moved ahead with unhurried confidence, crossing to the sleek bar cart near the windows. He turned -- just that slight pivot to face him -- and Craig's eyes dropped without permission. A reflex. Not desire. Not curiosity. Just response. And there it was. Even clothed, even soft, it registered like a presence. Not shown. Not flaunted. Just there -- a shape and mass that seemed too grounded to be ignored. His throat went dry. He looked away fast. Shame blooming before he could even form the thought: Jesus. What the fuck is wrong with me?
Ron poured without asking, his movements precise. A short pour of something dark and expensive -- no label offered, no explanation. Just handed to Craig like a ritual, like an invitation into something old and private.
"I took a call this morning," Ron said, as if continuing a conversation already halfway through. "Westlake and Barber."
Craig stiffened, trying not to show it. Glass in hand, trying to stand still in a body that suddenly felt too warm.
"They couldn't stop talking about you," Ron continued, tone still flat, measured. "Said you carried yourself like a senior partner. Waited. Spoke with intent. Didn't oversell. They liked you. A lot."
Craig took a sip, slow and cautious, as if the drink might steady the thrum in his chest. He'd spent the whole night second-guessing every word he'd said in that meeting -- the way his tie felt too tight, the sweat he'd tried to hide with a sleeve swipe, the moment he'd stumbled through a technical point he should've nailed. But now... hearing this...
Ron leaned against the desk, glass in hand, posture loose in that way powerful men never had to explain. "I've been thinking about expanding," he said. "Quietly. No teams. No red tape. I like lean. Smart. One or two people I trust. People who can handle pressure without noise."
He looked at Craig then -- not admiring, not sizing him up. Just seeing him. "And then you and Shannon landed in my world. I don't believe in fate. But I do believe in recognising value when it knocks on your door."
The silence that followed wasn't a pause. It was a test. Craig held his breath without knowing it.
"I want to bring you in," Ron said. "Properly. As my number two."
It hit harder than expected. Not just because of what it meant -- but how little Ron needed to sell it. The words landed like a done deal, already formed.
"Wait -- you're serious?" Craig blinked.
"I don't waste breath," Ron said, cool and steady. "You'd take over west coast accounts. Manage the existing accounts. Build new ones. I won't micromanage. You bring me the big swings. The rest? Yours."
Craig nodded, heartbeat climbing, heat pooling in his chest and down his spine. "That's... incredible. More than I ever--"
"You'll be paid accordingly," Ron added, interrupting gently. "More than your current package. Equity down the line. Growth is the real money. But you'll be taken care of."
Craig's voice caught somewhere between awe and disbelief. "I want to talk it over with Shannon. We're heading out to dinner tonight. But... yes. I'm interested. More than interested."
Ron's smile was small. Nothing showy. Just a quiet flicker of approval. "Think on it," he said. "We'll talk terms tomorrow."
Craig turned to leave, drink half-finished, but the heat of it still burning in his throat. He reached the door before Ron's voice came again -- softer now, but sharp enough to cut through everything else.
"And Craig--"
He turned.
Ron didn't move. Just held his gaze with calm authority. "You deserve this. Believe in yourself. I already do."
The words didn't flatter. They anchored.
Craig stepped into the hallway like he'd been shifted on some fundamental level. Like the ground beneath him had changed orientation. It wasn't just a job offer. Not really. It was something larger. A current. A gravity. A pull toward a world where men like Ron didn't just lead -- they absorbed. They made space for others to rise, but only after they'd been reshaped.
And somewhere deep in his gut, beneath the career excitement, beneath the fire of ambition and pride... Craig knew the truth.
He was already saying yes.
The restaurant wasn't extravagant -- not the kind with white linens and hushed conversations over piano keys -- but it had that curated warmth Craig associated with just enough affluence to feel seductive. Everything glowed in amber: the low-hung lights, the gold-threaded upholstery, the honeyed tone of wood polished to a soft sheen. It was the kind of place where cocktails arrived in weighty glassware and the waitstaff knew how to walk without interrupting a moment. The kind of place where people closed deals, started affairs, whispered secrets under candlelight. Craig liked it immediately.
Across the table, Shannon was a vision wrapped in understatement -- a simple black dress, sleeveless and fluid, cut close to her body in a way that whispered rather than shouted. The fabric clung with intelligence, sculpting the gentle slope of her waist, tracing the arc of her hips, drawing the eye toward the deep, smooth line of her collarbone where skin met shadow. Her hair fell in soft, dark waves around her shoulders, loose and glossy, the kind of effortless that took effort. Her makeup was subtle -- just a hint of shimmer at the eyes, a soft flush at the lips -- but the overall effect was devastating. Not because she was trying to be looked at. But because she knew she would be. And Craig wasn't the only one noticing.
"You're staring," she said, lifting her wine glass with a small smile, eyes still cast downward.
"Can you blame me?" Craig replied, gaze still anchored to her like gravity.
She laughed softly, that private laugh she gave only him, the one that came from deep in her chest. "You're the one who made us late. I barely had time to get ready."
He tilted his head, lips tugging into a smirk. "If this is rushed... I'm afraid of what you'd do with a full hour and a lighting crew."
Their server arrived with small plates, all fragrant steam and careful arrangement, but neither of them reached for their forks. The energy at the table felt like it lived above the food -- some shared elevation neither had named. Not quite nerves. Not just the wine. A lift beneath the skin, like something had cracked open and was still unfolding.
Craig took a sip from his glass -- something smoky, herbal -- and set it down with measured care. "So," he began, trying not to sound like he'd practiced it in his head half a dozen times, "Ron pulled me aside this morning."
Shannon's face didn't tense -- but it changed. That soft attentiveness sharpened, her posture lifting a little as her brows drew together in interest.
"And?"
"He offered me a job."
She blinked, visibly thrown. "Wait -- what?"
"Like, a real offer. Partner-track. Not just in name -- in scope. He wants me handling the west coast clients. Full control. My own portfolio. No babysitting, no junior bullshit. Just... ownership."
Shannon sat back, processing. Her lips parted, and for a second she didn't speak -- just let it roll through her before her face broke into something deeper than surprise. Pride. Genuine, warm, bone-deep pride.
"Craig..." she breathed.
He shrugged, trying to downplay the way his pulse was still catching from the whole thing. "Told him I needed to talk it over with you, obviously. But yeah. It's real. It's a hell of a step up."
Without thinking, her hand reached across the table, closing over his like it belonged there. Her fingers slid between his, warm and sure.
"I'm so proud of you," she said, her voice low and filled with something that went beyond support. It was belief. And love. And something else she hadn't put into words yet -- that low, growing hum she hadn't shaken since the moment Ron first looked at her like he saw her.
Craig exhaled. Not just from tension -- but from something deeper. A pressure he hadn't noticed until her words released it. It wasn't just about the job. Or the money. It was about being chosen. About being seen by a man who didn't waste words, didn't flatter, didn't offer things unless they were already his to give.
"He said the guys from the meeting were blown away. That I handled myself like someone with a decade of experience."
"Because you did," Shannon said, voice soft but sure, no hesitation.
Craig looked down at their joined hands, then back at her -- eyes lingering. "I keep waiting to feel like a fraud. Like at any moment, someone's going to notice I'm just good at faking it. But hearing it from you... I don't know. It helps."
Her fingers squeezed his. "Craig," she said, leaning in just enough that her voice dropped into something lower, something close, "you're not a fraud. You're a man who finally landed in the right place. That's not luck. That's alignment."
He smiled at that. A real smile, the kind that felt like something unlocking in his chest. The wine buzzed gently in his veins now -- not heavy, just enough to make everything feel a little warmer.
"He said something like that," Craig added. "That he doesn't believe in fate, but he knows how to recognise opportunity when it shows up. Said you and I landing in his lap -- he couldn't ignore it."
Shannon's eyes glinted, lips curling. "Me? Maybe he's going to offer me a job too."
Craig chuckled, shaking his head. "Doing what, exactly?"
She lifted her glass -- not wine anymore, but champagne, pale and sparkling -- and let the rim rest just at her mouth as she spoke. "I don't know," she said slowly, her tongue tracing the edge before she sipped. "Taking care of something... much bigger."
Craig laughed -- reflexively, almost defensively -- but the sound stuck just a little in his throat. It was a joke. Of course it was a joke.
And yet... something twisted behind his ribs. A flicker of heat. Or was it ice?
He smiled anyway. "If he's smart, he'll double my offer just to keep you around."
Shannon leaned forward, her expression unreadable but amused. "So now I'm part of the negotiating package?"
"Always," he said -- but the words landed heavier than he meant them to. He felt them echo after.
He caught the waiter's eye a moment later and raised two fingers, quiet but clear. "Let's do champagne. Something good."
The waiter nodded, already moving. And when the bottle arrived -- perfectly chilled, label discreet -- Craig took the cork himself, easing it free with that small, satisfying pop. Shannon watched him as he poured, head tilted, eyes unreadable but soft.
"To new beginnings," she said, lifting her glass.
He clinked hers gently. "To us," he added.
They drank. And for a moment, it felt like the whole world shrank to the space between them -- golden light, low music, bubbles rising in silence.
"So what does this mean?" Shannon asked, after a beat. "Long hours? Late nights? Fancy suits?"
Craig shrugged, leaning back. "Some of that, yeah. But more freedom too. And better money. We could start thinking about a real place. Something permanent."
"Oh?" Her voice lifted, eyes glinting with that familiar mischief. "And leave all this behind?"



He grinned. "Come on. You'd trade this place for a dishwasher and in-unit laundry in a second."
She tilted her head, her tone sliding into something silkier. "And take you away from that big cock you're so obsessed with?"
He nearly choked on the champagne, then burst out laughing. Loud, open, unguarded.
"I'm serious," she said, half-laughing herself, but not backing off -- her voice lower now, more intimate. "You bring him up more than I do."
Craig leaned in, playful but tense beneath it. "Only because you won't stop teasing me about it."
Shannon took another slow sip, her smile lazy and confident, the kind that curled rather than spread. "It's not teasing if you're the one getting hard over it."
The flush hit fast, crawling up Craig's neck. "You're evil."
"I'm observant," she murmured.
And then, beneath the table, her foot found his calf. Just a touch. A brush. Bare skin on bare skin. Subtle, but unmissable. The reminder that she could touch him with nothing but her presence and still leave a mark.
They lingered there a while longer -- hands close, wine low, bubbles fading in their glasses -- letting the buzz of the night soak into their skin. It was romantic. Real. Beautiful, even.
And yet, under the laughter... under the sweetness...
Something deeper simmered.
The apartment was dark when they stepped inside -- not just dim, but settled into its darkness, like the space had exhaled while they were gone and chosen not to stir. The kind of darkness that wasn't empty, but inhabited. The main room stretched open before them in hushed silhouette: the low-slung couches lounging in soft shadow, the kitchen's matte surfaces catching faint traces of streetlight, the dining table gleaming faintly with the reflected pulse of the city beyond. It all felt paused -- a scene left mid-breath.
Except for the balcony.
That far corner of the apartment held light. Not from lamps, but from something lower, more elemental -- a dull, pulsing glow flickering across the hardwood, gold and molten. It lapped against the floor like heat, casting soft waves of illumination across chair legs and cabinetry. The sliding doors stood cracked open, just enough to let the scent of steam drift in -- chlorinated and warm, cut with something else. Something rich. Human. Wet.
Shannon stepped forward first, drawn as if by scent or sound or some silent gravity. Craig followed, breath held without realising. The closer they moved, the quieter everything became -- the room pressing inward around them, the only sound their own footsteps disappearing into velvet. When they reached the glass, the full scene unfolded. And stopped them both.
Ron was perched at the edge of the hot tub -- relaxed, powerful, bare in a way that wasn't performance but presence. His body glistened in the flickering half-light, carved and coiled, muscle relaxed but unmistakably capable. The water shimmered around his calves, the steam curling against his skin like worship. But it wasn't his torso that drew Craig's eyes -- it was lower. What rose from between Ron's thighs didn't look real, not at first. It stood, thick and rigid, like something summoned rather than grown -- towering from a trimmed nest of dark hair, veins raised, glistening with heat and wet. It wasn't just large. It was overwhelming. A piece of anatomy that bent the rules of what bodies were meant to carry.
And her -- the same girl from that morning -- was in the tub, water lapping just below her shoulders, her hands gripping Ron's thighs like lifelines. Her mouth was wrapped around the head of him, lips stretched to their limit, face flushed from effort. She moved in slow, desperate motions -- trying, failing, trying again. Every thrust ended in a choke, a gag, a soft retreat. But she didn't stop. Couldn't. Her mouth returned again and again, tears lining her lashes, devotion etched into every gasp.
Shannon exhaled before she even realised it. "She's choking on it..."
Her voice was a whisper, but it carried -- hushed and reverent, not in fear but awe. Craig's hand instinctively found her waist, fingers pressing into the curve of her side like he needed the feel of her to stay tethered. But she didn't pull away. She leaned back into him, hips rolling once -- slow, deliberate -- against the hard line already growing in his pants. The silk of her dress clung to her every curve, every motion of breath and want. Her head tilted. Her eyes never left the scene.
"That is so fucking hot," she breathed, voice lower now, richer, thick with something she didn't bother naming. "Look at her... devouring that massive cock."
Craig felt his cock jerk hard in his pants -- painful, sudden, real. His mouth was dry. His heart pounded. But he couldn't look away.
"She's trying to take it," Shannon murmured, lips barely parting. "Stretching her throat for it... God, she wants it."
"She can't," Craig said, the words forced from him like a confession. "She can't even get halfway... it's just... fuck."
And still, the girl didn't stop. Ron's hand moved gently to the back of her head -- not guiding, not forcing -- just resting there. A quiet claim. His face remained calm, eyes half-closed, lips parted only slightly, as if this act wasn't a performance or indulgence.
It was simply what he was used to.
And behind the glass, in the safety of shadow, Shannon pressed herself tighter into Craig, her breath hot on his neck, her body answering to something neither of them could name yet -- but both of them felt. Heavy. Low. Inevitable.
Shannon groaned softly, her hips grinding back harder into Craig, the curve of her ass pressing perfectly into the throb of his cock. Her voice was low, syrup-thick with desire. "I always love taking all of you down my throat," she murmured. "It's so hot. So fucking slutty."
Craig gave a hoarse laugh -- tight, uneasy. "You've got those special throat skills."
She smirked -- he could feel it in the curve of her body. "And you are big, baby. Don't think I don't love it. I do." Her voice dipped darker. "But Ron... Ron would be a whole different kind of challenge."
Her hand slid down, no hesitation. She unzipped him with one smooth motion, her fingers closing around his cock -- already hard, already slick at the tip -- and began to stroke him slow, measured, while her eyes stayed fixed on the scene beyond the glass. "Do you think I could take him?"
The question struck Craig like a fist to the sternum. Not a taunt. Not a betrayal. Just raw, sincere hunger. It didn't ask for permission. It simply was.
His lips parted, but the words wouldn't come. His mind reeled. His cock throbbed. Finally, through a tight breath: "If anyone could... maybe."
She smiled, pleased. Her strokes didn't stop. "Look at her," she whispered. "Look how much she wants it."
As if summoned, Ron's voice rolled out into the night -- low, smooth, total. "You've got more to give, baby. Don't stop now. I want your throat open when I cum. That's it. Work for it."
Shannon shivered. Her grip on Craig tightened. "He's so in control," she whispered. "So calm. Like he knows she'll take it eventually. Like her body doesn't have a choice."
Craig groaned, his hips jerking forward. The breath from their mouths fogged the glass in front of them. And then -- Ron looked up.
His eyes found them.
Through the dark. Through the steam. Through the space between.
He didn't flinch. Didn't stop. Didn't blink. He just looked -- at Craig, at Shannon -- and smiled. A small, quiet smile. Not cruel. Not smug.
Just certain.
"He sees us," Shannon breathed, her voice trembling with awe. "He wants us to watch."
Ron's hand slid around the girl's head, fingers threading through damp strands. He began to guide her, not with force but with firm, unwavering control. His hips rolled forward, feeding his cock into her mouth in slow, powerful thrusts. She choked, gagged, strained -- but she didn't stop. Her head moved with him now, her effort rhythmic, her surrender complete. And he never looked away.
"Look at that," Shannon whispered. "Look at her gag on that massive cock, Craig..."
Her hand was moving faster now -- precise, wet, unrelenting. He throbbed in her palm, his body trembling against hers.
"Imagine it's me instead of her. Imagine it's my throat he's using. That big black cock stretching me open, fucking my face like he owns it."
Craig stiffened. His whole body locked down. The pressure crested, and he tried to resist it -- but it was already gone.
With a guttural, broken gasp, his release hit -- harder than anything he'd felt before. His cock jerked violently in Shannon's hand, ropes of cum streaking across the balcony glass, thick and hot, sliding in heavy trails down the cold surface. His knees buckled. One hand grabbed the frame to stay upright, the other clutching at her dress like she was the only thing keeping him from unraveling completely.
And still she stroked -- softer now, milking the last pulses from him with the kind of care that bordered on cruel. Her breath ghosted across his ear.
"God... look how much you came." A soft, dark laugh. "That really did it for you, huh?"
He couldn't answer. Could barely think. Still panting. Still hard. Still vibrating.
And outside, on the other side of the glass, Ron didn't stop.
His cock gleamed in the flickering light -- soaked, glorious, buried deep in the mouth of a woman who hadn't once stopped trying.
