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CHAPTER 1




The summer heat clung to the air like a secret, sticky and slow, curling against the windows as the sun slid behind the horizon. By the time Roxine got home, her skin was dewy with sweat and the scent of her shift lingered faintly in her hair—antiseptic, latex gloves, and a whisper of exhausted triumph.

She opened the door, still wearing her scrubs, and was met by a familiar pair of arms that didn’t wait for permission. Ben pulled her in by the waist, planted a deep kiss on her lips, and let his hand slide boldly between her thighs—cupping her through the thin cotton of her pants with a devilish grin.

"Welcome home, Nurse Rox," he murmured against her ear, voice gravelly with anticipation. “How was work?”

She smirked, leaning into him, one hand playfully tugging at his belt. “Short-staffed, as usual. I had to take a double shift. I’m one blood draw away from losing it, but…” she pressed her mouth to his, “this helps.”

“That’s good. Because tonight, sweetheart… tonight, we play.”

Her eyebrow arched. “Is that right?”

“You remember what day it is?” Ben grinned, tugging her gently toward the living room. “Alley Night.”

Roxine paused, narrowing her eyes with amusement and a slow-building smile. “Oh… you're still stuck on that fantasy.”

“I don’t get stuck. I commit,” he said proudly, then wiggled his eyebrows. “And tonight, we’re making it real.”

“You want me to walk half-naked through some sketchy alley like a pervy little dare doll?”

“You say that like it’s not the hottest idea I’ve ever had.”

Roxine laughed, shaking her head. “You’re insane.”

“Insanely turned on by you, yes.” He gave her a mock bow. “Now, go take a long, hot bath while I make dinner. Afterwards, we’re going to find the perfect alley, and you, my temptress, are going to make me the luckiest bastard in the city.”

“What’s for dinner?” she asked as she peeled off her scrub top.

“Steak and pasta salad.”

“God, I love you.”

“I know.” He winked.

After her bath, Roxine emerged in a cloud of steam, wrapped in a towel and smelling like lavender and vanilla. Her dark curls were still damp, clinging to her shoulders. She padded into the kitchen where Ben was plating the steak, shirtless, a dish towel slung over his shoulder like some domestic sex god.

“Dinner smells amazing,” she said, slipping up behind him and wrapping her arms around his waist.

“You smell better,” he replied, spinning to kiss her neck. “And your outfit for tonight? Even better than dinner.”

He pulled out a satin bag from behind the counter and handed it to her like a gift of worship. Roxine opened it and gasped.

Inside was a black, sheer teddy with a deep-plunge neckline and a thong back so minimal it barely qualified as clothing. Alongside it were tall, strappy heels and one of Ben’s worn leather jackets.

“Ben…” she laughed. “You did not.”

“Oh, but I did. I want to see you walking down that alley like a goddess who lost her way on the path to Heaven.”

She smirked. “You want me mugged or mistaken for a high-class call girl?”

“I want to record you looking like sin incarnate, strutting down the alley like you own it. Alone. Exposed. Daring. But only for me.” He leaned close, eyes smoldering. “This is a fantasy. Ours. Only ours.”

“And what do I get in return?”

He chuckled, lowering his voice. “Whatever you want, my love. Tonight, you write the rules.”

***

They finished dinner with a bottle of wine, stolen kisses, and a shared sense of mischievous anticipation. Roxine disappeared into the bedroom to change, and when she returned—Ben nearly dropped the camera.

The nighty clung to her body like a whisper, sheer in all the right places, her breasts barely contained, nipples puckered under the delicate fabric. The thong hugged her ass like second skin, and her legs looked impossibly long in the stilettos.

Ben let out a low whistle. “Holy... fuck.”

“You like?” she said, turning in a slow circle.

“I am going to marry you again just for this moment.”

“Shut up and hand me the jacket.”

They drove to the old downtown district of Norfolk just as twilight gave way to night, the streets glowing under pools of orange streetlight. Roxine clutched the jacket around her as they cruised through the area, hunting for the perfect alley like two horny treasure hunters.

“There,” Ben said suddenly. “Onley and Church Street. It zigs a little. Enough light to see you. Enough shadow to tease. What do you think?”

Roxine leaned forward, examining it. “Looks like a place where people make bad decisions.”

“Exactly.”

Ben parked the van. “Stay here. I’ll check it first.”

She watched him disappear down the alley, heart thumping with a blend of nerves and anticipation. This was crazy. Insane. Reckless. Which made it even hotter.

When Ben returned, his face was flushed with excitement. “It’s perfect. A few old office desks and chairs dumped at the turn. Some graffiti, some shadows, but no people. It's clean. Safe. I’ll wait at the far end with the camera. You’ll walk it. Slowly. Sexily. Like you're the star of the dirtiest dream I’ve ever had.”

