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Chapter 1: Tip-Off

Jeff had been buzzing since Wednesday night.


”Derek’s coming in for the whole tournament weekend,” he’d announced to Stephanie over dinner like he’d just won the lottery. “First time we’ve hung out since the reunion two years ago. Remember how he used to dunk so hard in games the rim would still be shaking when we ran back on defense?”


Steph had smiled politely. “I remember you telling me he once posterized a seven footer so bad the other team called a timeout just to recover.”


Jeff laughed, unbothered. “Classic Derek. Six-seven of pure wingspan and zero chill.”


Steph didn’t mind Derek staying with them. He was always polite and made sure she never felt excluded. He was also the most handsome Black man she’d ever met. That and his enormous height of six feet seven inches made him a man who always got noticed.


Now it was Thursday evening in their cozy den. The 70-inch flat-screen dominated one wall, split-screen with one game winding down and another about to tip. Empty takeout boxes and beer bottles cluttered the coffee table. Jeff wore his ancient college hoodie, sleeves pushed up. Derek’s black-and-gold socks still matched the team colors. Some things never change.


Steph pushed through the doorway from the hall at 7:30 on the dot, scrub top damp at the small of her back, ponytail coming loose. Twelve hours of IVs, bedpans, and one very confused ninety year old who kept asking if she was his granddaughter had left her bone tired, sweaty, and still carrying the faint hospital scent of antiseptic and latex gloves. She’d managed to clock out right on time for once.


She dropped her bag by the door. “Hey, babe. Hi, Derek. Good to see you again.”


Jeff twisted his head without sitting up from his end of the recliner couch, footrest extended out. “There’s my MVP. You’re early. Shift end on time for once?”


“Miracle of miracles,” she said, kicking off her sneakers and flexing her aching feet against the hardwood. “We lost a patient around four. Then we gained a new one at six. It was… eventful. And I smell like a twelve-hour shift.”


Derek raised his beer in salute from his side. “Hero shit. Respect. Always good to see you, Steph.”


Steph gave a small, weary smile. “Flattery will get you the good beer from the fridge, which I see you already found.”


Jeff grinned. “He’s a guest. Guests get the good stash.”


“I’m hitting the shower,” she said, already heading down the hall. “Give me ten minutes. Don’t finish all the booze without me.”


“Take your time,” Jeff called after her. “We’ve got hours of games left and plenty of booze.”


She disappeared into the master bathroom. The sound of running water started a minute later, steady and soothing through the closed door. Jeff and Derek watched the game talking about the bad calls and the awesome plays the way sports fans always do.


Fifteen minutes later the water shut off. A few more minutes passed. Then the hall light flicked on again.


Steph reappeared barefoot, skin still flushed from the hot water, dark hair damp and loose around her shoulders instead of in its usual tight ponytail. She’d chosen the pale-blue satin pajama set she rarely wore, the loose, slippery shorts and the matching button-up top. The fabric was stuck lightly against her still damp skin, clinging softly to the curves of her breasts where moisture lingered, the thin satin outlining her nipples in gentle relief.


She paused at the small bar cart in the corner of the den, poured herself a generous two fingers of bourbon neat into a lowball glass, and took a slow, appreciative sip. The amber liquid caught the low light from the TV as she exhaled, shoulders visibly relaxing.


“Much better,” she murmured to herself, then crossed the den and slid onto the couch between them. As she sat and tucked her legs up, the loose satin shorts slid naturally up her thighs, the soft fabric bunching higher until the lower curves of her ass cheeks were exposed.


She settled comfortably without hesitation, leaning sideways against Jeff’s side. Her head rested lightly on his shoulder with her knees drawn up so her bare feet curled on the cushion beside her. The toes of one foot pressed gently against the side of Derek’s thigh, casual, friendly. It was the kind of easy contact that happens with friends. She took another sip of bourbon, the glass cradled loosely in her hand.


Jeff switched channels to the big game of the night that was just starting. The scene roared to life on the big screen, two elite basketball schools getting ready to slug it out in a packed arena somewhere in California. Steph sighed, sinking deeper against Jeff, finally exhaling the entire day.


“God, that shower was just what I needed,” she murmured. “And this is perfect.” She lifted the glass slightly in a small toast to no one in particular.


Derek chuckled low. “You look like you might fall asleep before the first media timeout. Bourbon’s gonna help or hurt?”


Jeff reached over to pat her thigh, his hand warm on the soft, shower-flushed skin just below where the satin shorts had slid high. “You don’t have to stay up. You’ve earned the world’s longest nap.”


“I want to,” she said simply. “I like this. Bourbon, trash talk, sports on the big screen. Feels… normal.”


Derek took a slow pull from his bottle. “Normal’s overrated. But this is nice.”


Silence settled for a minute, broken only by the commentators discussing the benefits of zone defense and the occasional squeak of sneakers on hardwood.


Steph stretched her arms up, back arching just enough that the loose satin top pulled taut across her chest. The damp fabric molding even more closely to her breasts, allowing her nipples to be clearly visible beneath the thin material. The movement also shifted her hips, causing the shorts to slide higher still. More of the smooth, rounded curve of her ass was exposed against the cushion. Her curled feet slid a little farther along Derek’s thigh as she resettled against Jeff.


Derek’s eyes flicked down for a fraction of a second, long enough to register the extra skin now on display, and then back to the screen. His loose athletic shorts did nothing to hide the slow thickening that followed. The outline grew more pronounced as he shifted his weight, trying to get comfortable and make his manhood less noticeable.


Steph noticed though.


Her gaze dropped briefly to his lap and widened almost imperceptibly. The sheer size of what was thickening beneath the thin fabric was impossible to miss. It was long, thick, and still growing. The material was straining in a way that made her pulse quicken. She realized it was the sight of her ass cheeks hanging out that had started it. Just the casual exposure of her bare curves right there on the couch was enough. Now she wanted to see how big she could make his cock get. 

Challenge accepted. 

She took another slow sip of bourbon to steady herself, letting the burn settle in her chest.


Then, slowly, deliberately, she tightened her knees closer to her body, drawing them in until the satin shorts pulled snug against her mound. With nothing beneath the pajamas, the thin fabric molded perfectly to her lips, outlining a pronounced cameltoe that pressed visibly against the pale blue satin.


Derek’s gaze dropped again, longer this time, before he forced it back to the TV. His breathing changed, no deeper and slower. The massive outline in his shorts grew even more unmistakable. The head was now clearly defined against the fabric, thickening further at the sight of her pussy pressed so tightly against the satin.


Steph felt the shift in his attention like a current. The way his cock responded visibly to her cameltoe on full display was electric. A warm rush bloomed between her own thighs as she watched him harden. Her pussy grew slicker by the second, the satin now clinging even more insistently to her swelling lips as the damp fabric molded tighter and outlined her labia with obscene clarity.


She held the pose for a few extra seconds, knees hugged tight, before relaxing them slightly, but not enough to hide what she’d just shown.


Jeff kept his eyes on the screen, following the action, occasionally glancing sideways at Steph’s relaxed form against him or at Derek’s shifting posture. From his angle he couldn’t see the way the shorts had bunched or how the satin hugged her so tightly, and he remained focused on the game, content with the easy company.


Derek shifted his weight just enough that her toes pressed more firmly against his thigh. She didn’t move them. His shorts were now stretched taut over the full, impressive length of his arousal.


Steph smiled, reaching for her water glass on the side table to her right. To reach it without disturbing Jeff too much, she twisted her torso slightly toward Derek’s side of the couch, her upper body angling away from Jeff for a moment. The movement caused her damp satin top to pull tighter across her breasts and let another subtle inch of her ass peek out as her hips shifted on the cushion.


She straightened, glass in hand, took one more sip of bourbon, then set the rocks glass down on the coffee table next to her water.


Jeff stayed focused on the game, feeling the warmth of her body leaning into his side and the comfortable rhythm of the evening. The game held his attention fully. He didn’t notice the subtle tension building between the other two, didn’t see the pronounced outline between her thighs or the massive bulge in Derek’s shorts.


Jeff’s hand rested warmly on her left thigh, fingers idly brushing the hem of the satin shorts.


Derek kept his hands where they were, but the tent in his shorts was impossible to ignore from Steph’s vantage.


The game played on in the foreground for Jeff, the commentators droning, the crowd noise filling the room. For Steph and Derek, the screen had become background noise.


And just like that, the game on the 70-inch screen stopped being the most interesting thing in the room — for two of them.
?


Chapter 2: Halftime

The first half ended with a buzzer beater three point shot that sent the underdogs up by one. Jeff let out a low whistle, slapping his thigh.


“That’s how you do it! They’re actually gonna pull this off.”
Steph smiled against his shoulder, still nursing the last of her bourbon. Her glass was nearly empty now. She felt loose and warm. The alcohol and the heat of the room settled deep in her limbs. Her knees were still drawn up tight to her chest, the satin shorts riding impossibly high. From behind, the position pulled the fabric taut across her mound and between her cheeks, the pronounced cameltoe clearly outlined where the material stretched between her thighs and ass. The damp satin clung and molded to every fold as she’d grown wetter watching Derek harden.


Derek shifted again, trying to find a position that didn’t make the massive outline in his lap quite so obvious. It didn’t help much. The head was clearly defined now, thick and heavy, pushing insistently against the fabric.


Jeff yawned, stretching his arms overhead. “Be right back. Gotta hit the head before the second half starts.”


He patted Steph’s thigh once, casual and affectionate, then stood, leaving the couch noticeably emptier on his side. His footsteps receded down the hall toward the guest bathroom.


The room felt smaller instantly.


Derek let out a slow breath through his nose, eyes still on the muted TV, but his voice came low, rough around the edges.
“You know what you’re doing to me, don’t you?”


Steph tilted her head, lips curving into a small, knowing smile. She took the last sip of bourbon, set the empty glass on the coffee table with deliberate care.


“I might have an idea,” she said softly.


Derek turned his head just enough to meet her eyes. His gaze flicked down, unavoidable, to where the satin molded obscenely from behind, the cameltoe pronounced and glistening faintly through the thin, damp fabric, her ass cheeks fully exposed and spread slightly from the way her knees hugged tight to her body.


“You’ve been teasing me since you sat down,” he said, voice quiet but thick. “That ass hanging out. Then… that.” He nodded toward her position. “You’re killing me over here.”


Steph’s thighs flexed again, just enough to make the fabric pull even tighter from behind, the wet satin now clinging so closely that every detail of her swollen lips was etched against the pale-blue material.


“You’re not exactly hiding it,” she murmured, eyes dropping pointedly to his lap. The erection was obscene now, long and girthy with the head flared and straining. “Looks painful.”


Derek huffed a laugh, low and strained. “It is. Been like this since you stretched the first time.”


Steph bit her lower lip, letting her knees part just a fraction before closing them again. It was enough to let him see how the damp spot had darkened the satin from behind, enough to make her own breath hitch.


“You like looking?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.


“Hard not to,” he answered. “You’re making it impossible.”


She held his gaze for a long beat, then let her eyes drift back down to the thick shape tenting his shorts. “I can see that.”


The hallway light clicked on. Footsteps approaching.
Jeff stepped back into the room, mid-stride, then paused for half a second.


From the doorway he had a clear view from behind. Steph’s legs were drawn up tight. Her knees pressed close to her chest. The satin shorts were pulled high and snug with her pussy lips outlined in perfect, wet relief against the pale blue fabric where the material stretched between her thighs and ass. Her cheeks were fully exposed, smooth and round against the couch cushion. 

And next to her, Derek’s lap, the massive erection straining the front of his nylon athletic shorts. The thin, shiny material was doing nothing to conceal the shape.


Jeff’s internal monologue hit like a fast break. 

