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Chapter 1: The Conference Begins

Emily adjusted her name tag on her crisp white blouse as she stepped into the bustling conference hall in downtown Chicago. At 32, with her long auburn hair cascading in loose waves and her green eyes sparkling with a mix of professional ambition and underlying mischief, she felt a thrill of independence being away from home for the first time in months. Her husband, Mark, was back in their cozy suburban house in Ohio, handling the kids and his remote job. They’d been married for eight years, and while their sex life was comfortable, it had grown predictable—missionary under the covers, quick and quiet so as not to wake the little ones.

The conference was on digital marketing strategies, a field Emily had recently pivoted into after years as a stay-at-home mom. She was excited to network, learn, and maybe even let loose a little. As she sipped her morning coffee just before the opening keynote, her eyes wandered to the area a few feet away to her right. That’s when she spotted him.

He was tall, easily over six feet, with broad shoulders that strained against his tailored charcoal suit. His skin was a deep, rich brown, smooth and flawless under the stage lights. A neatly trimmed beard framed his strong jawline, and his dark eyes held an intensity that made her stomach flutter. He was laughing with a group of colleagues, his voice a deep, resonant baritone that carried even over the murmur of the crowd. His name tag read “Jalen Thompson - Keynote Speaker.” Emily felt a warmth spread through her cheeks as she realized she was staring. She quickly looked away, but not before imagining what those large hands might feel like on her skin—strong, commanding, yet gentle.

Shaking off the thought, she pulled out her phone and texted Mark, who was probably just finishing lunch back home.

Emily: Hey babe, conference just started. The keynote speaker is up next. This place is packed!

Mark: I hope you enjoy it! Miss you already. Kids are sleeping late this morning, so I’ve got a quiet house. Who is your speaker for the keynote? Anyone interesting?

Emily hesitated, her fingers hovering over the screen. A playful idea sparked in her mind. Why not tease him a bit? Mark had always been the lighthearted jealous type, but always responded in a way that often led to passionate follow-up sex. She glanced back at Jalen, who was now ascending the stage, his confident stride drawing admiring glances from several women in the audience.

Emily: He’s… impressive. Tall, Black guy, super attractive. Built like an athlete. Kinda makes me wish you were here to compete. 😉

She hit send, her heart racing a little. It was innocent enough, right? Just a little flirtation to spice up their texts while she was away.

Mark: Oh really? Tell me more. Is he making all the ladies swoon?

Emily smiled, surprised by his response. She expected a mock-jealous quip, but this felt… encouraging? She decided to push it a tad further, her thighs pressing together under the table as she typed.

Emily: Definitely. He’s got this deep voice that’s like velvet. And his suit fits him perfectly—shows off his muscles without trying. If I weren’t married… 😏

Mark: Haha, naughty girl. But seriously, if he’s that hot, you should introduce yourself after his talk. Network a little. Who knows, maybe he’ll buy you a drink at the happy hour tonight.

Emily’s eyes widened. Was he serious? The thought sent a shiver down her spine, pooling heat between her legs. She watched Jalen speak, his words on innovative social media tactics flowing effortlessly, but all she could focus on was the way his lips moved, full and inviting.

Emily: Wait, are you encouraging me to flirt with him? That’s new from you, Mr. Possessive.

Mark: Are you really that interested in this guy? I was kidding, but it is kind of hot to imagine. I’ll let you get back to your keynote (and your fantasies). Love you.

As the keynote wrapped up to applause, Emily stood, her mind buzzing. Jalen was stepping off the stage, surrounded by attendees. She smoothed her skirt, feeling a rush of adrenaline—and a sudden wave of nerves. She was married. She had a ring on her finger, two kids at home, a life that was safe and good. Flirting—even innocent flirting—felt like stepping onto thin ice. But Mark’s comments lingered in her mind like a dare she wasn’t sure she wanted to take.

The applause died down, and the room began to empty in slow waves toward the breakout sessions and coffee stations. Emily lingered near her seat for a few minutes, pretending to scroll through the conference app on her phone while her eyes kept drifting back to Jalen. He was still near the front, shaking hands, accepting compliments, his deep laugh occasionally cutting through the chatter.

Finally, after most of the crowd had thinned and Jalen had finished with the last few people, Emily took a steadying breath. She told herself it was just networking. Professional courtesy. Nothing more. She smoothed her fitted pencil skirt over her hips and started walking toward him.

Jalen noticed her approach almost immediately. His dark eyes flicked up, locked on hers, and held. The last attendee stepped aside with a polite nod. He turned fully toward her, broad chest rising with a slow inhale, and offered a slow, confident smile that made her pulse jump.

“Hi,” Emily managed, her voice quieter than she intended. “That was an excellent keynote. Really insightful. I especially liked the part about leveraging micro-influencers for authentic reach.”

Jalen’s gaze dropped briefly—to her mouth, then lower, tracing the curve of her blouse—before returning to her eyes with unmistakable interest. “Thank you. Good to hear from someone who was actually listening.” He extended his hand. “Jalen.”

“Emily.” Her palm met his, and the contact sent a jolt through her. His hand was large, warm, calloused at the base of his fingers. He didn’t just shake; he held her hand a beat longer than necessary, thumb brushing once—slowly, deliberately—across her knuckles.

She felt the heat rush to her face and tried to pull her hand back gently. He let her, but not before giving her fingers a final, subtle squeeze.

“So, Emily,” he said, voice dropping a fraction lower, “what brings you to Chicago? First time at this conference?”

“First time presenting, actually,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear nervously. “Small session tomorrow on content repurposing. Mostly here to learn.”

His lips curved higher. “You don’t strike me as someone who’s just here to learn.” He glanced around the emptying hall, then back at her. “You sticking around for happy hour tonight? Mezzanine lounge. Decent bar, better conversation.”

Emily swallowed. Her mouth felt suddenly dry. “I… maybe. I haven’t decided yet.”

Jalen stepped half a pace closer—close enough that she caught the scent of his cologne: cedar, vanilla, something darker and warmer underneath. “You should,” he said, tone easy but commanding. “A woman as captivating you shouldn’t spend the evening alone in a hotel room.”

Her breath caught. The directness of it—the assumption—made her cheeks burn. She glanced down at her wedding ring, then back up at him. “I’m married,” she said softly, almost apologetically.

Jalen’s smile didn’t falter. If anything, it deepened, grew hungrier. “I noticed.” His eyes flicked to the ring, then back to her face. “Doesn’t mean you can’t have a drink. Doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy good company.” He reached out slowly, deliberately, and brushed that same rogue strand of hair behind her ear with the backs of his knuckles. The touch was light, but it lingered, sending sparks down her spine.

Emily froze, every nerve ending suddenly awake. She should step back. She should say something polite and leave. Instead, she stood there, heart hammering, feeling the damp heat gathering between her thighs despite herself.

Jalen’s voice dropped even lower. “Save me a seat at the bar if you decide to come. I’ll find you.”

He held her gaze another long second—long enough that she felt pinned, exposed—then turned and walked away, long legs carrying him effortlessly through the thinning crowd.

Emily stood rooted to the spot, breath shallow, panties unmistakably wet.

Her phone vibrated against her hip.

She opened the texts with trembling fingers.

Mark: Hope the keynote was good. Still thinking about what you said earlier… that suit comment has me distracted. 😏 Whenever you’re free, hit me with the update.

Emily stared at the screen, then at the exit where Jalen had disappeared. Her clit throbbed with every heartbeat.

She typed slowly, the words feeling dangerous even as she sent them.

Emily: I talked to him. Just… said hi after his talk. He shook my hand. Held it a little too long. Brushed his thumb over my knuckles. Then he tucked my hair behind my ear. Mark… he’s really intense. And he wants me to come to happy hour. I told him I’m married. He didn’t seem to care.

Mark: Fuck. Are you serious? That’s hot. Tell me how it felt when he touched you.

Emily pressed her thighs together, trying to ease the ache.

Emily: It felt… wrong. And really good. I don’t know what I’m doing, babe. I’m nervous.

Mark: Hey, relax. It’s only a little flirting. Have a drink, let him flirt, tell me everything after. It will make our evening more interesting when you call tonight. You deserve to feel desired. I trust you. Go if you want to.

Emily stared at his message, pulse roaring in her ears. The reassurance, the permission wrapped in desire—it made her stomach flip in a way that was equal parts guilt and excitement.

Happy hour was still hours away.

And she already knew she was going to go.


Chapter 2: Happy Hour

Emily spent the afternoon in a haze. She attended two breakout sessions, took half-hearted notes, and smiled through small talk with other attendees, but her mind was elsewhere—replaying Jalen’s thumb on her knuckles, the low timbre of his voice saying “I’ll find you,” the way his eyes had lingered on her wedding ring without a trace of hesitation.

By 5:00, she was back in her hotel room on the 14th floor, staring at the open closet. She’d packed conservatively: blouses, slacks, one modest black dress for the closing dinner. Nothing screamed “flirt.” Nothing invited trouble.

She pulled out the one semi-nice option she had brought—a simple navy sheath dress that hit just above the knee, with a modest scoop neck and three-quarter sleeves. Professional. Safe. Boring.

She sighed, fingers trailing over the fabric. The thought of walking into happy hour looking like she was heading to a board meeting made her stomach twist with disappointment. She wanted to feel… seen. Desired. Even if just for a little while. Even if it was dangerous.

Then she remembered: the hotel was connected to a indoor mall on Michigan Avenue. A quick indoor walk, don’t even need to step outside. She glanced at the clock—5:02. Happy hour didn’t officially start until 5:30. She had time. Not much, but enough. Plus, she didn’t want to show up early and appear too eager.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Mark: Heading to happy hour soon?
Emily: Not yet. I’m going to run to the mall real quick. Need something… nicer to wear.
Mark: Oh? Getting dressed up for him? 😏
Emily: Don’t start. It’s just… I packed like a mom on a business trip. I don’t want to look frumpy. That’s all.
Mark: You always look good. But go ahead. Pick something that makes you feel sexy. Send me a pic before you go down. I want to see what my wife is wearing when she lets another man buy her drinks.
Emily: You’re impossible.
Mark: And you’re already wet thinking about it. Go shopping, baby. Have fun.

She felt the flush creep up her neck. He was right—she was already damp between her thighs just from the anticipation.

She grabbed her crossbody purse and headed downstairs. The mall entrance was right off the hotel lobby, a glass corridor leading into bright, bustling shops. She moved quickly, heart pounding, weaving past tourists and shoppers just finishing their office workday.

Fifteen minutes later, after darting through two stores and nearly giving up, she found it in a sleek boutique window: a deep emerald green wrap dress, form-fitting but elegant, with a plunging neckline that tied at the side and a slit that promised just enough leg when she moved. It was bolder than anything in her suitcase. Bolder than anything she’d worn in years.

She tried it on.

The mirror didn’t lie. The color made her green eyes pop, the fabric clung to her breasts and hips like a second skin, the neckline dipping low enough to show the inner swell of her cleavage and the delicate gold chain she always wore. The hem hit mid-thigh when she walked, flashing a teasing glimpse of smooth leg. She turned, watching the way it moved with her.

She looked like a woman who knew what she wanted.

She bought it. No hesitation.

Back in her room at 5:25, she slipped into the dress, added strappy black heels she’d almost left at home, and dabbed a little more perfume—vanilla and jasmine—on her pulse points. She stood in front of the mirror, smoothing the fabric over her curves, then snapped a mirror selfie: one hand on her hip, the other holding her phone, the dress hugging every inch of her.

She sent it to Mark.

Emily: This okay?
Mark: Holy fuck, Em. You look like pure temptation. That neckline… that slit… Jesus. He’s going to want more if you let him see you like that.
Emily: Now I’m nervous again.
Mark: Good. That means it’s real. Just to make it more exciting… slip your panties off before you go down. Doesn’t matter—no one will know but us. Feel the air on your skin all night. Feel how wet you get when he looks at you. Do it for me, baby. Then tell me everything.
Emily: Mark… seriously?
Mark: Seriously. Be my naughty wife tonight. Just for happy hour. I’m rock hard thinking about you walking around bare under that dress. Go. I love you.

Her breath caught. She stared at the message, then at her reflection. The idea was reckless. Insane. But her body responded instantly—fresh heat pooling between her legs, nipples tightening against the thin fabric.

She reached under the dress, hooked her thumbs into the lace of her black panties, and slowly slid them down her thighs and stepped out of them. She tossed them into the corner of the room next to her suitcase.

No panties. Just the smooth glide of the dress against her bare skin, the faint whisper of air between her thighs with every step. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and unbearably aroused.

She took one last breath, smoothed the dress one more time, and headed down.

The mezzanine lounge was already alive when she arrived at 5:42—soft jazz, clinking glasses, clusters of conference-goers laughing too loudly. Dim lighting, leather booths, a long polished bar lined with bottles that caught the amber glow of pendant lights. She scanned the room, pulse racing, half hoping Jalen wouldn’t notice her right away.

He did.

He was near the far end of the bar, back to her at first, talking to two men in suits. Then he turned—as if he sensed her—and his eyes found her instantly.

His expression changed in a heartbeat. The casual conversation smile vanished, replaced by something darker, hungrier. His gaze raked over her slowly, deliberately: from the heels up her legs, lingering on the slit in the dress that revealed a flash of thigh with her first step, then higher to the way the fabric stretched across her breasts, the deep V of the neckline, finally settling on her face.

He excused himself from the group without pause and started toward her.

Emily’s stomach flipped so hard she almost swayed. Every step made her hyper-aware of her bare sex brushing against the soft lining of the dress, the cool air teasing her slick folds.

He stopped just inside her personal space, close enough that she could smell his cologne again—cedar, vanilla, warm skin.

“Emily,” he said, voice low and rougher than it had been that morning. “I’m glad you’re here.”

The simple words landed like a touch. No teasing about timing, no assumption she’d been on the fence—just quiet, confident satisfaction that she had shown up. For him.

“I… decided a drink sounded nice after all,” she said, her voice quieter than she intended, thighs pressing together instinctively against the growing ache.

His eyes dropped to her mouth, then lower again, tracing every curve the dress accentuated. “You didn’t just decide on a drink. You decided to fucking ruin me tonight.”

She laughed nervously, cheeks burning. “It’s just a dress.”

“It’s not just a dress.” He stepped closer, one hand resting lightly on the back of her stool as she slid onto it. The motion made the slit ride up slightly, exposing more thigh. “And you know it.”

He signaled the bartender without breaking eye contact. “Pinot Grigio for the lady. Bourbon, neat for me.”

The drinks arrived quickly. Jalen lifted his glass in a small toast. “To dangerous decisions.”

She clinked hers against his, took a sip that did nothing to cool the heat blooming across her skin—and lower, where she felt herself growing wetter by the second, uncovered and aching.

He settled onto the stool beside her, thigh brushing hers deliberately this time. “You look incredible,” he said, voice dropping. “But I think you already knew that when you put it on.”

Emily swallowed. “I just… wanted to feel nice.”

“You succeeded.” His fingertips grazed the back of her hand where it rested on the bar—just a brush, but it made her breath hitch. “Tell me, Emily. Does your husband know you bought this dress today? Does he know you’re wearing it for me?”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. “He… knows I went shopping. He saw a picture.”

Jalen’s brows lifted, a slow smile curving his lips. “He saw a picture. And he still let you come down here looking like this.” He leaned in, mouth near her ear. “Smart man. Or maybe he likes knowing another man is seeing what should just be his.”

She shivered. “I’m married,” she whispered, more to remind herself than him.

“I know.” His thumb traced a slow circle over her knuckles. “Makes it better.”