Roxine hesitated. “What if someone sees me?”

“Then they’ll be jealous,” he said. “And you’ll still belong to me.”

She exhaled slowly. “Okay. Let’s do it.”

He kissed her deeply, reaching inside the jacket to cup her breast, thumb grazing her nipple. She gasped, her body already humming.

“I’ll see you on the other side, wild woman.”

She slipped out of the van and handed him the jacket. Left in nothing but the sheer nighty and heels, Roxine stood still for a moment, the breeze brushing her thighs, teasing the hem of the lace. Her nipples stood in sharp relief, her skin prickled with goosebumps.

She glanced over her shoulder at Ben, then started walking.

***

The alley was exactly as he’d described—dim, with a soft orange glow filtering through the old streetlamps. Every step echoed slightly, each click of her heel a punctuation mark of daring.

Her heart pounded. Her nipples tingled against the fabric. The air kissed her inner thighs as the thong disappeared between her cheeks. She was so wet it made her flush.

There was no one else. No danger. Just fantasy turned flesh.

By the time she reached the corner where the alley turned, Roxine felt drunk on adrenaline and arousal. She spotted the discarded desk and, in a moment of spontaneous wickedness, sauntered over to it.

Setting her hands on the wooden surface, she bent forward just enough for the nighty to lift, revealing the ripe curve of her backside. She could almost feel Ben’s breath hitch from the other end of the alley.

She turned and faced the desk, lifting herself to sit on it. Slowly, teasingly, she peeled down the thong, letting it drop to the ground.

Then, with the elegance of a siren, Roxine laid back, draped across the desk like a feast. One hand slid between her thighs, parting herself, fingers finding the slick heat that had been building since dinner.

“Ben…” she whispered into the night.

She heard him approach before she saw him. The sound of his boots. The rustle of his breath.

When he turned the corner and saw her splayed across the desk, legs parted, one heel dangling from her toe—he stopped.

“Jesus Christ,” he breathed.

“Your toll, sir,” she purred, eyes heavy. “Come collect.”

Ben didn’t speak. He simply dropped the camera—gently, reverently—and approached like a man possessed. He pressed his mouth to her inner thigh, inhaling her scent, and then looked up, eyes blazing.

“Roxine… you’re going to kill me.”

“You’ll die smiling.”

He slid a finger inside her, then another, curling just right. She moaned, her hips rising, the desk creaking beneath her. His tongue followed, licking a slow path up to her clit. He devoured her like a man starved—hungry, worshipful, relentless.

She cried out, clutching his head, her thighs trembling.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed off the alley walls.

But Ben wasn’t finished.

He stood, unzipped his pants, and thrust into her in one swift, needy stroke—his cock thick and pulsing with desperation. Roxine arched into him, gasping, gripping the edges of the desk.

They moved together in raw, primal rhythm—bodies colliding, mouths tangled, sweat slicking their skin. The city existed beyond the alley, but in this moment, it didn’t matter. Nothing did, except the heat, the connection, the sacred filth of desire met and matched.

“I love you,” he gasped into her neck as she clung to him.

“I love you too, you depraved bastard.”

When they both came, it was like stars collapsing—loud, chaotic, infinite.

Afterward, Ben helped her off the desk, kissing her with the tenderness of a man who’d just won the universe. She wobbled on her heels, laughing breathlessly.

“Well,” Roxine said, tugging her thong back on, “that was absolutely inappropriate and completely incredible.”

Ben pulled her into his arms. “You’re everything I’ve ever wanted, you know that?”

“I know,” she whispered, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. “But just for the record…”

“Yes?”

“Next time, I get to pick the alley.”


CHAPTER 2




The night air kissed Roxine’s skin as she stepped away from the desk, her thong damp and her legs trembling from the climax Ben had just given her. Her husband’s breath still echoed in her mind—the reverent, desperate way he’d moaned her name as he made love to her right there under the streetlamps.

She was just pulling the thin straps of her thong back up when a low voice, thick and gravelly, interrupted the moment.

“Damn… what’s a fine little thing like you doin’ dressed like that out here?”

Roxine turned sharply, startled, instinctively clutching Ben’s jacket against her chest—though it did little to hide the scandalous black lace still clinging to her curves.

A man stood at the mouth of the alley.

Tall. Towering, even.

He was built like a bouncer, muscles thick beneath a tight black tank top, dark jeans hanging low on his hips. His arms were covered in tattoos, tribal swirls and bold ink patterns that traced the width of his biceps. His skin glistened under the amber streetlight. A low smile curved his lips—a mix of mischief and hunger—and below the belt, the bulge pressing against the front of his pants was impossible to ignore.