Holy shit. That’s… not normal. The head is fucking huge, flared out like a mushroom, thick as a wrist, and the shaft looks like it’s trying to rip through the nylon. Long, too. Damn, gotta be nine, ten inches easy, and still thickening. Jesus, Derek, that thing belongs on a horse. Steph’s got him rock hard, and he’s not even trying to hide it anymore.


Jeff blinked once, then let out a surprised laugh, genuine and easy, no edge to it.


“Jesus,” he said, walking the rest of the way in. “You two need a referee or something?”


Steph’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t move to cover herself. Derek shifted again, but there was no hiding it.


Jeff dropped back onto the couch beside her, eyes flicking between them both, amused. “Babe, your shorts are basically painted on right now. From behind it’s like you’re not even wearing anything. And Derek…” He nodded toward his friend’s lap, eyebrows raised. “Man, that’s impressive. You trying to set a new record over there?”


Derek exhaled a laugh, rubbing the back of his neck. “Can’t help it. Your wife’s been putting on a show.”


Jeff snorted, shaking his head. “Yeah, I can see that. Look at you, Steph, got my old teammate rock hard just by sitting here. You proud of yourself?”


Steph met her husband’s eyes, a small, playful smile tugging at her lips. She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she let her gaze slide deliberately back to Derek’s lap, openly and unapologetically, taking in the sheer size of him again. The head was flared wide, the shaft so thick it pulled the shiny nylon tight across every ridge.


Without thinking, her thighs relaxed slightly, parting just enough that her hand drifted down between her legs. Her palm pressed flat against the satin covered mound, fingers cupping the damp heat there as if to soothe the ache that had built watching him throb. The pressure made the fabric cling even more obscenely, the cameltoe deepening under her hand for a long heartbeat.


Then she realized that both men were staring.


Her eyes widened fractionally. She snatched her hand away, cheeks burning hotter, thighs snapping closed again, but the damage was done. The wet spot on the satin was darker now, the outline even more pronounced from the brief pressure.


She swallowed once, then spoke softly, voice a little huskier than before.


“It’s… bigger than I would have expected.”


Derek’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t look away. Jeff just chuckled again, leaning back, one arm draping casually behind Steph’s shoulders.


“Well,” Jeff said, still grinning, "I didn’t know you had expectations for my old teammate’s dick.”


He reached for his beer, took a long pull, as his eyes went back to the screen as the second half tipped off. The game resumed, the crowd noise filling the room again.


But the air between the three of them had changed. It was thicker, warmer, and charged in a way that had nothing to do with basketball.?


Chapter 3: Overtime

The second half kicked off with the same energy, but the room had shifted. Jeff sat back with his beer, one arm still draped loosely behind Steph. His eyes were focused on the screen like nothing had changed, but everything had. The game was background noise now with commentators droning and the crowd roaring while the real tension played out on the couch between the three of them.


Steph leaned into Jeff again, facing away this time, with the back of her head resting on his shoulder. Her body was turned so she faced Derek directly. Her knees were no longer pulled tight to her chest; they parted slightly now, just enough that the satin shorts gaped open at the crotch. The damp fabric clung shamelessly, the pronounced cameltoe on full display from Derek’s angle. Her lips were swollen and outlined in wet relief as the pale-blue satin darkened where her arousal had soaked through.


She couldn’t stop staring at Derek’s lap. The bulge ran down the leg of the shorts, the massive erection impossible to ignore. Every subtle shift of his hips made the head flare wider against the shiny material. The thick shaft was clearly defined from base to tip.


Steph’s voice came out soft, almost dreamy and barely loud enough to carry over the TV.


“How big is it, actually?”


Derek’s eyes flicked to her, then back to the screen. A slow grin spread across his face.


Jeff looked on in disbelief that his wife would so openly ask such a personal question.


“You really wanna know?” Derek asked.


She nodded once, eyes locked on the obscene bulge. “Yeah. I really do.”


Derek exhaled through his nose, shifting again, but deliberately this time, so the full length pressed harder against the fabric.


“Ten and a half,” he said quietly. “Maybe eleven on a good day. And thick enough that all the girls need both hands.”


Steph’s breath caught. She swallowed visibly, thighs parting another inch without her realizing. The satin pulled tighter, the wet spot spreading as her pussy throbbed in response.


Jeff felt the shift in her breathing against his side. He glanced down, saw the way her legs had opened, the way the shorts molded to her mound like a second skin. His own cock twitched in his shorts, smaller, noticeably so compared to what Derek was packing. He wasn’t tiny, maybe six inches hard, but next to that monster it looked modest at best. The realization hit him low in the gut. There was a flicker of jealousy, sure, but there was also something hotter, something that made his pulse kick up and his shaft thicken against his thigh.


He didn’t say anything. Just took another pull of beer and kept his eyes on the game.


Steph turned her head slightly toward Jeff, then back to Derek. 

Her voice dropped lower.


“Can I touch it?” She paused, cheeks flushing. “Just… through the shorts.”


Derek’s jaw flexed. He looked past her to Jeff, waiting.


Jeff felt the question hang in the air like smoke. Part of him wanted to shut it down and say no, laugh it off, keep things light. But another part, the part that had noticed how much smaller he was, the part that felt his own cock hardening at the sight of his wife staring so openly, didn’t want to stop it.


He cleared his throat, voice casual even though his heart was hammering.


“I mean… if you’re both cool with it.” He shrugged, trying to sound unbothered. “It’s just shorts. No big deal.”


But it was a big deal. His dick was fully hard now, straining against his own shorts. He shifted to hide it, but the movement only made it more obvious to anyone paying attention.


Steph turned back to Derek. Her left hand hovered in the air for a second, then slowly drifted forward. The diamond in her engagement ring caught the low light from the TV as her fingers curled around the thick shaft through the nylon, the wedding band glinting softly against the dark fabric. She pressed her palm flat, right over the rigid length. The heat of him radiated through the shorts, hard, pulsing, and impossibly wide under her hand. The rings pressed lightly into the nylon as she gripped, a quiet, intimate reminder of the vows they still symbolized.


She let out a soft, involuntary sound, almost a whimper.


“God,” she breathed. “It’s so much bigger than yours, Jeff.”


The words slipped out before she could stop them. Jeff’s stomach flipped. He felt the sting of it. "Small and inadequate" is what he heard, but the humiliation only made him harder, pre-cum leaking against his underwear.


“Yeah,” Jeff said, voice a little rougher than he intended. “I can see that.”


Steph’s fingers curled slightly, tracing the length from base to head through the shorts. The diamond flashed again with each slow glide. Derek groaned low in his throat, hips lifting just a fraction into her touch.


“It’s not even close,” she whispered, eyes wide, transfixed. “Yours is… cute. This is…” She swallowed. “This is huge.”


Jeff laughed, short, strained, but real. “Cute, huh?”


Steph glanced at him, eyes glassy. “Sorry, baby. But look at it.”
Jeff did. He looked at the way her small hand, adorned with the engagement ring and wedding band he’d placed there years ago, couldn’t even wrap completely around the girth, at the way the head flared so wide it looked ready to tear the nylon, at the sheer length that made his own six inches feel like a joke.


She started stroking slowly, exploratory at first, her left palm gliding up and down the rigid length. The rings slid smoothly over the nylon with each pass, catching faint glints of light. 

Derek’s breathing grew heavier. Then she felt it: a sudden, heavy pulse, followed by a warm, sticky leak right at the tip. Her thumb brushed over the head and came away slightly damp.


“Oh my God,” Steph murmured, eyes widening as she kept stroking. “You’re already leaking. Like… a lot.”


Derek let out a low, embarrassed chuckle. “Yeah. Happens when I’m this turned on. Always been a little messy.”


She bit her lip, hand never stopping its slow rhythm. The wet spot at the tip of his shorts was growing fast. First it was a small dark circle, then it spread outward in a thick, glossy patch that soaked through the shiny nylon. It wasn’t just a little pre-cum. It was pouring out in steady, heavy pulses with every stroke, the fabric darkening in a wide, obscene circle that outlined the entire head and crept down the front.


“Jesus, Derek,” she whispered, voice thick with fascination. “It’s soaking right through. I can feel it getting all slippery under my hand. You’re making such a mess, and it’s not even out yet.”


Her fingers spread the wetness around, smearing it over the flared head so the nylon clung transparently to every ridge. 

The wet spot kept expanding, bigger than she’d ever seen on any man, until it was larger than she’d ever seen one of Jeff’s cum shots.


Jeff watched from the side, his own erection throbbing harder in his shorts. He could see the massive dark patch forming, the way Steph’s hand, was now gliding easier over the slick fabric. He didn’t stop her. He couldn’t. The sight of his wife openly stroking another man’s cock while it leaked like a faucet made something twist hot and low in his belly.


Steph kept talking, almost to herself now, her strokes growing a little firmer.


“It’s just pouring out. So much. I’ve never seen anything like this. You’re getting my hand all wet through the shorts, and you’re so hard.” She glanced at Jeff for a split second, eyes hazy. 

“Baby, look how much he’s leaking. It’s everywhere.”


Jeff swallowed, voice tight. “Yeah, I see it.”


Steph’s hand never slowed. The wet spot grew larger still, the nylon now glossy and plastered to Derek’s massive cock, the sheer volume of precum turning the leg of his shorts into a soaked, slippery mess.


The game went into overtime. No one noticed.



Chapter 4: Full Court Press

The overtime dragged on, score tied, clock ticking down, but no one on the couch was tracking points anymore. Steph’s left hand stayed where it was, wrapped loosely around the thick, nylon-covered shaft, stroking in slow, deliberate pulls. The wet spot had spread so wide now that the leg of Derek’s shorts was soaked halfway down, the shiny material darkened and clinging to the flared head that was pressed down along the inside of his thigh.


Steph’s breathing had grown shallow. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from the dark, spreading stain along the leg of the shorts.


"I need to see it. I need to see how much he’s really leaking."


Derek’s chest rose and fell heavily. He didn’t speak. He just nodded once.


Steph’s left hand slid to the leg opening of his loose athletic shorts. The fabric was long and baggy, ending right at his knee, giving her plenty of room. She hooked two fingers under the hem and slowly dragged it upward along his muscular thigh, inch by inch, exposing more dark skin. The shorts slid easily. The loose fit allowed the leg to bunch higher without resistance.


The head emerged first, thick and swollen, glistening even in the dim TV light. The slit was already weeping steadily, a fat pearl of precum welling up and sliding down the flared ridge before dripping onto the smooth, powerful muscle of his thigh. Another drop followed, then another, forming a small, glossy puddle that caught the blue glow from the screen.


Steph let out a shaky breath. “Look at that. Fuck, it’s just pouring.”


Her right hand drifted down between her own thighs, palm pressing absentmindedly against the soaked satin crotch of her shorts. She rubbed slow, mindless circles over her mound, the damp fabric squelching faintly under her fingers as she stared at Derek’s leaking cock.


With her left hand still stroking the shaft through the nylon, she kept tugging the leg higher until the entire head and several thick inches of shaft were exposed. The dark chocolate skin gleamed wetly, veins prominent. The head was a deeper, almost plum shade, slick and shining from the constant leak.


She paused there, left thumb circling the exposed head in slow, circular sweeps, rubbing the steady stream of precum across the wide crown and spreading it in glossy loops until the entire flared tip shone like polished wood. The rings on her left hand, engagement diamond and wedding band, caught the light with every pass, tiny flashes of sparkle against the dark, wet skin.


Derek groaned low, hips twitching. “Fuck… Steph…”


She didn’t respond. She just kept rubbing the head, feeling the thick pulses of precum well up under her thumb, coating her fingers and dripping down onto his thigh in heavy, viscous strands. Her right hand pressed harder against her own soaked shorts, fingers digging into the satin as she ground her palm against her swollen lips.