They didn't speak when they left the balcony. There was no need to. Craig's legs were weak beneath him, every step made heavier by the pulse still thrumming through his cock, the twitch of aftershocks rolling through him like echoes. The glass behind them wore the streaks of his orgasm like a signature, and the air still smelled faintly of chlorine and sex. Shannon led the way in silence, her hand wrapped around his wrist -- not dragging, not pulling, but claiming. Like a leash made of heat. In the darkened hallway, she seemed taller somehow. Sharper. The woman who'd giggled over cocktails, teased him between bites of food, had been replaced by something far more dangerous. Her body moved with a purpose that didn't ask for permission. Already, her dress was slipping from her shoulders, falling in one fluid motion to the hardwood floor without ceremony. No underwear. No pause. Just bare skin -- flushed, wet, glowing with sweat and want.
Craig dropped onto the edge of the bed, his breath still coming too fast, his heart pounding in that dazed rhythm that comes after surrender. He was still hard. Inexplicably, relentlessly hard, despite the release that had just torn through him only minutes ago. His thoughts were scrambled -- a mess of jealousy, lust, wonder -- but his body didn't need clarity. It knew what it wanted. Shannon didn't speak. She didn't ask.
She hadn't planned to take control. Not exactly. But something inside her had clicked the moment they left the balcony -- the moment she saw what Craig looked like after watching Ron. He was unmoored. Wrung out. Still hard. Still trembling from release like it hadn't been enough. And she knew, in that instant, that whatever line they had crossed, there was no going back. Not really. Not for her. Because it wasn't just lust in her blood -- it was ownership. Power. The kind that didn't ask. The kind that knew. And maybe that power had started with Ron -- but it ended here, in her hands, in her body. She wasn't just going to fuck Craig. She was going to remind him who had permission to make him fall apart.
She climbed into his lap with the same certainty that had carried her across the apartment, her thighs spreading around him as she straddled him, heat radiating off her skin in waves. Her breath was on his neck, warm and fast, and when her hand slid into his hair and pulled him back to look at her, her eyes gleamed like she was holding a secret she had no intention of keeping.
"I'm not done," she whispered. "You're not done."
He didn't answer. He couldn't. His mouth had gone dry, his cock throbbed against her. She shifted higher, slow and controlled, and moved up his body until her knees bracketed his shoulders. One hand slipped between her thighs, fingers parting her lips, and the light caught the shine of her wetness in a way that made his breath hitch. She was soaked. Not a little. Drenched -- with arousal, with heat, with memory.
"Eat me," she said. Soft voice. Hard command. "Now."
He obeyed. He leaned in, his mouth finding her without hesitation, tongue sliding deep between her folds as he groaned into the taste of her -- sweet and salt and wild. She gasped at the contact, and instead of pulling back, she pressed down, grinding against his tongue like she'd been waiting all night to sit on his mouth. There was no gentleness. No testing the waters. She rode him, hips rolling in slow, precise motion as she fucked his face with purpose, with hunger, with ownership.
"Can you see how wet I am?" she panted, her voice shaking with breath. "You feel that?"
Her fingers tangled tighter in his hair, dragging his face up harder into her, smothering him in slick heat. He groaned back, tongue working faster now, harder, desperate for more.
"You know why I'm so wet, don't you?"
He hesitated -- not because he didn't know, but because saying it out loud might break him. Might make it too real. That hesitation made her hips slam down with more force, her thighs tightening like a vice around his ears.
"You know," she whispered, voice like silk on a blade. "Same reason you came harder than I've ever seen you cum. Same reason you made a mess of the glass. Same reason your cock hasn't gone soft since."
Her rhythm picked up, breath catching. Her grip in his hair turned savage, almost shaking as she rode the edge. Craig's hands clutched her thighs now, fingers digging into the soft skin as he tried to keep up, to give her what she was demanding. He could barely breathe, his face soaked in her scent, his jaw aching -- but none of that mattered. Only she did.
"Yes, baby," she gasped, head tipping back, voice rising. "Just like that... fuck, yes. Eat my pussy."
Her hips rolled harder, faster, grinding into his mouth with frantic precision. "I'm so close," she groaned, her breath ragged. "Don't you fucking stop--ohhh fuck--I'm cumming--"
It broke over her like a tidal wave, violent and full. Her whole body seized with it -- shuddering, shaking, grinding her soaked cunt against his mouth as the orgasm tore through her. She panted, gasped, her cries sharp and high as she ground down onto his face, forcing him to take all of her, to feel every pulse, every throb, every drop of her release.
Her thighs clamped tight around his head, her back arching, one hand clawing into his hair, the other braced against the headboard as she rode the aftershocks out in slow, trembling waves. Her moans dissolved into broken breath, her body twitching with each fading jolt until finally -- finally -- she collapsed forward, panting, lips parted, skin glowing.
And Craig, dizzy and drenched and aching, held her there with both hands still wrapped around her thighs, his face buried in the heat of her, like he never wanted to come up for air.
But she didn't stop. She didn't dismount. She stayed exactly where she was -- straddling his chest, thighs still trembling from release, her breath slowly evening out in warm, open gasps. Her fingers stroked his cheek in slow, absent-minded passes, tender in contrast to the rawness of what had just happened. Her pussy still pulsed against his skin, slick and aching.
"You eat pussy so well, babe..." she murmured, her voice husky, laced with satisfaction and something more dangerous. Her fingers slid down, tracing his jaw, his throat, his sternum. "But now I need more," she whispered. "I need to be fucked."
She shifted lower with purpose -- not teasing, not easing -- just taking. Her hand wrapped around the base of his cock, now fully hard again, glistening with her arousal and the faint, sticky remnants of his last release. She guided him to her entrance with no hesitation, no hesitation, and with one slow, greedy roll of her hips, she sank down onto him. Her moan spilled out low and guttural, a sound caught between hunger and relief, like her body had needed this all along.
The moment he was fully seated inside her, she started to move -- not lazily, not seductively, but with intent. Sharp, grinding circles that pulled groans from deep in his chest, that made his hands fly to her hips as if he needed something to hold onto just to stay grounded. Her pussy gripped him tight, soaked and hot, drawing him in deeper with every thrust. She rode him hard, deliberately, chasing something deeper, darker.
"Oh god... you feel so fucking big tonight," she gasped, voice jagged, her rhythm relentless as the bed began to creak and shift beneath them.
Craig moaned, thrusting up to meet her, already drowning in the slick wet heat, the drag of her walls, the rhythm of her body. But then her mouth found his neck, and her words found something even deeper.
"But I know someone..." she panted, breath hot against his ear, "who'd feel even bigger."
His entire body jolted beneath her. Eyes wide. Breath gone.
"Someone who'd stretch this pussy out proper..."
His grip tightened, his hips stuttering. She didn't stop.
"Really open me up," she moaned, grinding harder, her voice honeyed filth. "Is that what you want to see? Is that what's got you so worked up tonight? You want to see what it looks like when someone even bigger takes what you love?"
That was it. That broke him.
Craig lost every shred of control. He surged upward, driving himself deeper into her with desperate force, his hands locking around her hips as if trying to hold back a tide. His climax hit hard, violent, unstoppable.
"Fuck--fuck, I'm cumming--Jesus--"
He gasped, broken and wild, as his orgasm tore through him -- full-body, explosive, his cock pulsing in thick, deep waves as he emptied inside her. His arms wrapped around her tight, clinging to her like letting go would mean falling apart completely. His face pressed into her shoulder, breath stuttering, skin burning.
Shannon held him, let him shake beneath her, her hips still rolling in slow, coaxing circles to draw every last drop from his cock. She threaded her fingers through his damp hair, anchoring him to the moment, her body calm now -- dominant even in her stillness. When she leaned in, her lips brushed the shell of his ear, her voice low and warm, sweet and sharp.
"That did it, didn't it?" she whispered. "Just the thought of me... and him."
Craig shuddered beneath her, helpless.
She kissed his jaw, soft and slow, her smile brushing over his skin like silk. "You came so hard for me, baby. Just from imagining it."
He couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. He felt her words land in his chest like a brand -- hot, indelible, true. She wasn't wrong. God, she wasn't wrong. But as the heat faded and his breath began to return, something inside him didn't settle. It twisted. Quietly. Like a rope pulling taut beneath still water. He should've felt relief, pride, satisfaction -- but what rose instead was something closer to disorientation. Not because he'd come hard. But because he'd wanted to. Needed to. Because her voice -- Shannon's voice -- had pulled that orgasm from him not with her body, but with her words. With the image she painted: Ron inside her. And the worst part was, it hadn't repelled him. It hadn't repulsed him. It had broken him -- in the most shamefully satisfying way.



He had never come like that. Not in his life. It had been too much. Too much. Not just because of the way she moved or the way she moaned, but because of what had been in his head while it all happened.
The image of her. The fantasy of him. Together.
The truth of it left him dizzy.
And uncertain.
The apartment was quiet in the way morning sometimes is after something irreversible has happened -- not heavy, not uncomfortable, but stretched thin at the edges. A kind of silence that didn't press, but waited. Pale sunlight spilled across the bed in soft ribbons, painting faint gold across crumpled white sheets, the curved edge of Shannon's thigh, the slow, steady rise of Craig's chest. It was the kind of stillness that felt earned -- like the world was pausing just long enough to let them figure out how to speak again.
Shannon was already awake. Lying on her side, one arm tucked beneath the pillow, the other drifting slowly across her own stomach, her fingers tracing shapes without pattern. Her body was still, but not asleep -- her eyes open, her mind clearly elsewhere. Craig turned toward her, his body heavy with the weight of sleep, but his thoughts anything but. He watched her for a while, longer than he meant to. Reading the lines of her face, the subtle curve of her lips, the way her chest lifted and fell without urgency. He couldn't tell if she was just resting... or waiting.
His voice came low, hoarse from sleep. "That was... some night, huh?"
She let out a soft hum, a note in the back of her throat that could've meant anything. "Mmm. Yeah. The dinner was lovely, honey."
Craig raised a brow. "You know I'm not talking about the dinner."
Her smile curled slowly, still facing the ceiling, her expression just shy of wicked. She didn't correct herself. Her fingers shifted lower on her skin, slow and absent, as if her body remembered more than her words admitted.
There was a pause -- not heavy, but full. Then, finally, Craig asked, voice softer now, like he wasn't sure how deep the question would land. "What do you think about it all?"
That made her turn her head. Her eyes found his, and they were clear -- not guilty, not guarded, just there. Present. "I think..." she said slowly, "we had some of the best sex we've ever had. And you, especially..." her voice lowered with something that danced between tenderness and tease, "had the biggest orgasms of your life."
He didn't respond right away. She let it sit. Her tone turned quieter, more pointed. "And I think we both know why."
Craig's gaze shifted to the window, to the pale morning sky bleeding through the blinds. His jaw tensed, then relaxed. He breathed in, then said it -- not like a revelation, but like a confession. "Yeah. That's what's scaring me."
Shannon didn't flinch. Didn't follow up with a lecture or reassurance. She just stayed close, quiet. When he spoke again, it was even softer, barely a thread of voice. "Is this... I don't know. Is this just role play? Fantasy?" His eyes came back to hers. "Or do you want more?"
There was no pause in her answer.
"Only if you do."
The words were simple. Gentle. Not bait. Not a push. Just... truth.
And somehow that made it harder. Or maybe easier. Craig couldn't tell which. He didn't respond with words. Just nodded, slow and vague, like maybe movement could make the storm inside him settle into something he could understand. But it didn't. Because the truth was -- he didn't know what scared him more.
The fact he was even thinking about this. Or the fact that he had already opened the door.
Shannon reached beneath the sheets and found his hand -- warm, loose, fingers threading into his without pressure. No agenda. Just presence.
He held on tighter than he meant to.
And she let him.
The kitchen was wrapped in the soft hush of early light -- that rare kind of quiet that settles over a space not in discomfort, but in recovery. Sunlight stretched across the marble counters like water, golden and cool, catching gently on chrome handles and the edge of a glass tumbler left from the night before. Craig stepped into the room barefoot, hair still damp from the shower, his skin tingling with the memory of heat -- not from the water, but from everything the apartment had witnessed just hours ago. Nothing in the space had changed. And yet... everything had. The air carried it. Something unspoken, but heavy.
Ron was already there, leaning casually against the island with a coffee mug in hand, his posture loose, unguarded. Fitted joggers and a clean black tee hugged his frame, but there was nothing performative about the way he wore them -- just ease. He looked rested. Present. A man entirely at home in his skin. When he saw Craig, he gave a small smile -- not just polite, but warm. Familiar. The kind of smile that reached the eyes.
"Morning," Ron said, his voice still soft with sleep, but friendly. Inviting.
Craig nodded as he crossed the room. "Morning."
The coffee pot was still warm. Craig poured a cup slowly, grateful for something to hold, something solid. The quiet around them wasn't awkward -- it just felt like the apartment had taken a long, deep breath and was still exhaling. He didn't look at Ron, not at first. Because looking at him -- really seeing him -- still brought back the memory: that impossible body, that impossible cock, the sight of it disappearing into a woman's throat as Shannon whispered how much she wanted it for herself. And her hand. Her voice. The way Craig had come harder than he ever had in his life. Right there, watching.
Ron didn't mention it. Not even in the way he stood. There was no hint of smugness, no edge. He sipped his coffee, then tilted his head slightly, a quiet gesture of curiosity.
"You think more about the offer?"
Craig blinked, pulled back to the moment. "Yeah. I did."
Ron gave a small nod and didn't rush him, just waited, clearly open. There was no push. Just... interest. Genuine.
"I talked it through with Shannon," Craig said, turning toward him. "And I'd love to accept. It's... a hell of an opportunity."
Ron's smile deepened -- not big, but sincere. "That's great to hear. I'm really glad." His voice was calm, but Craig could feel the weight behind it -- not just a business move, not a checkbox, but something closer to belief. "You've got sharp instincts," Ron added. "You don't need to posture. You listen. You read the room. That's rare. It means something to me."
Craig met his eyes then, and what he saw wasn't superiority or distance. It was connection. Ron didn't say things he didn't mean -- Craig knew that already. But now, in the warm spill of morning light, the words felt more like a gesture of trust than a test.
"I like working with people I respect," Ron said. "People who carry weight without noise. You've got that."
Craig felt it hit in his chest -- that quiet kind of affirmation that settles in deep. "Thanks," he said, his voice a little lower. "I won't let you down."
Ron chuckled, not mocking but soft, like it amused him that Craig still felt the need to say it. "I'm not worried about that." He clinked his mug lightly against the counter and added, "You're exactly the kind of person I want next to me."
And this time, when the silence stretched between them, it wasn't heavy or expectant. It was comfortable. Solid. The kind of pause between men who didn't need to fill the space with noise to know something important had just shifted.
"We'll sit down later this week," Ron said, finishing his coffee. "Go over numbers. Get everything in place. You'll have freedom, backing -- real room to grow."
Craig nodded, the words ringing true. "Yeah. Sounds good."
And it did. Not just on paper. Not just in potential. It felt like the start of something real.
That might have been the end of it -- a professional agreement between two men, sealed in mutual respect and morning quiet -- but then the soft shuffle of bare feet across tile broke the stillness. Shannon stepped into the room.
She moved like warmth poured into form, like sunlight had taken on skin. One of Craig's oversized T-shirts hung from her frame, the neckline wide, slipping off one shoulder, the hem brushing high across the curve of her thighs. Her hair was loose, wild from sleep and sex, and she carried herself with the lazy confidence of a woman who had been thoroughly touched and hadn't felt the need to mask it. She didn't pause in the doorway. She just moved to Craig's side and stole his coffee with a small grin, lifting it to her lips before he could protest.
"Morning," she said, her voice a little hoarse, a little smug.
Ron turned toward her with the same quiet grace he'd given Craig -- calm, composed, but attentive. His eyes scanned her, quick and clean, not invasive, not claiming -- just... seeing. And when he smiled, it was soft. Genuine. The kind of smile that didn't need layers.
"Morning," he said, and something in his tone shifted -- a shade warmer than before, still respectful, but touched with subtle recognition.
Craig felt her hand slip to his waist, her fingers pressing gently at the curve of his hip. A small, grounding gesture. But it didn't go unnoticed.
Ron's gaze moved between them then. Just once. A flicker of understanding passed behind his eyes -- not judgment, not assumption. Just awareness. Something deeper. Something earned.
"So," he said, lifting his mug slightly. "How was your night?"
Craig opened his mouth to answer, but Shannon beat him to it, her voice light and deceptively easy. "Eventful," she said, that familiar spark of amusement curling at the corner of her lips.
Craig let out a short laugh -- too quiet, too fast. "Yeah. That's... one word for it."
Ron chuckled too, but his didn't carry the same nerves. His was low, smooth. Certain. "Well," he said, tone casual, "next time, you don't have to watch from inside."
Craig stiffened slightly, caught between breath and thought. Shannon's eyes narrowed just slightly -- not from offence, but from intrigue.
"You're welcome to join us," Ron added, sipping his coffee again like the invitation cost him nothing. "No need to be shy."
Ron turned away then, not lingering for a reaction, his stride calm, unhurried -- the movement of a man who didn't wonder if his words would land. But just before disappearing down the hall, he glanced back over his shoulder, not with challenge, but with ease.
"She's coming over again tomorrow," he said. "BBQ. Drinks. Sunset."
He paused.
"You two should come out. Bring suits."
Another pause -- lighter this time, almost amused.
"Or don't."
He smiled faintly, the weight of it casual.
"We don't."
And then he was gone, the sound of his footsteps soft against the hallway tile, leaving his words hanging like steam from cooling water -- something faint, but clinging.