“Shit,” Roxine whispered, heart pounding.

Ben stepped forward instinctively, moving in front of her.

But the man moved faster.

In one swift motion, he palmed Ben in the chest and shoved him back—not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to shock. Ben grunted and stumbled, falling beside a graffiti-covered dumpster.

“BEN!” Roxine shrieked, panic flashing across her face. Her knees threatened to buckle.

But then—Ben laughed.

From the ground, he lifted his hand and flashed her a thumbs-up.

Roxine blinked. “What…?”

The man chuckled, turning to face her fully now. His eyes were dark, deep-set, and filled with something almost playful beneath the predatory façade.

“This your man’s idea, sweetheart. Call me Big Dee.”

Her lips parted, the breath rushing out of her lungs.

He stepped closer.

“Let me guess… he didn’t tell you the full fantasy?”

Ben, still sitting beside the dumpster, fished a camcorder out of his backpack and pointed it straight at them.

“That’s my girl,” he called, grinning. “Give Daddy a show.”

Roxine stood frozen for a moment. The alley was quiet except for the distant hum of traffic and her own rapid heartbeat. This wasn’t how she thought the night would go. Not even close.

But the glint in Ben’s eyes, the raw hunger in his voice—she recognized that.

This was his fantasy.

And he’d chosen her to live it out with him.

Big Dee came up behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat of his body, the presence of him. He didn’t touch her. Not yet. He just stood there, letting her feel his size, his power.

“Go on, baby,” Ben coaxed. “I want to see how far you’ll go for me tonight.”

Roxine turned her head slightly, meeting Dee’s gaze over her shoulder.

“You’re not gonna hurt me?” she asked quietly, searching for sincerity in his eyes.

He softened—just a little.

“Not unless you beg me to.”

Her breath caught.

Then, slowly, she lowered Ben’s jacket from her shoulders and let it fall to the ground.

Big Dee growled under his breath.

“Oh yeah. That’s what I’m talkin’ about.”

He stepped closer, pressing his chest to her back. His hands slid around her waist—huge, callused palms that felt rough and right all at once. His hips pushed forward, and the unmistakable press of his thick cock rubbed against the curve of her ass through his jeans.

Roxine gasped.

It was… big. Massive. She could feel the outline through the fabric—long, heavy, and already hard.

Ben groaned from the side, adjusting himself.

“Oh fuck, Rox… you feel that?” he rasped.

“I feel it,” she whispered, her pulse hammering.

Dee’s hand slid down her belly, then dipped between her legs, parting the thong to the side like it was nothing.

His fingers found her slit—already wet, aching—and slipped between the folds with a practiced ease that made her hips jerk forward.

“Damn, you’re soaked,” Dee murmured against her ear. “You like this, baby?”

She whimpered, eyes fluttering shut.

Ben’s voice came again, low and hoarse. “Don’t hold back, babe. Show me everything.”

And with that, Roxine gave in.

***

Roxine’s breath trembled in her throat as Big Dee’s thick fingers circled her clit, slow and deliberate, teasing her soaked heat. Her thighs quivered. She wasn’t even sure when she started grinding against his hand, but her body had chosen before her mind could catch up.

And God, did he know what he was doing.

He kissed her neck—not soft and tender like Ben did, but rough, claiming. His teeth grazed her skin, and she moaned into the night air.

From the shadows, Ben was silent now—but she felt his presence, saw the red recording light on the camcorder. Her husband, her lover, her secret keeper—he wanted this. He was watching her fall apart under the touch of another man, and not just any man—a mountain of muscle, black skin gleaming with sweat, cock visibly straining beneath denim.

“You ever had another man’s hands on you while your husband watched?” Dee whispered in her ear, his voice low and heavy like smoke.

She shook her head, biting her lip. “No…”

“You about to, baby.”

He pulled his hand away from her soaked pussy and brought his fingers to her lips. “Taste yourself.”

Roxine parted her lips, eyes still on Ben’s, and sucked Dee’s thick fingers into her mouth. She moaned around them as the taste of her arousal coated her tongue.

Ben cursed softly under his breath, and the sound sent electricity down her spine.

Big Dee unbuckled his belt with one hand while the other pushed Roxine gently to her knees. The pavement was cold against her skin, but the heat between them melted everything else away.

Then she saw it.

He freed his cock from his jeans—and her jaw went slack.

He was massive. Thick. Long. Veiny. Heavy like a weapon. A dark brown beast of a cock that made her breath catch and her pussy clench. The kind of dick she’d only ever seen in her husband’s wildest porn searches, the kind that looked impossible and yet irresistible.

“Oh my God…” she breathed, reaching out instinctively.