Only after several long moments of focusing on the head did she tug the shorts leg higher still, exposing more of the thick shaft, veined and impossibly long. With a final gentle pull, the bunched fabric slipped past the base, and Derek’s cock sprang free of the shorts entirely, standing rigid and proud in the air between them. The full length, dark and glistening, and now completely exposed, bobbed slightly with his heartbeat. The precum slicked head pointed upward. The shaft curved just slightly emphasizing its impressive girth and upward angle.


Now both hands moved to the bared length. She wrapped her left and right hands around the freed shaft, fingers overlapping her other hand around the massive girth. Slowly, reverently, she began stroking from base to tip, both hands gliding together in long, smooth pulls.


The precum continued flowing freely in thick, clear streams that welled up from the slit with every upward stroke and slid down the dark shaft to coat her fingers. It dripped over her knuckles and ran along the underside to pool in the webbing between her fingers. The diamond in her engagement ring and the smooth gold of her wedding band quickly became slick and gleaming, the precious metals now shining with a glossy sheen of Derek’s precum as her hands pumped steadily.


Jeff watched in stunned silence, his own cock throbbing painfully against the confines of his shorts. The sight was too much. His wife’s hands stroked that enormous, leaking cock while she rubbed herself through her soaked pajamas. He couldn’t take it anymore.


Quietly, almost mechanically, Jeff reached down and pulled his own cock free. It sprang out, hard but tiny compared to Derek’s. It was only six inches, leaking steadily. The head was already slick with his own pre-cum. He wrapped his hand around it and began stroking slowly, matching the rhythm of Steph’s hands on Derek without even realizing it.


Steph’s eyes flicked sideways. She saw Jeff’s hand moving, saw his smaller cock in his grip, hard, but so much less imposing next to Derek’s. A small, surprised sound escaped her throat.


They’re so different… I need to see them right next to each other.


She slowed her strokes on Derek, just enough to look properly. Then she spoke, voice soft but firm.


“Baby,” she said to Jeff, “come over here. Stand next to him. I want to see them together.”


Jeff froze for half a heartbeat. His hand stilled on his cock, but the command in her tone, quiet and needy, pulled him forward. He stood, shorts still around his thighs, and his erection bobbing as he moved to stand beside Derek.


Derek rose without hesitation, letting Steph’s hands guide him up. She kept her left hand wrapped around the base of his shaft the entire time, steadying the heavy length as he stood. 

The two men stood side by side now with Jeff on her left, Derek on her right, their cocks fully exposed. Standing just a foot apart, the contrast between them was stark and undeniable.


Steph leaned forward slightly, eyes wide, taking in the sight up close. Derek’s cock loomed. It was long and thick with dark veins pulsing and the head still weeping steady ropes of precum that dripped down the shaft and onto the floor between his feet. Below, his balls hung heavy and full, large and rounded. His dark skin was taut, smooth, each orb easily the size of a large egg. Jeff’s balls, by comparison, were smaller, less pendulous and noticeably more compact next to Derek’s impressive, weighty sack.


She let out a soft, incredulous laugh. Her hand was still slowly stroking Derek from base to tip.


“Oh my God,” she murmured, voice thick with awe and something sharper. “Look at them side by side. Yours is… it’s so much smaller, baby.”


Jeff’s face burned, the humiliation hitting hard. But his cock twitched violently in response, another bead of pre-cum welling up at the tip. He didn’t move away. He couldn’t. The shame twisted into heat low in his gut, making him stroke himself faster without thinking.


Steph’s eyes moved back and forth between them, mesmerized. “It’s not even close. Yours is cute, but this…” She gave Derek’s cock a gentle squeeze, watching another thick glob of precum spill out and slide down over her rings. “This is on a different level. And those balls… God, they’re massive. So much bigger than yours. Look how full they are, how low they hang. Yours look tiny next to them.”


Jeff swallowed hard, voice rough. “Yeah, I see that.”


Steph kept stroking Derek slowly with both hands, the precum continuing to flow freely, coating her fingers and dripping in heavy strands. Her gaze stayed locked on the comparison, drinking in every detail of the difference. The length, the girth, the weight of the balls, the sheer scale of Derek next to her husband was obvious.


The game kept playing. No one was watching the game anymore. Now there was a new game happening. ? 


Chapter 5: The Taste

The room felt smaller and hotter now. The game on the screen was reduced to meaningless light and noise. Steph knelt between the two standing men with her left hand wrapped around Derek’s thick, glistening shaft, stroking slowly from base to tip. Her right hand moved to Jeff’s smaller cock. It just felt more gentle, more familiar. She began stroking both, matching the rhythm without effort.


She looked up at Jeff, eyes glassy but focused.


“Look how much bigger he is in my hand, baby,” she murmured, squeezing Derek just enough to make another thick spill of precum slide over her knuckles. “I can’t even get my fingers around him, and yours fits so easily in one hand.”


The words landed softly but sharply. Jeff’s breath caught in his throat. He nodded once, unable to speak, his own hand letting go of his shaft as hers kept moving.


Steph turned her attention back to Derek, stroking him slowly, watching the way the dark shaft pulsed under her grip. Then she leaned toward Jeff first, close enough that her warm breath ghosted over his leaking head. She extended her tongue and lapped once, delicately, catching the clear bead of precum that had formed at his slit. She swallowed, tasting the familiar, slightly salty drop.


“Mmm,” she said softly. “You taste like always, sweet.”


Jeff shuddered, hips jerking forward involuntarily.


Then she shifted, leaning toward Derek.


She stopped inches from the flared, plum-colored head. The scent hit her first, stronger, richer, and more primal than Jeff’s. Musky. Earthy. Thick with masculine heat. It rolled off him in waves, concentrated around the leaking tip and the heavy, pendulous balls hanging below.


God… it’s so much stronger. So much more… manly.


She inhaled slowly, deliberately, letting the smell fill her lungs. Her eyes fluttered half-closed. Without thinking, she leaned lower, bringing her nose closer to Derek’s balls. The scent intensified, deep and potent, almost overwhelming. She breathed it in again, longer this time, letting it settle in her chest.


She straightened slightly, then turned back to Jeff. Keeping her left hand on Derek’s shaft, she leaned in toward her husband’s smaller sack. She inhaled again, but closer this time, nose brushing the soft skin. The smell was lighter. It was cleaner and familiar, almost tame by comparison.


So different. Jeff smells like home. Derek smells like something I didn’t know I was missing.


She pulled back, looking both innocent and seductive at the same time. Without a word she shifted forward again, this time toward Derek. She opened her mouth and extended her tongue, holding it flat just beneath the slit. The next thick bead of precum fell directly onto her tongue, warm and viscous, salty-sweet but with a deeper, more animal edge than Jeff’s. She closed her lips around the drop, tasting it fully, letting it coat her tongue before swallowing.


Her eyes fluttered shut for a second.


So much thicker and richer. God, I can feel how much more there is with just my tongue.


When she opened her eyes again, she was staring straight into Jeff’s.


Still holding his gaze, still stroking him slowly with her right hand, she leaned forward one more inch. Her lips parted. She placed them softly, reverently, over the swollen head of Derek’s cock, just the very tip, just enough to seal around the slit. She didn’t suck. She didn’t move. She simply held her mouth there, lips stretched wide around the massive crown, eyes locked on her husband’s as another heavy pulse of precum spilled directly onto her tongue.


Jeff’s entire body locked up. His eyes widened. A choked sound escaped his throat.


And then he came. Hard. Sudden. Only Steph’s loose grip was there to help, but she didn’t stroke him. She just lightly held his cock feeling it jump in her hand. Thick ropes of cum erupted from his smaller cock, splattering across her forearm and biceps. He shuddered violently, knees buckling slightly, but he didn’t look away. He couldn’t. Not while his wife’s lips were wrapped around another man’s cock head, staring straight into his eyes as she tasted him.


Steph didn’t flinch. She kept her mouth on Derek for a few more heartbeats, letting the last of Jeff’s spurts land on her skin, then slowly released her right hand from her husband’s spent cock. It softened quickly, twitching once more before hanging limp.


She turned her full attention to Derek.


Both hands returned to his shaft, fingers overlapping around the massive girth. She stroked slowly, pulling her head back to observe again, savoring the view of every thick pulse of precum that welled up and coated her palms. For several long minutes she simply pumped him, watching the fluid slide down the dark length. It dripped over her knuckles and pooled on his thigh below. The rings on her left hand gleamed wetly with his slickness.


Then she leaned in again. Her lips parted wider this time. She took just the head into her mouth, which was more than enough to stretch her jaw. The flared crown filled her completely. She couldn’t get much more than that; the sheer girth made it impossible to take anything more than the head without straining. She held there, tongue swirling slowly under the slit, catching every fresh drop as it leaked directly onto her tongue.


She pulled off with a soft, wet pop, lips shining. Her eyes met Jeff’s again briefly before returning to the glistening head.


She lowered her mouth to the shaft, tongue flat, licking from the tip all the way down to the base in one long, slow drag. Then back up. Again and again. For several minutes she worshipped the length with broad, wet strokes of her tongue tracing every vein and every ridge, savoring the salty musk that coated her taste buds.


She reached the base once more and paused, nose brushing the heavy, hanging balls. She inhaled deeply. It was muskier here, richer, the scent concentrated and intoxicating. Her eyes fluttered closed as she breathed him in.


Derek’s voice came down low and velvet smooth, warm against her ear.


“Mmm, that’s it, beautiful. Breathe me in. Let that scent fill you up. You like how deep it hits, don’t you?”


Steph shivered, tongue darting out to lick the seam of his sack, then flattening against one heavy ball. She sucked gently, drawing the skin and ball into her mouth, tasting salt and heat.


“Feels so good having you there,” he murmured, voice like dark honey. “Keep tasting. Take your time with me. I’ve got so much more for you, Steph… slow and easy… just like this.”


Steph moaned softly against his skin, the words sinking in, making her thighs clench. She moved to the other ball, licking and sucking with the same reverence, nose buried deep in the musky heat.


Derek’s hand rested lightly on the back of her head, gently guiding without force.


“Look at you,” he said, softer now, almost reverent. “So hungry for it, So perfect with your mouth on me. You were made for this, weren’t you? Made to taste every drop I give you.”


Steph pulled back slightly, lips wet and swollen. She looked up at Derek and then at Jeff, her eyes dark with lust.


She returned to the head, tongue flat under the slit again. She caught another thick drop, let it pool on her tongue, then swallowed.


Then she leaned forward once more. This time her lips sealed around the head, stretched wide, and she held there, staring straight into Jeff’s eyes as she sucked gently, tongue swirling, drawing more precum directly from the source.


Jeff’s spent cock twitched uselessly, already stirring again at the sight.


Derek’s fingers flexed lightly in her hair, then gently guided her back down along the shaft.


“Back to licking, beautiful,” he murmured, voice low and coaxing. “Nice and slow. Let me feel that tongue all over me.”


Steph obeyed, tongue flattening against the underside of the shaft again. She dragged it from base to tip in long, wet strokes, savoring the slick heat. As she licked, fresh drops of precum welled up faster. The thick, heavy beads fell from the slit and landed on her face. One splashed across her cheek, another on her upper lip, a third dripping down her chin as she worked her way up and down the length.


She didn’t wipe them away. She let them stay, glistening on her skin, warm and sticky, marking her as she continued to lick and kiss the shaft.


Derek watched her with dark eyes.


“That’s perfect,” he whispered. “Keep going. Let it drip all over you. You look so fucking good like this.”


Steph moaned softly, the vibration humming against him as she dragged her tongue along the underside once more, collecting another drop on the tip of her tongue before letting it slide down her throat. She worked harder now, stroking faster with her hands and pressing her tongue more firmly against the slit each time she reached the head as she coaxed more and more thick, warm ropes to spill out. They fell steadily: one across her closed eyelid, another landing on her nose, several more dripping down her cheeks and chin in glistening trails. 