Craig stood frozen for a beat, the full meaning wrapping around him like heat. He didn't know if it was invitation, provocation, or prophecy -- but it felt like all three. The offer. The openness. The challenge built into the ease.
Shannon stepped closer. Her hand slid up his back, warm and steady, anchoring him.
"I will," she murmured, voice low, intimate. "If you will."
Craig met her eyes, his pulse thick in his throat. She was calm. Collected. But behind that small, crooked smile was a truth they both knew -- she'd already made up her mind.
She wanted it.
And she knew he did too.
He just hadn't said it yet.
Not out loud.
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The soft clink of cutlery being laid out echoed through the quiet kitchen, still dim with early morning light. Zoe moved like a woman rehearsing a ritual -- smooth, efficient, calm on the outside, though her insides fluttered with something far more urgent. She had already set the table, cracked the eggs, and plated a few extra slices of Barry's favourite bacon, but her eyes kept drifting to the clock above the stove. Her robe hugged her curves, tied loosely at the waist, and beneath it she wore only a pale slip of a nightdress -- something meant to look accidental. Something that said comfort, but invited notice.
When the doorbell rang, sharp and punctual, she didn't jump. Her body had been expecting it. The sound felt like an answer to a craving she hadn't yet dared voice aloud.
She padded barefoot across the tile, cool beneath her feet, and opened the back door to find Nate standing there -- hoodie zipped halfway, joggers loose on his hips, hair damp from a shower that clung to his skin in a way that made him look freshly unwrapped. He was holding a duffel bag, his mouth set in an easy smile, and something in his eyes -- sharp, playful, hungry -- made Zoe's breath catch before she even realised it.
"You're early," she said, though her smile said thank God.
"You told me to be," he replied, stepping inside. "Didn't want to miss my... treatment window."
Zoe let the door fall shut behind him with a gentle click, the sound intimate in the quiet house. She led him into the kitchen, the morning air laced with the scent of coffee, toast, and something far more charged. Her bare legs brushed against the edge of her robe as she moved, and she caught the way his eyes dipped, just briefly, to the flash of thigh revealed in motion.
As she turned back toward the stove, she reached for the coffee pot and poured a fresh mug, handing it to him without a word. He accepted it with a soft thanks, but neither of them sipped. The kitchen held a stillness that wasn't awkward -- it was electric.
"So," she said finally, her voice quieter now, a bit softer than it needed to be. "I got that message back from Dr. JJ last night."
Nate raised a brow, mug still in hand. "Yeah?"
She turned, leaning back against the counter, crossing her arms loosely under her chest -- which only served to press her breasts upward in a way she didn't bother to correct.
"He says we're more or less done. But... there was one suggestion. A final sample. Between 2 and 4 a.m." She paused, gauging his reaction, watching his eyes as they lingered on her mouth, her neckline, the hem of her robe. "Apparently that's when hormone production fluctuates. Circadian rhythms, deep rest cycles..."
"Uh huh," Nate said, smiling into his coffee. "That sounds... extremely clinical."
Zoe laughed, but the sound was low, intimate. "It's bullshit. I mean -- it's valid technically, but I've seen your samples, Nate. They don't change. You're... obscenely consistent."
He didn't respond, not with words, but his grin deepened and his eyes flashed with a kind of challenge that made her shift subtly against the counter. She felt her thighs draw together without meaning to.
"I was thinking," she continued, keeping her tone casual, "if you're willing... it might make sense for you to stay here tonight. So we can do the collection without interruption."
Before Nate could respond, there was a loud thump from the stairs above them -- followed by the familiar sounds of Barry in a morning rush: shuffling feet, a belt being fastened, the hurried slap of shoes hitting wood. Moments later, he appeared in the doorway, shirt only half-tucked, phone in hand, and a toothbrush still clutched between his teeth.
"Shit, I'm so late," Barry muttered, glancing at the clock and the untouched breakfast on the table. "Don't wait for me. I've got back-to-back consults starting at eight. I'll grab something at the hospital."
Zoe turned toward him smoothly, as if nothing at all were out of the ordinary.
"Hey," she said gently, "I was thinking... since Nate needs one more overnight diagnostic collection, maybe he should stay here tonight. That way I can monitor everything properly."
Barry, distracted, nodded vaguely as he spat the toothbrush into the sink behind him. "Yeah, sure, great -- makes sense. That work for you, man?"
Nate nodded. "Absolutely. Happy to help science."
Barry smirked and grabbed his bag, already halfway to the door. "You're a good sport. Zoe's tough, huh? I know what it's like being under her care."
He kissed Zoe quickly on the cheek, gave Nate a casual nod, and disappeared out the door without another word.
The moment the door latched shut, silence settled between them again -- not awkward, but charged.
Zoe turned slowly to face Nate, her eyes gleaming with amusement and something darker.
"Well," Zoe said, her voice light, almost playful, "now that he's taken care of... why don't you sit down and enjoy the breakfast he didn't have time for?"
She gestured to the plate -- Barry's plate -- perfectly arranged with steaming eggs, crisp bacon, and neatly buttered toast. Her tone was casual, but her eyes told a different story. There was a charge behind them now, something heavy with intention.
"And while you eat," she added, stepping closer, fingers already sliding toward the tie of her robe, "I'll take care of your 'Big Problem'." She teased.
Nate took his seat at the kitchen table, the chair creaking faintly beneath his weight. His skin still glowed from the shower, his broad shoulders pink with heat, his frame so much larger than the chair could reasonably hold -- so much more present than the man who was supposed to be sitting there. Zoe moved with quiet purpose, setting the plate down in front of him -- Barry's plate. His food. His seat. But it was her mouth that was about to feed Nate something far more indulgent.
She didn't speak. She didn't have to. She just stood behind him for a breath, watching the way his muscles shifted beneath the fabric of his T-shirt as he reached for his fork. He filled the space like he belonged there. And maybe he did. Because when she sank to her knees beside him, it wasn't with uncertainty. It was with intent.
This wasn't tentative. There was no trembling in her hands, no flutter of doubt. Just a slow, grounded hunger in her movements -- practiced now. Owned. She reached for the waistband of his joggers, tugging them down in one steady pull. His cock sprang free -- thick, flushed, leaking -- and Zoe's breath caught, her lips parting in a soft, involuntary gasp. He was just so ready. Still hard from earlier. Or maybe just hard for her.
She wrapped her fingers around the base, marvelling again at his sheer size. Her hand couldn't quite close around him, and the stretch only made her pulse harder. She leaned in, exhaling softly across the tip, her breath warming the already glistening crown. Then she kissed it. Once. Then again. Her tongue circled the ridge in slow, reverent strokes -- like she was reacquainting herself with something sacred. He tasted like salt and heat and something heady and male.
Her moan was quiet but unmistakable as she took him into her mouth -- just the head at first, swirling, teasing, dragging her tongue along every sensitive ridge. She stroked what she couldn't yet fit, her other hand braced on his thigh for balance. Nate's body tensed. His fork clinked softly against the plate as he tried, absurdly, to eat -- to pretend he wasn't being unraveled at the kitchen table while her husband's breakfast went cold beside him.
Zoe didn't ease up.
She slid deeper, her throat relaxing inch by inch as she coaxed more of him inside. Her jaw stretched wide, lips wrapped tight, wet and eager as she tried to take him all. Her eyes began to sting, her breath coming in short, muffled bursts through her nose. But she didn't stop. Not until she had to -- not until the pressure in her lungs forced her back with a wet gasp, strands of saliva catching on her lip as she pulled off with a soft choke.
"Fuck..." she whispered, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, the edge of her lips still glistening. Her eyes sparkled as she looked up at him, wide and wild, not with innocence -- but hunger. "Your cock is so fucking huge, Nate..."
He smirked, his chest rising, but there was tension in his body now -- the kind that came from restraint, from barely holding on. Zoe grinned back at him, breathless, almost laughing with disbelief at her own arousal. But the flush in her cheeks, the tremble in her thighs, betrayed just how serious she was.
"I love the challenge of it," she whispered, almost reverent now. "I want to take all of you."
And then she did.
Her body leaned in with purpose, not hesitation. The spit she'd left along his shaft glistened in the kitchen light, making it easier, wetter, filthier. She let her lips stretch wide, slow and steady, sliding down his length inch by inch. The head bumped the back of her throat -- her breath hitched -- but she pushed through, swallowing him deeper, her muscles tightening as he filled her entirely. Her nose pressed close to the base, her throat flexing, pulsing around the thick crown. Her eyes fluttered shut. Her cunt clenched hard.
This wasn't just a blowjob. This wasn't just pleasure.
It was a conquest.
It was worship.
She moaned around him -- deep and guttural -- and the sound reverberated through her throat, sending a violent shiver up Nate's spine. His cock twitched in response, jerking against the back of her throat. She felt the weight of his hand settle in her hair -- not to force, but to anchor, like he needed the connection just to stay grounded.
"Fuck, Zoe..." he groaned, his voice fractured and thick. His hand tightened.
She began to move -- bobbing now, slowly at first, her lips sliding over him in long, wet strokes. Both hands twisted at the base, working in tandem with her mouth, milking him with devotion. Saliva spilled freely now, soaking him, dribbling down her chin as her hunger took over. She pulled off only once, just long enough to kiss the side of his shaft -- gentle, almost sweet -- before she whispered against his skin.
"You deserve this. You deserve to be fed. And to be drained."
And then she took him again -- deeper. Faster. Harder.
Her rhythm quickened, throat tightening and releasing in perfect sync with her hands. Her cheeks hollowed, her tongue moved with merciless precision along the underside, swirling just beneath the ridge where he was most sensitive. She let herself fall into it completely -- eyes closed, breath stolen, throat open, mouth flooded. Her head bobbed now with urgency, filth and finesse combining in a rhythm that was impossible to endure.
Nate's breathing broke. His other hand gripped the edge of the table now, knuckles white, hips twitching forward against her face. He was shaking -- thighs tight, abs flexed, his cock throbbing impossibly hard against her lips.
She didn't let up.
Instead, she went deeper. She sucked harder. She let her throat hum, a low, filthy vibration that rolled through him like a fuse being lit at the base of his spine. It wasn't a moan. It was a command.
"Mmmhhhmm..."
Nate choked out a breath, eyes rolling back, his voice shattered.
"Ohhh--fuck, Zoe... I'm gonna--"
But he didn't finish the sentence.
He didn't have to.
Zoe pressed her face down farther, burying him deep, her throat stretching open, swallowing inch after inch until he was lodged tight inside her. Her fingers gripped the base of his cock like she was holding onto a wild, thrashing thing -- like she needed to anchor it, or herself, or both. Her jaw ached. Her eyes watered. And still, she didn't let up.
Nate let out a sound then -- not a word, not a moan, but a growl, deep and primal, torn straight from his chest. It was the sound of a man unraveling. A man being ruined. His entire body jerked once, hard, and then he came.
Hot, pulsing jets surged into her mouth -- thick and relentless, one after another. She moaned around him as he spilled, her throat flexing, swallowing each salty wave like it was sacred. He poured into her, flooding her tongue, coating every inch of her mouth with the weight of him. And she took it. All of it. Her lips sealed tight, her throat fluttering around him while her hands coaxed out every last drop, stroking, milking, worshipping.
He grunted again -- louder this time, more animal, more broken -- his fingers tightening in her hair as his hips jerked uncontrollably. The final spasms wracked through his core, and then he slumped back into the chair with a shuddering gasp, trembling, boneless.
"Fucking hell..."
But Zoe didn't pull back. Not yet. She held him gently in her mouth, letting him soften there, her lips still locked around the head as she savoured the taste of what lingered. Only when the twitching stopped did she begin to retreat -- slow, deliberate -- letting him slip free with a wet, obscene pop that echoed in the stillness of the kitchen like punctuation.
She sat back on her heels, exhaling through parted lips, the air thick with heat and salt and silence. Her chin gleamed. Her lips glistened. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then brought her tongue to her lip, tasting what little remained, slow and unbothered.
"Your breakfast good?" she asked softly, voice husky, her throat stretched and satisfied.
Nate could only nod. Wide-eyed. Speechless. His chest still rising in shallow, uneven breaths as if he hadn't caught up to his own orgasm yet.
Zoe smiled -- calm, composed, in complete control -- and stood with feline grace, her body humming, her thighs still pulsing with unsatisfied ache. But that ache was hers to carry. For now.
"I'll pour you some coffee," she said, glancing back over her shoulder with a knowing smirk as she tied her robe again, casual as ever. "You're gonna need your strength tonight."
The late afternoon sun dipped low across the backyard, throwing long golden lines through the windows and across the polished hardwood floors. From the kitchen, Zoe stood at the sink pretending to rinse vegetables, but her eyes were locked on the scene just beyond the glass. Nate was shirtless -- again -- glistening with sweat as he pushed through a punishing round of bodyweight training. Pull-ups on the wooden beam, deep squats, push-ups so tight and slow they bordered on obscene. His muscles flexed and flowed with every movement, that dark sheen of exertion catching the light, casting his form in sharp, almost cinematic shadow.
She wasn't blinking. Not once.
Her thighs pressed together lightly beneath the hem of her dress, the soft fabric clinging to her skin from humidity -- and arousal. She watched the way Nate moved like he had something to prove. Like he knew she was watching.
Because he did.
The front door creaked open. Barry's voice called out casually, "Back in a sec, just grabbing the last bag."
Zoe composed herself instantly -- slid the tomato under the knife and began slicing with practiced ease. Her husband entered the kitchen moments later, looking flushed from the heat, sleeves rolled up, tie loosened.
"Smells amazing in here," he said, setting down a bag of wine and dessert. "What's Nate doing out there? He's like a damn Navy SEAL."
Zoe glanced out the window, just as Nate dropped from the pull-up beam and wiped his face with his shirt -- revealing the full cut of his abdomen in a single, dripping sweep.
Barry let out a short, impressed laugh. "Damn. Kid's a tank."
She smiled faintly, voice neutral. "He's dedicated."
Barry leaned against the counter, watching a little longer than he probably realised. "If he's staying the night, might as well invite him to dinner. Want me to grab him?"
Zoe nodded slowly. "That'd be lovely."
By the time Barry stepped out into the yard, Nate was finishing another brutal set of push-ups, sweat rolling down his back in long, clean lines. He pushed off the ground and stood, wiping his brow with the hem of his shirt, revealing a stomach that looked carved from stone. Barry paused mid-step, brows rising slightly.
"Jesus," he said with a chuckle, adjusting the grocery bag in his arms. "You training for something or just trying to make the rest of us look bad?"
Nate grinned, breathing steady despite the exertion. "Just keeping the engine running."
Barry gave a low, appreciative nod. "Well... it's working. Zoe and I were just saying -- if you're staying the night for this, uh, medical thing, might as well come by for dinner too. Make a night of it. She's already cooked up some kind of..." he trailed off, squinting. "Something with roasted potatoes, I think. She was slicing up tomatoes when I got in. It smelled like a damn magazine ad in there."
Nate smiled politely, towel slung over his shoulder. "Sounds amazing. Thanks, Barry."
"And after dinner we're putting on the game," Barry added, turning toward the house. "Hope you don't mind watching the Cowboys."
Nate smirked. "Cowboys suck, but I don't mind watching them get a beating."
Barry laughed. "Good man. Grab a shower, come by whenever. You're more than welcome."
"Appreciate it," Nate said. "I'll just swing home, clean up and grab a few things. Be over in twenty."
Barry gave him a nod before disappearing back into the house.
Nate stood in the fading light for a moment, eyes on the back door Zoe had stepped through minutes earlier. He was already hard again -- just from the memory of her mouth.
Dinner unfolded with a practiced elegance that made the tension beneath it feel all the more dangerous. Barry sat comfortably at the head of the table, wine glass in hand, spinning an animated tale about a printer disaster at the hospital. He gestured with his fork, oblivious to the slow-blooming storm building beneath his own roof. Nate laughed when expected, nodded in all the right places, but his attention wasn't on the story. Not really.
It kept drifting -- always drifting -- back to her.
Zoe was radiant tonight. Effortless and lethal. She wore a soft blush-toned dress, sleeveless and low in the front, the fabric hugging her hips like it had been tailored with wicked intent. She made no effort to conceal the shape of her breasts beneath it. There was no bra. The cling of the material made that abundantly clear the moment your eyes dropped. Her hair was half-pinned, strands tumbling loose around her collarbone in gentle waves that made her look delicate -- almost innocent -- if not for the fire flickering in her gaze.
Nate couldn't decide what was more unbearable: the sight of her like this at the table, casual and composed, or the image in his mind of her in that same dress, peeled back over her hips, draped across silk sheets with her thighs parted and her voice in a whisper.
He shifted in his seat, the pressure in his pants mounting with every brush of her voice, every accidental glance. She played it perfectly -- calm, sweet, a model of hostess grace. She refilled Barry's wine with a soft smile, cut into her steak with delicate precision, and leaned forward just a bit too far to pass the butter. It wasn't a mistake. Not remotely. The slow, unhurried dip of her torso gave Nate a clear, deliberate view down the front of her dress. The soft inner curve of her breasts, the shadow between them, the faint hint of warmth where fabric clung to skin.
She didn't look at him then.
But when she sat back, when she lifted her wine to her lips, she did. She met his gaze and held it -- steady, smouldering, and filled with dark promise. A single look. Enough to make his entire body tense.
Barry was still talking. Still gesturing. "So now I've got to pick up Benson's slack again," he groaned, completely unaware of the electricity pulsing between the other two bodies at the table. "The guy disappears every time things start piling up. Guess who gets called in last minute to fix it? Me."