Ben’s voice came sharp and clear: “Measure it, baby. I wanna see your hands on it.”

Roxine’s fingers trembled as she wrapped her hand around the base. She couldn’t close her grip. Her other hand slid up the shaft, and still, there was length left untouched. She held her forearm next to it and laughed softly, dazed. It nearly matched.

“That’s it, gorgeous,” Dee grunted. “Stroke that shit. Show your man how you handle a real monster.”

Ben stepped in closer now, camera steady, eyes dark and glazed with arousal. “Suck it, Rox.”

She looked up at Dee—he nodded once.

And she obeyed.

Her lips parted, tongue circling the fat, smooth head. It was already slick with pre-cum, salty and musky and addictive. She took him into her mouth as far as she could—barely two inches—before she gagged and pulled back.

Dee laughed softly. “Don’t worry, girl. Ain’t nobody expectin’ you to take all of me.”

But she tried again.

Sloppier this time, wetter. Her spit glistened down his shaft as she bobbed her head and stroked the rest with both hands, twisting and squeezing. Her tongue danced over the ridge of his crown while her eyes flicked to Ben—who was now openly palming his erection through his jeans.

“My filthy, gorgeous girl,” Ben murmured. “I can’t believe how perfect you look like this.”

She moaned around Dee’s cock, spit dribbling from her lips.

Dee groaned. “Fuck. You got a mouth like velvet. That’s it. Make it nasty.”

She did.

She gagged again, pushing herself to take more. Her mascara had long begun to smudge, tears collecting in the corners of her eyes. The mix of helplessness and control made her light-headed with pleasure. Every time Dee’s hips flexed forward, she felt her body bloom hotter, wetter, needier.

Finally, Dee pulled out and stroked his cock over her tongue. “I’m not gonna bust yet. I got somethin’ better for that sweet little pussy.”

Roxine’s chest rose and fell like she’d run a marathon. Her thighs rubbed together as her cunt ached for attention.

Dee grinned at Ben. “She’s ready.”

Ben’s voice was hoarse. “She’s more than ready. Give her what she needs.”

Dee helped Roxine to her feet and spun her around, pressing her chest to the cold brick wall of the alley. She braced herself, ass out, nighty still riding high over her hips.

Dee knelt behind her and pulled her thong aside.

“Damn,” he whispered. “She creamy as fuck.”

And then his tongue was on her.

Roxine cried out, her fingers clawing the bricks. His mouth was relentless—lapping, sucking, fucking her with his tongue until she was shaking. He gripped her thighs and spread her wider, burying his face in her until she lost control.

“I—Ben—I’m gonna—oh god—!”

Her orgasm ripped through her, hard and loud and wet.

Dee rose, spit shining on his chin, and lined himself up.

“Ready, baby?” he growled.

She nodded, dazed. “Yes… yes, please…”

He eased in—slowly, letting her feel every impossible inch.

She gasped, then whimpered, her body stretching around the thick head of his cock. It felt like nothing she’d ever experienced—fuller, deeper, heavier.

“Fuck, she tight,” Dee growled, sliding in further. “This little pussy tryna fight me.”

Ben, voice low and reverent, whispered, “Take it all, Rox. I want to see you stretch around him. I want you ruined for me.”

Dee thrust deeper—and Roxine wailed.

It was too much. And yet exactly what she needed.

Her hands splayed flat on the wall as he began to move—slow at first, letting her adjust, then faster, pounding into her with heavy, deep strokes that echoed through her body.

Her cries were loud, raw, animal.

Dee fucked her like a beast—gripping her waist, slamming into her again and again until her legs went weak. Her body convulsed as another orgasm crashed through her, and still he didn’t stop.

Ben was groaning now, filming one-handed as he stroked himself.

“You’re mine, Roxine,” he moaned. “Even when he’s inside you, you’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” she sobbed, hips meeting every thrust. “Always yours.”

Dee grunted, close now.

“I’m gonna fill this pussy, girl.”

“Yes—yes—do it—!”

With one final thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and groaned as he spilled inside her, his cock pulsing thick and deep. Roxine felt the heat flood her womb, and she came again—clenching around him, her body a mess of sensation and surrender.

When it was over, Dee pulled out slowly, and Roxine whimpered at the emptiness.

Ben was already beside her, wrapping his arms around her from behind, kissing her sweat-slicked shoulder. His eyes were full of awe, pride, and love.

“You okay, baby?” he whispered, stroking her hair.

She nodded weakly. “Yeah. I’m… fuck… I’m better than okay.”

He kissed her. “You made my wildest fantasy come true.”

She turned to Dee, who was zipping up, still catching his breath.

“You good?” she asked, voice soft.

He chuckled. “Girl, you just made my damn year.”