Her phone buzzed in her clutch. She ignored it—for now.

Jalen pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. “You’re shaking.”

“I’m… not used to this,” she admitted.

“To what?” His voice was velvet and steel. “To being looked at like I want to peel that dress off you right here? To being touched like you already belong to me for the night?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

He smiled—slow, predatory. “Then get used to it, Emily. Because I’m not stopping.”

The jazz shifted to something slower, sultrier. His knee pressed against hers. His fingers stayed on her hand.

And Emily—married, trembling, bare beneath the dress and dripping with arousal—let them.

Jalen’s thumb continued its slow, deliberate circles over the back of her hand, the touch light but insistent, anchoring her to the moment even as her mind spun.

He took a measured sip of his bourbon, eyes never leaving hers, then set the glass down with quiet precision.

“So,” he said, voice low enough that it felt like the words were only for her, “your husband saw a picture of you in this dress.”

Emily nodded, throat tight. The admission felt heavier now, spoken aloud to the man who was currently looking at her like he wanted to devour her whole.

Jalen tilted his head slightly, studying her reaction. “Did you send it to him right before you came down?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

His lips curved—just a hint of a smile, but it carried heat. “And what did he say when he saw it? Be honest, Emily. I want to know exactly what was going through his head when he realized his wife was about to walk into a room full of people wearing something this… revealing.”

She hesitated, cheeks flaming. The bare skin beneath her dress felt suddenly more exposed, every shift on the stool reminding her of the lack of panties, of how slick she already was just from his proximity and this line of questioning.

“He… he said I looked like pure temptation,” she admitted, voice barely above the jazz. “That the neckline and the slit… he liked it. A lot.”

Jalen’s gaze dropped briefly to the deep V between her breasts, then back up. “He’s not wrong.” His fingers tightened fractionally around hers—not painful, just enough to make her pulse jump. “What else?”

Emily swallowed. “He told me to go downstairs. To let you see me like this.”

Jalen’s brows lifted, slow and deliberate. “Let me see you. Interesting phrasing.” He leaned in closer, his breath brushing her ear. “Did he say anything else?”

Her heart slammed so hard she was sure he could feel it through the air between them. Mark’s exact words echoed in her head—slip your panties off… no one will know but us—and the secret burned between her thighs like a brand.

“He… suggested I take off my panties,” she breathed, the confession tumbling out before she could stop it. “Said it would make it more exciting. That no one would know but us.”

For the first time, Jalen’s composure flickered—just a flash of raw hunger in his dark eyes before he reined it back in. His thumb stilled on her hand.

“And did you?” he asked, voice rougher now, almost a growl.

Emily couldn’t speak. She could only nod—once, small, trembling.

Jalen exhaled slowly through his nose, like he was savoring the information. His knee pressed harder against hers under the bar, a deliberate claim. “So right now,” he murmured, lips so close to her ear she felt the heat of every word, “under this pretty green dress, you’re bare. Wet. Aching. And your husband told you to do it. For me.”

She whimpered—soft, involuntary. The sound escaped before she could catch it.

Jalen pulled back just enough to look at her face, his expression dark with satisfaction. “That’s a good girl,” he said quietly. “Both of you.”

His free hand moved—slowly, giving her time to pull away if she wanted—and settled on her thigh, just above the knee near where the slit began. Just resting there, warm and heavy through the thin fabric, thumb stroking once in a slow arc that mirrored the one he’d been tracing on her hand.

“Does it make you nervous?” he asked. “Knowing I know your little secret? Knowing he sent you down here like this—bare and ready—and has no idea I’m the one touching you right now?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Does it make you wetter?”

She bit her lip, hard, and nodded again.

Jalen’s smile was slow, predatory, triumphant. “Good. Because I like that you came down here like this—bare, dripping, at his request. Makes me want to see just how far that husband of yours is willing to let this go.”

He lifted his glass again, this time offering it to her lips instead of toasting. She parted them instinctively; he tipped the bourbon just enough for a small sip to burn down her throat.

“Another round,” he told the bartender without looking away from her.

Emily’s phone buzzed again in her clutch—twice this time. She glanced down at it reflexively, then back up at Jalen, cheeks burning hotter.

He noticed. Of course he did.

His hand remained on her thigh, thumb still moving in lazy circles, but his eyes flicked to the clutch, then back to her face.

“Check it,” he said, voice low and commanding, but laced with dark amusement. “Just in case your husband’s sent you another message. Maybe he’s got one more naughty little idea for you tonight.”

Emily’s breath hitched. The suggestion sent a fresh rush of heat straight to her core, her bare folds slick and throbbing under the dress. She hesitated, fingers trembling as she reached for the clutch.

Jalen didn’t move his hand. If anything, his grip on her thigh tightened just enough to remind her he was still there—still in control of this moment.

She pulled the phone out, screen lighting up her flushed face.

Mark: How’s it going down there? He notice the dress?

Mark: Tell me what he’s saying. I’m dying over here. 😈

Emily stared at the message, pulse roaring in her ears.

Jalen leaned in, close enough that his lips nearly brushed her temple. “Well?” he murmured. “What did he say?”

She swallowed hard, voice barely audible. “He… he wants to know if you noticed the dress. And what you’re saying.”

Jalen chuckled—low, rich, vibrating through her. “Type back. Tell him I noticed. Tell him I can’t stop looking at you. And tell him…” He paused, thumb pressing firmly into the soft flesh of her thigh. “…that his wife is being very good for both of us right now.”

Emily’s fingers shook as she started typing, every word feeling like a step deeper into something irreversible.

Emily: He noticed. A lot. He said the dress is going to ruin him. And… he’s touching my thigh right now. Under the bar. I’m so wet, Mark. He knows about the panties.

She hit send before she could overthink it, heart hammering.

Jalen watched her the entire time, eyes dark with approval.

“Good girl,” he said again, softer this time. “Now let’s see what he says next.”

His hand slid an inch higher on her thigh—just enough to make her gasp softly—then stilled, waiting.

Emily—married, trembling, bare and burning—could only sit there, exposed in every way that mattered, as the night stretched ahead.


Chapter 3: The Replies

Emily’s fingers were clenched tight, knuckles white, the screen still lit from her last message: He noticed. A lot. He said the dress is going to ruin him. And… he’s touching my thigh right now. Under the bar. I’m so wet, Mark. He knows about the panties.

The little dots appeared almost immediately. Mark was typing. Then stopped. Then started again.

Jalen’s hand rested on the bare skin of her thigh, just below where the slit in the dress opened—high enough that his palm covered smooth, exposed flesh with just a sliver of her pale skin between his dark hand and the hem of her emerald dress. His fingers were splayed naturally, thumb resting along the outer edge of her leg, fingertips curled lightly against the inner curve. The contact was warm, deliberate, intimate without crossing any new lines. Every subtle flex of his hand sent fresh heat pooling between her legs, her bare pussy throbbing in response to the nearness, the promise.

He didn’t push. He simply held her there, letting her feel the weight of his touch, the slow rise and fall of his breathing beside her.

“He’s thinking about it,” Jalen said quietly, voice low and calm. “Wondering how far he really wants his wife to let this go.”

Emily didn’t believe him. She sat quietly, barely breathing. Her thighs trembled slightly, the faint draft under the bar teasing the slickness already gathering at her core.

The phone buzzed—once. Twice. Three times as the messages popped up.

Mark: Jesus, Em. He’s touching your bare thigh? Right there at the bar? And he knows about the panties? You actually told him?
Mark: I’m hard just reading this. Picturing his hand on you like that. Fuck…
Mark: I don’t know… this is getting real intense. Part of me wants to say stop, but I can’t stop thinking about it. About you sitting there letting him touch you. Tell me what it feels like right now. Be honest. I need to know you’re okay.

Emily read the messages silently first, then—voice soft, almost apologetic—read them aloud to Jalen.

Jalen’s expression stayed steady, no rush, no pressure. “He’s torn,” he said simply. “Wants the fantasy. Scared of the reality. But he’s still asking.” His thumb stroked once—slow, gentle—tracing a small arc along the bare skin just inside the slit, never venturing closer to her center. “So tell him the truth. Whatever it feels like to you. Don’t hold back.”

Emily swallowed hard. Her thumbs hovered over the screen.

Jalen leaned in slightly, voice low against her ear. “And take a picture of my hand right here. Show him exactly where it is. Let him see it on you.”

Emily’s breath hitched. The suggestion sent a fresh wave of heat through her core, her clit pulsing at the thought of Mark seeing the evidence—Jalen’s dark hand on her pale thigh, possessive and undeniable.

She hesitated, eyes flicking to Jalen’s face. He simply raised one brow, calm, waiting.

With trembling fingers, she angled the phone low—below the bar’s edge—camera pointed down at his hand on her leg. The screen captured it perfectly: his large palm covering the bare skin, fingers spread, thumb resting along the edge of the slit, the emerald fabric framing the intimate contact. Nothing explicit, but the implication was unmistakable.

She snapped the photo, then opened the chat with Mark.

She typed slowly, letting the words come naturally, unscripted.

Emily: His hand is warm and heavy on the bare skin of my thigh, right where the slit opens. Every time he moves—even a tiny bit—I feel it deep in my stomach. I’m shaking. Really wet. Nervous as hell, Mark. Scared this is going too far. But I’m also aching so much I can barely sit still.

She attached the photo and hit send. Jalen watched her type it, could see the screen.

He gave a small nod. “That’s the truth. That’s all he needs.”

The reply took longer. Dots appeared, disappeared, appeared again.

Finally:

Mark: Holy fuck. That photo… his hand right there on your bare thigh. Dark against your skin. And me knowing you’re bare underneath because I told you to remove your panties.
Mark: I’m stroking myself so slow so I don’t come. This is crazy hot… but we shouldn’t let it go any farther.
Mark: Just stay like that for now. Let him keep his hand where it is. Tell me if he moves it—even a tiny bit. I love you. I’m right here.

Emily showed Jalen. He exhaled slowly, like he was tasting the tension in Mark’s words.

“He’s giving you space to feel it,” Jalen said quietly. “Not rushing. Just feeling.”

His hand stayed exactly where it was—palm warm on bare thigh, thumb resting along the edge of the slit, fingertips curled lightly against the inner curve. No advance. No retreat. Just steady, possessive contact that made her pulse race and her core clench around nothing.

Emily leaned her head against his shoulder for a moment, eyes closing, letting the slow burn build in silence.

Jalen let the quiet stretch a few more beats, then spoke—voice low, almost casual, but carrying that same dark weight.

“How far do you think he want you to go, Emily?”

She opened her eyes, startled. The question landed like a touch she hadn’t expected.

He didn’t look away. “He’s telling you to stay like this. Not to pull away. But he hasn’t said go further. Hasn’t said stop either.” His thumb traced one more slow, small circle on her bare skin—still safe, still contained. “So I’m asking you. How far does your husband want his wife to let this go tonight?”

Emily swallowed, throat dry. The phone was still in her hand, screen dark now, but Mark’s last words echoed in her head: Just stay like that for now… Tell me if he moves it—even a tiny bit.

“I… I don’t know,” she whispered. “He’s turned on. Really turned on. But he’s also scared. He keeps saying he’s not sure how much further he can handle.”

Jalen hummed thoughtfully, the sound vibrating through his chest where her head rested. “That’s good. Means he’s feeling it. Means he’s trying to resist, letting the tension build inside him. What about you?”

She let out a shaky breath. “I’m scared he’ll tell me to make you stop.”

Jalen tilted his head slightly, studying her profile. “And if he does?”

Emily hesitated. “I… I don’t know. I’m not sure I want to stop.”

The admission hung between them, raw and unguarded.

Jalen didn’t smile, didn’t push. He simply let the words settle.

“Then that’s your truth,” he said quietly. “Whatever he says next, you already know what you want. That’s all that matters right now.”

Another minute passed. Then two.

Emily’s phone stayed stubbornly silent.

She shifted on the stool—just a fraction—and felt the subtle drag of Jalen’s palm against her skin. The friction sent a shiver up her spine, fresh wetness gathering at her entrance. She pressed her thighs together instinctively, trapping his hand, and a soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips.

Jalen’s voice was velvet. “You’re shaking again. I can feel it.”

She flushed deeper, mortified and aroused in equal measure.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“Don’t be.” His tone was gentle, almost tender. “Your body’s telling the truth. That’s all we’re doing tonight—telling the truth.”

The phone finally buzzed.

Once. Then again. Then a third time.

Emily’s heart lurched into her throat.

She flipped the screen over with shaking fingers.

Mark: I’ve been staring at that photo for like five minutes. Your thigh. His hand. Knowing you’re bare underneath because I told you to remove your panties.
Mark: I’m so fucking hard it hurts. I keep imagining what happens if he moves higher. If he touches you there. And it makes me crazy.
Mark: But I’m also terrified. This is real now. Not just texts. Not just fantasy.
Mark: I can’t go any further than this. Not really. Not with him. I don’t want him inside you. Ever. That’s too far—way too far. But God… I don’t want you to pull away either.
Mark: Keep his hand where it is. Let him feel how wet you are from this. Tell me how it feels when he’s holding you like that. And tell him—tell him I said he can stay right there. Just that. No more. I love you. I’m trying so hard.

Emily read the messages silently first, a quiet wave of relief mixing with the ache still throbbing between her legs. Mark’s boundary was clear, firm, unmistakable—even if the arousal bleeding through every word made her heart twist.

She turned the phone toward Jalen so he could read them.

He scanned the screen slowly, expression unreadable at first. Then he exhaled—a long, quiet breath.

“He’s drawing the line,” Jalen said softly. “Right here. No further. Not tonight. Not ever with me.”

His thumb stroked once more—slow, reassuring—along the same safe path it had been tracing.

Emily swallowed hard. “He said you can stay right there. Just… stay.”

Jalen’s gaze met hers, dark and steady. “Then that’s where I stay, for now.”

He didn’t move yet. Didn’t push. Just held her exactly as he had been—warm palm on bare thigh, fingers curled lightly, thumb resting at the edge of the slit.

Emily leaned her forehead against his shoulder again, phone still clutched in her hand, and let herself simply feel it: the heat of his touch, the steady throb between her legs, the quiet permission hanging in the air.

No advance.

No retreat.

Just the slow, aching burn of staying exactly where they were.


Chapter 4: Waiting

The mezzanine lounge had grown quieter as the happy hour crowd thinned—fewer voices, softer jazz, the occasional scrape of a stool or clink of glass. Emily and Jalen remained at the bar, exactly as they had been since she sent the photo.

Jalen spoke, breaking the long, silent tension that filled the space between them. “I think Mark is ready for the next step.”

Then Jalen moved his hand a couple inches higher, his ring finger and pinky finger sliding under the material as his other digits moved into the open space of the slit.

“Take another photo and send it to him,” Jalen said with a soft, yet commanding voice.

His hand stayed under her dress, two inches higher than before, palm flat against the warm, sensitive skin of her inner thigh, close enough to her center that every tiny shift of her hips made her hyper-aware of how exposed she was to his future impending advances.

The stillness was torture and relief at once. Relief that he hadn’t gone further, torture because she really wanted him to continue.

Emily snapped the image with a shaky hand and sent it before she could talk herself out of it, and place her phone back on the bar between them.

Emily’s phone lay face-up, screen dark, silent. She stared at it like it might burn her if she looked away. Jalen’s other arm rested casually along the bar top, body angled toward her in a way that shielded their intimacy from casual glances. To anyone else, they looked like two colleagues deep in conversation—close, but not scandalous.

Inside, she was unraveling.