Zoe tilted her head slightly, her fingers swirling the wine in her glass with slow, lazy grace. Her voice came soft and smooth -- razor-edged silk.
"Some people," she said, her eyes flicking to Barry for only a second before locking back on Nate with surgical precision, "are just better at handling the larger... meatier... projects."
She let it hang there, each word slow, sweet, and coated in implication. Her mouth curved into a smile that was nothing short of wicked. Catlike. I know exactly what you're thinking, that smile said. And I want you thinking it.
Nate's fork hovered in the air, forgotten. His throat moved as he swallowed hard. His fingers tightened around the stem of his wine glass, the muscles in his forearm twitching.
Barry laughed, oblivious. "Exactly! Finally someone gets it."
But Zoe didn't look away. Not yet. Not until Nate looked like he might lose composure altogether.
And then her foot moved under the table.
Slow. Precise. Intentional.
She brushed his ankle. Then traced higher. The subtle glide of her toes up the inside of his calf, then his thigh. The contact was soft but undeniable -- and when she pressed in against him, firm and sure, she felt him tense.
Nate didn't flinch. But his jaw flexed hard. His knuckles whitened. His breathing shallowed by just a hair.
Zoe just took another bite of steak. Chewed slowly. Swallowed. And smiled.
When the meal wrapped, Barry stood and began collecting dishes. Zoe reached for the last scoop of potatoes, lifting the spoon, but Barry gestured casually.
"I might grab those--"
"No," she said gently, but firmly. "Nate should have them."
Barry blinked. "I thought you said--"
"He's earned it," Zoe said, eyes on Nate now, soft and sweet and utterly in control. "Big, strong guy like that needs his fuel. Don't you think?"
Nate didn't respond. He didn't have to.
Barry chuckled. "Fair enough. You're our guest of honour, man."
"Thanks," Nate said, his voice low, throat dry.
Zoe served the potatoes slowly, spooning them onto Nate's plate with care, her fingers brushing his hand for just a second too long.
--------
Barry stood at the sink, half-focused, rinsing plates in the dull rhythm of post-dinner cleanup. A wine glass balanced in one hand while the other tapped at his phone, flicking through reports and updates ahead of the game. His attention was already drifting toward kickoff.
Behind him, Zoe appeared -- her voice calm, smooth, perfectly casual.
"Nate and I are going to head upstairs," she said lightly, like it was nothing, like it was routine. "Just need to run a quick test before the game starts."
Barry didn't even glance over his shoulder. "Game kicks off in twenty," he said, sliding a plate into the rack. "Don't miss kickoff, Doc."
Zoe smirked, brushing past him, her fingers ghosting over the edge of the counter, the click of her heels soft but unmistakable. "I'll have him finished in fifteen."
Barry chuckled absently, still focused on his screen. "I'll time you." He joked, not really even sure what he would have been timing.
She didn't answer. She didn't need to. She was already climbing the stairs, her hips swaying with deliberate grace, Nate trailing behind her like a shadow pulled forward by heat. He didn't speak. He didn't need to. The silence between them was electric -- thick with everything unspoken but deeply understood.
She didn't look back.
But her smile said everything.
She knew exactly what she was doing. Knew exactly what she wanted.
Inside the guest room, the air felt warmer -- more charged. Zoe stepped in with the same control she'd worn all night: steady eyes, graceful posture, voice soft as silk. The door clicked closed behind her, sealing them in. Beneath it all, the muffled clatter of dishes and distant sports commentary floated up from the kitchen below -- so far removed from the tension thickening in the space between her and Nate.
He stood near the bed, shirt already gone, his chest flushed and rising with restrained breath, his cock thickening visibly through the soft fabric of his joggers. He was ready. Hungry. Waiting.
Zoe approached slowly, lips parted in a soft smile, fingers already sliding the thin strap of her dress off one shoulder. "We don't have long," she murmured. "But I wanted to give you something before the game starts."
But before she could reach for him -- before she could decide how to begin -- he stepped forward and caught her at the waist. Not to undress her. Not to tease.
To stop her.
He pulled her in firmly, his voice low, rough with restraint.
"No," he said. "It's your turn, Doc."
Zoe blinked, caught off guard. "What?"
His hands were already guiding her backward, slow but insistent, until the backs of her thighs hit the edge of the bed.
"You've been taking care of me," he said. "Feeding me. Milking me. Letting me use your mouth. Your hands. Those perfect fucking tits!" His gaze pinned her in place, dark and unwavering. "But now it's your turn. And I want to taste you."
Her breath stilled. A slow, quiet tension uncoiled in her chest -- not fear, not hesitation... but the sheer weight of being seen. Of being wanted that much.
She opened her mouth to speak -- to protest, to deflect, to pretend this wasn't something she'd craved since the beginning -- but the words vanished when his hands slid up her thighs, firm and sure. He pushed her dress higher, revealing skin, heat, want.
"No panties?" he asked, grinning as his fingers brushed bare flesh.
"Didn't think I'd need them," she whispered, breath catching.
"Good," he said, and then he dropped to his knees.
Right in front of her.
Like she was something to be worshipped.
She lay back, her dress bunched high around her waist, one leg hooked over his shoulder, the other bent, trembling slightly, her heel digging into the edge of the mattress for balance she was already losing. Nate moved in slow, reverent. His hands gripped her thighs, firm and claiming, thumbs spreading her just enough to bare the slick, flushed heat of her sex.
He stared for a beat, drinking her in -- the shine of her arousal, the twitch of her clit, the way her folds opened for him without hesitation. Then he exhaled, soft and warm, and her entire body flinched, a shiver shooting straight through her core.
And then he licked her.
His first stroke was slow. Wide. Hot. A thick, deliberate drag from base to tip that ended in a featherlight flick against her swollen clit, and Zoe's hips jolted. Her gasp cracked the air before she could stop it, sharp and surprised, her hand flying to her mouth too late.
He didn't stop.
He devoured.
His tongue flattened and moved with unhurried precision, exploring her with patient hunger -- the kind that said he wasn't in a rush. He licked like he had something to prove. Like he wanted to memorise her. Every flick, every suck, every lap was focused, methodical. She tasted of heat and surrender, of something soft and soaked and feral. His grip on her thighs tightened as she began to move -- subtle at first, then desperate -- her hips rolling into his mouth, riding his tongue like it was the only anchor she had left.
Zoe clapped a hand over her mouth as another moan broke free, catching it in the crook of her elbow. She couldn't be loud. Barry was downstairs. But her body didn't give a damn about discretion. Her breath came fast and shallow, her belly tightening with every pass of his tongue, her clit aching with the effort of staying quiet. Nate kissed her like he was trying to crawl inside her. Like he wanted to stay there.
"Oh my god," she choked behind her hand, eyes squeezed shut. "Nate--fuck, don't stop--"
He didn't.
Instead, he changed pace -- and ruined her.
He focused on her clit, circling and flicking with maddening precision, then plunging his tongue inside her tight, fluttering entrance before sliding back up again. Over and over. Wet and filthy and perfect. Zoe's hand fisted in his hair, grinding his face harder into her cunt, needing more, giving up the pretence of control. Her other hand clutched the sheets, her thighs quaking on either side of his head.
She came like something being ripped open.
No warning. No grace. Just a sudden, helpless buck of her hips, a strangled cry bitten off behind her own hand as her orgasm slammed into her like a truck. Her body seized, legs locking tight around his head, back arching clean off the bed. Her cunt pulsed around nothing, twitching, soaking, and Nate didn't stop -- not for one second. He licked through it, into it, his mouth greedy and relentless, until she was gasping wordless sounds, begging without breath.
By the time she collapsed back, her chest was heaving, skin flushed, limbs heavy. Her clit throbbed. Her pussy still twitched. Her mind barely anchored.
Nate lifted his head slowly, mouth slick, chin soaked, eyes bright with something proud and dark and utterly male. He licked his lips, slow, savouring, and let out a soft, almost reverent groan.
"Jesus, Zoe," he murmured, voice low and rough. "You taste so fucking good. Like I could live between your legs."
Zoe stared at him, dazed and ruined, lips parted, no words left.
"You're eighteen?" she whispered, voice hoarse.
He smirked, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and leaned in close.
"I know what I'm doing."
She pulled him up by the collar and kissed him hard -- no hesitation, no space. Their mouths crashed together with heat and hunger, her lips trembling from the aftermath still coursing through her. She tasted herself on his tongue and didn't care. If anything, it made her kiss him deeper, hungrier. It wasn't neat. It wasn't careful. It was claiming.
Their bodies pressed tight, skin to skin, her thigh brushing the length of his cock still straining through his joggers. She slid her hand down between them, fingers closing around him through the fabric -- thick, throbbing, impossible -- and stroked him once, slow, deliberate.
Her orgasm hadn't even fully passed when Nate moved.
Fluid. Controlled. Decisive.
He kissed his way up her trembling stomach, his fingers grazing the curve of her breast as he climbed. And then, suddenly, she was in motion -- a blur of limbs and breath and sheets -- as he lifted her, rolled her, placed her. Her back hit the mattress with a gasp, and then another gasp followed as he shifted again, pulling her up and over him, guiding her thighs until she was straddling his face once more -- but this time, in reverse.
Her breath hitched. Her eyes widened.
He had pulled his joggers half way down and was already hard -- always hard -- his cock jutting between his thighs, heavy and wet with anticipation, twitching with every pulse of his heart. From where she hovered above him, she had a perfect view: the swollen head, the dark ridge, the sheer size of him. It made her mouth water and her core clench, even as her body was still recovering.
"Nate--" she started, her voice ragged, barely formed.
"Shhh," he whispered, muffled beneath her, voice edged with reverence and demand. "Your turn again."
And then his mouth was on her.
His tongue found her again without hesitation, licking into her heat like he hadn't just been buried there minutes ago. He kissed her cunt like it was the first time all over again -- tongue slow, wide, deliberate, and she moaned, unable to stop the tremble in her thighs. Her hips twitched above him, instinctively grinding down into the rhythm he was building.
She couldn't think. Could barely breathe.
But her eyes were locked -- laser-focused on his cock. Proud. Leaking. Begging.
She leaned forward.
Opened her mouth.
And took him in.
There was no warm-up. No hesitation. She opened wide, eyes fluttering as she slid down his length. Inch by inch. Her throat stretched. Relaxed. Accepted him. And when she hit the edge of her limit, she swallowed -- taking just a little more.
He groaned into her cunt as she moaned around his cock -- a wet, obscene harmony of need and friction.
They moved in sync now, a rhythm as raw as it was intimate. Her mouth bobbed over him, slow at first, savouring the ridges of every vein, the heat, the fullness. Her hands gripped his thighs, holding herself steady as she took him deeper. Faster. Her jaw ached. Her throat burned. But it only made her hungrier.
Every time his tongue dragged across her clit, her whole body jerked, her throat tightening instinctively around him -- and he growled into her, deep and low, the sound vibrating through her pelvis. She moaned in return, muffled by the cock stretching her lips, the two of them locked in this spiralling feedback loop of sound and sex and surrender.
Zoe's body was shaking again. Her pussy, still raw and overstimulated, pulsed around his mouth as he devoured her without mercy. And still, she didn't stop. Didn't want to stop. Her tongue flicked beneath his crown, her cheeks hollowed, her spit running down the base of his cock in glossy rivulets as she took him in again and again, head bobbing now with growing desperation.
Sweat slid between her breasts in a slow, sticky trail. Her thighs quivered around Nate's face, muscles taut, pulsing with the second orgasm already rising from deep within her. She was close again. So close. Her breath came in fractured gasps, her mouth still stretched wide around his cock, spit coating his shaft, dripping to his thighs.
Then, from downstairs -- faint, muffled, utterly out of place -- Barry's voice floated up.
"Come on, you two!" he called, casual and unaware. "Game's kicking off!"
Zoe froze. Just for a second. Just long enough for the tension in her body to hesitate.
And then Nate flicked her clit again.
Just right. Just once.
She broke.
Her hips dropped, grinding hard against his mouth, her throat tightening again as she took him deeper, her hands clawing at his thighs. She sucked with urgency now -- messier, wetter -- the rhythm collapsing into something wild and desperate, obscene in its ferocity. Her moans were guttural and wet around his cock, the sounds of their bodies filling the room in raw, chaotic chorus.
He grabbed her ass. She squeezed his legs.
And they came.
Together.
Zoe's muffled scream vibrated through his length as her orgasm exploded -- thighs clamping around his head, cunt pulsing furiously against his tongue. Her whole body shook, every nerve ending on fire. Nate arched up into her mouth with a groan, cock twitching, then erupting -- thick, hot ropes of cum flooding her throat, each pulse stronger than the last. She swallowed without thinking, still sucking, still grinding, still moaning through the storm of it. His hands clutched at her hips, holding her down as if she might float away.
They stayed like that -- locked, shuddering, giving everything to each other -- until there was nothing left.
Finally, she let him slip from her lips with a soft pop, a long string of saliva stretching between her mouth and his slick, reddened tip. She exhaled hard, her body folding down beside him, chest heaving, skin flushed, hair a wild mess across the pillow. Her entire frame still hummed with afterglow.
Nate wiped his face on the back of his hand, eyes dazed and glassy, mouth swollen from how hard he'd worked her.
Zoe let out a breathless laugh -- low, warm, ragged.
"We're late for kickoff," she whispered.
Nate smiled, reaching lazily for her thigh. "I'll let you take the blame."
"You don't get to talk back," she murmured, rolling onto her side with a satisfied groan, "until I can feel my legs again."
Eventually, she rose, pulling herself together with the calm precision of a woman who knew how to make sin look seamless. In the hallway, she paused -- smoothed the hem of her dress down her thighs, adjusted the neckline just enough to conceal the flushed curve of her chest. But the sweat hadn't yet dried between her breasts. The ache between her legs still echoed. The taste of him lingered at the back of her throat. She felt like she was radiating sex -- glowing with it -- but she carried it well. She always had.
Downstairs, the low drone of the TV and the hiss of beer cans cracked open gave the house its usual hum. Barry's voice called out from the couch, light and distracted.
"You missed kickoff!"
Before Zoe could reply, Nate's voice cut in -- smooth, warm, just a hint too innocent.
"That was my fault," he said easily. "I needed... a little extra attention before I could focus."
Zoe smirked as she stepped into the room behind him, a fresh glass of wine in hand, her smile just wide enough to say everything she didn't need to speak.
Barry chuckled from the couch, never looking away from the game. "Well? Did you fix him?"
"There's nothing to fix," Zoe replied, her voice sweet and just a touch amused. She eased into her chair across from them, legs crossed elegantly. "He's in perfect shape. This was more... research. Clinical analysis. And yes, of course--" her eyes flicked to Nate, "--I took special care of him. As I always do."
Barry grinned, sipping his beer. "Doc always gets results, huh?"
Nate didn't look at Barry. His eyes were locked on Zoe's, his smile slow and steady. "Every time," he said. "She's really... dedicated to her patients."
Zoe took a slow sip of wine, letting her tongue swirl around the rim of the glass.
Barry, still oblivious, settled further into the cushions, his feet propped on the table.
The room grew easier after that -- looser. Relaxed. The wine helped. The football helped. Barry started asking Nate about sports, about his college goals, whether he was still considering trying for the combine next season. Nate, good-natured and open, answered every question with humble confidence. He talked about his routine, his coach's push for him to stay local, how he was weighing his options. Zoe watched Barry warm to him, not just as a guest, but as a man. A potential son-in-law type.
She wondered what Barry would think if he knew how many times she'd had Nate's cock in her throat this week.
When the first quarter wound down, Barry stood with a stretch and grabbed another beer.
Zoe rose as well, collecting the empty wine glasses. "Alright," she said, "I think that's it for me tonight."
Nate stood too, always polite. "Thanks again for dinner. Seriously."
"You're welcome any time," Barry said, then looked to Zoe. "You'll be waking him for that test, right?"
She nodded. "Around two."
"I'll set an alarm just in case," Nate said, smiling, eyes warm. "Wouldn't want to miss my treatment."
Zoe held his gaze for a moment too long.
"See you soon," she said, voice soft as silk.
Upstairs, the house finally quieted.
Zoe stepped into the ensuite bathroom and let the door close behind her. Her hands moved automatically -- lighting a candle, untying her dress, letting it fall in a whisper to the floor. She stepped under the hot spray of the shower, tilting her head back, letting the water rush over her skin. She washed slowly, thoroughly -- between her thighs, behind her ears, under her breasts -- every inch of her body given the same reverence she'd given Nate earlier.
Then came the blade -- slow, practiced passes along her calves, her inner thighs, her mound. She moved with sensual precision, shaving herself clean, then reaching for the cocoa butter and massaging it into her skin with long, slow strokes. Her body gleamed. She smelled warm, sweet, edible.
She was preparing herself like an offering.
She stepped into a fresh robe, thin and dark and tied loose at the waist. When she entered the bedroom, Barry was already under the covers, his eyes skimming his phone. He looked up as she moved to the vanity.



"You don't usually do all that at night," he said casually.
Zoe smiled into the mirror. "Just figured it'll save me time tomorrow morning."
Barry yawned. "Fair. You looked great tonight, by the way."
"Thanks," she said, standing.
She kissed him on the forehead. "Sleep well."
"You too."
But Zoe was too excited to sleep. Her mind occupied with what lay down the corridor...Waiting.
The house was silent.
The kind of silence that only comes in the middle of the night -- when even the walls seem to exhale. Zoe moved barefoot down the hallway, the robe wrapped loosely around her, tied in a knot that had already begun to loosen with every step. Her heart beat harder than it should have. Not from fear. From anticipation. Every creak of the floorboards underfoot felt louder than it should have. Every shadow, every closed door, carried the weight of secrecy.