Ben stepped forward and shook his hand.

“Thank you,” he said with genuine respect.

Dee nodded. “Anytime. You got a real one.”

Roxine laughed, breathless. “We both do.”


CHAPTER 3




The ride home was silent—but not in discomfort. It was charged. Ben’s hand rested on Roxine’s thigh, his thumb occasionally stroking the inside curve as the hum of the city drifted around them. Her breath was shallow. Her panties were still damp, her thighs still sticky, and her skin still tingled with the ghost of Big Dee’s touch.

Ben parked the car in the driveway. Neither of them moved.

Roxine finally turned to him, her lips parted. “Did you really… plan all of that?”

Ben looked at her, his eyes low and burning with something primal. “Every second.”

She exhaled slowly, her fingers curling over his. “I still can’t believe it happened. That I let it happen.”

He leaned in, brushing his lips over her jaw. “You didn’t just let it. You became it. And I’ve never seen you more alive.”

Her face flushed, arousal tightening low in her belly again despite her exhaustion. Her fingers drifted down her own thigh, brushing the hem of her dress as if trying to process how transformed her body still felt.

“Let’s go inside,” Ben said. “I want you again. Now.”

The moment the front door shut, Roxine turned and pressed her back against it, staring at her husband. Her chest rose and fell like she’d run a mile.

“I can still feel him,” she whispered. “I feel stretched. Deep.”

Ben stepped in closer. “Show me.”

She hesitated, then slowly pulled her dress over her head. No bra. Just the thong—pulled aside and damp. Her thighs still glistened with their shared mess, slick with sweat, saliva, and the last drops of another man’s release.

Ben dropped to his knees, grabbing her hips. “Let me taste what he left behind.”

She gasped, and his mouth was already on her, devouring her shamelessly—hungrily. Not out of jealousy, but reverence. Worship. His tongue traced the folds Big Dee had ravaged, lapping up every remnant of the night. She cried out, head tilting back to thump against the wood.

It was filthy. It was loving. It was everything all at once.

When he rose, his mouth was slick, his chin glistening.

“You’re mine,” he growled.

“I know,” she whispered. “Even when someone else is inside me... I still only want you to see me.”

He took her hand and pulled her toward the bedroom.

***

He laid her out and entered her slowly. Roxine let out a soft sound—not pain, but confusion. She felt... empty. Not fully. Not like before.

Ben saw it in her face and paused. “Talk to me.”

She met his gaze, cheeks flushed with guilt. “I love you. So much. But… I can’t lie. I want that again. I want more. I want you, always. But also... I want to feel that stretch again. That impossibly deep stretch.”

Ben’s pulse raced. He buried himself as far as he could go, even if he didn’t fill her like Dee did. “You want us both.”

“I didn’t think I’d ever want it,” she admitted, her hands pressing over her own belly. “But after tonight? I do. I want to feel both of you inside me. At the same time. Filling every inch of me until I can’t tell where I end and you begin.”

Ben let out a shaky groan. The image nearly undid him. “You want to be ruined.”

“Only by you,” she said, her voice ragged. “Even if he’s inside me, it’s you I want to hear. You I want to command me. You I want to come for.”

That was all he needed. He thrust harder now, not in competition with the memory of Big Dee but in response to it. He wanted her to feel loved in the filth. Revered in the filth. She whimpered under him, gasping when his hand slid between her thighs.

“Come on my cock, thinking about how full you’ll be next time. My cock. His. Together. You can barely handle it now—what makes you think you’ll survive it?”

Her moan broke into a scream as she came again, walls fluttering around him, and Ben followed quickly—groaning her name, spilling everything onto her chest.

They lay tangled afterward, sweaty and breathless, his lips on her temple.

Later, the shower…

Warm water. Scented soap. Roxine leaned into him as he lathered her skin, taking his time to wash every crevice. Her knees nearly buckled when he slid his hands between her thighs again, not to arouse, but to cleanse. To touch her like she was precious, not just used.

He pressed a kiss to the back of her neck. “You okay?”

“I feel more than okay. I feel free. I feel… real.”

He held her, the water pounding against their shoulders. “I don’t want you to feel guilty for anything. I want to explore this with you. All of it. Every fantasy you’ve been afraid to speak aloud.”

Roxine turned in his arms, looking up at him with red-rimmed eyes and parted lips. “I want that too. And I want you to know I love you. That hasn’t changed. It’s because of you I could do this. You gave me permission to be this woman. I didn’t even know she existed.”

Ben kissed her, tasting every part of her without judgment.

Back in bed, under soft sheets…

Pillow talk came quietly at first. Breathy laughter. Murmurs.

Then Roxine curled into him, her voice low. “Ben…”

“Hmm?”

“I want to see him again.”