The precum coated her face in a shiny, sticky layer over her cheeks, lips, even a few drops catching in her eyelashes. Each new drop added to the mess, making her skin glisten wetly under the low light.


Derek’s voice stayed low, encouraging.


“Mmm… yeah, just like that. Keep making me leak for you. Let it cover you, every drop.”


Steph shivered at the words, her tongue never stopping, her hands pumping steadily as more precum poured out, dripping all over her face in warm, heavy rivulets.


Jeff stared, transfixed. His cock, still half-hard after his earlier orgasm, twitched again at the sight of his wife’s face being slowly glazed with another man’s precum. The drops kept falling. One fell on her forehead, sliding down her temple. Another caught on her cheekbone and trailed toward her jaw. Several more landed on her lips and chin, some even dripping onto her exposed cleavage. Her face was now a wet, shining mess with glossy streaks crisscrossing her skin and the clear fluid catching the TV light, making her look almost ethereal in its obscenity.


Jeff’s hand moved on himself again, slowly, almost involuntarily. The humiliation of seeing Steph so completely marked by Derek’s leaking cock twisted in his gut, but it only made him harder, his own precum dripping in thin, clear threads that fell to the floor. He couldn’t look away from the way the drops kept coming, how Steph’s cheeks and chin were now slick and shiny, how she kept licking and stroking without pause, letting it build and build until her face was thoroughly coated.


He swallowed hard, pulse hammering in his ears. Part of him wanted to stop her, to pull her away, but the part that was throbbing, leaking, and aching just watched, mesmerized and aroused by the sheer volume, the relentless drip, the way his wife’s face was being claimed drop by glistening drop.



Chapter 6: Soaked

The overtime had finished, the next game started, but no one on the couch was thinking about basketball anymore. Steph’s face was a glistening mess. Her cheeks, chin, lips, were coated. Even a few stray drops clung to her eyelashes. Everywhere Derek’s precum had fallen was layered in thick, warm threads. 

She pulled back from the head of his cock with a soft, wet sound, lips shining, tongue darting out to catch one last bead that threatened to drip from her lower lip.


She looked up at him, voice low and husky, almost reverent.


“You’re leaking so much already. Is it always like this? Or do you produce even more when you actually come?”


Derek let out a low, rumbling chuckle, his hand still resting lightly in her hair. His thumb brushed a slow circle over her temple, smearing another drop across her skin.


“Baby,” he said, voice deep and smooth, “that’s just the warm-up. When I come, it’s a flood. You’ll see. I don’t hold back.”


Steph’s thighs clenched at the promise. She felt the fresh rush of wetness between her legs, the satin shorts already soaked through from her own arousal and the constant teasing friction of her earlier rubbing.


Derek’s eyes darkened. He reached down, fingers curling under her arms, and lifted her effortlessly onto the couch. She landed on her back with a soft gasp, legs parting instinctively as he followed her down, kneeling between her thighs.


He didn’t waste time.


His massive, slick cock, still dripping, settled against the crotch of her pale-blue satin shorts. The heat of him pressed right over her mound, the leaking head nudging against the soaked fabric that molded perfectly to her swollen lips. He rolled his hips once, slow and deliberate, dragging the underside of his shaft along her covered slit. A fresh rope of precum spilled out, soaking into the satin, darkening the already wet patch even more.


Steph moaned, hips lifting to meet him.


Derek’s hands moved to the buttons of her pajama top. One by one, he popped them open, revealing the soft swell of her medium-sized breasts. Nothing underneath but smooth, flushed skin and tight, rosy nipples already peaked from arousal.


He groaned low in his throat at the sight.


“Fuck, look at these,” he murmured, cupping both breasts in his large hands. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, circling slowly before pinching just enough to make her arch. Then he leaned down, taking one into his mouth with hot, wet suction. His tongue flicked over the sensitive peak while his other hand kneaded her gently.


All the while, his hips kept moving in slow, grinding rolls, rubbing the thick length of his cock back and forth over her satin covered pussy. Each pass left another heavy trail of precum, the fabric growing darker, wetter, until it clung transparently to her lips, outlining every fold. Their juices commingled, her slick arousal seeping through the satin and his endless precum soaking it from the outside, until the shorts were drenched. The pale blue had turned nearly sheer, the heat and wetness between them undeniable.


Steph’s hands gripped his shoulders, nails digging in as she rocked up to meet each slow thrust of his hips.


Derek lifted his head from her breast, lips wet, eyes locked on hers.


“I’ve been patient all night,” he said, voice rough with need. “Watching you tease me and showing me that pretty pussy through these shorts. Now I want to see it for real. I want to see the pussy that’s been dripping for me since you sat down.”


He hooked two fingers under the waistband of her soaked shorts, pausing just long enough for her to feel the question in his touch.


Steph’s breath caught. She looked over at Jeff, still standing beside the couch. His cock was fully hard again, rigid and leaking as he watched his wife’s breasts being sucked and her soaked shorts being rubbed by another man’s massive cock. 

Jeff’s hand had moved to himself instinctively, stroking slowly, eyes dark and fixed on the scene.


Steph’s gaze lingered on Jeff’s renewed erection for a moment, and then she looked back at Derek.


And nodded.


Derek tugged the shorts down her thighs in one smooth motion, peeling the drenched satin away from her skin. The fabric clung for a second, sticky with their combined juices, before sliding free. Steph lifted her hips to help, and the shorts slipped off her ankles and landed on the floor.


Now she was bare beneath him, pussy glistening, lips swollen and parted, clit visibly throbbing under the low light.


Derek groaned at the sight. He shifted forward, settling the hot, leaking head of his cock directly against her exposed folds. No fabric between them now. It was just skin on skin. He dragged the underside of his shaft slowly along her slit. The flared head parted her lips, coating her with fresh precum as he rubbed up and down.


Steph gasped, hips bucking up into the contact. The heat of him, bare, thick, and slick, was overwhelming. Every slow grind left another heavy trail of precum smeared across her pussy, mixing with her own wetness until she was drenched, slippery, and aching.


Jeff’s voice broke the haze, low and strained.


“Steph, wait! No protection. We should—”


Steph looked over at him, cheeks flushed, eyes half-lidded with lust. She bit her lip, looking almost sheepish for a moment, but the need in her expression overpowered it.


“I know, baby,” she whispered. “I know. But it feels so good like this. Skin to skin. So hot and so slick. I can feel every inch of him rubbing me.”


Jeff paused, hand still moving slowly on his cock. His eyes flicked down to where Derek’s thick shaft was gliding back and forth over Steph’s bare pussy, the head leaving a shining trail of precum across her swollen lips with every pass.


He swallowed hard, voice quieter now, almost hesitant.


“But… you could end up pregnant.”


The words hung in the air for a long second.


Steph’s hips stilled for just a moment, her breath catching. She looked at Jeff again, really looked. Her eyes were wide and a little guilty, cheeks burning hotter. But the guilt was quickly swallowed by the overwhelming heat between her legs, the way Derek’s bare cock felt sliding against her clit, the slick glide of skin on skin that made her whole body tremble.
Derek lifted his head from her breast, eyes flicking to Jeff. His voice came low and steady, calm but firm.


“I’ll pull out when I come, Jeff. I promise. As long as that’s what Steph wants.”


Steph’s gaze darted between them from Jeff’s concerned face to Derek’s steady one. She bit her lip again, then nodded slowly.


“Yeah,” she breathed, voice trembling with need. “Pull out, but I need to feel this. Skin to skin while he fucks me.”


Derek’s eyes darkened with approval. He shifted his hips, aligning the thick head of his cock with her entrance. He pressed slowly, teasing and letting her feel the pressure without putting it in yet.


Jeff’s hand sped up on himself, his cock throbbing harder at her words, at the sight of his wife bare and dripping under another man. He didn’t speak again. He just watched, breathing ragged, as Derek’s massive length continued to slide over Steph’s exposed pussy, leaving her glistening and aching with every slow pass.


Derek’s voice came low, almost a growl.


“Feels even better without anything between us, doesn’t it, Steph?”


She moaned in answer, head tipping back against the cushion.?


Chapter 7: Inside

Derek’s thick shaft continued its slow, deliberate glide along Steph’s bare slit. It slid up and down, parting her swollen lips with every pass, the flared head dragging over her clit before sliding back down to nudge at her entrance. Each stroke left a fresh trail of his precum smeared across her wetness, mixing with her own slick arousal until she was drenched, slippery, and aching. Beads of precum and her own juices rolled down and across her asshole, pooling beneath her. The heat of him being skin on skin was overwhelming, every vein, every ridge pressing directly against her most sensitive places.


Steph’s hips rocked up to meet him, chasing the friction, but it wasn’t enough. She needed more.


Her right hand slid down between them, fingers wrapping around the slick, pulsing head of his cock. She guided him, her hand slow and trembling, until the broad head settled right at her opening. The pressure was immediate. Thick and insistent, it stretched her entrance just enough to make her gasp.


Derek paused, hips stilling, the head lodged just inside her outer lips. He looked down at her and then over at Jeff, his voice low and steady.


“You ever had a dick this big inside you, Steph?”


Steph’s breath caught. She shook her head slowly, eyes wide, lips parted.


“No,” she whispered. “Never. It's not even close.”


Derek’s gaze softened, but his voice stayed deep, controlled.


“Then we’ll go slow, baby. Real slow. Tell me if it’s too much.”


He flexed his hips, just a fraction, and the head pushed forward, stretching her entrance wider. Steph’s eyes fluttered closed, a sharp, shaky inhale escaping her.


Oh fuck! it’s splitting me open. Just the head and I already feel stretched more than I’ve ever been. My pussy’s never had to open this wide before.


She exhaled slowly, forcing herself to relax. “It’s huge,” she breathed. “The head alone is stretching me so much. Fuck. It’s burning so good.”


Derek paused again, letting her adjust, only the head inside her. He leaned down, kissing the side of her neck, voice a low murmur against her skin.


“You’re doing so good. You feel so tight around me. Feel that? How your pussy’s gripping just the tip?”


Steph nodded frantically, hands clutching his shoulders. 

“Yeah, I feel it. It’s… it's pulsing inside me. So hot. So thick. I can feel the ridge of your head catching on my walls every time you twitch.”


Derek eased forward another inch, slowly and carefully stretching her further. Steph’s back arched, a soft whimper escaping her throat.


God… more. It’s opening me up so wide. I can feel that thick head pressing against my insides. It’s like he’s reshaping me from the inside out.


“More,” she gasped. “Give me more, please.”


Derek obliged, giving her another slow inch, then another until half his length was buried inside her. Steph’s thighs trembled. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around him, trying to adjust to the impossible girth.


“It’s stretching me so wide,” she panted, voice shaking. “I can feel every ridge, every vein sliding in. It’s like my pussy’s never been this full before. I can feel the head pressing so deep already. It's pushing against places I didn’t know I had.”


Derek groaned, low and rough, holding still to let her feel him. 

“You’re taking me so good, Steph. Look at you. So tight. So wet. Your pussy’s swallowing me like it’s been waiting for this.”
Steph’s head tipped back, eyes half-lidded. “It has,” she admitted in a shaky whisper. “I didn’t know it, but it has. It feels so fucking good. Like I’m being filled completely. Like nothing else will ever be enough after this.”


Jeff’s stomach twisted hard at the words.


His hand had slowed on his own cock, fingers still wrapped around it, but the motion had become almost mechanical, stiff and hesitant. His face flushed hot, a sharp pang of something raw and painful flashing across his features. The way she said it, so breathy, so certain, cut deeper than any comparison of size. It wasn’t just physical anymore. It was existential.


Nothing else will ever be enough.


The sentence echoed in his head, heavy and final. His cock was still hard and still leaking, and it throbbed once in his grip, betraying him even as his chest tightened with a strange mix of hurt and twisted arousal. He swallowed thickly, eyes locked on Steph’s face, on the way her expression had gone soft and wrecked with pleasure he’d never seen before.