Her thighs trembled faintly around his hand. Every breath made her aware of how wet she’d become—slickness cooling on her inner thighs, the faint scent of her arousal mixing with vanilla and jasmine from her perfume. Her clit throbbed with every heartbeat, swollen and untouched, begging for the contact that was so agonizingly near.

Jalen hadn’t spoken since he’d told her to send the photo. He simply waited—patient, unhurried, thumb tracing the slowest, smallest circles on her skin, never advancing, never retreating. The motion was so subtle it might have been accidental, but Emily knew better. It was deliberate. A reminder. A question hanging unspoken between them: How long can you wait before you beg?

She swallowed, throat dry. “He’s going to see it any second.”

Jalen hummed low in his throat. “He already did.”

Emily’s eyes flicked to the screen that had just lit up—three rapid buzzes in succession.

Her heart slammed into her ribs.

She grabbed the phone with both hands, Jalen’s steady gaze on her as she opened the chat.

Mark: Holy shit, Em. That photo… his hand is under your dress now. Higher. Way higher than before.
Mark: I told you no further. I meant it. I still mean it.
Mark: But fuck… seeing it there, knowing he’s crossed that line—even just a little—I’m getting so much harder. I’m throbbing. I can’t stop staring at his fingers under your dress, knowing how close he is to touching you.
Mark: I should be angry. I should tell you to stop right now. But I’m not. I’m just… harder than I’ve ever been. Tell me how it feels. Tell me if you’re okay. Tell me if you want him to stay exactly where he is or… I don’t even know. I love you. I’m a mess.

Emily read the messages twice, breath shallow, a fresh wave of heat flooding her core. Relief and guilt and raw need twisted together in her chest. Mark hadn’t said stop. He’d reminded her of his boundary… and then immediately confessed how much harder he’d gotten seeing the proof that the line had been crossed, even if only by a couple of inches.

She turned the phone toward Jalen so he could read them.

He scanned the screen slowly, lips curving into the faintest smile—not smug, just knowing.

“He’s not saying stop,” Jalen said quietly. “He’s reminding you where the line was… and then telling you how much harder he’s getting because the line just got crossed.”

Emily’s voice cracked. “He said he meant it. No further.”

“And then he told you he’s throbbing,” Jalen replied softly. “His body’s answering louder than his words right now.”

He didn’t move his hand. Not even a fraction.

Instead, he waited—calm, patient—while Emily stared at the screen, pulse roaring in her ears.

Finally, she looked up at him, eyes glassy.

“What do I say?” she whispered.

Jalen’s voice was gentle but firm. “You tell him the truth. Exactly how it feels with my hand here. Tell him you’re shaking, dripping, aching. Tell him you’re scared and turned on and you don’t know what you want next. Let him see it all. See how he responds when he knows exactly how close we are—and how hard it’s making him.”

Emily nodded slowly, thumbs trembling as she started to type.

Emily: It feels like fire, Mark. His hand is under my dress now, higher than before—touching my inner thigh. Warm. Heavy. I can feel every millimeter of where his fingers are resting. Every time I breathe, I feel how close he is to touching me there. I’m shaking so hard the stool is vibrating. I’m dripping down my legs. My clit is throbbing, and he hasn’t even touched it.
Emily: I’m scared. I’m so turned on I can barely think. I know you said no further. I know you meant it. But sitting here like this… I want his hand to move higher. I want his fingers on me. Inside me. I want to come on them. I hate that I want it when you said no. I’m sorry. But it’s the truth.
Emily: Tell me what to do. Please. I love you.

She hit send before she could second-guess it, before the guilt could swallow the words back down.

The phone stayed silent for three heartbeats.

Then four.

Then it buzzed—once, twice, three times in quick succession.

Emily’s breath caught. She opened the chat with shaking fingers.

Mark: Fuck, Em. Reading that… Jesus. You want his fingers inside you. You’re dripping thinking about it.
Mark: I told you no. I meant it. I still mean it. He can’t have that part of you. That’s mine.
Mark: But God damn it… I’m so fucking hard right now I can’t breathe. I’m stroking myself faster just imagining his hand moving another inch. Imagining you coming on his fingers while I read every word. I hate that it’s turning me on this much. I hate that I can’t stop.
Mark: Don’t move yet. Stay exactly where you are. Tell me how it feels when he’s that close. Tell me if he moves even a little. I need to know. I love you. I’m trying to hold the line but I’m failing.

Emily read the messages aloud to Jalen in a hushed, trembling voice, fresh heat flooding her core at Mark’s raw, conflicted confession.

Jalen listened without interrupting, then exhaled slowly.

“He’s not saying stop,” he said quietly. “He’s saying ‘don’t move yet.’ He’s saying he’s failing to hold the line. He’s asking for more details. He’s asking you to tell him if I move.”

Emily’s voice cracked. “He still said no. He said you can’t have that part of me.”

“And then he told you he’s stroking himself faster imagining it,” Jalen replied softly. “His body’s winning. He’s not ready to admit it yet… but he’s not stopping you either.”

He leaned in again, lips brushing her ear this time.

“Text him back,” he murmured. “Tell him I haven’t moved yet. Tell him I’m waiting for your word. Tell him how wet you are right now, knowing I’m about to close that distance. Let him feel the moment with you.”

Emily nodded, tears still wet on her cheeks, thumbs trembling as she started to type again.

Emily: He hasn’t moved yet. He says he’s waiting for my word. I’m so wet, Mark. It’s running down my thighs. I can feel how close he is. I’m aching so badly I can’t think straight. I’m scared. I’m sorry. What do you want me to do?

She hit send.

The reply was instantaneous—three buzzes in a row.

Mark: Fuck, seeing his hand on you, I’m going to end up coming soon. Picturing his fingers moving that last little bit. Touching you. Sliding inside you.

Mark: I hate this. I hate that I want it. I hate that I’m this hard thinking about another man touching my wife’s pussy.

Mark: But I can’t stop. Tell him… tell him it’s ok to move closer. Just a little. That’s it. No touching your pussy. Just closer. I need to know how it feels for you. I love you.

Emily’s eyes widened as she read the words aloud to Jalen. Her voice cracked on the last sentence.

“He said… to ask you to move a little closer,” she whispered. “He said tell you to not to touch me down there - just to move closer so I can see how it feels.”

Jalen exhaled slowly, the sound almost reverent.

“Closer,” he repeated softly. “Okay, so now he wants my hand closer. He’s breaking, Emily.”

He held her gaze—dark, steady, searching—for one long moment.

Then, with infinite slowness, he moved.

His hand slid forward—closer. His fingertips now rested just a couple of inches from her center. Close enough that she could feel the whisper of contact against her swollen lips without him actually touching them. Close enough that her body clenched involuntarily, a fresh gush of wetness coating her inner thighs.

Emily gasped—sharp, broken—hips jerking forward before she could stop them. Her free hand flew to his wrist, not pulling him away, just holding on.

Jalen stilled immediately. His palm stayed flat against her thigh, fingers unmoving, giving her time to adjust to the new nearness.

“Text him,” he said quietly. “Send another photo. Tell him I moved closer. Tell him how close I am now. Tell him how it feels.”

Emily’s fingers shook so badly she almost dropped the phone as she was taking another picture.

Emily: He moved closer. His fingertips are really close now. I can feel the heat of his hand against me. Against my lips. Not touching yet. But so close. I’m clenching. I’m dripping. I moaned out loud. I’m shaking so hard. Mark… I want more.

She attached the image and hit send.

Then she looked up at Jalen, eyes glassy.

He brushed his other hand across her cheek and spoke softly.

“Now we wait again.”

Emily stared at the screen, pulse roaring, waiting for Mark’s reply.

The night wasn’t just cracking open anymore.

It was splitting wide.


Chapter 5: The Breaking Point

Emily’s eyes widened as she finished reading Mark’s latest message aloud to Jalen, her voice barely holding together. The permission was razor-thin and trembling: Tell him to move a little closer. Just a little. Let his fingertips brush your outer lips. Feel how slick you are… No more. I need to know how it feels for you.

Her core clenched hard at the words, a fresh rush of wetness coating her already slick folds. Jalen’s fingertips remained exactly where they had been before she sent the latest photo, heat radiating against her swollen outer lips without contact, the promise alone enough to make her thighs quiver.

She looked up at him, glassy-eyed, lips parted. “He wants you closer,” she whispered. “Just to brush my outer lips. Not inside.”

Jalen held her gaze for a long beat, dark eyes searching hers. Then he leaned in, mouth brushing the shell of her ear.

“Call him,” he said, voice low and deliberate. “He should hear your voice.”

Emily’s breath caught like a hook in her chest. The phone was clutched in her shaking hand, screen still glowing with Mark’s conflicted, throbbing texts. Calling meant no more hiding behind typed words—no more distance. Mark would hear her raw: every hitch in her breath, every tremor, every involuntary sound while another man’s fingers were about to make first contact with her soaked entrance.

Her stomach lurched with dread and dark thrill in equal measure.

“I… he’ll hear how desperate I sound,” she murmured.

“That’s exactly what he needs,” Jalen replied softly, thumb tracing one final, slow circle on the bare skin of her inner thigh—still safe, still inches away. “He’s edging himself right now back home, trying not to finish too soon. Let him hear the moment his wife’s voice breaks because another man is touching her pussy. That will push him right over the edge.”

Emily swallowed hard. She wanted Mark to hear it—wanted him to know exactly what she sounded like in this moment.

With a trembling thumb, she tapped the call button.

The line rang once…

Mark answered on the second ring, voice hoarse and thick with restraint.

“Em? Baby?” The background was quiet—no frantic rhythm, just slow, deliberate breathing and the occasional faint, slick glide of his hand moving at a torturously measured pace. He was holding himself back, right on the brink.

“Mark…” Her voice cracked on his name. She kept the phone pressed tight to her ear; her other hand gripped Jalen’s wrist like a lifeline, keeping those fingertips frozen at their agonizing distance.

“Fuck,” Mark exhaled, low and strained. “Tell me—tell me what’s happening.”

Emily’s thighs trembled harder. “His fingertips… they’re so close, Mark. I can feel the heat against my outer lips. Not touching yet. But I’m dripping. Every time I clench, I feel how swollen and open I am. It’s running down my thighs. I’m shaking so bad.”

A slow, tortured groan came through the line—Mark’s hand slowing even further, almost stopping, as if her voice alone threatened to tip him over.

“Jesus… I’m right there, Em. Hand barely moving. Squeezing at the base every few seconds to hold it back.”

She glanced at Jalen. He gave the smallest nod—calm, commanding.

“He’s about to brush me,” she whispered into the phone, voice fracturing. “Just the outer lips. Light. Like you said— just to feel how slick I am. My clit is throbbing so hard it hurts. I’m right on the edge already, Mark. Please… tell me it’s still okay. I need to hear you say it before he does.”

Mark’s breathing hitched—deeper, more ragged. The faint sound of his hand resumed, but slower than before: long, careful strokes from base to tip, pausing at the head to keep control.

“It’s okay, baby,” he rasped, voice cracking with the effort. “Let him brush your outer lips. Just light. Feel how wet you are for him. Do it now, Em. Let him touch you - not inside though.”

Emily’s heart slammed against her ribs. She looked at Jalen, eyes pleading.

He searched her gaze for one final beat—then moved.

His fingertips—warm, slightly calloused—finally brushed her outer lips. The broad pads of his middle and ring fingers made feather-light contact, parting her slick folds just enough to feel the swollen heat waiting there. He didn’t press, didn’t rub; he simply rested, letting her wetness coat his skin instantly, letting her feel the gentle, undeniable pressure of another man touching her most intimate place.

Emily’s hips jerked forward on instinct. A sharp, broken gasp tore from her throat—half moan, half sob—as her clit pulsed violently, untouched but screaming. Fresh arousal welled up, slicking his fingers in a warm rush.

“Mark—” she whimpered into the phone. “He’s… he’s brushing me. Right there. So light. But I’m so wet it’s coating his fingertips already. My lips parted around them. I can feel every ridge. Oh God… my clit is throbbing so hard I can’t—”

“Fuck,” Mark groaned, voice low and strained. “That gasp… he’s touching your pussy, Em. Brushing your lips. Hearing you like this… I’m leaking so much. Just holding the base, squeezing. So fucking close but I’m not coming yet.”

Emily’s voice cracked. “It feels… electric. Every tiny shift makes me clench harder. I’m dripping onto the stool. My whole body is shaking. Mark, I need more. Just a little press. Just to feel him against my entrance. I’m sorry—I can’t stop wanting it.”

Jalen stayed motionless—fingertips resting against her parted, dripping outer lips, feeling every flutter and desperate clench without advancing.

Mark’s breathing was slow, deliberate, tortured. “Hearing you beg while he’s brushing you… God, Em. I’m right on the edge. Hand frozen. Just light pressure at the base. But I said just brush. Just feel how wet you are.”

Emily whimpered, hips rocking in tiny, helpless motions. Each movement dragged his fingertips along her slick folds—teasing without breaching, driving her to the brink.

“Mark… please,” she begged, voice wrecked. “Let him press just a little. Let the tip nudge my entrance. Not inside—just nudge. I need you to hear me moan when another man slides the tip of his finger inside my pussy.”

A long, tortured pause on the line—only Mark’s slow, controlled breathing and the occasional faint glide of a single, careful stroke.

Then, broken and hoarse:

“…Okay. Fuck. Just the tip, baby. Let him nudge your entrance. Feel how thick he is right there against your hole. I want you to whimper my name the second you feel it. But no deeper. I’m holding on… barely.”

Jalen exhaled slowly through his nose—the first crack in his composure.

He adjusted, switching hands to improve his angle for penetration.

The broad tip of his middle finger pressed forward—just enough to nudge her entrance, parting her slick lips further, feeling the tight ring envelope around his finger as it began breaching. The pressure was exquisite torture—promising everything, delivering only the tease of beginning.

Emily’s back arched. A raw, keening moan spilled out—“Mark… oh God, Mark…”—as her pussy fluttered desperately around the blunt tip, trying to draw him in. Tears streamed down her cheeks; her whole body shook.

Mark’s groan was guttural, almost pained. “Oh, fuck… hearing you say my name while he’s nudging your entrance. Fuck… I’m right there. Squeezing so hard. Leaking everywhere. Don’t move yet, Em. Just… stay like that. Let me feel it through your voice.”

Emily slumped against Jalen’s shoulder, trembling, still teased by just the tip—stalled at the entrance, aching, near release just from that little amount.

Jalen held perfectly still, letting her body pulse and clench around that minimal pressure.

“Mark, I need to ask you something.”

A pause. His voice came back softer, strained. “What is it, baby?”

She swallowed, throat tight, voice cracking with shame and need. “I… I need… his fingers inside me. In my pussy. Just… just one… or two. I don’t know. I’m so empty right now, Mark. He’s right there, pressing just the tip, and it’s making me crazy. I want to beg him out loud. For you to hear. Please… can I? Can I beg Jalen to put his fingers in my pussy?”

The line went silent except for Mark’s sharp inhale.

Emily pressed on, words spilling faster. “I know you said no deeper. I know you’re holding the line. But hearing me beg him—beg another man to finger your wife’s dripping pussy—would that push you over? Would that make you come while I’m still here, shaking on his hand? Please, Mark… tell me I can beg him. Let me say the words. Let you hear how bad I want it.”

Jalen’s breath hitched faintly against her ear—the first real sign he was affected too. His fingertip stayed exactly where it was, unmoving, letting the tension coil tighter.

Mark exhaled shakily, the sound raw. “Fuck, Em… you’re killing me.”

Another long pause. The faint, slick sound of his hand resumed—still slow, still controlled, but heavier now.