His heart skipped.

“This time,” she continued, fingers tracing his chest, “I want both of you inside me. I want to be held open by you while he fucks me. And then I want to switch. I want to ride you while he fills me from behind.”

Ben was already hard again, just from her words.

She wasn’t done. “I want you to kiss me while he finishes inside me. I want to be ruined in your arms. Loved. Filthy. Yours.”

Ben’s hand found his phone blindly, screen lighting the darkness. He texted Big Dee without thinking:

She wants more. You in?

The response came quickly:

😂🍆 Anytime. Just say the word.

Ben laughed under his breath and looked over at her. “He’s ready.”

Roxine bit her lip, eyes wide. “Are you?”

“I was born ready,” he said, rolling over and pinning her beneath him. “But first, I want one more night with you. Just us. Before we bring him back in.”

Her eyes softened. “Good. Because even if I want more... I need you most.”

And in that moment—sweaty, tangled, sore, and unashamed—they weren’t just husband and wife anymore. They were partners in pleasure. In exploration. In filth. And in love.


CHAPTER 4




Three Days Later…

The days that followed blurred with quiet intensity. The city continued its hum beyond the apartment’s thick walls, but inside their loft, time seemed to move differently. Slower. Heavier. More charged.

Roxine sat on the edge of their bed that night, the soft glow of a salt lamp casting warm amber shadows across her bare thighs. She wore nothing but one of Ben’s button-up shirts, half-open, collar slipping off one shoulder. Her hair was still damp from the shower, clinging to her skin like a lover reluctant to let go. Her gaze drifted out the window for a long moment before falling to her lap where her fingers absently traced invisible circles against her skin.

She wasn’t anxious. Not exactly.

Just… aware. Heightened. Pulsing with something she couldn’t quite name.

Ben moved behind her, wordless. He kissed the crown of her head and wrapped his arms around her from behind, palms splaying wide against her belly.

“You’ve been quiet,” he murmured.

“So have you,” she replied.

They stood in that silence, the kind that said everything between two people who didn’t need to pretend. Roxine leaned back into him, eyes slipping closed. She could still feel it—that night. Big Dee’s mouth. His fingers. His body. The sheer wildness of it. And even more potent than that: her husband’s gaze, the unshakable hunger in it as he watched her come undone.

“I’ve never felt more exposed,” she whispered.

Ben rested his chin on her shoulder. “And yet, you were so free.”

“I didn’t know I could be like that.”

“You were breathtaking,” he said, voice low. “Powerful. And mine.”

She turned, eyes searching his. “Yours. Even then?”

“Especially then.”

Their kiss was soft at first, a murmur of mouths meeting. But it deepened, need rushing in, unspoken but understood. When they pulled back, both of them were breathless.

“I want it again,” Roxine confessed, heart hammering. “Not just him. You. Both of you.”

Ben didn’t flinch. His hand trailed slowly down her thigh. “You want us at the same time.”

She nodded. “I want to feel full. Taken. Pinned between you both.” Her voice trembled—not with fear, but with the magnitude of her own longing. “I want to let go like that again… but more.”

He exhaled, his pupils darkening. “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure about anything in my life.”

Ben didn’t hesitate. He reached for his phone, typing quickly. Roxine watched as he sent the message.

She wants you again. This time… both of us.

A beat. Then the reply came.

😏🍆 Just say when.

Ben showed it to her. “Tonight?”

Roxine swallowed. Then nodded. “Yes.”

Later That Night…

The room had been prepared carefully—candles lit around the edges, the scent of sandalwood lingering. Silk sheets. Towels. Water. Everything they’d need to explore without interruption. Roxine stood in the center of the bedroom in a black lace robe, translucent, her nipples visible through the delicate pattern. Her body already trembled slightly, not from fear—but sheer anticipation.

A knock at the door.

Ben answered, greeting Big Dee with a firm nod. The man stepped inside, towering and calm, dressed in a dark shirt that stretched across his broad chest. His eyes flicked to Roxine immediately, a knowing grin playing at his lips.

“Damn,” he said low. “She’s even sexier when she’s waiting.”

Ben chuckled, stepping aside. “Treat her right.”

Big Dee’s gaze softened, if only a fraction. “Always.”

He approached Roxine like a slow-moving storm. She didn’t back away. Her breath caught in her throat as he reached out and dragged a finger slowly along her collarbone, then down between her breasts, over the delicate lace.

“You remember how I taste, sweetheart?” he asked, voice a growl.

Her legs clenched. “Yes.”

“Good,” he said. “You’re about to taste me too.”

Roxine’s eyes flicked to Ben, who stood nearby, watching. His jaw was tight, but his eyes… his eyes burned with raw lust.