He didn’t speak. He couldn’t. He just kept stroking himself, slow, almost punishing. As he was unable to look away even as the words burned into him.


Derek began to move with shallow thrusts, only pulling back just an inch or two before sliding forward again, letting her feel every inch dragging along her inner walls.


Steph moaned louder, hips rocking to meet him.


“Fuck… yes… just like that. I can feel the head dragging, catching on that spot inside me. Oh God, yes, right there. It’s so deep and so thick. I’m gonna come just from this — just from feeling you inside me.”


Derek’s hands returned to her breasts, cupping them firmly. He leaned down again, tongue swirling around one nipple before sucking it into his mouth. He switched to the other, licking and sucking while his hips kept their slow, steady rhythm, feeding her another inch with each careful thrust.


Steph’s fingers dug into his back. “Your mouth, your cock… it’s too much. I can feel you everywhere. Every suck on my nipple makes my pussy squeeze around you like it’s begging for more.”


Derek lifted his head, trailing kisses up her neck with his wet, open mouth, sucking lightly at the sensitive skin just below her ear.


“You feel so fucking good around me,” he whispered against her throat. “So tight. So wet. Your pussy’s gripping me like it never wants to let go.”


Steph’s head fell back further, exposing more of her neck. She moaned, loud and needy, as Derek’s lips and tongue worked their way up to her jaw.


Then she turned her head, caught his mouth with hers, and kissed him, deep and hungry, like he was her lover and not her husband’s friend. Their tongues met, sliding together, tasting each other while Derek continued the slow, relentless push deeper inside her.


Steph broke the kiss just long enough to gasp against his lips.


“Deeper, please. I want all of you.”


Derek groaned into her mouth, hips rocking forward, another careful inch, then another, until she had taken just over half his length. Steph’s eyes rolled back slightly, mouth falling open in a silent cry as the stretch reached its peak for now.


Fuck. I already feel stuffed. My pussy’s so stretched. I can feel the head pressing against my deepest walls. It’s too much, and I still want more.


“It’s so deep already,” she panted against Derek’s lips. "There’s so much left to take, but, God, it feels incredible. Your cock’s so thick. It’s rubbing every sensitive spot inside me at once. I can feel you throbbing and pulsing against my walls. It’s driving me crazy.”


Derek kissed her again, slower this time, deeper. His tongue slid against hers as he held himself still, letting her feel the full weight of what she’d taken.


“You’re doing amazing, baby,” he murmured into the kiss. “So tight around me and so wet. Your pussy’s made for my cock.”


Steph moaned into his mouth, hips rocking in tiny, desperate circles, savoring the feeling of being stretched and filled so completely.


“I think it must have been,” she whispered against his lips, voice trembling with pleasure. “Your cock feels so much better than any other cock I’ve had.”


Derek groaned low in his throat at her words, hips giving another slow, shallow thrust but careful not to push past what she could take.


Jeff’s hand stilled completely on his cock. His face went pale for a second, then flushed deep red. The sentence hit like a punch, quiet but devastating.


So much better than any other…


His own cock, still hard and leaking, gave a helpless twitch in his grip. The humiliation burned, sharp and bright, but beneath it was something darker, hotter: a twisted rush of arousal that made his balls tighten and his shaft throb harder. 

He stared at Steph’s face, soft, wrecked, completely lost in the pleasure Derek was giving her and felt his stomach knot even as his hand started moving again, slow and deliberate, stroking himself to the rhythm of Derek’s careful thrusts. ?


Chapter 8: Rearranged

Derek held himself still for a long moment, letting Steph feel the full weight of what she’d taken. Over half his length had buried inside her. The thick head already pressed hard against the deepest part of her channel. Her pussy fluttered around him, walls clenching and releasing in frantic little spasms as her body tried to adjust.


Steph’s head tipped back against the cushion, eyes half-lidded, lips parted on shallow, trembling breaths.


Oh God. So full. He’s not all the way in and I already feel stuffed to the brim. My pussy’s never been stretched like this, never had to open this wide, this deep.


She exhaled shakily, voice soft and wrecked.


“You’re so deep already. I can feel the head pushing my cervix out of the way and knocking on the back wall of my pussy.”


Derek groaned low, hips rocking forward in the tiniest increment, testing but gentle. Another inch sank in. Steph’s back arched sharply, a soft cry escaping her throat.


“Fuck, yes… more. I can feel you opening me up even wider. It’s like my insides are being molded and reshaped to fit you.”


Derek’s hands slid to her hips, holding her steady as he began to move with deep strokes, never pulling out all the way leaving a few inches in before sliding in to the back wall of her pussy again. Each thrust fed her another careful fraction, until he bottomed out at roughly eight inches. It was still only about three-quarters of his full length, but he already pressed hard against her cervix, the thick head battering past the firm ring with every deep push.


Steph’s eyes rolled back, mouth falling open in a long, broken moan.


“Ohhh, fuck. Right there. You’re… you’re hitting the back wall of my pussy so hard. My pussy’s never felt anything like this. You’re opening me so wide, so deep. It’s like you’re carving out space inside me with every thrust.”


Derek’s rhythm stayed measured each stroke dragging his thick shaft along her walls, the head kissing her cervix over and over. Steph’s thighs trembled, her pussy clenching hard around him with every deep plunge.


“It feels so fucking good,” she panted. “Your cock is so thick and so long. It’s filling every part of me. I can feel you pressing against the back wall like you’re trying to push through it. No one’s ever reached that deep before. It’s… it’s transforming me. My pussy’s going to remember this shape, this stretch forever.”


Jeff stood frozen beside the couch, hand wrapped around his own cock, stroking slowly. Every word Steph spoke landed like a quiet hammer — humiliating, cutting, devastating.


No one’s ever reached that deep, transforming her, remember this shape forever…


The words burned in his chest, sharp and painful. His face flushed hot, shame twisting in his gut. But his cock throbbed harder with every syllable, leaking steadily, the head slick and swollen. He couldn’t stop. The humiliation only made him harder, made his hand move faster despite himself. He stared at his wife’s wrecked expression, at the way her body arched and trembled under Derek’s slow, deep thrusts, and felt his balls tighten with a dark, twisted arousal he couldn’t deny.


Steph’s voice cracked again as Derek gave another slow, deep push.


“God, yes. Fuck me slow like that. I can feel every inch, every vein. You’re opening me so wide and so deep. My pussy’s never been this open before. It’s like you’re molding everything inside me and making space just for you.”


Derek leaned down, capturing her mouth in another deep, hungry kiss. Steph moaned into it, tongue sliding against his, hands clutching his back as he continued the slow, relentless push deeper inside her.


Steph broke the kiss to gasp against his lips.


“Harder, please. I need it harder now. Fuck me harder, Derek. I want to feel you really stretch me, really rearrange my pussy.”


Derek’s eyes darkened. He braced one hand beside her head, the other gripping her hip, and began to thrust harder, still controlled, but deeper and faster, each stroke driving in the thick eight inches she could accommodate, the head slamming against her fornix with every deep plunge.


Steph’s moans turned into sharp, broken cries.


“Yes, yes, fuck… right there! You’re hitting my back wall so hard. It’s like you’re trying to push through it. My pussy’s so stretched and so full. I can feel you everywhere. You're pressing my cervix and reshaping me. Fuck, it’s so good. I’m gonna come. I’m gonna come so hard on your big cock.”


Her body began to shake, thighs trembling, pussy clenching hard around him in frantic spasms. Derek kept the pace steady, deep, relentless, with each thrust driving her closer.


Steph’s eyes squeezed shut, mouth falling open in a silent scream as her orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy convulsed violently around Derek’s cock, walls fluttering and squeezing as she came hard, gushing wetly. Her release sprayed out around his shaft in sharp, forceful spurts. The clear fluid arced from her pussy, soaking the couch cushion beneath her and dripping onto the floor in glistening puddles.


Derek groaned at the sight, pulling out just enough to let her spray freely, his cock taking a direct hit of the spray, becoming coated in her release. Steph’s hips bucked wildly as Derek used his cock to smack her clit, another gush spilling out, then another. Her pussy pulsed and squirted in rhythmic waves as she rode out the intense climax.


Derek and Steph both turned their heads toward Jeff at the same moment.


Jeff stood there, his cock rigid and leaking, his hand moving frantically now. His eyes were wide and dark, and his face flushed deep red. His breathing was ragged, chest heaving. The sight of his wife squirting all over another man’s cock, the way her pussy gushed and spasmed around Derek’s thick shaft, had pushed him right to the edge.


Steph’s voice came out shaky, wrecked, but laced with dark amusement.


“Look at him, Derek. He’s so hard again. Watching you fuck me and watching me squirt all over your big black cock. It’s turning him on so much.”


Derek chuckled low, sliding back in slowly, deep and deliberate, making Steph whimper again as another small squirt escaped her.


“Yeah, I see that,” Derek murmured, eyes locked on Jeff’s stroking hand. “Your husband loves seeing you get stretched and filled by a real cock, doesn’t he? Loves watching you come apart on me.”


Steph moaned, hips rocking up to meet Derek’s next thrust.


“He does,” she gasped, voice trembling. “Look at him, stroking himself while you rearrange my pussy. He’s never made me squirt like this and never filled me this deep. And he loves it. He loves watching your big black cock make me come harder than he ever could.”


Jeff’s cock throbbed violently in his grip, pre-cum dripping steadily. The humiliation burned, but it only made him harder, made his cock jump frantically as he watched Derek’s thick shaft disappear into his wife again and again.


Steph’s eyes locked on Jeff’s.


“Come for me, baby,” she whispered. “Come watching him fuck me… watching him stretch me and fill me and make me squirt again.”


Jeff’s entire body tensed. A low, broken groan tore from his throat, and he came again with hard, thick ropes of cum erupting from his cock, splattering across the floor and the edge of the couch. His knees buckled, hand milking every last spurt as he stared at Steph’s wrecked, dripping pussy still stretched wide around Derek’s massive length.


Steph moaned at the sight, her own body trembling as another small squirt escaped her, soaking the couch further.


Derek kept thrusting, drawing out every aftershock while Steph stared at her husband’s spent, twitching cock.


She softened her voice, turning sweet and tender as she looked at Jeff.


“Baby, thank you so much,” she whispered, eyes shining with a mix of love and lust. “Thank you for letting Derek fuck me so well tonight. Look at what he’s doing to me. Can you tell how good he feels inside me? I’m so grateful you’re okay with this and that you’re letting your friend take care of me like this.”


She reached out her free hand toward Jeff, her fingers still slick with Derek’s precum, and brushed them gently along his arm.


“I love you so much for being brave enough to watch, to let this happen. Derek’s cock is just so much better at filling me up. I think I’m going to need a lot more of it while he’s here this weekend. Every night and maybe every morning too. I need to feel this stretch again and again. I need him to keep fucking me until I can’t walk straight.”


Derek’s thrusts slowed slightly, letting her speak, his hand sliding up to cup her breast again.


Steph’s voice stayed soft, loving, but the words were filthy.


“Baby, is it really turning you on? Watching your friend’s big black cock stretch my pussy and make me squirt? Fill me deeper than you ever could?”


Jeff’s cock, still twitching from his second orgasm, gave another weak throb. He nodded, voice hoarse and broken.


“Yeah, it is. Fuck. It really is.”


Steph’s eyes softened even more, but her smile turned wicked.


“Good boy,” she whispered. “Because I have to feel Derek come in me. I need to feel that flood of cum inside my pussy, pumping deep, filling me up completely. I know it’s risky, and I know I could end up pregnant, but right now, I just need to feel it. I need to feel him unload everything he’s got right inside me.”


Jeff’s hand moved to himself again, his spent cock already starting to harden once more at her words.