“Okay,” he finally whispered, voice wrecked. “Beg him. Beg him to finger your pussy. Say it all. Tell him exactly what you want. I want to hear every filthy word while I stroke myself.”

Emily’s eyes fluttered closed, fresh tears slipping free. Relief and guilt crashed through her in waves.

“Thank you,” she breathed into the phone. “I love you.”

She lowered the phone slightly—not hanging up, keeping Mark on the line—then turned her face toward Jalen. Her voice came out small at first, then stronger, trembling with raw need.

“Jalen… please. I’m begging you. Put your fingers in my pussy. Slide them inside me. Stretch me open. Fill me up. I’m so wet for you—for this. My husband’s listening. He wants to hear me beg another man to finger his wife. Please… give me your fingers. Deep. Make me clench around them. Make me moan his name while you do it.”

Her hips rocked forward instinctively, trying to take more of that teasing tip, her walls fluttering desperately around nothing.

Mark’s groan came through the speaker—low, broken, almost a sob. “Jesus Christ, Em… keep going. I’m so fucking close.”

Emily didn’t even register the encouragement—not fully. Her mind was fogging over, the slow burn at her entrance eroding every filter she had left. Her voice grew huskier, less careful, the words pouring out as if Mark were no longer there—as if it were only her and Jalen in the dim lounge.

“Jalen… your finger’s so thick already,” she breathed, hips circling in tiny, frantic motions. “Just the tip and I’m already shaking. I need the rest. Push in slow… let me feel you splitting me. I’ve been wet for you since the keynote. Watching you speak… that voice, those hands… I kept imagining them inside me. Pinning me down. Taking what you want. Finger me until I’m crying. Until I can’t remember my own name. God, I want you to ruin me. Finger my pussy like you own it. Like no one else ever has.”

She let out a soft, broken moan, head tipping back against his shoulder, eyes glazing.

Her words had turned completely unguarded—raw, filthy confessions she would never have voiced if she’d remembered Mark was still listening. The ache between her legs had swallowed everything else.

Mark’s breathing on the line had become jagged—short, desperate inhales, the slick rhythm of his hand no longer slow or controlled. Every word was hitting him harder than the last.

“Fuck… Em…” he groaned, voice thick and wrecked. “You’re… you’re forgetting I’m here. Jesus. That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard. Keep going. Don’t stop. Let him hear how bad you want him to wreck you.”

Emily barely registered his voice. She was lost—hips grinding, tears streaming, voice dropping to a wrecked whisper.

“Please, Jalen,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Please… please push in. I need your fingers fucking my pussy so bad I can’t breathe. Finger Mark’s wife. Make her come screaming for a stranger. Take it, make it yours.”

Another broken sob escaped her. Her thighs quaked; fresh slickness coated Jalen’s fingertip and trickled down her leg.

“Fuck, Em,” Mark groaned, “I… I can’t hold back anymore.”

His voice shattered into choked, stuttering grunts—long, pulsing waves of release audible over the speaker as he spilled over his fist, driven past the edge by the sound of his wife surrendering to another man’s touch.

Emily whimpered at the sound, her own body clenching desperately around that single unmoving fingertip, so close to her own climax but still cruelly denied.

When Mark’s breathing finally steadied—raw, stunned, reverent—he managed a single wrecked whisper:

“Em… holy fuck. That was… I love you. I’m a mess over here. Text me when you’re back in your room alone. We need to talk. God… I love you.”

The call ended with a soft click.

Emily blinked slowly, reality creeping back in fragments. She stared at the darkened phone, cheeks flaming, fresh tears tracking down her face. Shame crashed into lingering, unbearable arousal.

Jalen still hadn’t moved. His fingertip remained exactly where it was—warm, thick, stretching her entrance without mercy or relief.

He leaned in, lips brushing her temple, voice dark velvet.

“Your husband just came harder than he ever has… listening to you forget he was there, listening to you beg me to own his wife’s pussy like it belonged to me all along,” he murmured. “And you’re still dripping. Still empty. Still shaking.”

Emily let out a small, broken sound—half sob, half plea.

Jalen’s free hand cupped her jaw gently, turning her face to his.

“Tell me,” he said quietly. “Do you want me to stop now… or do you want me to give you exactly what you just begged for?”

Emily shivered violently, eyes glassy, body still thrumming.

She didn’t answer with words.

She simply nodded—once, small, trembling—and rocked forward again, trying to take more of him.

The lounge lights had dimmed to near darkness around them.

The night wasn’t ending.

It was only beginning to burn.


Chapter 6: The Line Crosses

The mezzanine lounge had emptied almost completely. The jazz had faded to a low, sultry hum from hidden speakers. A single bartender wiped glasses at the far end of the bar, pretending not to notice the couple in the shadowed corner. Emily sat frozen on the stool, thighs parted just enough under the emerald dress for Jalen’s hand to remain where it was—his middle fingertip still lodged at her entrance, the broad head stretching her open without mercy, without advance. Her arousal coated him in a warm, glistening sheen that trickled slowly down her inner thigh. Every heartbeat made her walls flutter around that single, unmoving intrusion.

She was trembling so hard the stool creaked faintly beneath her.

Jalen’s free hand still cupped her jaw, thumb brushing the wet track of a tear along her cheekbone. His voice was low, measured, almost tender despite the raw hunger in his dark eyes.

“You just begged me—out loud, on the phone, to your husband—to own you with my fingers,” he murmured. “Told me to stretch your tight married cunt. And now he’s gone… came so hard he could barely speak. So tell me, Emily…”

He leaned closer, lips brushing the shell of her ear, the heat of his breath sending another involuntary clench through her core.

“…what do you want?” he asked quietly. “Right now. Not what he wants. Not what he’ll jerk off to later. You. Here. With my finger teasing your entrance and your pussy clenching like it’s starving. Tell me the truth, Emily. No filter. No guilt. Just the truth.”

She closed her eyes. A shudder ran through her entire body.

“I want your fingers inside me,” she breathed. “All of them. Deep. Hard. Curling. Pumping. I want to feel you stretch me until it burns a little. Until I can’t think. Until I come so hard I soak your hand and the stool and maybe even the floor. I want to ride your fingers like I’ve never ridden anyone. I want to moan your name until my voice breaks. I want… I want to be bad. Really bad. For once. Just tonight.”

Her voice cracked on the last word.

Jalen exhaled slowly through his nose, the sound almost reverent.

“And after?” he asked. “When the high fades. When you’re back in your hotel room tonight. When you wake up tomorrow and the conference still has four more days to go. When you have to sit through panels and networking lunches knowing I’m in the same building. When you have to see me again tomorrow night, the next night, every night this week… will you hate yourself? Will you hate me? Or will you text him again tomorrow night, telling him how sore you still are from another man’s fingers?”

Emily opened her eyes. Met his gaze. No hesitation now.

“I don’t know,” she admitted, voice small but steady. “Maybe I will hate myself tomorrow morning. Maybe I’ll cry in the shower. Maybe I’ll delete every message and pretend it never happened. But this conference lasts the whole week. Five more nights. Five more days of seeing you in hallways, in sessions, at the bar. Knowing what your fingers feel like inside me. Knowing what I sound like when I beg you. And knowing Mark will be waiting for every update. Every photo. Every filthy detail.”

She rocked forward again—tiny, desperate—trying to take more of that single fingertip. Her walls fluttered hard around it.

“So right now,” she continued, voice gaining strength, “right now I don’t care about tomorrow morning. I want to come. I want you to make me come. Please, Jalen…”

She leaned in, lips brushing his jaw, voice dropping to a wrecked whisper.

“…please finger me. Please don’t make me wait anymore. I’m begging you. Again. Just like I begged on the phone. Only this time it’s only for you—and for the rest of the week.”

Jalen studied her face for one long, agonizing moment—reading every flicker of need, shame, surrender, and the new, dangerous promise of repetition.

Then, finally, he moved.

Not fast. Not rough.

Slow. Deliberate. Devastating.

His middle finger slid forward—inch by thick inch—stretching her slick walls with steady, unrelenting pressure. Emily’s mouth fell open on a silent cry. Her back arched off the stool. Her free hand flew to his shoulder, nails digging in as he buried himself to the knuckle inside her dripping heat. Her other hand—the one still clutching her phone—tightened reflexively around it, knuckles white.

Her pussy clamped down immediately—greedy, fluttering, rippling along his length like it was trying to pull him deeper.

“Oh God—” she gasped, voice breaking. “So… so full…”

Jalen curled the finger—slow, firm—pressing the pad directly against her front wall, right on that swollen, sensitive ridge.

Emily’s hips bucked hard. A raw, keening moan tore from her throat—loud enough that the bartender glanced over, then quickly looked away.

Jalen didn’t stop.

He added a second finger—slow, stretching her further—until both were buried deep, thick and unyielding. He scissored them once—opening her gently—then began to pump. Long, measured strokes. Curling on every inward thrust to drag along her G-spot. His thumb found her clit—finally—circling with light, maddening pressure.

Emily shattered almost instantly.

Her orgasm hit like a wave breaking—sharp, blinding, unstoppable. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers in violent spasms, gushing slick heat that soaked his hand and wrist. Her thighs quaked. Her back bowed. She cried out his name—“Jalen—fuck—Jalen!”—over and over, voice wrecked and unashamed, eyes rolling back, mouth open in a silent scream as pleasure ripped through her.

In that exact moment—while her body convulsed around his fingers, while fresh waves of wetness flooded his palm—Jalen leaned in close to her ear, his voice a low, steady murmur right against the shell of it, loud enough to cut through the haze of her climax.

“Emily… I’m taking your phone now.”

Her eyes fluttered half-open, dazed and unfocused, still lost in the shattering pulses, but she registered the words.

“I’m going to photograph this,” he continued, calm and deliberate, as his free hand gently but firmly pried the phone from her trembling grip. “Your face right now—coming apart on my fingers. Your pussy stretched and soaked around them. And then I’m sending both pictures to your husband. With one message. So he sees exactly what he’s allowed to happen. Exactly what his wife looks like when she comes for another man.”

Emily’s breath hitched—a small, broken sound that could have been protest or plea—but her body was still jerking through aftershocks, hips grinding helplessly against his hand, too overwhelmed to form words or stop him.

Jalen angled the phone low with one smooth motion.

The first photo captured exactly what he described: his dark, thick fingers buried to the knuckles inside her pale, trembling thighs, the emerald dress hiked up just enough to frame the obscene sight—her slick lips stretched around him, glistening with her release, his wrist soaked.

He snapped it silently.

Then he lifted the phone higher, framing her face mid-orgasm: eyes half-lidded and glassy, mouth open in a broken moan, tears tracking down her flushed cheeks, auburn hair clinging to her damp forehead, expression of pure, wrecked ecstasy.

He snapped that one too.

Emily’s spasms were just beginning to slow—her body still jerking with fading aftershocks—when Jalen opened her messages to Mark. He attached both photos, typed one short message, and hit send while she watched, dazed and panting.

Jalen: She’s coming on another man’s fingers.

The message went through.

Only then did Jalen slide his fingers free with a wet glide that made her whimper at the sudden emptiness. Her pussy fluttered uselessly around nothing, still pulsing, still dripping, the ache of loss immediate and acute.

Before he could pull them away, Emily moved first.

Her hands shot up—trembling but decisive—and wrapped around his wrist. She pulled his hand to her mouth with a small, hungry sound, eyes locked on his as she parted her lips and took both fingers inside.

She sucked immediately—slow, deliberate, tongue swirling around the thick digits, tasting herself fully: salty-sweet, musky, the evidence of her surrender coating his skin. Her cheeks hollowed as she drew them deeper, moaning softly around the intrusion, the vibration traveling straight up his arm. She cleaned every inch—lips sealed tight, tongue lapping at the webbing between his fingers, at the base of his knuckles—until his hand was slick only with her spit.

She heard the bartender chuckle, but she was too far gone now to care.

Jalen watched, motionless, enjoying her surrender and the enjoyment she was getting from it.

Emily finally let his fingers slip free with a soft, wet pop. A thin string of saliva connected her lower lip to his fingertips for a heartbeat before it broke. She licked her lips slowly, eyes glassy but fierce, voice hoarse from crying out his name.

“I wanted to taste what you did to me,” she whispered. “What I did. While you sent him proof.”

Jalen exhaled through his nose, a low, almost reverent sound. His dark eyes never left hers—still burning, still hungry, still far from satisfied.

He leaned in until his mouth was at her ear again, voice dropping to a velvet murmur that sent fresh shivers racing down her spine.

“I’m not done with you for the night, Emily.”

The words landed soft but heavy, like a promise wrapped in command.

She froze, breath catching. Her pussy—still throbbing, still empty, still dripping—gave a helpless flutter at the statement. She searched his face, half-dazed, half-terrified, half-desperate for whatever came next.

Jalen’s hand slid from her jaw to the nape of her neck, fingers threading gently into her damp auburn hair, holding her steady while his other hand rested possessively on her hip, thumb brushing the sensitive skin just above where the dress met her thigh.

“You came hard,” he continued quietly, each word measured. “Screamed my name. Soaked my hand. Tasted yourself like a good girl. But that was just the first one. The conference lasts the whole week—and tonight isn’t even over.”

Emily’s heart slammed against her ribs. Her legs felt like they might give out again.

“What… what do you mean?” she breathed, though part of her already knew.

Jalen’s thumb traced a slow arc along her lower lip—still swollen from sucking his fingers—then dipped lower, following the line of her throat, down between her breasts, stopping just above the plunging neckline of the emerald dress.

“I mean,” he said, voice dark and unhurried, “you’re going to come with me. Right now. Up to my room. Or yours. Doesn’t matter which. But you’re not walking out of this lounge alone.”

Her eyes widened. A fresh rush of heat flooded between her legs at the bluntness of it.

“I… Mark—”

“Mark already knows you came on my fingers,” Jalen cut in softly. “He’s seen the pictures. He’s probably hard again reading my message. He’ll get more updates. Every single one. But tonight, right now, you’re not texting him. You’re not thinking about him. You’re coming upstairs with me. I’m going to strip that dress off you. I’m going to spread you on the bed. And I’m going to make you come again—on my fingers, on my tongue, on my cock if you beg for it—until you can’t remember how to say his name.”

Emily whimpered—a small, involuntary sound that escaped before she could stop it. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, trying to ease the renewed ache, but it only made her slickness more obvious.

Jalen’s grip on her neck tightened just enough to tilt her face up to his.

“Tell me no,” he said quietly, “and I’ll let you go. You’ll walk to the elevator alone. You’ll go back to your room, read his messages, touch yourself thinking about what just happened, and maybe—maybe—you’ll come find me tomorrow night. But if you say yes… if you nod right now… then tonight isn’t the end. It’s the beginning. And you won’t be walking straight tomorrow.”

Silence stretched between them—thick, electric, suffocating.

Emily’s chest rose and fell in shallow pants. Her mind screamed warnings—guilt, consequences, the life waiting at home—but her body screamed louder. The taste of herself still lingered on her tongue. The memory of his fingers stretching her, curling inside her, making her shatter was still too fresh, too vivid.

She lifted her chin, met his gaze, and nodded—once, slow, deliberate.

Jalen’s eyes darkened further. A faint, satisfied smile curved his lips.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

He stepped back just enough to let her stand fully, then offered his arm—steady, gentlemanly, as though they were simply two colleagues leaving happy hour.

Emily took it with shaking fingers.