Barry didn't stir as she left. She'd watched his chest rise and fall in that steady, peaceful rhythm. She'd kissed his cheek just before slipping out of the bed she no longer wanted to lie in.
She opened the guest room door without a sound.
Nate was asleep, the covers pushed halfway down his torso. The moonlight filtering through the blinds cut across his chest in soft, slatted silver -- each ridge of muscle carved in low relief. His chest rose and fell with deep, slow breaths. The sheets had settled just below his navel, and even in sleep, his cock lay thick and heavy against his thigh, slowly stirring as if his body could already sense her presence.
Zoe stood for a long moment, just watching him. Everything about this felt dangerous. Beautiful. Real. She was no longer pretending. No longer performing. She wanted him -- all of him -- even if she couldn't have him.
Yet.
She moved to the side of the bed, her fingers slipping at the knot of her robe. It fell open, revealing the smooth glow of her freshly moisturised skin, the soft curves of her breasts, the gleam of her shaved thighs catching moonlight like polished marble. She didn't hesitate.
She eased the blanket down slowly, peeling it away from his hips. He shifted slightly but didn't wake. His cock twitched as the air touched it -- long, full, already thickening with sleep-laced arousal. Even in slumber, he was magnificent.
She climbed onto the bed with a reverence that bordered on spiritual. Straddled him with care. Her bare knees sank into the mattress on either side of his hips, and her hands settled on his chest -- warm and solid and perfect beneath her. She shifted her weight slowly, rolling her hips forward until her bare slit brushed the length of him.
Her breath caught.
He was already getting hard beneath her. The pressure of him nestled between her lips, slick and hot and growing thicker by the second. Her pussy was soaked, the heat between her thighs so intense it made her dizzy. She rocked gently against him, dragging her lips along the rigid length of his cock, her clit catching against his ridge again and again with slow, wet friction.
Still, he didn't wake.
She moaned -- quiet and desperate -- as she ground herself against him in slow, aching passes. His cock throbbed beneath her, sliding between her slick folds like it belonged there.
She wasn't collecting a sample.
She was feeding on him.
And when his breath finally hitched, and his eyes blinked open, she didn't stop.
She leaned down, her mouth inches from his ear, her voice nothing more than a breath.
Nate stirred beneath her, his breath shifting, chest rising with a new rhythm -- one that matched the slow, slick drag of her pussy along his cock. His eyes blinked open, disoriented for a split second before they landed on her face, her body, the wet friction of her cunt sliding across him in the moonlight. His brow furrowed in disbelief, then relaxed into something deeper -- desire, warmth, a stunned kind of awe.
"Zoe," he breathed, voice raw from sleep.
She didn't stop.
"Shhh," Zoe whispered, her palms pressed flat against Nate's chest, her hips rolling in a slow, liquid rhythm that glistened with heat. "Let me take care of you." Her voice was low, reverent -- not playful now, but purposeful. Worshipful. She moved with a steady grind, her slick folds coating every inch of his cock as it slid between her lips, thick and rigid, wet and aching.
She wasn't riding him to finish -- not yet. She rode him like she needed to feel every part of him. Every ridge, every pulse, every slick pass of flesh that teased her clit just enough to make her gasp. Her rhythm was controlled, hungry. The head of his cock dragged against her swollen clit with every roll of her hips, catching on just the right spot with the kind of maddening friction that didn't release pressure -- it built it.
Nate groaned, a low, guttural sound vibrating deep in his throat. His hands moved to her hips first, then lower -- to her ass, firm and possessive. He gripped her there, spreading her cheeks with intent, guiding her movements, urging her to grind harder, deeper. Their pace synced like breath. Like tide. His cock nestled perfectly against her, thick and hot and just shy of penetration, and it felt like torture. Blissful, unspeakable torture.
Then he rose, slow and sure, his arms wrapping around her back, his chest pressing to hers in one smooth, breath-stealing motion. Her breasts flattened against him, warm and bare, her nipples dragging against his skin as she rocked against his cock. Still not inside her -- but so close it made her dizzy.
Their foreheads touched. Then their mouths. The kiss was deep -- not desperate, not messy, but intimate. Their tongues met in slow, languid strokes, like lovers who had nowhere to be, no secrets to keep. His hand slid into her hair. Her fingers curled at the nape of his neck. They kissed like they belonged to each other.
"I missed this," he murmured into her mouth.
Zoe pulled back just far enough to meet his eyes, her breath warm across his lips. "You never had this."
"I want it," he said, voice raw.
She moaned, hips grinding again, the thick length of him gliding up through her lips, catching just right. Her clit throbbed. Her whole body throbbed. "You've got it."
They moved together, not chasing climax but building it -- slowly, inevitably. Every pass of his cock stoked the ache between her thighs. Her pussy clenched around emptiness, wet and wanting, but this... this was enough. For now. The anticipation was exquisite. Torture turned art.
His hands found her again -- sliding up her sides with maddening patience, until they cupped her breasts. Full. Heavy. Flushed with arousal. He squeezed them with slow, firm pressure, just enough to make her breath catch. His thumbs grazed over her nipples, drawing soft gasps, then circled, then pinched. She cried out, quiet and aching, her body pulsing around his cock where it rested thick and soaked against her pussy.
Nate leaned forward and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking deep, his tongue swirling, his teeth grazing. Zoe arched, clutching at his shoulders, her breath coming ragged. He moved to the other -- slower this time -- licking, biting down just enough to make her body tremble.
"Nate--fuck--don't stop--"
"You like that?" he growled softly against her skin, mouth hot and wet against her tit.
"God yes," she panted, rolling her hips with desperate friction. "Your mouth... your hands... I can't--"
"You will," he said, grabbing her ass again, his voice rough and certain. "You're going to come all over me, Doc."
Her moan was sharp, near feral -- her clit throbbing, her thighs beginning to shake as the pressure curled tighter inside her. Every stroke of his cock between her folds was a promise. Every breath, every suck of his lips, every low, filthy word from his mouth edged her closer to something inevitable. Not just orgasm -- but surrender.
And she was ready to give it.
The room was thick now -- heavy with heat, the kind that clung to skin and breath. The air was dense with sweat, with the scent of arousal, with the electric residue of everything unspoken. The sheets beneath them were a tangle of twisted fabric and effort, soaked with the friction of bodies and want. Each breath was shared. Each movement, answered. And Zoe's rhythm had changed.
What began as a controlled, almost worshipful grind had turned into something primal -- a rhythm born of instinct, not choreography. Her hips moved with purpose, forward and back, not chasing release anymore but commanding it. Her clit throbbed with every stroke. Her thighs ached from the grind. Nate's cock was drenched in her juices, sliding with ease through the swollen lips of her pussy, pressing perfectly against the place she needed him most. Not inside. Not yet. The pressure of holding back was unbearable -- but she clung to it, squeezing just one more moment from the tension before letting it snap.
Her body knew what to do before she did. It moved like it remembered something ancient. Something sacred. Like it needed to grind this man into the mattress until there was nothing left but the sound of her name on his lips.
Nate couldn't stop the sounds escaping him. His groans came low and rough, the kind that vibrated in his chest and rolled up into the back of his throat. His hands were bruising on her ass, pulling her down harder with each pass, guiding her along his cock like he needed her weight -- needed the pressure of her sex sliding over him to stay tethered to earth. Every stroke caught her clit just right, every grind pulled a breathless gasp from both of them.
"Zoe..." he choked, almost pleading. "I'm--fuck--I'm gonna--"
She didn't slow.
She didn't speak.
She drove.
Her hips rocked forward, hard and fast, slick heat grinding along the full length of his cock with a filthy, wet sound. Her clit was alight with sensation -- nerves crackling, legs trembling, her mouth falling open on a sharp gasp as her body seized. Her hands pressed to his chest, fingernails biting into his skin, and her head fell back, spine bowing as she came.
It wasn't a sweet climax. It was furious. Earned.
She ground herself through it with unrelenting force, hips twitching in erratic, hungry circles, locking around him as her body refused to let go. Her orgasm hit like lightning -- jagged and raw -- tearing through her until she could no longer hold back the sounds bursting from her throat. She was moaning openly now, shameless, undone. And even as her pussy clenched around nothing, it was like she'd taken everything from him.
Because that final grind, the way she trapped his cock between her soaked, fluttering lips, dragging her clit across the veined length of him as if to drain every ounce of power from his body -- that was what finished Nate.
He came with a shout, the kind pulled from deep inside, and his whole body locked beneath her. His cock jerked violently against her, then erupted -- hot, thick, everywhere -- streaking across his stomach, his abs, his chest in helpless, desperate ropes. It was messy. Relentless. He kept coming, every pulse forcing out more, his release spilling over him like it had no place else to go.
And still, Zoe moved -- slower now, milking him with the grind of her hips, coaxing the last shudders from his body. Her pussy still trembled from aftershocks, her breath raw, her skin glistening.
Eventually, she slowed.
Her hands slid down his chest, a wet beautiful mess mixed with sweat and cum. She looked down at him -- at what they'd done. His cock still twitching, his torso streaked and painted, her juices smeared across every inch of him. She smiled -- not a smirk, not satisfaction. Something deeper.
Then, with the same deliberate grace, she leaned down and licked a thick, glistening line of cum from his stomach, her tongue dragging slowly, deliberately. She sat back on her heels, savouring the taste, licking her lips with a low, satisfied hum.
"This sample..." she whispered, voice dark and velvety, "is just as impressive... and just as delicious... as all the others."
Nate let out a hoarse, broken laugh, chest still heaving. He was glassy-eyed, painted, utterly spent. Ruined in the most beautiful way. "You are Un. Fucking. Believable."
Zoe laughed back, rose slowly, like a goddess peeling herself out of mortal skin. Her thighs glistened in the moonlight, her skin glowing with heat and power. She moved with a grace that said nothing about modesty, and everything about possession. He was hers now. Her work. Her masterpiece.
She turned at the door, silhouetted by soft light, her voice low and smooth.
"Sleep well."
And then she was gone.
She padded to the ensuite bathroom just off the guest room, rinsing quickly -- careful not to remove the scent of him completely -- before slipping back into her robe and tiptoeing down the hall.
When she eased open the door to the master bedroom, Barry was stirring, shifting slightly beneath the covers.
"Everything alright?" he murmured sleepily. "I thought I heard Nate yell..."
Zoe slid beneath the sheets, curling into the space she'd left empty, her voice soft and sweet.
"He's fine," she whispered. "Stubbed his toe on the bedpost. Go back to sleep, darling."
Barry hummed something close to sympathy before rolling over and drifting back into unconsciousness.
Zoe lay beside him, her eyes open, the taste of Nate still on her tongue, her cunt still faintly pulsing from the mess they'd made together.
She smiled in the dark.
And slept like a woman content.
The kitchen was filled with morning light and the soft clatter of Barry moving around in boxers and a worn t-shirt, whistling tunelessly as he cracked eggs into a pan. Zoe stood nearby in a long robe, sipping her coffee, her expression calm, lips faintly parted, skin still glowing from everything the night had spilled onto her body.
Barry glanced over his shoulder, flipping the bacon. "I figured Nate might be sleeping in after that test you did. Poor kid sounded like he was in pain for a second there."
Zoe smiled into her coffee, the warmth of the mug seeping into her palms. "It's all part of the process," she said lightly. "I'll take breakfast up to him. Want to check how he's doing... make sure he's, you know--recovered."
Barry scraped eggs and bacon onto a plate, added a generous helping of toast, then handed it over without hesitation. "You're too good, honestly. Guy should be paying you overtime."
Zoe leaned in and kissed his cheek. "I love what I do."
She padded quietly up the stairs, the plate warm in her hands, her robe parting slightly with each step, brushing against her thighs like a secret. The morning air was soft and still, filtered with golden light -- but when she slipped into the guest room, the air changed. The scent lingered. Sex. Sweat. Salt. And something deeper. Something claimed.
Nate was sprawled across the sheets, one leg bent, the covers kicked down to his calves. He was completely bare, skin glowing in the morning light, his cock resting long and heavy against his thigh -- not hard, but full of promise, twitching gently like it already knew she was there.
Zoe set the plate down on the nightstand without a sound and moved to the bed with purpose. She pulled the sheet back all the way, revealing him fully, and then crawled between his legs on all fours. There were no words. No build-up. She simply took him into her mouth.
Nate groaned awake, the sound catching in his throat as his eyes opened to the sight of Zoe -- her hair loose, her mouth wrapped around his cock, her body still warm from sleep but her hunger already burning. She bobbed slowly, deliberately, her tongue tracing every ridge, every pulsing vein, her lips sealing tight around him with each descent.
"Morning," she murmured between licks, her voice hoarse with sleep, velvet-thick with want.
His hand found her hair, fingers sliding through it, gripping softly as she began to suck him deeper. There was no teasing this time, no show. Just need. Real. Raw. Unapologetic. She took him in to the base, her throat relaxing to receive every inch, until her nose brushed the flat of his stomach and she moaned around him like she'd missed the taste of him overnight.
Her lips glided. Her throat worked. Her fingers massaged the weight of his balls, coaxing him upward, drawing the heat from deep within his body. And when he came, he came hard -- thick, pulsing jets spilling onto her tongue. She didn't flinch. Didn't pull away. She swallowed it all, milking every last drop, her eyes fluttering closed as she drank him like it was the first thing she needed before the day could begin.
When it was done, she sat back on her heels, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and kissed the tip of his softening cock with one final hum of satisfaction.
"Breakfast in bed," she whispered, her lips still wet, her smile impossible to misread.
Back downstairs, Barry was standing at the counter, buttoning his shirt with one hand, coffee mug in the other. Zoe stepped into the kitchen behind him, her robe tied neatly again, hair smoothed, cheeks still faintly pink from warmth or effort -- or both.
"You're not eating?" he asked, glancing over.
She shook her head, reaching for her mug and lifting it to her lips. "No thanks. I'm already full. Had myself a delicious shake."
"Huh." He grinned as he sipped his coffee. "You haven't touched those in months. Said you'd gone off them."
Zoe smiled, slow and serene. "I've been having them all week, actually. Really got a taste for them again. They're just so thick. So creamy."
Barry walked over and set his mug down, reaching to brush a loose strand of hair from her cheek. "Well, whatever it is..." He leaned in, kissing her softly on the lips, the press of it gentle, lingering, warm. "...you're glowing."
He paused as he pulled back, his lips parting slightly, his brow creasing as he tasted something familiar, something he couldn't quite place. "Mmmm," he murmured, licking his lips lightly. "I think I can taste that shake."
His grin turned playful. "Not bad."
Zoe just smiled, serene and unreadable. "Have a great day, honey."
She watched him walk out the door, shirt still half-buttoned, the collar crooked, completely unaware. She sipped her coffee again, the taste suddenly richer. Fuller.
And as the door clicked shut behind him, Zoe turned back toward the kitchen window, sunlight warming her face.
Wondering, not idly -- but with anticipation -- what kind of adventures the rest of her day might bring...
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Chapter 3

The robe she wore was short. Not overtly sexual -- not lace or silk, not something sold to be removed -- but there was something quietly devastating about how it clung to her. Soft grey cotton, worn thin at the seams, brushing the tops of her thighs as she sat cross-legged on the bed. One leg tucked under the other, her bare knee slightly raised, the curve of her calf illuminated by the flicker of light through the glass. In her hand, the last inch of white wine swirled lazily in a stemless glass, her wrist rotating with an idle rhythm that said her mind was somewhere else entirely. The TV muttered in the background, its volume so low it felt more like a memory than a presence -- but no one in the room was listening. The real gravity lived beyond the sliding doors. Out on the balcony, where that same molten glow danced across the floorboards. The lights were on. Which meant they were out there.
Craig stood at the threshold, one shoulder leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed in a pose that looked relaxed but felt anything but. There was a kind of charged silence between them -- not uncomfortable, not confrontational, but taut. Waiting. Like the room had paused itself to see who would break first. His eyes rested on her as she brought the glass to her lips, the slow flick of her tongue tracing the inside of the rim before she sipped. The movement was small, thoughtless. But it lodged deep. Something inside him tensed -- low, warm, pulsing.
"What do you want to do tonight?" he asked, the words spoken too casually, like a line rehearsed for a scene he wasn't sure he was brave enough to enter.
Shannon didn't answer immediately. Her eyes flicked to him, calm and unreadable, then back to her wine. "We're doing it," she murmured, raising the glass slightly in his direction. "Wine. You. Me. Quiet night in."
He nodded slowly and took a step further into the room. Closer now. The light hit her differently from this angle -- caught the rise of her thigh where the robe parted, the exposed skin luminous in that dusky amber spill from outside.
"You know that's not what I meant."
She set the glass down on the table beside the bed, uncrossing her legs. One knee slid forward, and the robe shifted with it -- climbing higher. Not an invitation. Not quite. But not an accident either.
"Then say what you mean," she said softly.
Craig exhaled through his nose. This wasn't the language he was fluent in. Give him pitch decks, analyst calls, earnings reports -- he could navigate all that blindfolded. But this? This tension laced with arousal, this ambiguity drawn tight between curiosity and fear? It scrambled him.
"They're out there again," he said. "Ron. And... Joy."
The name fell from his lips like something half-forbidden. Shannon didn't flinch.
"I know," she said, voice calm. "I heard the jets kick on ten minutes ago."
"You think they're expecting us?"
"I think we were invited."