Steph turned her head back to Derek, voice dropping to a needy whisper.


“Please, come inside me. Fill my cunt. Let me feel that hot flood deep in my pussy.”


Derek groaned, hips picking up speed again using deep, claiming thrusts that made Steph cry out with every plunge.?


Chapter 9: Claimed

Derek’s hips snapped forward even harder now, deeper, every thrust driving the same thick eight inches to the hilt. The head of his cock slammed against Steph’s fornix with each powerful stroke, the firm back wall of her pussy yielding just enough to let him stretch her slightly more. Then he pulled back until the flared ridge of his head tugged at her swollen lips, stretching them outward before plunging in again. The wet, obscene sound of skin slapping skin filled the room, punctuated by Steph’s sharp, broken cries.


Steph’s hands clutched at his shoulders, nails digging in as her body rocked with every impact. Her pussy gripped him desperately, clenching and fluttering around his girth, still only able to take three quarters of his length, but stretched so wide she felt every vein, every ridge dragging along her walls.


Derek’s voice dropped lower, rougher, thick with lust as he leaned down, lips brushing her ear.


“You feel that, baby? That’s my cock claiming your pussy. Stretching it. Owning it. You’ve been teasing me all night by showing off that tight little white cameltoe, and now that pussy is finally taking what it’s been begging for.”


Steph moaned, head tipping back, eyes rolling as another deep thrust battered her her back wall.


“Yes… fuck, yes… Claim it! Claim my pussy, Derek. It’s yours tonight. It’s yours!”


Derek growled, hips slamming forward again harder, making her cry out as the head pressed ruthlessly against her deepest wall.


“That’s right. This pussy was made for black cock. Look at you, dripping all over me, taking every inch I give you. You want my nut, don’t you? You want me to flood this tight little pussy and fill you up with every thick drop.”


Steph’s thighs trembled, pussy clenching hard around him. 

“Yes, my God, yes! I want it! I want your nut. I want to feel you come inside me. Fill me so deep it never comes out!”


Derek’s pace quickened, still controlled, but relentless, each thrust pulling her lips outward with the ridge of his head before slamming back in, the head battering her cervix over and over.


“Beg for it,” he growled. “Beg for this black nut, Steph. Tell me how bad you need it, how bad you need me to pump you full.”
Steph’s voice cracked, desperate, broken by every punishing thrust.


“Please, Derek. Please… give me your nut. I need it. I need to feel you come inside me and flood my pussy. Fill me up. I’ve never… never felt anything like this. I need your cum. I need it so bad. Please, come in me. Claim me.”


Derek slowed just enough to lean in closer, his voice dropping to a dark, seductive murmur against her ear.


“You know what could happen if I give you this load, don’t you? I could knock you up, put a black baby right in this tight white pussy.”


Steph’s breath hitched, her pussy clenched hard around him at the words, a fresh gush of wetness coating his shaft. Her eyes fluttered, wide and glassy, lips parted on a shaky moan.


“I… I know,” she whispered, voice trembling with a mix of fear and overwhelming need. “It’s risky. So fucking risky. But God, the thought of it, the thought of feeling you come so deep, flooding me. It makes me so wet. Please, give it to me anyway. I need to feel it. I need to feel you fill me completely.”


Derek groaned, hips snapping forward again, harder and deeper, each thrust slamming into her fornix with bruising force.


“That’s my girl,” he rasped. “Begging for this black nut. Begging to be filled. You want it, don’t you? Want me to pump you full. You want me to risk knocking you up with my seed?”


“Yes! Yes! Fuck, yes!” Steph’s voice broke into sharp cries, hips bucking wildly to meet him. “Give it to me! Please, come in me! Flood my pussy! I need it. I need your cum so bad.”


Derek’s breathing grew ragged, muscles tensing, thrusts turning erratic. It was still only a little more than eight inches inside her, but every slam hitting her deepest wall, every pull tugging her lips outward, every plunge stretching her wider.


“Fuck, here it comes, baby. You ready? You ready for this load?”
Steph’s eyes rolled back, body shaking, pussy spasming wildly around him.


“Yes! Yes! Give it to me! Come in me! Fill me, please…”


Derek’s hips slammed forward one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and he came with a deep, guttural groan. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her, flooding her pussy in heavy, pulsing jets. Steph cried out, back arching sharply as she felt the first powerful spurt hit her cervix. The warm, thick fluid began pumping into her. Another jet followed, then another, each pulse filling her even more, the sheer volume making her feel more swollen and overflowing and claimed.


Oh God… so much! It’s flooding me. Filling every space. I can feel it splashing against my walls, so deep, so much.


Her pussy clenched hard around him, milking every drop as she came again, harder this time, squirting around his buried cock and soaking his shaft and thighs as her release mixed with his cum.


Derek held himself deep, grinding slowly, letting her feel every last spurt of the thick, endless load until he finally began to soften inside her.


Stephanie’s body trembled, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She looked up at him and then over at Jeff, her eyes dazed, face flushed, lips parted.


Jeff stood there watching, cock rigid again. His hand was frozen mid-stroke just watching the thick white rivulets of Derek’s cum continue to leak from Steph’s open pussy, dripping down her thighs and pooling on the cushion beneath her.
Steph’s voice came out soft, wrecked, but still sweet.


“Baby, look, he filled me so full. I can feel it everywhere inside me. So warm and so thick. It’s like he’s still claiming me even after.”


She reached down, fingers sliding through the creamy mess leaking from her, then brought them to her lips, tasting him, but her eyes never left Jeff’s.


Jeff’s hand moved again, faster, his cock throbbing at the sight of his wife tasting another man’s cum, at the way she was still stretched and dripping from being fucked so thoroughly.


Steph smiled softly, voice trembling with aftershocks.


“I love you, baby. Thank you for letting him do this to me.”


Derek slowly pulled out, inch by inch, until the thick head slipped free with a wet pop. A thick gush of cum followed, spilling from Steph’s gaping pussy, coating her thighs and the couch in a creamy flood.


Steph moaned at the sudden emptiness, then looked at Jeff again. Her eyes were soft, loving, but still dark with lust.


“I’m going to need this again, babe. Tonight, tomorrow, likely all weekend. I need to feel that cock inside me and filling me, coming in me, over and over.”


Jeff’s hand sped up, desperate, and he came again. It was weaker this time. Thin streams of cum running down his shaft and hand, landing on the floor as he watched his wife’s gaping, leaking pussy still twitching from Derek’s load.


Steph reached out, brushing her cum slick fingers along Jeff’s arm.


“I love you,” she whispered. “Thank you for letting me have this.”


Derek leaned down, kissing her softly but possessively, claiming her. Then he looked at Jeff with a small, knowing smile.


Jeff could only nod. He was breathless and spent but impossibly aroused. He wasn't sure if he was ready for whatever came next, but he knew that it would be more arousing than he could ever imagine.?


Chapter 10: The Aftermath

The room was quiet now except for the low hum of the muted television and the soft, uneven breathing of three people coming down from something irreversible.


Steph lay on her back on the couch, legs still spread, thighs slick and trembling. Derek’s cum leaked slowly from her stretched pussy in thick, white rivulets sliding down her folds and pooling on the cushion beneath her. Her pajama top hung open, breasts flushed and marked with faint red from Derek’s mouth. Her face was still glistening with dried precum, hair damp and tangled.


Jeff sat on the floor beside the couch, back against it, knees drawn up. His shorts were somewhere across the room. His cock had softened completely, resting against his thigh, still slick from his own release. He stared at the carpet, chest rising and falling slowly.


Steph turned her head toward him first. Her voice came out soft, hoarse from moaning.


“Baby…”


Jeff didn’t look up right away. When he did, his eyes were glassy and red-rimmed, looking uncertain.


Steph reached down, fingers brushing his cheek.


“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.


Jeff swallowed. His voice cracked when he spoke.


“I… don’t know.”


Steph sat up slowly, carefully, wincing a little as she shifted. More of Derek’s cum leaked out, dripping down her inner thigh. She ignored it, scooting closer to Jeff until her leg touched his shoulder.


“Talk to me,” she said. “Please.”


Jeff rubbed a hand over his face.


“I watched my wife get fucked by my best friend. And I came twice just watching it. Twice. I don’t even know what that means.”


Steph’s hand found his, lacing their fingers together.


“It means you love me enough to let me feel something I needed,” she said gently. “And it turned you on. A lot. That doesn’t make you wrong or broken. It just makes you human.”


Jeff let out a shaky laugh that sounded more like a sob.


“I heard you say nothing else would ever be enough. That his cock felt better than any other you’ve had. Including mine.”


Steph squeezed his hand.


“I meant it. It slipped out in the moment,” she admitted. “It was so intense, so overwhelming. But that doesn’t mean I don’t love you. That doesn’t mean I want to leave you. You’re my husband. You’re my home.”


Jeff finally looked at her, really looked.


“Are you… going to want this again? With him? While he’s here?”


Steph didn’t lie.


“Yes,” she said softly. “I think I will. Maybe a lot. His cock, it reaches places in me I didn’t know existed. The stretch, the fullness, the way he fills me so completely, I want to feel that again. I want to feel him come inside me again. I know it’s risky. I know I could get pregnant. But right now, the thought of it just makes me wet all over again.”


Jeff’s cock twitched against his thigh, already stirring despite the two orgasms.


Steph noticed. She smiled gently.


“And you… you’re starting to get hard again just hearing me say it.”


Jeff closed his eyes, ashamed and aroused in equal measure.


“Yeah,” he admitted. “Fuck. Yeah. I hate that it turns me on. I hate that I came watching him stretch you and fill you, make you squirt, but I did, and I’m still hard thinking about it.”


Steph leaned down and kissed him softly, slowly, and lovingly.


“I love you,” she whispered against his lips. “Thank you for being honest. We’ll figure it out. If I get pregnant, we’ll deal with it together. Whatever happens, you’re my husband. Nothing changes that.”


Jeff nodded, throat tight.


“I don’t want to lose you,” he said.


“You won’t,” she promised. “This is just something we’re exploring. Together. Even if it’s messy. Even if it hurts sometimes. We’re going to come through this with each other.”
Derek had been quiet, sitting on the arm of the couch, cock still semi-hard and glistening. He spoke now, his voice calm, careful.


“I’m not trying to take her from you, Jeff. I’m your best friend. I love you like a brother. If this stops tomorrow, I’ll respect it. But if she wants more while I’m here, I’ll give it to her. And I’ll respect whatever boundaries you set.”


Jeff looked up at Derek and then back at Steph.


“I don’t know what boundaries I want yet,” he admitted. “But I don’t want to stop it either. Not right now.”


Steph’s eyes softened. She kissed him again but deeper this time and then pulled back and looked at Derek.


She slid off the couch and stood, legs still shaky. Cum dripped down her inner thighs as she moved.


She walked to Derek, placed her hands on his chest, and pushed him gently back until he sat on the couch. Then she climbed onto his lap, straddling him with her soaked pussy hovering just above his once again hardening cock.


She looked back at Jeff over her shoulder.


“I love you,” she said again.


Then she reached down, lined Derek up, and slowly sank onto him, taking him inch by inch until she had pushed the same eight inches in again, gasping as the head pressed hard against her cervix once more.


Derek groaned, hands settling on her hips.


Steph began to ride him using slow, deep rolls of her hips, moaning softly as she felt him fill her again.


But she wasn’t satisfied with eight inches anymore. She wanted more.


She pushed down harder. Slowly and deliberately, she worked her hips in small circles as she tried to take more of his cock. Her pussy stretched further, lips clinging to his shaft as she sank lower. A sharp gasp escaped her.


Fuck, it’s going deeper. It’s so much. I can feel him opening me even deeper. My cervix is right there. I can feel the head pressing harder against it.


She rocked her hips, working him deeper, just another fraction, then another until she had taken all but maybe an inch. The stretch was intense, almost painful, but the fullness and the pressure against her deepest walls made her moan long and low.