“Lay down, baby,” Ben said gently. “Let us take care of you.”

She did.

***

Big Dee took his time. Roxine’s robe was peeled away slowly, leaving her naked and trembling on the bed, her thighs already slick with need. He bent between her legs and began to kiss upward—inside her knees, her inner thighs, the crease of her hips. She arched when he finally reached her sex, but he didn’t go for her clit. Not yet.

Instead, he spread her wider and pressed his mouth to the sensitive pucker of her ass.

She gasped.

“Relax,” Ben murmured, sliding in beside her, holding her hand. “Breathe.”

Big Dee’s tongue was skillful, relentless, warm and wet and worshipful as he rimmed her with agonizing slowness. Roxine moaned aloud, her body twitching, her mind dizzy. Then his hand slid beneath her, finding her G-spot from the inside with expert pressure, curling just so—stroking—

Her body jerked, hips lifting.

“Ben—oh my God—”

“Let it happen, baby.”

The pressure built. Dee licked harder, finger curling, until—

Roxine cried out, loud and raw, as her body released. A gush of wetness flooded from her, completely involuntary, leaving her speechless.

Her first time squirting.

Ben leaned over and kissed her cheek. “That’s my girl.”

Roxine was dazed, gasping, blinking tears. “I didn’t know I could…”

“You’re just getting started,” Dee smirked.

What followed was slow, deliberate seduction. They shifted her onto her side, with Ben behind her and Dee in front. She sucked her husband’s cock with a hungry rhythm as Dee began to press inside her again, slow and thick and stretching her open with inch after inch. She whimpered around Ben’s shaft, eyes wide as she tried to take it all.

Then they moved.

Ben positioned himself behind her, coating himself in lube, whispering affirmations into her ear as he guided himself toward her other entrance. Roxine’s eyes fluttered shut as both men slowly began to enter her—one from the front, one from behind—stretching her, filling her.

“Oh—oh God—Ben—”

“I’ve got you,” he whispered.

“Relax into it,” Dee said. “Let us wreck you right.”

And wreck her they did.

For nearly an hour, they moved together, carefully at first, then with deepening rhythm, locked in sensual symmetry. The heat of skin, the sound of breath, the scent of sex. Roxine floated between pain and pleasure, her body taken but worshipped, stretched but adored. She had never felt so alive.

The emotional high was unmatched—because at the core of it, was trust. At the center of it all was Ben, her anchor, her husband, her partner in everything.

He kissed her face, even as her body shook beneath them both.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you more,” she sobbed, blissed out.

Then her orgasm took her again—deeper this time, more shattering. Her voice broke. Her back arched. She came with both of them inside her.

***

After…

They lay tangled together, Roxine in the middle, both men spent and quiet. Ben stroked her hair. Dee lit a cigarette on the balcony. The air was thick with afterglow.

“I can’t believe we did that,” Roxine whispered, eyes still dazed.

Ben smiled. “You were incredible.”

“I feel… changed.”

“In the best way.”

She kissed him softly, tasting salt and sweat. “You let me fly.”

“And I always will.”

Her gaze turned to the window. “I think I want to do that again.”

Ben laughed. “Already?”

“No,” she said with a wicked smile. “Next time… I want to watch you. I want to see what you’d do to him.”

Ben blinked. “Wait… me? With him?”

Roxine’s eyes glinted. “You said you’d do anything for me.”

He swallowed. “I did.”

And that spark—the thrill of new territory—lit in his chest.

He didn’t say no.

He just kissed her again.





EPILGOUE




One week later… Hotel Link-up…

Roxine’s POV:

The city lights spilled through the heavy curtains of the hotel room, casting a warm amber glow across the polished wood floor. The scent of sandalwood and jasmine lingered in the air, mingling with the subtle musk of anticipation that wrapped around me.

I stood by the window, my black lace robe barely containing the heat rising beneath my skin. The delicate fabric clung to my curves—the soft swell of my breasts, the gentle curve of my hips, the promise of what lay beneath. I could feel my pulse quickening with every breath.

Tonight was not just about desire. It was a celebration of trust, surrender, and the unspoken bond that connected the three of us—Ben, Big Dee, and me. The echoes of our last encounter still hummed inside me, a delicious memory that made my body ache for more.

I turned slowly as the door clicked open, and Ben stepped inside, his eyes dark with hunger and tenderness. Behind him, Big Dee followed, his presence commanding, solid, like a force of nature.

Ben crossed the room in two strides, pulling me into his arms. “You’re breathtaking,” he whispered, his lips tracing the line of my jaw. “Are you ready?”

I nodded, biting my lip. “More than ready.”