He dropped down onto the edge of the bed beside her, his posture caught between retreat and advance. "We don't have to go. I mean... we could stay in. Order something. Watch a movie."
"Sure," she said lightly. "Skip the sausages."
That pulled a laugh from him -- but it faded quickly. "I'm not saying I want to avoid it," he said. "I just... don't know if I want to want it."
Shannon looked at him then, and the softness in her eyes wasn't pity. It was presence. She saw him. The conflict. The ache. The fascination he hadn't admitted out loud yet.
"You want to see what happens," she said.
He didn't respond. Not with words. His jaw flexed. His hands tightened against his thighs. And that was enough.
"I don't know what I want," he murmured finally.
She stood.
Unhurried. Graceful. Her robe skimmed her hips as she moved, catching against the shape of her curves like a whisper of fabric trying to remember where her skin ended. She stepped in front of him and placed a hand on his shoulder -- grounding. Real.
"We go out," she said. "We have drinks. We talk. We watch the skyline. We laugh. We can come back inside at any moment. Even if we get in the water... nothing has to happen. We're in control."
His gaze lifted, searching hers. "You think they'll behave?"
Shannon's smile was slow, knowing, but never cruel. "I think they'll wait and see what we want."
Craig's breath caught, and for a moment, the air between them was so still it felt sacred.
"And if we're the ones who push it too far?"
She leaned down then, not for drama, but with purpose. Her lips touched his forehead -- not rushed, not performative -- just warm and steady.
"Then we deal with that," she whispered, "together."
And in that quiet promise, something tilted.
Not toward safety.
But toward surrender.
The balcony glowed with that low, golden warmth that made everything feel a little more cinematic -- like the city itself had dimmed in reverence to whatever was about to unfold. Overhead, string lights swayed in the breeze, casting a honeyed shimmer across polished stone and the long silhouette of the grill. The air was thick with the scent of flame and flesh -- seared meat, curling woodsmoke, and something sweeter clinging just beneath it. Cinnamon, maybe. Or maybe just the residue of summer sweat and sin.
Ron stood at the grill, a dark figure haloed in flickering amber, one hand steady on the tongs as he turned the sausages with slow, practiced ease. He wasn't talking much, but when he did, everyone laughed -- not out of politeness, but because the cadence of his voice made laughter feel inevitable. He didn't demand attention. He just made space bend toward him. Shirtless, barefoot, drink in hand, Ron looked every inch the man built to dominate a room without needing to conquer it. He didn't take up space. He defined it.
Joy lounged nearby on one of the sleek barstools, barefoot, knees tucked up, her whole body coiled in that lazy, charged kind of comfort that came after you stopped pretending to behave. She wore a slouchy graphic tee, oversized and hanging just long enough to feign modesty -- the curve of her ass more suggestion than secret, the bikini bottom beneath it barely pretending to help. Her legs were long and sun-kissed, hair pulled into a messy topknot that made her neck look obscene. She sipped something pink and frosted, her toes tapping the metal stool rail with a rhythm that felt like foreplay.
The sliding door whispered open behind her.
Craig and Shannon stepped out together, and the shift in the air was immediate -- warmer, thicker, denser with heat that wasn't just from the grill. Shannon had changed. Black shorts now, high on her thighs, frayed at the hem. A white tank top knotted high on her waist, no bra beneath -- just the ghost of shape beneath thin fabric, nipples faintly visible in the light. She looked casual, effortless. Dangerous. The kind of woman who didn't need to show skin to make men forget how to speak. Craig followed, linen shirt unbuttoned halfway, chest catching the light, beer in hand. They looked good. Like a matched set. Or a couple walking into a scene they already knew would change them.
Joy lit up when she saw them. "You finally joined the party," she sang out, raising her glass like a salute.
Ron turned slightly, lifting his own. "About time."
Craig offered a quiet smile, lifting his drink. Shannon said nothing -- just smiled, slow and knowing, like she already saw where the night might go.
They drifted toward the makeshift bar tucked into the corner -- bottles, mixers, fresh-cut citrus glinting in the light. The air hummed. Not loud. Not overt. But aware.
"Help yourselves," Ron said, flipping something on the grill with a flick of his wrist. "I've got more than enough."
Shannon poured herself something clean -- clear liquor over ice, a wedge of lime, the glass sweating in her hand. Craig cracked a beer with a flick of the wrist, the opener mounted discreetly to the wall. The hiss of carbonation cut the air like punctuation.
Joy leaned over, eyes sliding over both of them with open curiosity. No embarrassment. No apology. Just appreciation, unfiltered. She smiled around her straw.
"You guys look really good tonight."
Shannon laughed, low and lazy, tipping her glass. "Speak for yourself."
Joy winked. "I try." Then she turned her gaze back to Craig, head tilted slightly. "But I meant what I said. That linen shirt? It's doing things."
Craig flushed -- a soft wash of pink at his throat, his smile uncertain but not displeased. Shannon moved behind him, fingers brushing lightly over his back, possessive but not possessive. Like she was reminding them both she'd already mapped that terrain. Or maybe giving Joy permission to start her own exploration.
Joy leaned in, chin resting on her palm, legs swaying slowly beneath her. "You don't talk much, huh?" she teased, voice lilting. "Strong, silent type? Or just trying to behave?"
Craig laughed, sheepish. "Just... listening."
"Adorable," Joy murmured. "That deer-in-the-headlights thing? Such a heartbreaker vibe."
Then -- without warning -- she turned to Shannon, her smile still sweet, but her eyes sharper now. Not disrespectful. Not challenging. Just real. "You don't mind if I flirt with him, do you?"
Shannon didn't flinch. Didn't hesitate. She sipped slowly, eyes glinting above the rim. "Joy, honey," she said, voice smooth as silk, "don't let that shy smile fool you. He plays innocent. But once he's got his hands on you..." Her smile widened, teeth flashing faintly. "You'll be the one gasping."
Joy gave a delighted gasp of her own. "Oh my god -- I knew it."
Ron chuckled without looking up. Just the sound of someone who'd seen this scene before and knew exactly how it would unfold. The food hissed behind him, the smell turning richer, deeper -- heat and salt and dark, smoked promise.
Joy turned back to Craig, her voice a touch lower now. "Alright, mystery man. I'm officially intrigued."
Craig looked at Shannon -- and the way she watched him back, calm and indulgent, told him everything he needed to know. So he smiled. Not shy. Not cocky. Just present.
Ron turned from the grill, tongs still in hand. "Just make sure you leave room for the main event."
Joy snorted. "If you mean the food, we all know that's not the biggest thing getting grilled tonight."
Shannon laughed. Craig blinked. Ron just raised an eyebrow, not taking the bait -- but the smirk tugging at his mouth made the implication feel twice as real.
Conversation spun again -- travel, music, sex, stories dipped in just enough heat to leave the edges curling. Everyone was laughing too easily, sipping too fast, leaning just a little closer. The jokes weren't inappropriate. But they were loaded. The kind that carried weight in the silences that followed.
And behind it all, the city blinked quietly in the distance -- glittering, oblivious.
Craig's pulse was a drum again. Slow. Relentless.
Something was coming.
He didn't know what shape it would take.
But he knew -- they weren't just guests anymore.
They were participants.
The plates had been cleared. Glasses refilled. The city was quieter now -- settled into that post-dinner hush where everything softened, where conversation gave way to glances, where the buzz in the air wasn't from alcohol anymore, but proximity. Something unnamed floated between the four of them -- thick and unspoken, the kind of energy that hums beneath skin when everyone knows the rules are changing, even if no one's said it aloud.
Then came the low rumble -- the jets kicking on behind them. The hot tub stirred like something breathing. Blue light shimmered from beneath the surface, casting soft waves across the balcony walls. Steam curled upward, slow and constant, catching the night air and folding into it like smoke from a quiet fire.
Ron stood, stretching with the easy grace of someone who didn't move to be seen, but was watched anyway. His body long, loose, unapologetic -- the kind of male confidence that didn't need to flex.
"Hot tub's ready," he said, glancing toward the group. "Perfect night for it."
Joy didn't hesitate. She was already rising, drink still in hand, eyes alight. "Finally," she exhaled, and in a single motion, she pulled her tee overhead and let it fall. No drama. No seduction. Just bare skin catching firelight -- golden, smooth, utterly unselfconscious. Her bikini bottoms slipped off next, dropped with the casualness of a woman shedding a second skin. Then she was stepping into the water, hips swaying, the blue light catching the curve of her back as she sank in with a low, satisfied sigh.
Ron didn't follow her right away. He just stood, drink in hand, looking at Craig and Shannon. Not urging. Not waiting. Just offering.
Craig's heart thumped once, hard. He didn't move. Not yet. This was the moment -- the border between suggestion and decision. Shannon stood beside him, still, unreadable.
Joy tilted her head back, eyes glittering. "What, you two need suits?" she teased. "We're not wearing any."
Craig blinked. Shannon raised an eyebrow.
"We noticed," she murmured.
"You can borrow mine," Joy added with a wink. "Oh wait."
Ron chuckled, that low, velvet laugh that always seemed to settle into the spine. "Join us. However you're comfortable."
Craig looked at Shannon -- and she looked right back. There was no hesitation in her eyes. No fear. Just something clear. Something steady.
"Let's go get changed," she said.
--
The bedroom felt cooler. Closer. As if the walls themselves had drawn in, waiting to see who they'd be when they came back out. Craig shut the door behind them and stood still for a beat, the echo of Joy's laugh still buzzing in his ears.
Shannon moved easily through the space, already in motion. She pulled two towels from the wardrobe, tossed one onto the bed, then slid open the drawer where their robes waited -- folded, untouched, like they'd always been meant for this night.
"If we're going," she said, not glancing at him, "we might as well do it properly."
Craig hesitated, watching her. "No suits?"
"They're naked," she said simply, peeling her tank top off in one smooth movement. "Why pretend otherwise?"
Her bra followed -- dropped without ceremony -- and then her shorts, kicked aside with quiet finality. She crossed the room to the robe, nude, casual, unaffected. Her body glowed in the low light -- not posed, not framed for attention. Just real. Just hers.
Craig tried to swallow, but his throat felt tight. "So this is happening."
Shannon didn't pause. "We'll go out. Have a drink. Sit in the water. Talk. If it gets weird, we leave." She slipped her arms into the robe. "If anything doesn't feel right, we call it. Easy."
He nodded, slower than her, trying to match her steadiness. "And Joy?"
She looked at him then -- not defensively, not possessively. Just seeing him.
"She's into you," Shannon said. "You didn't notice?"
"I wasn't sure."
"Oh, she was ready to crawl into your lap."
That made him laugh, soft and uneasy. "Are you... okay with that?"
Shannon considered him for a moment, then nodded once. "She's cute. A little wild. Definitely your type. Not forever. But for tonight?" Her smile curled. "I could see it."
Craig's chest tightened, but not from fear. From something deeper. Need. Wonder. Arousal wrapped in awe.
"And you?" he asked. "How far do you want to go with this?"
Shannon stepped toward him, robe loose in her hand. She didn't answer with a speech. Just placed the terry cloth against his chest and held his gaze.
"As far as it feels good," she said. "And not a step further."
She kissed him then -- not hungry, but firm. Anchoring. A reminder that no matter what they were walking toward, they were still walking it together.
"You ready?" she murmured.
He breathed in, then out. "As I'll ever be."
They slipped the robes on. Bare beneath. No armour. Just skin.
And as they stepped out into the hallway again -- toward the heat, the light, the blur of steam and limbs and possibility -- Craig felt something real and irreversible shift beneath his skin.
The kind of shift you don't feel until it's already changed you.
They stepped from the hallway into the night without a word, robes tied but useless -- thin layers of cloth that did nothing to quiet the heat beneath. Their bare feet met warm stone as the sliding door whispered open, and the balcony welcomed them back like a scene held on pause, now resumed. The music played low, all velvet rhythm and bass that made everything feel slower, heavier. Steam curled upward from the bubbling water, cloaking the air in heat and hush, thick with the scent of chlorine, sweet alcohol, and something darker just beneath -- like the breath of sex before it starts.
Ron was already in the water, leaned back into the jets like a man born for it, arms spread along the rim, the powerful line of his chest catching light where the steam broke. Joy was half-submerged, stretched across one side of the tub like a sun-drunk siren, her arms lazily hooked behind her on the ledge, legs extended along the bench seat, body gleaming with moisture. The tops of her breasts broke the surface, kissed by the glow of the submerged lights, offered up like an invitation no one dared name.
They saw Craig and Shannon immediately -- four sets of eyes locking across the haze. And just like that, the air changed. Not with shock or surprise. But with knowing. The quiet kind. The kind that doesn't need to be said.
Shannon didn't hesitate. Her hands moved to her waist, loosening the tie of her robe with deliberate slowness. The fabric parted down her front, soft grey spilling away like a curtain. She let it fall from her shoulders, bare beneath, and stood there in the half-light like something painted -- her body full and luminous, breasts high and proud, nipples drawn tight in the air. She wasn't performing. She wasn't asking. She was simply there -- unafraid, unapologetic, owned entirely by herself. Craig followed suit, less graceful, but no less present. His robe slipped down his arms and fell to the ground, leaving him exposed under the city's quiet gaze. The muscles across his chest caught in the light. The thick weight of his cock hung heavy between his thighs, already half-swollen -- not from exhibition, but from the slow, electric pull of everything that had been building. He was not Ron, but he was clearly bigger than average.
For a moment, Ron said nothing. He didn't smirk. Didn't gloat. He just looked. Quiet. Present. His eyes moved over both of them with that same stillness he always carried -- not consuming, not coy. Just seeing.
And then Joy grinned, her voice slicing through the tension like a blade dipped in honey. "I knew you'd have a nice cock, Craig."
He blinked, thrown. "What?"
She leaned forward, water spilling down her chest, her smile wicked. "Oh come on. That mess you made on the balcony door last night? Kinda hard to miss. Honestly, I was impressed."
Laughter broke the silence -- sharp and sudden, cracking the moment open. Even Shannon laughed, biting her lip, head tilted down as if to hide the flush blooming on her cheeks. Craig laughed too, a little too late, a little too breathless.
Ron shook his head, eyes gleaming. "And here I thought I kept things discreet."
Joy winked without shame. "Please. You were two thrusts away from offering me a squeegee."
Shannon stepped closer to the tub, her voice light but edged with something real. "We didn't think we'd come back."
Craig nodded. "We told ourselves -- just one more drink."



Joy's smile curled. "And maybe a taste...?"
Ron raised his glass, the motion smooth and quiet. "Well then," he said. "Let's make it a good one."
His eyes moved around the space -- three bare bodies and a fourth about to be folded in -- all of them caught in the hush of steam and suggestion. "To Joy," he said, "and fresh beginnings."
They raised glasses -- the toast soft against the night, against the water -- and Craig caught Shannon's eyes over the rim of his drink. There was something in her expression now, not playfulness, not nerves. Something steadier. Something resigned and curious and lit with a kind of hunger she hadn't named yet.
"What does that mean?" he asked. "Fresh beginnings?"
Joy answered first, tipping her head back toward the stars, her wet skin glowing. "Barcelona," she said. "Tomorrow. One year. Art. Wine. Life. Everything I haven't let myself feel yet."
"Studying abroad?" Shannon asked, voice curious but quiet.
Joy's smile turned wistful. "Studying life."
Ron's voice came from beneath the steam -- deep and smooth. "It's her last night here."
Shannon's smile faltered, just slightly. "Oh."
Joy turned to Ron, her tone bright again, her attention deliberately pointed. "I'm just worried about him, honestly."
He raised a brow.
"You've got needs," she said -- and now every syllable was dipped in sugar and heat. "And I won't be here to handle them."
Then her gaze moved.
To Shannon.
Not a glance. Not a flick.
But a look.
Open. Direct. Unapologetic.
Craig felt something shift in his chest -- a drop, like the first plunge on a roller coaster.
Shannon didn't blink. "I'm sure he won't have trouble finding someone."
No one laughed. The air buzzed too thick for that now. The jets whispered behind them. The city lights blinked like silent witnesses. Four bodies, suspended in water and implication, balanced on the edge of something vast.
Joy rose.
She didn't rush. She didn't pose.
She simply stood, naked and glistening, every inch of her body offered without shame. Water slid down her skin in long, silver trails, highlighting every smooth curve, every muscle flex, every glint of intention in her eyes. Joy moved like she was part of the water and crossed the space with the kind of naked confidence that turned every inch of her body into suggestion. Her hips swayed through the steam, and then she stood in front of Craig, droplets clinging to the lines of her stomach. She didn't wait.
"Can I sit with your man for a bit?" she asked Shannon -- but even as the question landed, her body was already folding into Craig's lap.
Shannon didn't flinch. Didn't move. But she felt it -- that seismic shift beneath the surface, the silent ripple that started where Joy's hips met Craig's lap and echoed low and deep inside her. There was no sound but water and breath, yet something had changed. Something had tipped. Joy straddled Craig with the ease of someone who had always known how to take what she wanted, her arms sliding around his neck, breasts pressing wet and soft to his chest. She moved with slow, almost innocent grace -- but Craig's sharp inhale betrayed the impact. He hadn't expected it. But he didn't stop her. Couldn't.
The silence between the four of them stretched. Not awkward -- but heavy. Charged. Until Shannon broke it.
"Well," she murmured, eyes dropping to the swirling water like she'd just remembered she was standing, "I guess I need to find a new seat."
There was no bitterness in her voice. No jealousy. Just acknowledgment. A quiet line drawn, not from resistance, but inevitability.
Ron looked up at her, his voice low, rich with heat. "You can sit beside me," he offered, then added -- slower, darker -- "but why should they have all the fun?"