As she slid off the stool, her legs nearly buckled. The orgasm had left her thighs weak, muscles quivering uncontrollably, but it was more than that. The forbidden thoughts—what she was about to do, where she was about to go, what she was about to let him do to her—sent fresh tremors racing through her entire body. Her knees wobbled with every step. Her calves trembled. Even her ankles felt unsteady, as though the ground itself had shifted beneath her.

Jalen’s arm tightened around her waist, supporting most of her weight without making it obvious to anyone who might glance over. He walked slowly, matching her faltering pace, guiding her across the nearly empty lounge toward the elevators.

Every step was torture and ecstasy at once.

Her bare pussy rubbed between her legs as she walked, her swollen clit brushing against the soft lining of the dress with each movement—no panties to buffer the sensation—keeping her slick folds in constant, teasing friction. The wetness on her inner thighs cooled in the air-conditioned lobby, making her hyper-aware of every slick slide. Her legs shook harder the closer they got to the elevators—partly from the aftershocks still rippling through her core, partly from the sheer weight of the decision she had just made.

They reached the elevator bank. Jalen pressed the call button with his free hand.

The doors slid open almost immediately—empty, mercifully.

He guided her inside, arm still firm around her waist. Emily’s legs continued to quiver even after she leaned against the mirrored wall for support. She could see herself in the reflection—cheeks flushed, lips swollen, hair mussed, eyes glassy with lingering pleasure and rising fear. Her thighs pressed together, but it did nothing to stop the slow trickle of wetness still leaking from her.

Jalen pressed the button for his floor—two above hers—then turned to face her fully, crowding her gently against the wall without touching her yet.

He studied the way her knees kept buckling slightly, the way her hands gripped the handrail behind her just to stay upright, the way her breathing hitched every time another tremor ran through her legs.

“Your legs are shaking almost uncontrollably,” he observed quietly, voice low and intimate in the small space. “Right now it’s because you came so hard on my hand… and because you know exactly what you’re about to let me do to you.”

Emily swallowed, nodding once. Her voice was small, trembling. “They won’t stop. I can feel it all the way down, my thighs… my calves… even my ankles. It’s like my whole body knows what’s coming and can’t decide whether to run or beg for more.”

Jalen’s hand came up slowly, cupping the side of her face, thumb brushing her lower lip.

“They’re going to keep shaking all night,” he told her, voice steady, dark with promise. “Every time I make you come again, your legs will tremble harder. You’ll be weak, spent, barely able to stand by the time I’m finished with you tonight.”

He leaned closer, lips brushing her temple.

“And tomorrow morning,” he continued, “when you try to walk to the first session, your legs will still be shaking—from what I’ll have done to you tonight. You’ll feel every sore muscle, every tender spot, every place I stretched and filled you. You’ll sit through panels trying not to squirm, trying not to remember how loud you moaned my name.”

Emily whimpered softly, thighs pressing together again at the vivid picture he painted.

“But at the end of the week,” Jalen murmured, voice dropping even lower, “after four more nights like this—after I’ve taken you apart and put you back together every single time—your legs will be much stronger. Not because the shaking stops… but because you’ll have learned how to walk through it, how to carry the ache, how to feel the evidence of what you’ve done and still hold your head up.”

He tilted her chin up so she had to meet his eyes.

“And so will your confidence,” he finished. “You’ll know exactly what you’re capable of. What you can take. What you can give. You’ll walk out of this hotel at the end of the week a different woman—not broken, not ashamed, but certain. Certain that you survived every filthy, forbidden thing you craved… and that you wanted more.”

The elevator dinged softly.

The doors opened onto his floor.

Emily’s legs were still trembling—harder now, if anything—as Jalen guided her out into the quiet hallway.

Every step echoed the truth of his words.

She was shaking because of what he’d already done.

She was shaking because of what he was about to do.

And deep down, beneath the fear and the guilt, a small, dangerous part of her was already looking forward to the day—five nights from now—when her legs would finally stop shaking… because she would have become strong enough to carry everything she had let herself become.

They reached his door.

Jalen slid the keycard from his pocket.

He looked down at her—still trembling, still flushed, still dripping—and gave her one last quiet question.

“Ready to find out how strong you can get?”

Emily nodded—small, trembling, but certain.

He opened the door and led Emily into her new experiences.


Chapter 7: Boundaries Redrawn

The door to Jalen’s room clicked shut behind them with a soft, final sound. The space was quiet except for the low hum of the city outside the window and the faint rustle of Emily’s dress as she stood just inside the threshold. Her legs were still trembling—uncontrollably now—knowing that a good wife would never do what she was doing. The forbidden reality pressed against her like a physical force: she was in another man’s hotel room. Still slick, still swollen, still tasting herself on her tongue. And Mark had no idea where she was now.

Jalen didn’t rush her. He simply closed the door, then turned to face her, arms loose at his sides, eyes dark and patient.

“You’re shaking again,” he noted quietly.

Emily nodded, teeth catching her lower lip. “I can’t stop. Not since… not since downstairs. And not since I decided to come here.”

He stepped closer—slow, deliberate—until he was close enough that she could smell his cologne again: cedar, smoke, warm skin. Close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off him.

“Before anything else happens,” he said, voice low but firm, “you need to text him. Right now. While you’re still standing here, still dripping, still tasting yourself on your lips. He needs to know where you are. What you’re about to do.”

Emily’s breath hitched. “But… the rules. Mark said—”

Jalen’s gaze softened slightly, but remained steady.

“He deserves to know,” he said simply. “Because part of what makes this burn so hot—for both of you—is that he knows. Every second. Every thrust. Every time you moan my name instead of his. He gets to feel it with you. Even from two states away.”

Emily’s chest rose and fell in shallow pants. The phone felt heavier than ever in her hand.

She unlocked it.

The chat with Mark was already open—his last message unread, sent only minutes ago after the orgasm photos.

Mark: Holy fuck, Em. Those pictures… your face when you came. His fingers inside you. I came again listening to you scream his name. That was insane. I love you. I think… I think that was the end of it, right? You’re going back to your room now? Tell me you’re okay. I love you so much.

Emily’s stomach twisted. Mark thought it was over. He thought the fingering—the orgasm—the photos—had been the peak. The boundary. The finish line.

She started typing—slow at first, then faster, the words flowing steadily.

Emily: I’m okay, babe. More than okay. I’m in his hotel room now, two floors above mine. I walked here with him after I came on his fingers. My legs are still shaking so hard I can barely stand. I can still taste myself because I sucked his fingers clean right after he pulled them out of me.

She continued without pause.

Emily: It wasn’t the end, Mark. It’s not over. He’s going to fuck me tonight. Multiple times. I want it so bad I can barely breathe. But I’m telling you first—because you deserve to know. I love you. I need you to know that before anything happens.

She hit send.

The three dots appeared almost immediately.

Mark was typing.

Emily stared at the screen, heart in her throat, legs still trembling beneath her. Jalen watched silently, arms crossed, giving her space but never leaving her line of sight.

Mark’s reply came in bursts—short, raw, stunned.

Mark: You’re in his room? Right now?

Mark: Fuck, Em. I thought… I thought that was it. That you’d go back to your room and we’d talk.

Mark: I’m shaking too. I’m so fucking hard again. I shouldn’t be. I should be angry. But I’m not. I’m leaking just thinking about it.

Another message, this one longer, Mark seemingly beginning to compose himself.

Mark: I love you. I hate how much this turns me on. But do it. Let him fuck you. Come as many times as you can. Just make him wear a condom. Even though you’re on birth control. I want your pussy to be reserved for my cum. Text me after. Every detail. I’ll be waiting. I love you.

Emily’s eyes watered, appreciating his sacrifice but knowing she was going to fuck Jalen whether Mark assented or not. She showed the screen to Jalen without a word.

He read it slowly, then nodded once.

“He thought it was over,” Jalen said quietly. “And he still told you to go. He’s already past the limit he thought he had.”

He looked at her for a long moment, then spoke again, voice calm but unmistakable.

“I don’t have condoms,” he said. “And I don’t want to use them with you anyway.”

Emily’s breath stopped. Her legs trembled harder, knees threatening to buckle.

“I’m clean,” he continued, tone even, matter-of-fact. “You’re on birth control—you just showed me in his message. And I want to feel you. All of you. Skin to skin. No barrier. When I come, I want it to be inside you. Deep. Marking you in a way that you remember well.”

“But Mark’s rule is understandable,” he added. “He wants his claim protected. He wants to be the only one who ever fills you raw. And I respect that he has that boundary—even if I don’t intend to honor it tonight.”

Emily’s mind spun. Conflict crashed through her—Mark’s words echoing, Jalen’s heat pressing in, her own body still aching for more.

“What… what do we do?” she whispered.

Jalen’s gaze held hers, unflinching.

“You decide,” he said simply. “Not him. Not me. You. If you want the condom, I can go down to the front desk right now and get some. If you want me bare—if you want to feel every inch, every pulse, every drop when I come inside you—then we keep going - not wrapped, no pulling out- just us.”

He leaned in, lips brushing her temple.

“But whatever you choose,” he murmured, “you carry it. You live with it. The consequences. The pleasure. The guilt. The strength that comes after. This is your night. Your choice.”

Emily’s hands shook as she looked down at the floor, then back up at him. Her legs were quivering more, her core still throbbing, her heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat.

She took a slow, shuddering breath.

“I want to feel your skin,” she said, voice small but steady. “I want to feel you come inside me. I want all of it. Tonight.”

Jalen’s eyes darkened with satisfaction, a slow, predatory smile curving his lips.

“Good girl,” he murmured, voice low and thick with approval. “I’m happy with your decision. Tonight I’m going to claim your pussy completely—every inch, every moan, every drop of my cum deep inside you. You’ll feel me for days.”

He paused, letting the words sink in, then leaned closer, voice dropping even lower.

“And Mark?” he added softly. “When he sees what you’ve done—when he knows I filled you bare, marked you, claimed you from the inside out—he’s going to be more aroused than he’s ever been in his life. He’ll hate it. He’ll love it. He’ll come harder than ever before, just imagining it. He’ll beg you for more. You’ll see.”

Emily shivered violently, the words hitting her like a physical touch. Fresh heat flooded between her legs at the thought—Mark aroused beyond reason by her betrayal, by Jalen’s cum inside her.

Jalen reached for the hem of her dress, fingers brushing the tie at her side.

“Take it off,” he murmured. “Slowly. Let me see every inch of the woman who just chose this.”

Emily’s hands shook as she reached for the tie.

The dress loosened with one gentle pull.

Fabric parted and whispered open, sliding from her shoulders to hang loosely at her elbows, then fell away completely to pool at her feet.

She stood naked in front of him—skin flushed, nipples tight, thighs slick, pussy still swollen and glistening from earlier.

Jalen’s gaze raked over her slowly, appreciatively, possessively.

“Beautiful,” he said simply.

He picked up her phone from where it had fallen onto the bed, angled it carefully.

The shot captured her standing there—dress open and discarded at her feet, body fully exposed, legs still trembling slightly, eyes wide and glassy with anticipation and lingering nerves.

He snapped it.

Then he stepped behind her, one arm wrapping loosely around her waist to hold her steady, the other raising the phone so the mirror across the room reflected them both: her front view—naked, vulnerable, aroused—his tall frame pressed against her back, dark hand splayed possessively across her stomach, eyes locked on hers in the reflection.

He snapped that one too.

Emily’s breath caught at the sight of herself in the frame—exposed, aroused, about to be taken.

Jalen lowered the phone and handed it back to her.

“Send them to him later,” he murmured against her ear. “When you’re ready. Let him see what he’s allowed to happen tonight.”

Emily nodded, fingers trembling around the phone as she clutched it to her chest.

The night was only beginning.


Chapter 8: Marked

Jalen’s hand rested at the small of Emily’s back—warm, steady, guiding—as they crossed the room toward the bed. The bedside lamp cast a soft, amber glow across the sheets, bright enough to illuminate every detail: the faint sheen of sweat on her skin, the way her nipples had tightened into hard peaks, the slick trail still glistening on her inner thighs. The light caught the flush on her cheeks and the glassy sheen in her eyes, turning the room into an intimate stage where nothing could be hidden.

He stopped her at the edge of the mattress, turning her to face him.

“Lie down,” he said, voice low, unhurried as he gently guided her onto the bed.

Emily obeyed, sinking onto the cool sheets. The lamp’s light spilled over her naked body as she settled—highlighting the curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the soft mound of her pussy still swollen and parted from earlier. Her thighs trembled as she spread them, exposing herself completely. The light made every detail stark: the glossy wetness coating her folds, the way her clit peeked out, flushed and sensitive, the faint quiver of her muscles as she fought to stay still.

Jalen stood over her for a long moment, simply looking. Then he shed his shirt in one smooth motion, revealing the broad chest and defined arms she’d first noticed during the keynote. His pants followed, kicked aside.

His cock sprang free—thick, heavy, veined, the dark skin flushed darker at the head. It curved slightly upward, the shaft thick, causing Emily’s eyes to widen when she saw it fully. The head was broad and blunt, already glistening with pre-cum that caught the lamplight in a small, shining bead. The length was impressive—long enough that she knew it would reach deep, the girth wide enough that she already felt the phantom stretch just looking at it. Dark curls framed the base, and the heavy balls beneath hung low, full, promising.

Emily’s breath caught. “God… it’s so big,” she whispered, almost to herself. “Way thicker than Mark’s… longer… the head looks so wide. I don’t know if I can take it all.”

Jalen’s lips curved in a slow, knowing smile. “By the end of the week, you’ll take every inch,” he said. “And you’ll beg for more nut.”

He climbed onto the bed, settling between her spread thighs. His knees pushed her legs wider. The lamp’s light caught the sheen on his cock as he stroked himself once—slow, deliberate—spreading the pre-cum over the head until it gleamed.

He leaned down, forearms braced on either side of her head, caging her in. The tip of his cock brushed her entrance—hot, blunt, bare—and Emily whimpered.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did. His dark eyes held hers, intense, unblinking.

“This pussy,” he murmured, voice rough with hunger, “is your husband’s. That’s what he said. That’s what he wanted to protect. His pussy. His claim. His cum only.”

He shifted his hips—just enough that the broad head nudged her slick folds, parting them slightly without entering.

“But right now,” he continued, slow and deliberate, “it’s open for me. Wet for me. Begging for me. And I’m going to fuck it. I’m going to fill it. I’m going to come so deep inside your husband’s pussy that you’ll feel me leaking out of you all day tomorrow.”

Emily’s hips lifted instinctively, seeking more contact.

Jalen pressed forward—slow, inexorable—stretching her open. The thick head breached her first, forcing her slick walls to yield. She gasped, back arching, hands flying to his shoulders as the stretch burned sweetly.

“Fuck—Jalen—oh God, it’s so thick,” she moaned. “It’s filling me so completely… stretching me… I can feel the ridge of your head popping past my entrance… it’s so much bigger than Mark’s… You’re stretching me so wide already…”

He sank deeper—half of his ten inches now—letting her feel the slow drag of his shaft, the way her pussy gripped him, fluttering desperately around the invasion.

“Tell me,” he rasped, holding still for a heartbeat to let her adjust, “what would Mark think if he could see this? His wife’s pussy stretched around another man’s cock. Taking it bare. Moaning like she’s never moaned for him.”

Emily’s nails dug into his shoulders. “He’d… he’d be furious,” she gasped. “Jealous. Humiliated. He’d see how wide I’m stretched… how thick you are… he’d know I’m taking something he can’t give me.”

Jalen rolled his hips, grinding the base against her clit, making her cry out.

“But he’d be hard too, wouldn’t he?” he pressed. “He’d be stroking himself again. Coming again. Just imagining it. Imagining me filling the pussy he wanted to protect.”