“God, yes, almost there,” she panted. “I can feel you so much deeper now. You’re pushing right up against the back, stretching me even more. It’s like my pussy’s opening up for you and making room to swallow your entire black cock.”


Derek groaned, hands gripping her hips, helping her sink lower, but letting her control the pace.


Steph kept working using small, insistent pushes down until she felt the head squeezing past her cervix into the deepest part of her pussy. The fornix, the pocket at the back of her vagina, softened and yielded further under the extreme arousal, allowing the head to press aside the firm ring of her cervix and nudge against the very back wall. The stretch reached its new limit. She had taken nearly the whole thing, maybe ten inches. She was still leaving a little less than an inch outside, but the fullness was overwhelming. The head now rested deep in the posterior fornix, filling her completely in a way she’d never experienced.


She leaned forward, hands braced on Derek’s chest, riding him slowly now and lifting until just the head remained inside, then sinking back down slowly, taking every inch she could manage.


“Fuck, yes. This is it,” she moaned. “I can feel you so deep now, pressing so hard, past my cervix and right against the back wall. It’s like my pussy’s finally opening up completely for you, letting you all the way in. I love it. I love how you fill me.”


Jeff watched, his cock fully hard again seeing her claimed so completely, his hand moving slowly as his wife rode Derek with focused determination, working to take as much of him as her body would allow, moaning with every deep plunge.
Steph looked over her shoulder at Jeff, eyes dark and loving.


“I love you,” she whispered again, almost as though she was projecting a warning for what she was about to do.


Then she turned back to Derek, immediately crashing her mouth against his in a hard, desperate kiss. They kissed deeply, tongues tangling, lips bruising, hands clutching at each other like lovers reunited. She moaned into his mouth, hips still rolling, still working to take him deeper, lost in the overwhelming stretch and fullness.


As she broke the kiss, gasping for air, Steph looked back at Jeff once more, her eyes heavy with lust, voice dropping to a filthy, teasing purr.


“How do you like your new slutty wife, baby?” she asked, rolling her hips in a slow, deep circle that made Derek groan beneath her. “Your sweet little wife riding your friend’s big black cock right in front of you, taking every inch she can and dripping all over him while making out with him.”


Jeff’s hand sped up on his cock, eyes locked on the sight of her pussy stretched wide around Derek’s shaft.


“Do you like seeing your friend’s big black cock fucking your wife?” she continued, voice breathy and wicked. “Look at me. Look how full he keeps me, how he’s stretching me open and making me moan like a whore. He’s going to keep filling me full of his cum every night this weekend, pumping me deep while you watch.”


She leaned forward again, kissing Derek hard, their tongues sliding as they moaned into each other’s mouths. 
Then she pulled back just enough to speak to Jeff over her shoulder.


“He’s already come in me once and flooded my pussy, and I want more. I want him to keep filling me, to keep giving me that thick load until I’m overflowing. And you, you’re so hard watching it happen. You love seeing your wife turned into a slut for big black cock, don’t you?”


Jeff groaned low, hand flying faster on his cock, eyes never leaving the sight of Steph riding Derek. Her pussy was stretched wide, her lips clinging to every inch as she worked herself deeper. Hearing her voice describing it in detail at the same time wasn’t helping to prevent another orgasm from him either.


Steph’s voice turned even filthier, sweet and cruel at the same time.


“Tell me, baby. Does it turn you on knowing your wife’s pussy belongs to Derek’s cock this weekend? That I’m going to be begging for his cum every single night and letting him fill me over and over while you watch? Because I’m going to. I’m going to be his little cum slut, and you’re going to love every second of it.”


Jeff’s body jerked as his cock erupted again in weak, shuddering spurts that dribbled out of his cock and landed on the floor as he watched his wife grind down on Derek, taking every inch she could, moaning like she’d never stop.


Steph smiled wickedly over her shoulder at Jeff’s spent, twitching cock.


“That’s my good boy,” she purred. “Come for me again. Come watching your wife get claimed by big black cock.”


Derek groaned beneath her, hips bucking up to meet her rhythm, hands gripping her ass as she rode him harder, deeper, lost in the stretch, the fullness, the filthy promise of more.


The weekend had only just begun.


Chapter 11: Marital Bed

Derek’s arms tightened around Steph’s thighs, his fingers digging into the soft flesh just below her ass. Without warning, he stood, lifting her effortlessly, her legs still wrapped around his waist, his thick cock still buried deep inside her. Steph gasped, arms flying around his neck as her body rose with him, the sudden shift making his shaft press even harder against her cervix.


“Fuck, Derek,” she breathed, voice trembling with the new angle. “You’re still so deep. I think I’m sliding down, taking you deeper.”


Derek chuckled low, lips brushing her ear.


“I’ve got you, baby. I just want to take you somewhere that I can fuck you properly.”


He began to walk with slow, deliberate steps, keeping his hips pressed tight to hers so his cock never slipped out. Every movement sent a fresh jolt through her, the head grinding against her deepest walls and the thick shaft dragging along her stretched lips. Steph moaned into his neck, legs squeezing tighter around him, pussy clenching rhythmically as he carried her across the den.


Jeff followed silently, his cock still hard, his hand loosely wrapped around it, but his eyes were fixed on the sight of his wife impaled on his best friend’s cock, being carried like she belonged to him.


Derek pushed open the bedroom door with his shoulder. The master bedroom. Jeff and Steph’s marital bed, neatly made, pillows arranged just the way Steph liked felt suddenly foreign and charged.


Steph lifted her head, looking over Derek’s shoulder at the bed, then back at Jeff standing in the doorway. Her voice came out low, lust drenched, and dripping with filthy delight.


“Oh my God, are you really going to fuck me on our bed, Derek? The bed I share with my husband every night?”


Derek grinned against her neck, turning so Jeff could see both their faces.


“Yeah, baby,” he murmured, voice thick. “I’m going to fuck you right here on the bed where you sleep next to him. Where you kiss him goodnight. Where you used to think his cock was enough.”


Steph moaned, hips rolling in tiny circles, grinding herself down on him.


Jeff’s cock swelled in his hand. The words hit him like a punch, humiliating and degrading, but his shaft throbbed, harding again, still covered in his cum from a minute ago. He stepped into the room, eyes locked on where Derek’s thick black cock disappeared into his wife’s stretched, fertile pussy.


Derek carried her to the edge of the bed and lowered her slowly onto her back, keeping his cock buried the whole time. The mattress dipped under their weight. Steph’s legs fell open wide, knees bent, feet planted on the comforter, the same comforter she and Jeff had picked out together years ago.


Derek stayed inside her, hips rocking in shallow, teasing thrusts, never pulling out more than a few inches before driving back in, the head slamming against her cervix with every stroke.


Steph looked up at him, then over at Jeff standing at the foot of the bed with his hand stroking his smaller cock again.


“You see this, baby?” she purred at Jeff, voice sweet and cruel. “Your friend’s big black cock, fucking me on our marital bed. Right where you fuck me, or at least, where you used to.”


She gave a teasing grin, causing Jeff to groan before squeezing his dick hard to prevent coming again too quickly.


Derek leaned down, sucking one of her nipples into his mouth while his hips kept their steady rhythm. Deep, claiming thrusts made the head of his cock batter her deep over and over.


Steph’s fingers grasped Derek’s head, holding him to her breast.


“God, yes, fuck me right here, Derek. Fuck me on the bed I share with my husband. Show him how a real cock fucks his wife.”


Derek lifted his head, lips wet, eyes locked on hers.


“You like that, don’t you? Getting fucked on his bed, taking this black cock where he sleeps next to you every night.”


Steph moaned, hips bucking up to meet him.


“Yes. Fuck, yes. I love it. I love feeling you stretch me and claim me. Right here. Right where he used to think he could satisfy you.”


She turned her head toward Jeff, eyes dark and wicked.


“Baby, look how deep he is. Look how he’s filling me and stretching me. He's making me his. You love watching, don’t you? Watching your friend take what used to be yours.”


Jeff couldn’t hold back longer. His hand flew faster, his cock leaking steadily, eyes never leaving the sight of Derek’s thick shaft disappearing into his wife’s pussy.


Steph’s voice turned breathy, desperate.


“Fuck me harder, Derek. Please. I want to feel you come again. I want you to fill my pussy again, flood me, right here on our bed. I want to sleep in the wet spot you leave. I want to wake up with your cum still leaking out of me, maybe even carrying your black baby from right here on our marital bed.”


Derek groaned, pace quickening. He was almost entirely in her now, every thrust slamming hard against her cervix, making her cry out.


“You want that, don’t you?” he rasped. “Want me to breed you right here? On the bed you share with him? Want my seed to take root in this tight white pussy while your husband watches?”


Steph’s eyes rolled back, body shaking.


“Yes! Fuck, yes! Breed me! Fill me up. Knock me up right here on our bed!”


Jeff’s hand sped up, desperate, frantic, his cock throbbing violently at the filthy, breeding talk. The humiliation burned hotter than ever, but it only made him harder, made him stroke faster as he watched Derek’s thick shaft disappear into his wife again and again.


Steph’s cries grew louder, more frantic.


“Give it to me! Please, come in me. Flood my pussy. Breed me on our bed. Let my husband watch you knock me up…”


Derek’s hips snapped forward one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and he came with a deep, guttural groan. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her, flooding her pussy again in heavy, pulsing jets. Steph cried out, back arching sharply as she felt the first powerful spurt hit her cervix. It was warm, thick, filling her completely. Another jet followed, then another with each pulse filling her even more, the sheer volume causing the fluid to leak out around where Derek's cock joined with her.


Oh God. It's so much. He’s flooding me again, filling every space. I can feel it splashing against my walls so deep in me. It's so hot.


Her pussy clenched hard around him, milking every drop as she came again, harder this time, squirting around his buried cock, soaking his shaft and thighs as her release mixed with his cum.


Derek held himself deep, grinding slowly, letting her feel every last spurt of the thick, endless cum, until the flow finally stopped and he began to soften inside her.


Steph’s body trembled, breath coming in ragged gasps. She looked up more aroused than ever. She looked at Jeff briefly, almost guiltily, before turning back to Derek to softly kiss him.


Jeff stood there, cock twitching, spent for the third time, watching the thick white rivulets of Derek’s cum slowly leak from Steph’s stretched pussy, dripping down her thighs and soaking their marital bed.


Steph smiled softly, voice trembling with aftershocks.


“I love you, baby. Thank you for letting him fuck your wife in our bed.”


Derek pulled out his massive cock. The thick cum followed, draining from Steph’s open pussy, coating her thighs and the sheets in thick streams of pearlescent fluid.


Steph moaned at the sudden emptiness, then looked at Jeff again. Her eyes were soft and loving, but still dark with lust.


“I’m going to need this again tonight. I'm going to need it all weekend. I need to feel that cock inside me filling me up and coming in me, over and over, right here on our bed.”


Jeff felt his cock twitch at her words. As he pictured his wife taking his friend's big cock all weekend, he wondered how many times it would be possible for him to come in that amount of time or if it'd kill him.


Steph smiled at him. Her eyes were kind and almost apologetic.


“I love you, babe,” she whispered. “Thank you for letting me have this. I'll make it up to you somehow.”


Derek grinned. "I think your already doing more than making it up to him by how many times he's come watching us."


"He's not wrong," Jeff said, nodding. He was breathless, spent, and still aroused.


After a long, quiet moment, Jeff stepped back toward the doorway. He looked at Steph one last time. Her body still trembled, her pussy still leaked Derek’s cum onto the sheets. Then he looked at Derek, who met his eyes with calm understanding.


“I’ll give you two some privacy tonight,” Jeff said, voice rough but steady. “Sleep here. I’ll take the couch.”


Steph’s expression softened further, eyes shining with gratitude and love.