His arm lifted, draping across the edge of the tub behind him. An invitation dressed as suggestion. "Come here," he said, "sit on my lap."
Their eyes met. Shannon didn't speak. Didn't smile. Just moved. She crossed the tub slowly, water curling around her thighs, her body lit by soft steam and city-light. She turned before lowering herself -- not to face Ron, but to face Craig. She sat down carefully, deliberately, her bare back meeting Ron's chest, her body settling against his, her hips just grazing the hardness rising beneath her. His arms stayed where they were -- not gripping, not guiding. Just bracketing her like parentheses around a sentence still being written.
Craig's eyes were locked on hers the moment her skin touched Ron's. He didn't blink. Couldn't. Joy was still curled in his lap, her breasts brushing his chest, but all his focus was across the tub -- on Shannon. On the quiet power in her stillness. On the tension wrapped around her shoulders. On what her silence was saying louder than words.
And Joy knew it.
She leaned in again, mouth near Craig's ear, her voice all velvet and razor. "You're so hard right now," she whispered, wriggling just slightly. "Is it from her? Watching her sit on him like that? Feeling her body press into someone else's cock?" Her lips brushed his jaw as her hips rolled. "Or is it from imagining what she's feeling... the way he's filling that space... thick and hot beneath her... and she hasn't even moved yet."
Craig didn't answer. Couldn't. Shannon hadn't broken eye contact -- not for a second. And in that look, there was no permission. No shame. Only presence. Only truth.
Because even though her body was in Ron's lap, her soul was still with Craig.
Ron shifted slightly beneath her, and she felt it -- the adjustment, the accommodation. The subtle change in pressure that told her just how much was beneath her. His cock pressed firm and thick against the heat between her thighs, a slow, steady pulse that spoke of patience and promise. She didn't grind. She didn't rock. She simply... settled. A stillness so exacting it became its own kind of control.
And then she leaned back. Not far -- just enough for her bare shoulders to brush his chest, for her head to tip against the side of his neck. Her lips hovered there, not touching, not kissing -- just breathing. Just trembling.
His cock throbbed beneath her, bold and undeniable, and she knew -- if she shifted just slightly, if she arched just once, the tip would slide between her folds. But she didn't. The possibility was enough. The pressure was exquisite.
Craig could see everything. Not in detail. But in suggestion. The angles. The breath. The way her mouth stayed slightly parted. And he felt the knowledge lodge itself deep in his chest, tight and hot and terrifyingly good.
And then -- Ron's hand moved.
Not roughly. Not commandingly. Just with intention. His fingers slid beneath the surface, water parting silently around them, until they found her thigh. He rested there a moment. Anchoring. And then he shifted forward, his breath warm against her ear.
She inhaled sharply -- not startled, but undone. Her head tilted. Her lips parted wider. She nodded.
Ron's hand found hers under the water, and with a slow, deliberate pull, he guided it downward. Across her belly. Over her thigh. Beneath the surface -- where heat met weight and impossible size. Her fingers closed around it -- tentative, testing -- and then her body jolted.
"Oh my God..." she whispered. It wasn't performative. It was real. Pure. Awed.
"It's so fucking huge."
Craig felt the words hit his chest like impact. His cock throbbed beneath Joy -- a sharp, involuntary response that sent a flicker of pleasure and shame through his gut. He watched as Shannon's hand, barely visible beneath the water's shimmer, began to move.
"I can't even get my hand halfway around it..."
Her voice was breathless. Not for effect. Because it took her breath. Her grip moved slowly, reverently, stroking the thickness in her palm like something sacred and obscene. Her eyes -- wide, stunned, hungry -- never left Craig's.
And across the tub, Joy smiled.
She leaned in, her lips brushing Craig's ear now, her voice a soft, slow blade. "She's touching it," she whispered. "She knows how big he is. How hard. How deep he could go."
Her hand slid down his stomach, fingers slipping beneath the water until they found him -- rigid, hot, pulsing with denial. She began to stroke him in long, slow motions, her thumb circling the head with every pass, her hips still working in lazy, grinding rhythm.
"She's felt it now," Joy breathed. "The size. The weight. It's in her hand. It's in her mind. It's part of her now."
Craig's head tipped back slightly, hips twitching forward into her touch, but his eyes stayed locked on Shannon. Watching her. Imagining the heat of her palm wrapped around something so much more. He felt dizzy. Feral. Completely cracked open.
"You hate it," Joy whispered. "But you love it."
Her breath scalded his neck. Her voice was cruel and kind and devastating.
"You want it to happen. You want to see it."
Her hand tightened slightly, her pace increasing just enough to make him shake.
"And so does she."
He couldn't answer. He didn't need to.
Because his head was already nodding.
The water felt hotter now -- not from the jets, but from the bodies within it, limbs sliding closer, breath turning ragged, hands abandoning all pretence. Joy's strokes on Craig had grown more assured, more deliberate, her thumb circling the swollen crown of his cock with the kind of practiced reverence that said she knew exactly what she was doing... and exactly how much he was holding back. Her mouth hovered near his ear, feeding him twisted little truths like silk-wrapped poison.
"You're leaking for me," she murmured, a voice made of smoke and sin. "Feel it? That slick little pulse every time she moves her hand on his cock?" Her breath caught his skin. "Every stroke she gives him makes your tip weep harder."
Across the tub, Shannon had lost the shape of hesitation. Her hand moved with steady intent now, her wrist rolling beneath the surface, water shimmering as she worked the impossible girth of Ron's cock. Her body leaned into his like it belonged there, her chest rising in shallow, rapid breaths, lips parted in disbelief at how turned on she was -- not by fantasy anymore, but by fact. Her eyes weren't on Craig now. They were closed. Her lip caught between her teeth. Her head tilted back, her neck arched in offering.
Ron kissed her there -- slow, deliberate, just beneath her ear.
"Good girl," he murmured, and that was all it took.
Craig nearly came.
Joy's hand tightened, her rhythm slow and merciless, pulling sensation from him in long, dragging confessions. "She loves it," she whispered. "You see it. You feel it. And you're not stopping her."
"I..." Craig's voice was barely air. "I know."
"You've opened that door a little," Joy breathed, her mouth brushing his lips. "So now, let's open it all the way."
Before he could speak, before his mind could protest what his body had already accepted, she leaned in closer, her words a dare painted in velvet. "Sit up there. Let her see you leak for her... while she strokes someone else. Someone bigger. Someone better."
His breath stopped. Then surged.
The water rocked around them as he moved, heart thudding with the force of revelation. He gripped the edge of the tub, muscles tensing, and rose -- not with certainty, but with need. With surrender. The night air hit him like a kiss to his chest, his thighs gleaming, his cock flushed and glistening -- thick and erect, an offering presented to the dark. He perched on the edge, wide-eyed, trembling, exposed under stars and steam and the gaze of the woman he loved.
Joy followed him, fingers still wrapped around his shaft like it was hers to tend, her lips grazing his hip like a whispered promise.
"There we go," she purred, stroking him with slow grace. "Now she can see exactly what she does to you."
And Shannon did.
Her eyes opened -- hazy, hungry -- and what she saw stopped her breath cold. Craig, sitting on the edge of the tub, cock stiff and twitching, skin flushed, chest heaving like he'd run through fire. Vulnerable. Desperate. Watching.
But her hand didn't stop.
Ron shifted beneath her, and Shannon instinctively adjusted, her grip tightening around the base of his shaft, the weight of it too heavy to forget for even a second. It pulsed against her palm -- thick and hot and demanding. He said something low in her ear, a growl more than words, and then -- he moved.
He stood.
And in that moment, the world recalibrated.
He rose from the water with calm, undeniable intent -- not rushed, not cautious. As he stood, Shannon's hand came with him, still wrapped around the base of his cock, unable to let go. And what emerged from the water didn't belong to this world.
It didn't just rise.
It claimed.
His cock lifted like a living thing, a declaration of purpose, water cascading off its length in shimmering rivulets. It didn't hang low between his thighs like something to be carried -- it jutted forward, full and proud and unignorable. Thick like a forearm. Veins raised and twisting like roots under skin. The head was flared and swollen, a deep, angry plum that looked almost too wide to enter anything without first demanding a kind of surrender Shannon had never even contemplated. Not clinical. Not cartoonish. Just real. And devastating. A weapon of biology. A piece of anatomy that made every other cock -- even Craig's -- look like something from another species.
And she was still holding it.
Still stroking it.
Her fingers couldn't meet. Not even close. She could barely wrap halfway around the shaft -- her thumb floating helpless above the curve as she worked him in slow, reverent motions, mouth open in silent disbelief. Her breath shook. Her thighs clenched.
And then she looked up.
At Craig.
He was trembling now, hands braced on the edge behind him, lips parted. He didn't blink. Couldn't. His eyes were wide with something raw and brutal and beautiful -- not jealousy. Not ownership.
Just truth.
And then Shannon looked down again.
Her hand moved slower, tighter.
Shannon's lips hovered, parted and trembling, just above the glistening crown of Ron's cock. She didn't rush. She didn't flinch. Her breath ghosted over the head, hot and uneven, her eyes flicking upward -- past the thick shaft pulsing in her hand -- to Craig. Perched and exposed. Chest rising in short, hungry bursts. His cock jerking helplessly under Joy's possessive grip. Their eyes locked, and for a single, charged moment, Shannon held him there -- bound by the unthinkable -- before she looked back down at the impossible thing in her grasp.
She hovered there, her breath catching in her throat, the steam curling around her cheeks as if trying to veil the moment -- but nothing could hide what she was feeling now. She was still. Silent. Not from fear, but from magnitude. Her hand gripped him, and yet she hadn't moved. Not yet. Because something was happening inside her. A quiet shift. A knowing. Her eyes didn't lift to Craig this time. They stayed where they were -- fixed on the obscene, perfect thing in her palm. And she asked herself, not with words but with ache: How does it taste? Will it fit? Will I cry? Moan? Break? Who will I be after this? Will I belong to him? She swallowed hard. Her thighs pressed together. And then the truth rose unspoken: I want this. I need this. I need to know. Her lips parted -- not to ask. But to answer. Her thumb moved without thinking, circling the head slowly, smearing that slickness into shine. Her breath caught. Her thighs pressed together. And then she leaned in -- not with hesitation, but worship.
Her tongue slipped out, tentative but hungry, and traced the underside of the head in one slow, trembling lick. From ridge to slit. She moaned at the taste -- soft and guttural, as if the flavour itself had unlocked something deeper than arousal. Her lips pressed against the shaft next -- gentle kisses at first, wet and reverent, each one a confession. She kissed down the side, then licked again, slower, flatter, her spit slicking the surface in trembling ribbons of shine.
Ron didn't speak. He didn't move. He just stood -- still and composed, muscles tight with restraint, his abs twitching every time her mouth made contact. A monument to control. But Craig? Craig couldn't breathe.
Joy leaned in again, her lips a breath from his ear. "There it is," she whispered, her voice molten. "Her first taste. Look at her, Craig. Look how careful she is. How much she needs it."
And then Shannon's lips parted wider.
Wider.
Her jaw strained as she opened to fit him -- but it was never going to fit. Not all of it. Not yet. Maybe not ever. The head alone filled her mouth to its limits, stretching her lips taut, her cheeks hollowing as she tried to breathe through her nose. Inch by trembling inch, she pushed forward, her hand working the base, spit collecting fast and hot around the seal of her lips.
Craig made a strangled noise -- half moan, half sob -- his fists clenching on his thighs, the tendons in his arms taut with tension. He couldn't look away.
"She's never had anything like that," Joy breathed, stroking him slow, cruel, expertly. "Not even close. Not even you. And look at her -- look how hard she's trying. Just to take it. Just to feel it."
Shannon gagged softly -- not dramatic, not staged. Just the real, involuntary response of a throat pushed too far. She pulled back, gasping around him, spit stringing between her mouth and the base of the shaft, then swallowed and pushed forward again. Her hands stroked in rhythm, her knuckles bumping her lips, her body beginning to rock with the effort.
Ron hadn't said a word.
Until now.
"That's it," he said, low and smooth, voice steady as stone. "Take your time, baby. You're doing so fucking good."
And Shannon bloomed under it.
Her eyes fluttered closed. Her fingers dug deeper into his flesh. She pushed forward again, slower, deeper, fighting the urge to pull away, choosing instead to conquer. Her throat tightened. Her chest trembled. But she wanted it. Not for him. Not for Craig. For her. To prove she could take something that no one else had. To feel it reshape her from the inside out.
Craig was shaking now.
Joy's grip on his cock had turned relentless, her strokes slow and savage. "You've never seen her like this, have you?" she purred. "Look at her jaw. That stretch. That sound. Look at her tears. She's crying... from the size of it."
Shannon pulled off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her lips to Ron's cock like silk. Her mouth stayed open, wet and red and trembling. She looked up at him -- dazed, glassy, flushed.
"Fuck," she whispered, voice raw. "It's so big. It's... god... it's so much."
Ron just looked down at her -- not gloating, not smug. Just calm. Proud.
"You're perfect," he said again. "Just like that."
Her breath caught. She smiled -- barely. A flicker. Then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, gripped him tighter...
And dove back in.
Shannon didn't ease back in this time.
She descended.
The head of Ron's cock vanished past her lips in one hungry, desperate surge, then more -- so much more -- her jaw stretching obscenely wide, her throat already flexing around the impossible girth before she'd taken even half of him. Her body convulsed as the tip slid past the back of her tongue and pressed deeper, triggering a gag that echoed in the steam-thick air, wet and ragged and real. Spit poured down her chin in glistening ropes as she pushed harder, her palm slapping against his thigh for balance, the other hand wrapped around the base -- stroking, twisting, offering -- in perfect, messy rhythm with the wet suck of her mouth.



Ron groaned above her -- a raw, broken sound, the first crack in his composure -- and it hit like thunder. His abs clenched. His hands clenched. His voice wasn't performance. It was possession.
Across the tub, Craig flinched -- visibly. Like the sound had struck his chest.
Because Shannon was unrecognisable now.
This wasn't the sweet, sensual lover he'd undressed a hundred times before. This was something new. Something undone. Her hair clung to her cheeks in wet tangles. Her eyes streamed. Her jaw was stretched to its limit and still she pushed deeper, further, fucking her mouth down onto him like it was the only thing she'd ever needed. She was moaning around it now, the low vibration of her throat rolling up Ron's shaft, making his body jerk. Every time she pulled back, she came back with more violence, more mess -- slurping, choking, slamming him into the wet heat of her throat again and again, each sound louder, more carnal, more helpless.
"Oh my God..." Craig breathed. "She's--"
"She's made for him," Joy whispered, stroking Craig's cock in perfect, devastating counterpoint to every bob of Shannon's head. "That's not your mouth anymore, baby. That's his. Look at her. Look at that throat stretch. That spit. That worship. You gave her permission -- and she found a new God."
Craig whimpered -- a sound he didn't know he could make. His whole body trembled. His cock jerked violently in Joy's hand, dripping, desperate, ready to break.
Shannon was gagging now -- not from panic, but devotion. Her eyes were wild, unfocused, glassy with lust and tears. Her nails dug hard into Ron's thigh as she forced herself further, swallowing with reckless determination, taking as much as her body could handle and then pushing past it. Her mouth made those feral, wet sounds that had nothing to do with performance and everything to do with need.
Ron looked down at her then -- his control shattered, his breath uneven -- and for the first time, he touched her. One broad hand slid to the back of her head, not to force, but to anchor. To claim. To let her know: I feel this. All of it.
"Fuck... Shannon..." His voice was low, reverent, dangerous. "You're fucking incredible."
The words hit her like a lightning strike.
She moaned louder. Her pace doubled. Her mouth became a blur of motion -- the sounds wetter, nastier, endless. Her jaw ached. Her throat burned. But she didn't stop. She wouldn't. This wasn't just about Ron anymore. This was about her. What she could take. What she could own. What no one -- not even Craig -- had ever touched in her.
Craig was unraveling.
Joy's voice curled like silk through the heat. "You've never seen her like this, have you?" she whispered. "Look at her fucking face, baby. The tears. The lips. The stretch. That's not acting. That's her becoming someone new. And you can't stop it."
Shannon pulled off with a wet gasp, a thick strand of spit stretching from her lips to the fat, shining head of Ron's cock. Her chin dripped. Her mouth was red and raw, her eyes blown wide, lips trembling.
She looked up at him, panting, flushed, completely wrecked -- and smiling.
"Give it to me," she begged, voice shredded, soaked in lust. "I want to taste you. Please, Ron. I want to swallow every drop."
Joy gasped behind Craig. "Oh, she wants it," she moaned. "She's ready. He's going to mark her, baby. Right in front of you. Watch her choose him."
Ron growled -- low, primal -- and his hands gripped the edge of the tub behind him, knuckles white, body drawn tight. His face tipped toward the stars as his cock throbbed in Shannon's throat, her mouth sealed around him like it was made for this. She dove again, faster, hungrier, her cheeks hollowing, her throat stretching wide and deeper. Her hands gripped his thighs, anchoring herself as she devoured him, spit bubbling from the corners of her mouth as she worked him toward the edge.
And then he snapped.
His hips jerked once, uncontrollable. His cock pulsed violently between her lips.
"*FUCK--Shannon--*fucking hell!"
He roared as he came, the sound wild and unrestrained, his release firing in thick, savage bursts down her throat. She moaned around it, swallowing frantically, gulping to keep up, messy and devoted and desperate. It spilled from her lips, slicking her chin, her fingers, but she didn't let go. She held him inside her, milking him, owning every twitch.