Ben’s POV:

Watching Roxine from the doorway, I felt a surge of pride and raw desire. She was radiant—her vulnerability a flame that drew me in deeper than ever before. This night was about more than just pleasure; it was the culmination of everything we’d explored, every boundary pushed, every fantasy brought to life.

Big Dee was already moving, shedding his shirt with ease, revealing the powerful, sculpted frame that had ignited Roxine’s deepest cravings. I felt the familiar pulse of possessiveness, tempered by the knowledge that this was what she wanted—what we all wanted.

I stepped forward, guiding Roxine by the hand toward the center of the room. “Tonight, we do this together again. Every moment, every touch, every breath.”

Her eyes met mine, sparkling with trust. “Together again.”

Big Dee’s POV:

The air in the room was thick, electric. Roxine was a goddess draped in lace, and Ben’s grip on her was possessive but tender. I felt the heat between us all, a simmering energy ready to boil over.

I closed the distance, letting my hands trace the curve of her hips, the small of her back. Her skin was warm, inviting, intoxicating. I leaned in, pressing a kiss to her shoulder, then down her neck, breathing her in.

Ben’s eyes never left mine, silent communication passing between us. This was more than physical—it was sacred.

Roxine’s POV:

The night unfolded like a symphony of sensation. Big Dee’s mouth worshipped every inch of me, his fingers skilled and relentless as he found places I never knew existed. Ben’s hands held me steady, his voice a constant murmur of encouragement and love.

Then, the moment came—the exquisite melding of bodies, of breath, of hearts pounding in unison. I felt stretched and filled, utterly alive, lost in the delicious chaos of sensation.

Time blurred. Pleasure crashed over me in waves, each one more intense than the last. I was a woman undone, treasured, and wild.

My breath hitched as Big Dee’s hands roamed my body with unrelenting reverence. The way his fingers teased and pressed sent shivers rippling from my spine to my toes. Beneath the lace, my skin was a canvas for their shared devotion. The subtle tug of his mouth at my neck mingled with the heat of Ben’s hands tracing a path down my back, anchoring me in the moment.

The first true thrill was the slow slide of Big Dee’s tongue, tracing delicate patterns at the curve of my ass. It was a sensation unlike any I’d ever known—simultaneous worship and wildness. His fingers pressed deep inside me, curling and exploring, hunting my G-spot with a precision that made my body coil tighter around them.

Then came the flood—a warm gush that left me trembling and breathless, a sudden explosion of release that sent tingles throughout my entire body. My eyes fluttered shut, heart pounding, every nerve ending alive and singing.

As I recovered, I felt Ben’s shaft pressing against my lips. I opened for him without hesitation, the taste of him grounding me, steadying the chaos inside. I took him deep, slow and purposeful, my mouth swirling around him as I moaned against his skin, desperate for more.

Ben’s POV:

Watching Roxine surrender to Big Dee’s ministrations was a heady mix of pride and raw hunger. Her body was a vessel of pure pleasure, and every sound she made was a gift. I slid my fingers into her hair, steadying her, whispering praise and encouragement as she deepened her ministrations on me.

Then it was my turn to take control—gently guiding her onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, and positioning myself behind her. The warmth of her body was a balm and a fire all at once.

Big Dee was already inside her, thick and sure, moving with a rhythm that matched mine. The feeling of her stretched between us, every inch of her receptive and alive, sent waves of heat racing through me.

Her moans, the way her muscles clenched and relaxed—it was all intoxicating. Every thrust was a testament to the trust she placed in us, and I vowed to honor that with everything I had.

Big Dee’s POV:

There was a sacredness to this moment that transcended physicality. Roxine’s body was a temple, and I was privileged to worship it alongside Ben, the man she loved and trusted. Our movements were a dance—rhythmic, balanced, passionate.

I leaned down, tracing kisses along her spine as I pushed deeper, my fingers never ceasing their relentless search for her sweet spot. When she came again—this time with a shudder that rattled through her—I felt it echo in my own chest.

Ben’s hands found mine, their grip firm and brotherly. We were partners in this sacred act, united by our love for Roxine and the desire to bring her pleasure beyond measure.

Roxine’s POV:

The night stretched on in a haze of sensation and emotion. Between Ben and Big Dee, I felt a fullness that was both physical and spiritual. Their presence grounded me even as I lost myself to waves of pleasure that left me dizzy and breathless.

Later, as Ben curled around me, the soft weight of his body a comforting shield, I felt tears prick my eyes—not from pain, but from the profound intimacy we’d shared.

“I love you,” I whispered into the quiet.

His hand brushed my cheek tenderly. “And I you, more than words can say.”

We lay entwined, a perfect harmony of bodies and hearts, knowing this was only the beginning of a new chapter in our story—a story defined by trust, freedom, and unbridled passion.
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