Another slow thrust—deeper now, bottoming out with a low groan. Emily’s walls fluttered hard around him, milking the seven inches she was able to accommodate in her nearly virginal pussy.

“Yes,” she sobbed. “He would. He’d hate it… and he’d love it. He’d come so hard thinking about you inside me.”

Jalen’s pace stayed measured—deep, controlled, letting her feel every ridge, every vein dragging along her sensitive walls.

“And what did he want to protect most?” he asked, voice dropping lower. “What did he say was his? Only his?”

Emily’s breath shuddered out. “My… my pussy. He only wants his cum inside it.”

Jalen thrust harder once—sharp, possessive—making her cry out.

“That’s right,” he growled. “He only wanted his cum to be able to enter your pussy. Wanted no one else to mark it. You know what I’m going to do though. You told me what you wanted.”

He leaned down, lips brushing her ear.

“So tell me, Emily,” he whispered. “What do you want? Forget what he said. Forget the rules. Right now—right here—with my cock buried deep in your pussy—what do you want?”

Emily’s entire body trembled. Her hips rocked up to meet his slow thrusts, chasing the pleasure with open, shameless hunger. No tears. No fear. Only the fierce, blazing certainty of getting exactly what she craved.

“I want… I want your cum inside me,” she gasped, voice raw and sure. “I want you to fill me. I want to feel it. All of it. I want you to mark me. Claim me. Even if it’s wrong. No matter what it does to him. I want it tonight.”

Jalen groaned—low, primal—and his control slipped just enough for his rhythm to quicken.

“Good girl,” he murmured, voice thick with approval. “I’m happy with your decision. Tonight I’m going to claim your pussy completely—every inch, every moan, every drop of my cum deep inside you. You’ll feel me for days.”

He paused, letting the words sink in, then leaned closer, voice dropping even lower.

“And Mark?” he added softly. “When he sees what you’ve done—when he knows I filled you bare, marked you, claimed you from the inside out—he’s going to be more aroused than he’s ever been in his life. He’ll hate it. He’ll love it. He’ll come harder than ever before, just imagining it. He’ll beg you for more. You’ll see.”

Emily shivered violently, the words igniting fresh heat between her legs. She was beyond guilt now—beyond anything negative. She was simply alive with want, with power, with the intoxicating freedom of taking exactly what she desired.

Jalen reached for her phone from the nightstand, where it had fallen earlier. He placed it in her trembling hand.

“Call him,” he said quietly, voice dark and commanding. “Right now. While I’m still inside you. Let him hear your voice while I fuck you. Let him hear what you just admitted. Let him hear you come again—with my cock bare, ready to fill his wife.”

Emily’s eyes widened, but there was no fear—only a dark, thrilling excitement. Her fingers steadied as she tapped Mark’s name.

The line rang once… twice…

Mark answered on the third ring, voice already hoarse and thick.

“Em? Baby?”

Emily’s breath hitched. She could hear the faint rustle of sheets on his end—his hand already moving again.

“Mark…” she managed, voice cracking on his name—but not from hesitation. From pure, overwhelming arousal.

Jalen began to move—slow, deep thrusts that made her gasp into the phone.

“I’m… I’m calling because…” she stammered, words fracturing around a moan as he sank in fully again. “Jalen’s inside me. Right now. Bare. He’s… he’s fucking me.”

A sharp inhale from Mark—then a low, broken groan.

“Fuck… Em… are you really taking his black cock bare? Without a condom? For real?”

Emily’s voice trembled with pleasure as Jalen thrust again—slow, deliberate, letting her feel another inch.

“Y-yes…” she breathed. “I’m taking it bare… no condom… he’s so deep… stretching me open… I can feel every ridge sliding in and out…”

Mark groaned—low, desperate. “Jesus… describe it, Em. Tell me exactly what his cock looks like… how it feels fucking you.”

Emily’s head fell back, another moan escaping as Jalen rolled his hips, grinding deep.

“It’s… so dark and beautiful… so thick… the head flares out… it’s pressing against places you never reach… I can feel it throbbing inside me… stretching me open every time he pushes in…”

Mark’s breathing fractured. “Fuck… he's bigger than me, Em? Tell me.”

Jalen thrust harder once—sharp—making her cry out into the phone.

“Yes,” she gasped. “It’s bigger… longer… thicker… it’s filling me completely… I can feel him everywhere… God, Mark, he’s so much bigger…”

Mark’s groan was guttural, almost pained. “Jesus… keep going. Tell me how it feels. Tell me everything. Is he fucking you better than I do, Em? Is his big black cock fucking you better?”

Emily’s moan turned into a broken, breathless laugh—pure arousal, no shame.

“He… he’s fucking me so good, Mark…” she gasped between thrusts. “So deep… so hard… hitting spots you never reach… stretching me in ways you couldn’t… God, yes… he’s fucking me better… so much better than you ever could…”

Mark’s breathing fractured—then a choked, stuttering groan as he listened to his wife being railed by another man.

Jalen’s pace quickened—deep, relentless—dragging along every sensitive spot.

Emily shattered—orgasm crashing through her, walls clamping down in violent spasms, milking him.

Jalen groaned her name—low, guttural—and came with her. Hot pulses flooded deep inside her, bare and unrelenting, filling her exactly as she’d begged for.

He stayed buried, letting her feel every throb, every spurt.

Emily’s moans turned to soft, broken gasps into the phone. “Fuck, Mark… He’s coming in me!”

Mark’s breathing fractured—then a choked, stuttering groan as he came again, listening to his wife being filled by another man.

When the line finally went quiet—only heavy breathing remaining—Emily whispered, voice wrecked but steady.

“I love you, Mark.”

“I love you too,” he rasped. “Send me… send me everything. I need to see.”

The call ended.

Jalen eased out slowly, a thick trickle of his cum following—white against her flushed skin, pooling on the sheets beneath her.

Emily lay there, panting, trembling, full of him.

Jalen leaned down, kissed her forehead softly.

“The night’s not over,” he murmured. “I’m just getting started.”


Chapter 9: Day 2 – Owned All Day

Emily woke slowly, sunlight slipping through the half-closed blinds of Jalen’s room and painting warm stripes across the tangled sheets. She was alone in the bed—Jalen must have already left for an early session—but the imprint of his body was still there beside her, the pillow dented, the air heavy with the scent of sex and his cologne. Her thighs ached in the best way, a deep, satisfying soreness that radiated from her core outward. She shifted, and felt it immediately: the slow, thick trickle of his cum still deep inside her, warm and abundant from the night before. Three times he had fucked her after that first round—once on her back with her legs over his shoulders, once from behind with her face pressed into the mattress, and once with her riding him until she collapsed forward, shuddering through a final, shattering orgasm as he flooded her again.

There had been so much—pulse after hot pulse, filling her until she felt swollen, heavy, claimed. Now, even after hours of sleep, it was still there: thick, sticky, refusing to leave her body completely. She clenched experimentally and felt another slow drip escape, soaking into the sheets beneath her.

She reached for her phone on the nightstand. Mark’s messages were waiting, a string of increasingly desperate texts from the night before:

Mark (2:17 AM): Fuck, Em. That last photo… his cum leaking out of you. I came so hard I couldn’t breathe.
Mark (3:04 AM): Are you still with him? Tell me you’re okay. I need more.
Mark (4:49 AM): I can’t sleep. Thinking about him filling you again. Send me something when you wake up. Please. I love you.

Emily smiled—small, private, powerful. She angled the phone between her legs, spread them just enough, and snapped a quick close-up: her swollen pussy lips still puffy, a fresh bead of Jalen’s cum glistening at her entrance, slowly leaking out in a thick, creamy trail. She sent it with one line:

Emily: Woke up full of him. Still leaking. Going to see him again tonight. Love you.

She didn’t wait for his reply. She knew he’d be stroking again the second he saw it.

Emily sat up carefully, feeling another slow drip escape her. She clenched instinctively, trying to keep as much of Jalen inside as possible. She knew she couldn’t walk around the conference like this. Without panties, his cum would run down her legs—visible to everyone, a slick, obvious trail marking her all day. The thought sent a dark thrill through her, but practicality won. She needed something to contain it - even after a shower.

She gathered her emerald wrap dress from the floor, slipped it back on, and made her way back to her own room two floors below. Every step in the hallway was a reminder of him—the slow seep of his cum, the way her sore pussy lips rubbed together, the faint ache between her legs. She walked with deliberate care, thighs pressed together, but there was no stopping the steady flow down her legs. By the time she reached the elevators, she felt the first warm trickle slide past the hem of her dress, a thin line of Jalen’s cum making its way down the inside of her calf.

The elevator doors opened. Five other people were already inside: a middle-aged couple chatting quietly, two conference attendees scrolling on their phones, and a lone man staring at his screen. Emily stepped in, heart pounding, and turned to face the doors as they started to close.

Immediately, a voice called from the hallway: “Hold the doors, please!”

One of the attendees—without looking up from his phone—reached out and pressed the open button. The doors hesitated, then slid back open. Emily’s stomach dropped. She pressed her thighs together harder, but the delay only gave gravity more time. She could feel it now—slow, steady trails sliding down both legs, cooling in the air-conditioned air, reaching well past the hem of her dress. The thick liquid was visible if anyone looked down: glistening lines on her calves, creeping toward her ankles.

The new passenger stepped in—a woman in a conference badge, talking on her phone—and the doors finally closed. Emily stood frozen, back against the wall, pulse roaring in her ears. She could see the trails in the mirrored doors—shiny, unmistakable streaks running down her legs. She shifted her weight, trying to angle her body so no one would notice, but the movement only made more cum seep out. The elevator stopped on the next floor down. No one got off, but the doors opened anyway—empty hallway, no passengers waiting. The delay stretched on for ten long seconds as the system waited, doors open, before finally closing again.

Emily’s heart hammered. She could see the thick, wet liquid clearly now in the reflection—running past her calves, reaching her ankles, still flowing slowly, glistening under the elevator’s harsh light. It kept moving with every subtle shift of her weight, leaving shiny trails that caught the light. The woman on the phone didn’t glance down. The couple continued their quiet conversation. The two attendees remained glued to their screens. The lone man stared at his phone, earbuds in. No one noticed the obvious trails of semen marking her legs. No one looked up from their distractions.

The doors opened on her floor. She stepped out quickly, ankles now marked with wet, flowing trails, and hurried to her door. She fumbled the keycard, slipped inside, and leaned back against the door, breathing hard.

In her room, she stripped and stepped into the shower. Hot water cascaded over her, soothing the tenderness, but it couldn’t wash away the feeling of him inside her. She soaped herself slowly, fingers lingering between her legs. She watched some of his cum swirl down the drain—white against the water—but there was no way it would all come out. There had been too much. Deep, thick deposits still clung to her walls, refusing to be dislodged. She could feel it with every movement: the heavy, warm weight of him still inside her, slowly seeping out as she moved.

She dried off, dressed for the day’s sessions: a fitted skirt that hit mid-thigh, a silk blouse, and—after a moment’s hesitation—black lace panties. She needed them today. Without them, Jalen’s cum would drip down her legs during panels, during coffee breaks, during every step. The thought was intoxicating, but she needed to maintain a professional appearance to her colleagues. She slipped the lace panties on, feeling the cotton panel immediately soak up the remaining wetness. By the time she finished, they were damp, clinging to her swollen folds, the fabric dark from the remnants of his cum.

She checked her phone again. Mark’s reply was waiting:

Mark: Jesus, Em. That photo… his cum still inside you this morning. I came twice just looking at it. Keep him in you all day. Tell me when you see him again. I love you.

Emily smiled—small, secret, powerful—and slipped the phone into her bag.

The conference day passed in a haze. She attended panels, took notes she barely read, but her mind was elsewhere. Every time she shifted in her seat, she felt the soaked lace panties clinging to her skin, the faint stickiness of Jalen’s cum still inside her, slowly leaking out throughout the day. She caught glimpses of Jalen across crowded rooms: a shared look during a coffee break, his eyes raking over her like he could still taste her. Once, in a hallway, he brushed past her—his hand grazing her lower back, fingers dipping just under the waistband of her skirt for a heartbeat. She nearly moaned aloud.

By late afternoon her panties were completely drenched—useless now, the lace dark and clinging, the fabric saturated with her arousal and his cum. She could feel it every time she walked: the wet slide between her thighs, the subtle squish against her clit. She knew that it wasn’t possible for anyone else to be aware of it, but she was constantly distracted, feeling like people were staring, knowing.

Evening arrived. Emily met Jalen in the lobby. He was in a dark button-down and slacks, looking every inch the keynote speaker—confident, controlled, devastating. He offered his arm; she took it.

They didn’t go to the lounge or a quick room fuck. Instead, he led her to a quiet, upscale restaurant a short walk from the hotel—dim lighting, dark leather booths, candles on every table. They slid into the farthest corner booth, the high back shielding them from most of the room.

The waiter brought wine. Jalen ordered for both of them without asking. Emily didn’t mind. She liked the way he took charge.

Under the table, his hand found her knee, then slid higher. She parted her legs automatically. His fingers brushed the soaked lace of her panties—still damp with his cum from the night before and her own juices from thinking about last night all day.

“You’re drenched,” he murmured, voice pitched only for her. “All day with me inside you. Did you feel me every time you sat down? Every time you walked?”

“Yes,” she whispered, cheeks flushing but eyes bright. “I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About you.”

His fingers circled her clit through the lace—slow, teasing—then pushed the fabric aside, dipping inside her still-slick pussy, stirring the thick remnants of his cum that still clung to her walls.

“Tonight,” he said, leaning in so his lips brushed her ear, “I’m going to add more. Much more.”

Dinner passed in a haze of touches and whispers. His hand stayed between her legs the entire time they waited for their food—fingering her slowly, bringing her to the edge again and again without letting her come. She gripped the edge of the table, bit her lip to stay quiet, thighs shaking under the tablecloth.

When the check came, he paid. Then he leaned in.

“Your room tonight,” he said. “I want to fuck you in your bed. On your sheets. So when you sleep later, you’re surrounded by the smell of us.”

Emily nodded, pulse roaring.

They left the restaurant. The walk back was torture—his hand on her lower back, the cool night air teasing her bare, soaked pussy under the skirt. She felt every step, every trickle of arousal down her thighs.

They reached her room. She fumbled the keycard; he took it from her, opened the door, pushed her inside.

The moment the door closed, Emily turned to him, eyes bright with something new—gratitude, hunger, a quiet determination. She stepped close, hands sliding up his chest, voice soft but sure.

“Last night…” she murmured, “you fucked me so good. Better than I’ve ever been fucked. I want to show you how grateful I am.”

Jalen raised an eyebrow, a slow smile curving his lips. “Show me.”

Emily dropped to her knees in front of him, the carpet soft under her bare skin. She looked up, eyes locked on his, and reached for his belt. She undid it slowly, unzipped him, pulled his pants and boxers down in one motion. His cock sprang free—still half-hard from dinner, thick and heavy, the dark skin flushed, veins prominent under the lamplight.

She wrapped her hand around the base—unable to close her fingers—and leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to the broad head.

“I want you to record this,” she whispered, voice trembling with arousal. “So I can show Mark what it looks like when I suck a real cock.”

Jalen’s breath hitched. He reached for her phone on the dresser, opened the camera, and angled it down—framing her face, her open mouth, his thick shaft in her hand.

“Say it again,” he ordered, voice rough. “For the video. For him.”

Emily looked straight into the lens, eyes glassy with need.

“Mark… watch me suck Jalen’s big black cock. Watch me take it like I never took yours. Watch me show you what it’s like to suck a real cock.”