And behind Craig -- Joy pounced.
Her voice was suddenly sharp, hot, right at his ear -- no longer sweet. Commanding.
"That's it, baby. Stop holding on."
Her hand moved faster -- harder. Wet and merciless.
"Look at them," she hissed. "Look at the love of your life milking that huge cock."
Craig choked -- a breath, a moan -- his hips twitching violently.
Joy's mouth pressed to his temple, her words venomous and perfect. "Watch her drain those big fucking balls like it's the only thing that matters to her."
Craig's whole body tensed -- every muscle drawn tight, cock pulsing, his moan torn straight from his chest. He couldn't stop it.
"Yes," Joy breathed, voice gleaming with satisfaction. "That's it. Cum for them."
Her grip tightened. Relentless.
"As she submits to him..." she growled, "you're submitting to them."
And that broke him.
Craig came with a violent, shuddering groan, thick jets of cum exploding across his stomach, his cock jerking uncontrollably in her hand. His thighs locked. His spine bowed. His whole body trembled as the orgasm tore through him like lightning -- hot, hard, devastating -- leaving him breathless and undone.
And across the water -- Shannon finally pulled back.
Her lips ruined. Her chin slick. Her eyes dazed and radiant. A strand of cum hung from her mouth to the tip of Ron's cock, trembling in the air.
She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
Then turned her head -- and smiled.
Not at Ron.
At Craig.
And everything inside him shattered... and yet he couldn't tell if it felt wrong -- or if it had never felt more right.
Silence hung in the steam like the aftermath of something sacred and savage.
Craig's cum streaked his chest in thick, cooling lines. Shannon's lips still shimmered with Ron's release, the taste of him drying on her tongue. Her chest rose in ragged waves. Her jaw trembled, open as if the air itself had weight. Ron stood above her, breath slowing, eyes unreadable -- the calm eye of a storm that had just finished claiming a coastline. Joy's hand lingered on Craig's thigh, still casual, still warm, her grin blooming wider as the silence stretched longer than it should have.
Then -- with a wicked little giggle, sharp as a spark -- Joy broke it.
"Holy shit," she breathed, exhaling like she'd just come out of a trance. "That was so fucking hot."
No one replied. Craig was frozen. Eyes glazed, cock softening, but his chest still heaving. Shannon blinked slowly, like she was surfacing from deep water. Joy just laughed again -- not cruelly, but with genuine awe -- and reclined against the edge of the tub like a woman who'd just watched history happen.
"You guys," she murmured, smiling from Shannon to Craig and back again. "You're fucking incredible. That was... next-level."
Still, no one spoke. The air was too thick. The lines had been redrawn. Their bodies weren't their own anymore -- not fully. Not after that.
Joy stood, water cascading off her in silver ribbons, her body glistening under the balcony lights. She stretched like a cat, shameless and aching.
"Well," she sighed, "I don't know about you three, but I really, really need to get fucked. Craig, Ron -- I don't even care who at this point..."
The invitation hung in the air like a blade -- glinting, sharp, dangerous. A single word could've tipped the night into another spiral. But it didn't come.
Instead, Ron stepped forward. Calm. Certain.
He placed a firm, warm hand on Joy's hip.
"I think," he said, voice low, almost gentle, "we should give them some space."
Joy looked at him, then at Shannon. For a moment her mouth opened like she might argue -- and then she smiled. Wide. Understanding. She leaned in between them, reached down, and wrapped her fingers around the base of Ron's still-thick cock.
"Fine by me," she purred, stroking once, possessively. "As long as I get another round with this."
They turned. Walked inside. The sliding door whispered shut behind them. The steam reclaimed the silence.
Shannon stared after them -- her face unreadable. Then she turned to Craig.
Her voice came low, hoarse, undeniable.
"I need to be fucked. Right now."
Craig didn't even speak. There was no room for words. She grabbed his wrist, pulled him off the edge with force, her fingers trembling. Her body led, hips swaying with an urgency that was half-dazed, half-feral, already slick with need. They didn't pause at the door. They didn't glance back. She dragged him across the deck and through the threshold like her orgasm was somewhere in the walls and she was hunting it down.
The bedroom door slammed shut.
And then -- she was on him.
Her mouth crashed into his with fire and teeth, her tongue demanding, relentless. He tasted salt and spit and Ron. Her breath burned. Her body shook. She climbed him like he was a structure to conquer, clawing at his chest, his arms, his back, her nails biting in.
When their lips broke, Craig gasped -- and didn't care that the taste still on her tongue wasn't his.
"Fuck me," she panted. "Please, Craig. Don't hold back. I'm so wet I can't even think. Just fuck me."
She spun, dropped onto the mattress with a thud, legs spread, hips up, cunt glistening. Her fingers pulled herself open. Her thighs trembled. Her body begged.
Craig crawled over her, cock thick and twitching again before he even touched her, the image of her choking on Ron's cock still seared behind his eyes.
"Take me," she gasped. "Hard. Now."
He did.
He drove into her in one long, brutal thrust that made them both cry out -- her back arching, his breath catching. Her walls clenched around him like they were trying to forget the stretch that had just ruined her. His hips snapped, fast and erratic, pounding into her like the bed owed them something. No rhythm. No romance. Just the wild sound of wet skin and feral need.
And then -- from the room next door:
Ron's grunt. Deep. Commanding. Claiming.
And Joy's scream -- high and raw, wrecked with pleasure.
Craig faltered for a heartbeat. Then his thrusts surged.
Shannon's head flew back, eyes wide. "Don't stop," she gasped. "Fuck me to it. Match him. Fuck me to their rhythm."
And he did.
They fucked to the soundtrack of someone else's power. To the weight of another man's cock echoing through the walls. To the sound of Joy being split apart -- and loving it. To the sound of everything that had changed.
Craig's thrusts matched Ron's. Matched the rhythm of moans and flesh. Matched the memory of Shannon on her knees, tears running down her cheeks, lips stretched around something bigger than him.
They came like animals.
Loud. Messy. Unforgivable.
Shannon's cry was strangled, torn from her lungs as she came around him, back arched, thighs shaking. Craig followed instantly -- his orgasm erupting inside her, thick and relentless, his groan broken and raw as his body collapsed over hers.
They lay there, tangled in sweat and cum and silence.
And through the wall -- one last cry from Joy.
It faded slowly.
Shannon's breath slowed. Craig's chest heaved. The sheets cooled around them.
They didn't speak. They didn't need to.
They both lay there, hearts still racing, sweat cooling on their skin.
They both knew it would be the last night of hearing Joy screaming.
The only question was... whose screams would replace them.
And deep down... they both already knew the answer.
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How I Became A Size Queen.

Authors Note: This is a true recounting of my first ever Big Black Cock experience. It isn't written as a traditional narrative story. It's just me, remembering a wonderful experience. An experience that changed me.
Okay, so whilst I usually share with you my fictional fantasies... Stories where I get lost in the surrender of the female characters, to their newly found sexual awakenings. Today I'm giving you a confessional. A true 'about me' story!
I've thought about writing it before, The first time I really, truly took a Big Black Cock. The first time I felt that stretch and understood what kind of woman I was in bed. This was a little over 15 years ago, so it's not a polished version. It's not written in story telling style with fully detailed dialogue. It's just, why it happened, how it happened. Or how I remember it, anyway.
And I'll say this upfront, my first Black lover wasn't my first big cock. In fact he was perhaps not even what I would consider to be average sized. He was sweet, kind of dorky actually, but in a way I liked. We had decent chemistry, but he wasn't hung. And it didn't matter at the time, because I liked him and we had fun together. But no, he didn't stretch me. Not even close. I don't say that to be cruel, just honest and open about the idea that all black men are 'bigger', it's not necessarily a truth. It's just, as I've said before about black lovers, the real big ones are REALLY big!
And the first time I really got my first Big Black Cock? That came later.
Technically, my first big cock was white, around 8.5 inches, thick, curved... and it kind of flipped a switch in me. I'd never felt so full, so out of control in a good way. It didn't hurt exactly, but it pushed limits In me that I didn't know I had.
I left that night thinking, "Fuck... I didn't know I needed this size, but I do."
So after that first big cock experience, I started looking. Not constantly. Not in a manic, cock obsessed slutty way. But it was on my mind when I went out. I'd dance, grind, flirt, hoping to feel something big through his jeans. And sometimes it felt like something special was there, but then we'd go back and... nope. Decent sizes, but not the rare 8.5+ I was hoping for. I realised you can't always tell in advance, and more importantly, it's not always easy to just get what you want. A big cock isn't something you casually stumble into unless you're lucky. And I wasn't. Not regularly, anyway.
That's when I signed up for uk based sex/swingers/dating website. It catered to all dynamics, couples, singles, cuckolds, swingers, bulls, regular folk looking for regular open fun. I was single, sexually open, and curious, and I liked being in control of the search. Being able to filter. Chat first. Ask questions. Swap photos. Chat on cam...It just felt easier than hoping for some wild hookup to turn out right. And I was very, very clear about what I was looking for. Not just sex. Not just regular cock. I wanted big. And that's how I found him(and indeed one or two others in the subsequent years I spent using the site)!.
He was around 6'2, early 30s(I was 24/25) I think. Lean and athletic, not gym-ripped, but strong-looking. The photos? Jesus. His cock looked massive. I've seen a lot of guys overstate their size, especially online, but there was something about his pics that felt legit. Not just the length, but the thickness. Thick from base to tip. He said ten inches, and part of me was in disbelief... Partly because I'd never seen such a perfect cock and it looked even bigger than 10 inches! And partly because, this is the internet how real are these photos?
But that was the good thing about this website, once you met someone you are able to leave positive verification and feedback. And he had a few verifications that allowed me to know that he(and that cock!) was the real deal. And that he stayed in the same city as me.
We chatted for a couple of weeks before meeting. Nothing too deep, mostly flirty, a few kink checks, some dirty talk and chat on cam. But there was comfort in it. He felt normal. No red flags. No weird energy. So we agreed to meet up for drinks, no pressure, see how it goes type first meet.
I dressed up just enough to feel sexy, but not too obvious about it. But I remember feeling nervous. Not "is he going to be a creep" nervous. More like, "am I actually going to do this?" nervous. Then I saw him in person and...yeah. I knew it straight away. I wanted him. That smile. That confidence without being arrogant. That ability to put me right at ease and allow me to be myself.
We kept things tame at the bar. No heavy touching and no obvious sex talk. But the eye contact was enough to know. You know the kind, the ones that feel like hands on your skin, like being undressed in the most sensual way. Every time I leaned in or crossed my legs, I could feel his eyes on me. I felt my panties get wet just from the way he watched me.
I knew what I was doing. I knew what was coming and I didn't want to wait. I lived 10 minutes away from the bar we met, so I thought why play games, asked him early if he fancied getting some wine and heading back to my place.
Back at mine, it shifted fast. I don't even remember offering him a drink when we got there, or even pretending to sit on the couch. Maybe I did? But I never poured it. I just remember almost straight away, I grabbed him. Kissed him deep and rough and slow up against the wall. And my hand went almost straight for his jeans. I needed to feel it.
He was already hard. Thick. Pressing against the fabric. I think I said something -- probably filthy, with a little smirk. That's the problem with recollecting older, true stories...I know what I am like! I enjoy talking dirty. I know I would have been whispering filthy thoughts into his ear, but I can't pretend to remember exactly what I said...But I do remember him groaning into my mouth and grabbing my arse and pulling my body into his, grinding into me. And right there, I felt it. And my own confidence flipped completely from "can I take this huge thing?" to "oh, I'm going to ride this cock until he begs me to let him rest!"
Sometimes you like these moments to build, but I was wasting no time with this one. I dropped to my knees within minutes of us kissing. I needed to see it. I undid his jeans, pulled him out and it didn't disappoint. We've all seen the overly dramatic porn shots of the girl with their shocked look saying OMG!!... Mines wasn't like that, instead I bust into laughter!! Not from nerves, but from shock. If this guy had a small cock, he would have thought my laughter was cruelty. But his cock looked ridiculous. Barely believable in how big and beautiful it was. Thick. Dark. Heavy. Uncut. Clean and smooth, like skin you want in your mouth. There was a weight to it, not just physical, but psychological. It was perfect. My hands looked tiny trying to hold him. One wasn't enough. Two barely covered him.
I started stroking him slow. Not to tease him. It was part curiosity and part fascination. Just getting used to the size and weight of it in my hands, it was like I was preparing my body for what it was about to take. And I was soaked already, just from holding it. And then I started to kiss it. It was unlike anything I have ever experience, because it genuinely felt like worship. I always use(overly) descriptions of someone worshipping a cock in my stories, but this is why and where it comes from, it comes from this first moment of my own worship and every other big cock worship I surrendered myself to ever since. It was exactly that! I explored it completely with my mouth and tongue...I held it up and stroked it whilst I licked up and down the underside of the shaft. I massaged his balls and sucked them too! It really was a worship of something I felt lucky to have! Then I opened my mouth as wide as I could and I took him.
It was messy. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin before I even got halfway. It wasn't some porn-star performance, it was raw. Instinctive. It was someone trying to get used to something they've never experienced before. And he knew it. I could hear it in the way he moaned when I relaxed my throat and pushed deeper. Like he was appreciating the enthusiastic efforts of someone really pushing themselves for the first time...for him. That little grunt when a guy feels you trying for him. That low, animal sound. Like an unspoken appreciation of what you're doing to him. Love it!
But it was when I got on top of him that the real moment happened. I don't know why I straddled him...It was instinctive. I think when I write girls taking their first big cock in stories, I never write them being on top for that first penetration. That first stretch. But for my first Big Black Cock stretch...That's how it played out.
I remember holding him at my entrance, hovering just enough to feel the heat of him against me, and all I could think was "Fuck, I want this so badly."
I wasn't scared. I wasn't hesitant...I was desperate. That first push in made me gasp. The stretch was instant. My pussy fought it, tight and stubborn, but I didn't back off. My thighs were shaking, and I just kept going. Inch by inch.
And when I looked down and saw he wasn't all the way in yet, that's when something flipped. I wanted the rest. I needed it all. There was pain, yeah, but not the kind that scares you, the kind that turns you the fuck on. I was trembling, from the feeling of that size filling me up completely, from the adrenaline. From that electric "fuck, this is happening" energy.
And when he finally bottomed out, hips flush against mine, nothing left to take, I just sat there for a few moments. Stretched beyond full. My body wrapped around him. Very slightly grinding myself on him. And I knew. That was the moment. I wasn't playing anymore. I wasn't experimenting. This was it. I was a size queen. All the way. No more wondering. This wasn't just going to be a one off!
Once he started fucking me, it was chaos. Not graceful. Not slow. He was trying to ease in and I was already grinding back, moaning, begging for more. I don't remember my exact words, but I remember the tone. I was feral. I didn't want slow and gradual, I wanted it all, hard, fast and rough. And that's exactly what he gave me!
He started talking. Dirty. Filthy. "You're so tight, can tell you've never had a black man before" "your little white pussy loves this big Black cock."
This was before I had gotten into the interracial scene really. Hadn't watched much Black on White porn. So I didn't really know much about race play in sex talk then, but yeah, I answered him. I played into it. Lied a little. Told him I'd only had small white cocks before. I didn't care if it wasn't 100 percent true, didn't care that it was actually a big white cock that had actually led me to this point. I knew he wanted to hear it...And I wanted to say it. It got me off! It still does. Size play. Size comparison. Race play. It's a kink that still resonates for me.
Anyway, that hard fucking, that unbelievable size reaching places I never knew existed. The filthy dirty talk...That's when it happened. The first time I squirted.
I didn't even know it was coming. I just felt this buildup that didn't feel like a regular orgasm. It was pressure and intensity. And then suddenly, boom, It just rushed out of me. Soaking everything. He pulled out fast, looked down like he couldn't believe it. Then he grinned like he knew he'd just conquered me. And I just laid there, soaked, shocked and shaking. And then he turned me over and fucked me with my face in the mattress. A complete slut. A complete mess. A completely new me!
We fucked over and over all night. He tried to slow it down and I didn't let him. I wanted more. I wanted different angles, different positions. I'm sure he thought he'd ruin me, but whenever he thought we were done, I was still crawling back on top, ready to go again, stretch again, aching and grinning like a girl who'd just discovered her superhero ability. He left the next morning looking drained...And that became a pattern between us. We became regular fuck buddies for many years. He would turn up confident, ready to show me, and by the end, more often than not, he would be the one who tapped out! It's what made our sex so great...Almost a competition between us to show the other what we can do! Competitive in the best possible way!!
And the morning after our first ever session? I was a glorious wreck! My legs were sore. My voice was hoarse. My pussy felt bruised and used in the best way. Every shift in bed reminded me of him. I walked around in a T-shirt, naked from the waist down, not in a rush to shower. Just sitting in it. Letting the ache linger. Letting the memory settle.
And later that night I had my friend come over for some drinks and takeaway, and I told her about the night before. Not the full play-by-play, but enough. We always shared stories, but this was different. I remember saying, "I met this guy. Ten inches. Not joking." She laughed, rolled her eyes. And then I showed her his profile pics...And I told her I squirted for the first time. And how much better sex was with a big cock! She gave me that look like she didn't totally get it...But then she began to ask questions, and I knew she was curious too! Curious that one night of sex could really change something in me.
And it did. Because even now, all these years later, I still remember that night. That stretch. That shift. That moment of "I didn't just take it, I needed it."
I went into that night curious. I came out of it changed. I wasn't just open to big cock anymore, I craved it.


            