She opened her mouth and took the head inside—lips stretching wide around the broad tip. She swirled her tongue, tasting the salt of his pre-cum, moaning softly around him. She pushed forward, trying to take more, but the girth made her jaw ache almost immediately. She managed about little more than half—maybe six inches—before her throat closed, and she gagged hard.

The sound was wet, obscene—gluck-gluck-gluck—as she forced herself deeper, saliva flooding her mouth, thick strands dripping from the corners of her lips and down her chin. She bobbed slowly, cheeks hollowing, eyes watering from the effort, but she didn’t stop. She wanted him to see this—wanted Mark to see this.

Jalen groaned, hand cupping the back of her head—not pushing, just guiding.

“Deeper,” he rasped. “Show him how much you can take.”

Emily tried again—relaxing her throat, breathing through her nose—but the thickness defeated her. She could only manage half, gagging and choking each time she pushed further. Thick ropes of saliva poured from her mouth, coating his shaft, dripping onto her breasts, pooling on the carpet beneath her knees.

She pulled off for a second, gasping, strings of spit connecting her lips to his cock. She looked up at him—then at the camera.

“I can’t take it all,” she panted, voice wrecked. “It’s too big… too thick… but I want to. I want to choke on it for you, and I want my husband to watch.”

She dove back down, taking him deep again—halfway—gagging hard, glucking wetly, saliva bubbling around the shaft. Her hands stroked what she couldn’t reach, twisting and pumping, slick with her spit.

Jalen’s breathing grew ragged. His hips rocked forward—gentle at first, then harder—fucking her mouth in shallow thrusts.

“Fuck—good girl,” he growled. “Suck that cock. Show your husband how a real cock feels in your throat.”

Emily moaned around him, the vibration making him groan louder. She sucked harder, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing, drool pouring down her chin, dripping onto her breasts.

Jalen’s hand tightened in her hair. “I’m close,” he warned. “You want it? You want my cum down your throat?”

She nodded frantically—eyes locked on the camera—muffled “Mmm-hmm” around his shaft.

He thrust once—twice—then buried himself as deep as she could take, groaning low and primal. Hot pulses flooded her mouth—thick, heavy spurts that hit the back of her throat. Emily gagged, eyes watering, but she swallowed as fast as she could—gulping audibly, throat working, managing to take most of it. Some escaped the corners of her mouth, dripping down her chin in white strands.

Jalen pulled out slowly, cock still twitching. Emily opened her mouth wide for the camera—showing the thick pool of cum on her tongue—then closed her lips and swallowed hard, throat bobbing visibly.

She looked straight into the lens, voice hoarse and satisfied.

“That’s what it looks like when I suck a real cock, Mark.”

Jalen ended the recording and set the phone aside.

Emily stayed on her knees for a moment, breathing hard, chin and breasts glistening with spit and traces of cum. She felt powerful—owned, yes, but also owning every second of this.

Jalen lifted her gently to her feet, kissed her deeply—tasting himself on her tongue—then guided her to the bed.

“Lie down,” he said. “We’re not done.”

Emily obeyed, legs spreading, pussy still dripping with anticipation.

The night was far from over.


Chapter 10: Day 3 – Getting Closer

Emily woke to the soft rustle of clothing and the faint creak of the floorboards. The bedside lamp was still on, its warm amber glow spilling across the rumpled sheets and Jalen’s broad back as he stood near the foot of the bed. He had pulled on his slacks from the night before and was buttoning his dark shirt—enough to make it down the hallway to his own room without drawing stares, but clearly not his full conference attire. His tie hung loose around his neck, sleeves still unrolled, hair slightly mussed from sleep and sex. He hadn’t brought his suit jacket, dress shoes, or anything else here last night; he’d only come with what he was wearing when they left the restaurant.

He noticed her stirring and turned, a small, satisfied smile curving his lips. He crossed to the side of the bed in two strides, leaned down, and kissed her—slow, deep, tasting of last night and the promise of tonight.

“Morning,” he murmured against her mouth. “I have to head back to my room to change and prepare for the first session. I’ll see you downstairs.”

Emily reached up, fingers curling loosely in his open collar, pulling him back for one more kiss. “Thank you,” she whispered. “For last night. For everything.”

Jalen’s hand slid to the nape of her neck, thumb brushing her pulse. “Tonight. Your room again. Don’t make plans.”

He straightened, gave her one last lingering look that made her thighs clench under the sheet, then left quietly—shirt half-buttoned, tie dangling, barefoot until he reached the hallway.

The door closed with a soft thud.

Emily lay there for a long minute, staring at the ceiling, body still humming. Last night had felt different from the first time—closer, more connected. After the blowjob, Jalen hadn’t just fucked her; he’d kissed her between every round—deep, hungry kisses that left her dizzy, his mouth claiming hers as thoroughly as his cock claimed her body. He’d pulled her close after the second time, rolled them so she was on top, and made out with her slowly while she ground down on him, their tongues tangling, breaths mingling, hands everywhere. The third time had been slow, sensual missionary—him settling between her thighs, entering her gently, holding her gaze the entire time. He’d kissed her deeply with every slow thrust, lips brushing hers, forehead resting against hers, whispering her name like a secret between them. His hands had cradled her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks, while he moved inside her with deliberate, rolling strokes that built the pleasure gradually until she shattered beneath him, clinging, gasping, coming with him as he spilled deep inside her one last time.

She could still feel him inside her now—thick, heavy remnants clinging to her walls, slowly leaking out with every shift of her hips. She clenched again and felt the warm slide of more cum escaping, soaking the sheet beneath her. Last night she’d taken more of him than ever—almost all of him now, just a stubborn inch or so left unconquered. Her pussy had stretched, yielded, learned him. She felt fuller, more open, more ready.

Emily exhaled shakily. She reached for her phone.

She hadn’t texted Mark since the quick morning photo yesterday. She opened the chat—his messages were frantic, pleading, horny.

Mark (yesterday, multiple times): Em? You okay?
Mark: Did you see him again?
Mark: Please just tell me you’re safe. I’m going crazy here.
Mark: I came three times thinking about that photo. Send me more when you can. I love you.

Before sending anything, she tapped Mark’s name to call him. The line rang twice.

“Em?” Mark answered immediately, voice thick with sleep and something raw. “Baby… is everything okay?”

Emily swallowed, hearing the tremor in her own voice. “I’m okay. More than okay. I… I didn’t text you much yesterday. Things got intense with Jalen. I wanted to call before I sent anything else.”

Mark exhaled shakily. “I’ve been checking my phone every ten minutes. I saw the morning photo… his cum still inside you. I came so many times thinking about it. But then nothing. I was worried. And… yeah, turned on. Fuck, Em, I’m hard just hearing your voice.”

Emily closed her eyes, feeling the slow drip of Jalen’s cum between her thighs. “I’m sorry I left you hanging. Last night… after dinner… he fucked me again. Three more times. I… I swallowed his cum on camera for you. I’m sending the video now. But I need to tell you something first.”

Mark’s breathing quickened. “Send it. Please. I need to see. But… what?”

Emily took a breath. “I might not be able to talk much this trip. I need to spend more time with Jalen. I’m… I’m getting what I want here. What I didn’t even know I needed. I love you, Mark. I do. But this week… I need it. I need to get this out of my system.”

There was a long silence on the line. She could hear Mark’s uneven breathing, the faint rustle of sheets.

When he spoke, his voice was small, insecure, but laced with reluctant heat. “You’re… pulling away. Just a little. I can feel it. I hate it. But… I get it. I’m not angry. I’m just… scared. And hard. Fuck, I’m so hard right now. Send the video. Let me see what you did. I’ll watch it. I’ll come to it. And I’ll wait for you to come home.”

Emily’s chest tightened, but not with guilt—more with a strange, bittersweet tenderness. “I love you,” she said again. “I’m not pulling away. I’m just… exploring. This week is mine, but you’re still my home. I’ll be back. I promise.”

Mark exhaled, voice softening. “Okay. I love you too. Send it. I’ll be here.”

She ended the call and attached the blowjob video from last night—the one where she’d looked straight into the camera and said, “Watch me show you what it’s like to suck a real cock”—and sent it.

She didn’t wait for his reply. She showered quickly and dressed for the day’s sessions: a fitted skirt that hit mid-thigh, a silk blouse, and black lace panties. She needed them today. Without them, Jalen’s cum would drip down her legs during panels, during coffee breaks, during every step. The thought was intoxicating, but she needed to maintain a professional appearance to her colleagues. She slipped the panties on, feeling the lace immediately soak up the remaining wetness. By the time she finished, they were damp, clinging to her swollen folds, the fabric dark with her arousal and his cum.

She checked her phone again. Mark’s reply was waiting:

Mark: Jesus, Em. That video… you took him so deep. You swallowed all of it. I’m shaking. I came watching it. I’m hard again. I get it. I mean… I hate it, but I get it. Just be safe. Text when you can. I love you.

Emily stared at the messages. A small, unexpected wave of relief washed over her. He wasn’t angry. He was hurt, yes—but also aroused. Addicted. Exactly as Jalen had predicted.

The conference day was a blur of new sessions: a morning keynote on AI ethics that Jalen moderated (she sat in the front row, feeling his gaze on her every time he scanned the audience), a breakout panel on viral marketing where she presented a short case study (her voice steady, but her mind flashing to how Jalen’s cock had felt stretching her open last night), and an afternoon workshop on audience segmentation that left her fidgeting in her seat, panties soaked through, Jalen’s cum still slowly leaking out with every shift of her hips.

She caught him during a break—brief eye contact across the lobby, his smirk telling her he knew exactly what she was feeling. Later, in a quiet corridor, he cornered her for ten seconds—hand on her hip, mouth at her ear: “Tonight. Your room. I want to see how wet you are after carrying me all day.”

By evening she was aching—panties ruined, clit throbbing, body primed. She met Jalen in the lobby again. This time he led her straight to her room—no dinner detour. The moment the door closed, he pressed her against it, kissing her hard, hands already sliding under her skirt.

“Strip,” he growled. “Everything. Then get on the bed. I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk tomorrow.”

Emily obeyed—skirt, blouse, bra, soaked panties—all falling away until she was naked again.

She crawled onto the bed, ass in the air, legs spread.

Jalen shed his clothes in seconds. He climbed behind her, cock hard and heavy, brushing her entrance.

“Tell me again,” he said, voice rough. “What do you want?”

“Your cum,” she breathed. “Inside me. Filling me. Marking me.”

He thrust in—deep, bare, one long stroke that buried him to the hilt.

Emily moaned, loud and unashamed.

He fucked her hard—hands on her hips, pulling her back onto him with every stroke. The bed creaked. Her moans filled the room.

He leaned over her, chest to her back, mouth at her ear.

“Mark’s pussy,” he growled. “Taking my cock. Taking my cum. Again.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yours tonight… yours all week…”

He slowed suddenly, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in—long, deliberate, savoring every inch. He rolled them so she was beneath him, missionary now, bodies pressed close. He kissed her deeply—slow, tongue stroking hers, swallowing her moans as he rocked into her with measured thrusts.

“You feel so good,” he whispered against her lips. “So tight… so wet for me. This pussy belongs to me tonight. Say it.”

Emily’s hands slid up his back, nails digging in lightly. “It belongs to you,” she breathed. “All yours… I love how you claim me… how you own me… fuck me… please… deeper…”

He captured her mouth again, kissing her like he was trying to consume her, hips rolling in slow, deep circles that dragged every ridge along her walls. She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer, deeper, surrendering completely.

“You’re mine,” he growled between kisses. “This tight little pussy is mine. Mark can’t fill you like this. He can’t make you come like this. Say it.”

“You’re mine,” she gasped. “You own me… you own this pussy… I’m yours… fuck me harder… claim me…”

He obliged—thrusts growing harder, faster, but still intimate, still connected. He kissed her neck, her collarbone, her lips, whispering against her skin. “You love being claimed, don’t you? Love being filled with my cum. Love being mine.”

“Yes,” she moaned, hands clutching his shoulders, body trembling as another orgasm built. “I love it… I love how you claim me… how you own me… I’m yours…”

“Come for me,” he commanded, lips brushing hers. “Come on my cock… show me you belong to me.”

She shattered—orgasm crashing through her, walls clamping down in violent spasms, milking him.

Jalen groaned her name—low, guttural—and came with her. Hot pulses flooded deep inside her, bare and unrelenting, filling her exactly as she’d begged for.

He stayed buried, kissing her softly through the aftershocks, forehead resting against hers, breathing together.

When he finally eased out, a thick trickle of his cum followed—white against her flushed skin.

She collapsed onto the bed, panting, spent, satisfied.

Jalen lay beside her, hand possessively on her ass.

“You’re perfect, Emily,” Jalen said as he stroked her cheek and slid up to her hip.

Emily giggled and snuggled into his chest before she fell asleep, content.


Chapter 11: Day 4 – Falling

Emily woke in the middle of the night to Jalen’s arms around her, his chest pressed to her back, breath warm against her neck. They had fallen asleep tangled together after the last round, bodies slick and spent, but sometime in the dark hours he’d stirred, kissed her shoulder, and slid inside her again—slow, sleepy, tender. No words, just soft gasps and the gentle rock of their hips, his hand cradling her breast, lips brushing the curve of her neck as he moved in her. She’d come quietly, trembling in his arms, and he’d followed soon after, spilling deep with a low groan, holding her close until they both drifted off again.

When morning light finally filtered through the curtains, Jalen was already awake beside her. He had brought his conference clothes to her room the night before—suit jacket, dress shirt—now neatly laid across the chair. He kissed her forehead, then her lips, slow and lingering.

“Shower with me,” he murmured.

They stepped under the hot spray together. His hands were everywhere—lathering her back, her breasts, sliding between her thighs with gentle possession. She turned to face him, water streaming down their bodies, and he lifted her against the tile wall. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he entered her—slow at first, then deeper, harder. They kissed through every thrust, tongues sliding together, water mixing with the taste of each other. She came with her arms around his neck, moaning into his mouth, and he followed, burying himself deep and pulsing inside her once more.

They finished washing quickly, laughing softly under the spray, stealing kisses while they rinsed. By the time they stepped out, they were both flushed and satisfied, ready for the day.

They dressed together—him in his sharp suit, her in a fitted dress that hugged her curves (after the first night, Emily hit the mall again to pick out some sexier clothes to wear for Jalen throughout the week)—and walked down to the conference floor hand in hand. No hiding anymore. They attended the same sessions all day: a panel on emerging platforms, a workshop on content strategy, a fireside chat with industry leaders. Throughout, their affection was quiet but unmistakable—his hand resting on her lower back as they walked between rooms, her fingers brushing his arm during a presentation, a quick kiss on the cheek when no one was looking. By late afternoon they were more open: a hand squeeze in the hallway, a brief forehead kiss during a coffee break, lingering touches that felt less like secret lust and more like something real, something loving. Emily felt giddy, light-headed—like a schoolgirl with her first real crush. Every glance from him made her heart skip. Every touch made her smile.

Several messages from Mark had come in throughout the day, but she didn’t open them. She didn’t want to break the moment she was having. The phone stayed in her bag, silent and ignored. She didn’t feel guilt. She felt… free.

She had never felt trapped, per se. Her marriage had been fine and sufficient. She really didn’t understand that there was something more waiting for her. Now that she was open and experiencing this new thing with Jalen, she realized that there was so much more for her in the world.

Dinner was at another quiet restaurant, dark booths and candlelight. They sat close, thighs touching under the table, hands intertwined on the tabletop, exchanging kisses from time to time.

Afterwards, Jalen led her to a nearby lounge with live music. They danced—slow, bodies pressed together, his hands low on her hips, her arms around his neck. On the crowded floor, surrounded by strangers, he kissed her—deep, unhurried, tongues sliding, hands roaming. She melted into him, kissing him back with everything she had, no hesitation, no fear of being seen.

They stumbled back to her room laughing, breathless, already half-undressed in the hallway.

Inside, the door barely closed before Jalen lifted her, legs wrapping around his waist, and carried her to the bed. They fell together, kissing, touching, shedding the last of their clothes. He entered her slowly—missionary again—holding her gaze, kissing her deeply with every thrust. His hands framed her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks.

“You feel like mine,” he whispered against her lips, “like we were meant to be.”

Emily moaned, legs tightening around him. “I love everything you’re doing to me,” she breathed. “I love how you touch me… how you fuck me… how you claim me…”

He kissed her harder, hips rolling in slow, deep circles. “You’re perfect,” he murmured. “So fucking perfect for me.”

She clung to him, nails digging into his shoulders, meeting every thrust. The pleasure built slowly, steadily, until she was trembling on the edge.

“I love you,” she gasped suddenly, the words slipping out raw and unguarded.

Jalen stilled for half a heartbeat—eyes widening—then groaned, low and possessive.

“Say it again,” he commanded, voice rough.

“I love you,” she repeated, voice breaking as the taboo of it crashed over her. The forbidden weight of the confession, the wrongness of it, the rightness of it—sent her spiraling. “I love you…”

She kept saying it, again and again, completely losing control—words tumbling out in broken, breathless gasps as her body surrendered completely. “I love you… oh God, I love you…”

The repetition, the raw vulnerability, the sheer intensity of admitting it while he was buried deep inside her pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave—body arching, walls clamping down hard around him, milking him desperately, a moan tearing from her throat as she shook beneath him.

Jalen thrust once—twice—then buried himself deep, groaning her name as he came, hot pulses flooding her, claiming her completely.

“You’re mine,” he whispered against her lips, voice rough with possession. “All mine.”

Emily trembled beneath him, heart pounding, body full of him.


Chapter 12: Day 5 – The Last Night

The final day of the conference felt like a slow, delicious unraveling.

Emily and Jalen moved through the hotel like they belonged to each other. They sat side by side in every session—his arm draped casually over the back of her chair, her hand resting on his thigh under the table. During breaks they stood close in the hallways, his fingers brushing her lower back, her head tilting to whisper something that made him smile. They kissed openly now—quick, soft presses of lips in the coffee line, longer ones when they thought no one was watching. Whispers followed them: “That’s the married woman from Nashville… with the keynote speaker…” “She’s not even hiding it…” Emily heard every word and didn’t flinch. She didn’t care. The only eyes she felt were Jalen’s.

They slipped away during the afternoon sessions. In an empty breakout room, he backed her against the wall, kissed her until her knees buckled, and slid his hand under her dress to feel how wet she already was, his fingers circling her clit, his mouth on her neck, promising her everything he’d do to her later. She came quietly against his palm, biting his shoulder to stay silent. He tasted her on his fingers while she watched, trembling.

Dinner was room service in her room. They barely ate. They kissed over half-finished plates, laughed against each other’s mouths, fed each other bites between slow, drugging kisses. When the tray was pushed aside, Jalen carried her to the bed.

Emily paused long enough to check her phone. Mark’s messages had piled up—worried, horny, pleading. She opened the thread, skimmed them, then set the phone aside and looked at Jalen.

“I need you in my life,” she said quietly. “After this week ends. I don’t want this to stop when we go home.”

Jalen’s gaze darkened. He traced her jaw with his thumb. “Then tell me about your marriage. What happens when you walk back into that house?”

Emily swallowed. “I love Mark. I do. But this—” she gestured between them, “—this is different. It’s bigger. I don’t want to choose. I want both. And if that causes problems… I’ll deal with them. I can’t lose you.”

Jalen studied her for a long moment. Then he reached for her phone, handed it to her.

“Call him,” he said. “FaceTime. Let him see us.”

Emily’s pulse jumped. She tapped Mark’s name.

He answered on the second ring, face filling the screen—eyes wide, cheeks flushed, breathing already ragged.

“Em?” His voice cracked. “Baby… are you okay?”

“I’m more than okay,” she said. She angled the phone so Mark could see her sitting on the bed, Jalen behind her, arms around her waist, lips brushing her shoulder. “I need to tell you something.”

Mark’s breathing hitched. “I’ve been watching the videos… over and over. I can’t stop. I’m so fucking hard right now.”

Emily smiled—soft, a little wicked. “I love you, Mark. I always will. But Jalen… he’s not just a conference fling. I want him in my life. After this week. I want to keep seeing him. I want him to keep fucking me. I don’t want him to stop.”

Mark made a broken sound—half moan, half whimper. “Jesus… Em…”

Jalen’s hand slid up her stomach, cupping her breast through her dress. He kissed her neck, eyes on the camera.

“She deserves this,” he said quietly, voice dark velvet. “Not just for the week. Whenever she wants me. Whenever she needs me.”

Emily shivered, leaning back into Jalen’s chest. “I need you to see,” she told Mark. “I need you to watch. I need you to be part of it with me.”

She set the phone on the nightstand, angled perfectly—close enough to capture everything.

Jalen unzipped her dress slowly—fingers trailing fire down her spine—peeling it down her shoulders, kissing every inch of skin he revealed. The fabric pooled at her waist, exposing her breasts to the lamp’s soft glow and the camera’s unblinking eye. Her nipples hardened instantly, aching for his touch. He cupped them gently, thumbs circling the peaks, rolling them until she arched into his hands with a soft whimper.

“Beautiful,” he murmured against her ear, loud enough for Mark to hear. “So responsive.”

Mark’s voice crackled from the phone. “Em… your tits… he’s touching you like that… fuck, I’m leaking.”

Jalen laid her back on the bed, spreading her thighs wide, settling between them. No rush. No performance. Just deep, possessive eye contact as he kissed her—slow, filthy, tongue stroking hers like he was memorizing her taste. His hands roamed her body—palms sliding over her breasts, pinching her nipples lightly, then down her sides, gripping her hips, pulling her closer.

Emily moaned into his mouth, fingers threading through his hair, pulling him deeper into the kiss. “I love how you kiss me,” she whispered. “Like you own me.”

“I want to kiss all of you,” he growled, breaking the kiss to trail his lips down her neck, sucking lightly on her pulse point, leaving a mark that would show tomorrow. “Claim every inch.”

Mark groaned. “He’s marking you… Em, on your neck… I can see it… God, that’s so hot.”

Jalen moved lower—kissing her collarbone, her breasts, taking one nipple into his mouth and sucking hard, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp. His dark lips closed around her pale pink nipple, pulling it taut, tongue flicking until it was swollen and sensitive. His hand slipped between her thighs, fingers finding her slick folds, circling her clit with maddening slowness. She was drenched—her arousal coating his fingers, mixing with the remnants of last night’s cum.

“Look at how wet you are,” Jalen said, lifting his head to meet her eyes, then glancing at the camera. “This pussy is soaked for me.”

Emily arched, hips bucking against his hand. “For you… all for you…”

Mark whimpered. “Em… you’re so wet… I can see it shining on his fingers… fuck, I’m close already.”

Jalen slid two fingers inside her—deep, curling against her G-spot—making her cry out. “Whose cock is better?” he asked, voice low and commanding. “Mine or your husband’s?”

“Yours,” she gasped. “So much better… thicker… deeper… you fill me like he never could.”

Jalen thrust his fingers harder, thumb on her clit. “Who fucks you better?” he pressed. “Who do you want fucking you right now?”

“You do,” she cried, nails digging into his back. “You fuck me better… you make me come harder… I want you right now… I need your cock…”

Jalen pulled his fingers out, brought them to her mouth. She sucked them clean, tasting herself—salty, musky, mixed with him—eyes locked on the camera.

“Whose pussy is this?” Jalen asked, positioning himself at her entrance, the thick head brushing her swollen lips. “Who does it belong to?”

“It’s your pussy,” she moaned. “You own it… you fuck it better… you claim it better… I need you… I need your cum in it…”

Mark’s voice fractured—loud, desperate. “Fuck… Em… he owns your pussy… I’m coming… I’m coming so hard…”

Jalen entered her in one long, smooth glide—bare, thick, stretching her open until she gasped. The fullness was exquisite—every inch dragging along her walls, pressing against spots that made her toes curl. His dark cock—thick, veined, shining with her wetness—contrasted against her pale thighs, disappearing inch by inch into her flushed, pink pussy, stretching her lips wide around him. It looked obscene, beautiful, forbidden—his girth so much thicker than Mark’s, filling her in ways her husband never could.

“Tell him,” Jalen said, starting to move—slow, deep thrusts that rocked her body. “Tell your husband what’s happening right now.”

“Oh fuck, Mark,” she moaned. “He’s claiming my pussy right now, he’s owning it… he fucks it better… he claims it better… I need him… I need his cum…”

Jalen kissed her hard, possessive—tongue dominating hers, hips snapping faster now, the slap of skin echoing in the room. Sweat slicked their bodies, her breasts pressing against his chest, nipples hard and sensitive. His hands gripped her ass, angling her so every thrust hit her G-spot, making her see stars.

“You’re mine,” he growled between kisses. “This body… this pussy… all mine.”

“Yes, I’m yours,” she cried, nails raking down his back. “All yours… I love how you claim me… I love you…”

The confession—spoken with raw, desperate intent—snapped something inside her. She pulled him down, crashing her lips to his in a passionate, all-consuming kiss—tongues tangling, teeth grazing, bodies locked together as she poured everything into it: need, surrender, love.

Mark’s voice shattered from the phone—another raw, broken groan. “Em… you love him… you love him… fuck, I’m coming again… I’m coming so hard…”

Jalen groaned into her mouth, thrusts growing erratic, deeper. “Say it again,” he rasped against her lips.

“I love you,” she whispered, voice breaking, eyes locked on his. The weight of saying it to the man claiming her while her husband watched—sent her spiraling. Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave—body arching, walls clamping down hard around him, milking him desperately, a cry tearing from her throat as she shook beneath him.

Jalen thrust once—twice—then buried himself deep, roaring her name as he came, hot jets pulsing inside her, filling her to overflowing, cum leaking out around his shaft even as he stayed buried.

He stayed buried, kissing her softly through the aftershocks, forehead pressed to hers, breathing together.

Emily trembled beneath him, heart pounding, body full of him.


Chapter 13: The Return

The Nashville airport felt smaller than Chicago—quieter, more familiar. Emily stepped off the plane into the humid embrace of home, carry-on in one hand, phone buzzing in the other. She didn’t look at the screen. She already knew who it was.

Mark waited at baggage claim, same spot as always. He looked different—leaner in the face, eyes shadowed with something between exhaustion and hunger. When he saw her, he froze for a heartbeat, then crossed the distance in long strides and pulled her into his arms.

She let him hold her. She kissed him—soft at first, then deeper, letting him taste the week on her lips. He groaned quietly, hands sliding to her waist, fingers digging in like he needed proof she was real.

“I missed you,” he whispered against her hair.

“I missed you too,” she said, and meant it.

They drove home in silence at first. The city lights streaked past the windows. Emily rested her hand on his thigh—high enough to feel him harden under her palm. He didn’t speak until they pulled into the driveway.

“Jalen’s coming here tomorrow. He’s going to stay with us this week,” Emily said confidently.

“He’s coming tomorrow? For the week?” Mark asked, voice low, nervous.

“Through next Sunday,” she confirmed. “He’s flew home to Atlanta today. He’s driving up tomorrow.”

Mark nodded slowly. His knuckles whitened on the steering wheel.

“I guess the guest room is in decent shape,” he said. “I can change the sheets—”

“Our bed,” she finished gently. “With me. You can watch from the chair. Or the doorway. But you need to sleep in the guest room, the couch, the floor. I don’t care, but I want him alone in the bed with me.”

Mark exhaled, shaky. “I want to watch.”

Emily squeezed his thigh. “Then watch. But you need to sleep somewhere else.”

Inside, the house smelled like home—coffee, laundry, the faint lemon of the furniture polish she always used. Mark set her bag down in the hallway and turned to her, eyes searching.

“I was thinking about the last video again last night,” he said. “You said you love him. You said it while he was inside you. I came so hard I couldn’t breathe.”

Emily stepped closer, cupped his face. “I do love him. I love you too. I’m not leaving you, but I need you to give me space for this, for him in my life.”

Mark’s hands settled on her hips. “I’m scared. But I’m also… fuck, Em. I’m so turned on. I want to see him take you. In our bed. I want to hear you say it again—while he’s fucking you. I want to watch him fill you.”

Emily kissed him—slow, possessive. “Then you will.”

The next evening arrived like a storm.

Jalen arrived the next day at six. Mark was nervous all day, pacing, waiting. When Emily led him through the door to the living room—tall, dark, suitcase in hand—Mark froze in the living room doorway.

Jalen set the bag down. Looked at Mark. Nodded once—polite, calm.

Mark nodded back. His voice cracked when he spoke. “Welcome.”

Emily crossed the room, kissed Mark softly on the mouth, then turned to Jalen. She took his hand and led him upstairs to their bedroom without another word.

Mark followed at a distance, heart hammering.

In the bedroom, Emily closed the door behind them all. She turned to Jalen, eyes bright.

“Strip,” she said to Mark—soft, but commanding.

Mark obeyed—shirt, pants, boxers—until he stood naked, cock already hard.

Emily shed her dress, her bra, her soaked panties. She crawled onto the bed, ass in the air, legs spread.

Jalen removed his clothes, then climbed behind her, hands on her hips, cock brushing her entrance.

Mark sat in the armchair in the corner—hands on his knees, breathing shallow, cock leaking profusely.

Jalen thrust in—deep, bare, one long stroke that buried him to the hilt.

Emily moaned, loud and unashamed.

He fucked her hard—hands on her hips, pulling her back onto him with every stroke. The bed creaked. Her moans filled the room.

He leaned over her, chest to her back, mouth at her ear.

“My pussy,” he growled. “Taking my cock. Taking my cum. Again.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yours tonight… yours all week… yours forever…”

Mark’s breath hitched. His hand moved to his zipper.

Jalen slowed, rolling his hips in deep circles. “Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours,” she moaned. “Jalen’s pussy… you own it…”

Mark whimpered—hand stroking faster.

Jalen kissed her neck, her shoulder. “Tell your husband how it’s going to be from now on.”

“Jalen owns my pussy, baby,” she cried. “It belongs to him now. You can’t fuck it unless he says so, but don’t worry. You’ll be able to clean it most of the time after he fills me. You can even watch us some of the time.”

Mark groaned—low, broken. “Fuck… Em… he owns you… I’m coming…”

He shuddered in the chair, hand working frantically, eyes locked on the bed.

Jalen thrust harder, faster. “Who do you love fucking you?”

“You,” she gasped. “I love you fucking me… I love how you own me… I love you…”

Emily shattered—orgasm crashing through her, walls clamping down hard around him, milking him desperately, a cry tearing from her throat as she shook beneath him.

Jalen thrust once—twice—then buried himself deep, roaring her name as he came, hot jets pulsing inside her, filling her to overflowing, cum leaking out around his shaft even as he stayed buried.

He stayed inside her, kissing her softly through the aftershocks, forehead pressed to hers, breathing together.

“You’re mine,” he whispered again.

Mark knew that things were going to change from here on out, but he found that it wasn’t as scary as he first thought. Emily loved him still, and he loved her. He wanted her to be happy, so he was going to let her have this.

And Mark wanted her happy.

The End
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