“Thank you, baby,” she whispered. “I love you.”


Jeff gave a small nod, turned, and walked out, closing the bedroom door softly behind him.


In the quiet bedroom, Derek shifted, lying back against the pillows and pulling Steph down with him. She curled into his side, her head on his chest and one leg draped over his thigh, with his softening cock still nestled against her hip. His arm wrapped around her shoulders and hand his hand rested possessively on her lower back.


Steph sighed. She was content and sated but exhausted.


Derek pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead. “Sleep, beautiful,” he murmured.


Steph smiled against his skin, eyes already drifting closed. They drifted off together. Their bodies tangled, her cheek on his chest, his heartbeat steady beneath her ear — on the bed she shared with her husband. And now Derek as well.


Chapter 12: Midnight

Jeff woke to the sound of the bed creaking.


It was rhythmic, steady and insistent, the same slow, deep cadence that had filled his ears in the bedroom earlier. He lay on the couch for a long moment, eyes open in the dark, listening. Soft moans filtered through the hallway, low and female, punctuated by the deeper, rougher groans of a man. The headboard tapped the wall in time with the wet slap of skin on skin.


His cock stirred immediately, already half-hard before he was fully awake. He sat up slowly, heart hammering, the blanket falling away. The house was quiet except for them: the mattress springs, the muffled gasps, the occasional filthy whisper that carried just far enough to reach him.


They’re fucking again. Right now. In our bed.


Jeff stood, barefoot on the hardwood, cock now fully erect and leaking against his thigh. He didn’t bother covering himself. He walked down the hall in silence, stopping just outside the bedroom door. It was cracked open maybe an inch, maybe two. It was just enough for the moonlight from the bedroom window to spill out providing sufficient light in the room for Jeff to see.


Steph was on her back in the middle of their marital bed, legs hooked over Derek’s shoulders, knees pushed toward her chest. Derek was braced above her, hips rolling in long, powerful strokes. Each one buried his entire cock now, pulling back until the thick head tugged at her entrance, then driving forward again. The sheets were already twisted beneath them, stained and damp.


Steph’s hands clutched Derek’s back, nails raking red lines down his dark skin. Her head was thrown back, throat exposed, mouth open in a constant stream of broken moans and filthy words.


“Fuck, yes. It's so deep. Give it to me, Derek. Stretch me again. God, your cock feels so fucking good inside me,” Steph moaned.


Derek’s voice was low and possessive. He was thinking they were completely alone.


“This pussy is mine now, Steph. Not just tonight. Not just this weekend. I’m claiming it. Every inch of it. You feel how deep I am? How perfectly you open for me? This tight white cunt belongs to my black cock from now on. Whenever I’m in town, whenever I want it, you’re going to spread for me. You’re going to take this dick and beg for my cum like the needy little slut you are.”


Jesus Christ. He’s telling her it’s his now, and not just for the weekend. And she’s moaning like she agrees.


Steph whimpered, hips bucking up to meet every thrust, her voice cracking with a sudden note of worry even as her pussy clenched hard around him.


“Yes. Fuck yes. It’s yours when you want it, but… Derek… Jeff… I don’t want to hurt him. I love him. I don’t want to leave him. He’s my husband.”


She’s worried about me. She still loves me. But she’s not stopping. She’s still fucking him, though, still letting him talk like he owns her.


Derek slowed just enough to lean down, lips brushing her ear, voice dark and soothing yet still commanding.


“Shhh, baby, he’s okay. He gets off on this, on knowing his wife’s pussy is getting owned by a real cock. He’ll stay your husband. He’ll hold your hand, kiss you goodnight. But this pussy? This pussy answers to me now. You’re going to crave this dick even when I’m gone. You’ll be thinking about it and aching for it. You'll be touching yourself to the memory of how I stretch you and fill you, to how I make you come like he never could.”


He’s right. I’m hard as fuck listening to this. I hate it, but I’m stroking myself right now. I can’t stop. She’s going to crave him, and I’m not going to be able to stop her.


Steph’s breath hitched, tears pricking her eyes even as her hips rocked frantically to meet him.


“I… I know. I know his cock will never be enough now... never again. And that breaks my heart, but God, this feels so fucking good. I need it. I need your cock. I need you to keep owning me.”


Derek groaned, hips snapping forward, deeper, making her cry out as the head pressed ruthlessly against her deepest wall. The wet squelch of her pussy taking him echoed louder, her juices coating his shaft and dripping down to soak the sheets.


“That’s my girl. You love me owning this pussy. You love how I stretch you and fill you, how I make you come harder than he ever could. You’re going to be texting me, begging me to come back, begging for this black cock to wreck you again while your husband sits beside you knowing his wife’s pussy belongs to me.”


Steph sobbed with pleasure, body shaking, pussy spasming wildly around him.


“Yes… yours. It’s yours. Fuck me. Own me. Make me yours. I’ll beg. I’ll need it. I’ll be your little slut whenever you want.”


Derek’s thrusts grew harder, faster as he used his entire cock sending every slam to hit her deepest wall, every pull tugging her lips outward, every plunge stretching her wider. The headboard banged louder against the wall, the mattress creaking under the force, the slick, filthy sounds of her drenched pussy being fucked filling the room.


“You’re mine, Steph. This pussy, this tight little hole squeezing me, it’s all mine now. Your husband can have your heart, but this cunt? This cunt answers to me.”


Steph’s cries turned frantic.


“Yes, yours! Fuck me and own me! Make me come again! Fill me, please!”


Derek’s breathing grew ragged, muscles tensing.


“Fuck… here it comes, baby. You ready? You ready for this load?”


Steph’s eyes rolled back, body shaking, pussy spasming wildly around him.


“Yes, oh God, yes! Give it to me! Come in me! Fill your pussy!”
Derek’s hips slammed forward one final time, burying himself deep, and he came with a deep, guttural groan. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her, flooding her pussy in heavy, pulsing jets. Steph moaned, her own orgasm crashing over her, her pussy spasming wildly around him as it squirted again in sharp bursts that soaked his shaft and the already drenched sheets beneath them.


Jeff leaned against the doorframe, hand slowly stroking his cock, eyes locked on the sight. His wife’s legs were hooked over Derek’s shoulders. Her pussy was stretched obscenely around that thick black shaft. Her body rocking with every punishing thrust as her mouth spilled filth he’d never heard her say before, filth that cut him deep and made him come harder than he ever had.


She’s telling him it’s his pussy. That she’ll beg for it. That she’ll be his slut. And she’s crying while she says it. She loves me, but she needs this. And I’m coming again just listening to her give herself to him.


Jeff’s hand stopped, his cock erupting in silent, shuddering spurts that landed on the hallway floor as he watched his wife get filled again. He watched Derek’s cum overflow and leak from her stretched pussy, watched her tremble and moan beneath the man who had just claimed her for far longer than one weekend.


They collapsed together with Derek still buried inside her, hips grinding lazily, milking the last drops, while Steph clung to him, whispering broken praise against his neck.


Jeff stayed in the doorway a moment longer, spent, shaking, and then grabbed a towel to wipe up his mess from the floor. After, he turned and walked silently back to the couch.


He lay down, staring at the ceiling, cock still twitching, heart pounding, mind reeling.


It was only Thursday night. How many times would he end up coming before Sunday night?


Chapter 13: Friday Morning

Jeff woke to the sound of the bed creaking again.


Sunlight streamed through the living room blinds, golden and harsh. It was morning, probably close to nine. The sounds were the unmistakable rhythmic thud of the headboard against the wall and the wet slap of bodies colliding. Steph’s breathy moans rising and falling in time with Derek’s low grunts filled the void between the slaps and thuds. They weren’t trying to be quiet this time. They knew it was late enough that Jeff wouldn’t mind.


Again? Already?


His cock stiffened under the blanket before his brain fully caught up. He lay there for a minute, listening to the mattress springs groaning, Steph gasping. "Yes, so deep, fuck me just like that….” Then, he quietly pushed the blanket off and stood. He didn’t bother with clothes. Naked, hard, and leaking, he padded down the hallway again.


The bedroom door was open wider this time, almost fully. 

Derek had Steph on her stomach now, face down, ass up, one hand pressing between her shoulder blades while the other gripped her hip. He was fucking her with long, powerful strokes of ten plus inches disappearing into her with every push. He pulled the thick head back, tugging at her lips before slamming home again. Steph’s fingers clutched the sheets, her face buried in the pillow as she moaned into the fabric.


Jeff leaned against the doorframe, hand wrapping around his cock, stroking slowly as he watched. They didn’t notice him. 

No one else mattered at that point.


Derek’s voice rumbled low, possessive.


“Fuck, this pussy’s still so tight after last night. Still dripping my cum and still begging for more.”


Steph whimpered, pushing back to meet him.


“Yes, keep fucking me. I need it, need your cock. I need you to fill me again.”


Jeff came silently with quiet spurts into the towel he picked up from the floor. Then he slipped away before they finished, heart pounding and mind spinning.


Breakfast was surreal.


They went to a small café a few blocks away. They were three people who looked like they were just friends on a casual Friday morning. Except they weren’t just friends.


Steph sat next to Derek in the booth. She wore a simple loose sundress with a floral pattern. She wore no bra, though, and her hair was still messy from sleep and sex. Derek’s arm rested casually along the back of the booth, fingers occasionally brushing her bare shoulder. Steph leaned into him every time she laughed at something he said. She fed him a bite of her waffle from her fork, giggling when syrup dripped on his lip. She wiped it off with her thumb, then sucked it clean—eyes flicking to Jeff for a split second before returning to Derek.


Jeff sat across from them, mostly silent, stirring his coffee. He felt like a ghost at the table. Every time Steph laughed at one of Derek’s jokes or her hand rested on Derek’s thigh under the table or when Derek leaned in to whisper something that made her blush, Jeff felt the distance grow. They weren’t rude. They included him in the conversation. But their eyes kept finding each other. Their bodies kept gravitating together. Jeff was there, but he wasn’t with them.


He caught Steph looking at him once with a soft, almost guilty glance, and she reached across the table to squeeze his hand.


“You okay, baby?” she asked quietly.


Jeff forced a smile.


“Yeah. Just… tired.”


She nodded, but her thumb stroked the back of his hand like she was apologizing.


Once they were back at the house, Derek didn’t even wait for the door to fully close.


He scooped Steph up again in the same way he’d carried her to the bedroom the night before with her legs wrapping around his waist as her dress rode up. She laughed, delighted, arms around his neck as he carried her straight down the hall to the bedroom.


Jeff followed, cock already stirring again.


The bedroom door stayed open this time. Derek laid her on the bed, still in her sundress, and pushed it up around her waist. No panties. She was still swollen, still leaking from earlier. Derek dropped his shorts, cock springing free. He was already hard again. The thick and veined cock slid into her in one long, smooth stroke. Steph moaned, legs wrapping around him, heels digging into his ass.


“Fuck, yes… just like that. Fill me again,” she begged.


They fucked, slow at first, then harder. Derek’s hips snapped quickly making the bed creak. Steph’s moans rose louder and higher in pitch. Jeff stood in the doorway watching until they both came again. Derek groaned as he flooded her yet again, causing Steph to cry out as she clenched around him.


Afterward, Derek kissed her forehead, pulled out, and walked out of the bedroom. He was still naked, cock soft and glistening and headed straight to the living room. He dropped onto the couch next to Jeff, grabbed the remote, and turned the basketball game on.


Steph stayed in the bedroom. Likely trying to get some of the sleep she lost overnight.


Jeff sat stiffly, shorts tented, unsure what to say.


Derek spoke first. It was casual, but with a new edge of command in his voice, like he already knew exactly how hard Jeff was.


“You good, man?”


Jeff swallowed, shifting uncomfortably.


“I… yeah. I think so.”


Derek leaned back, spreading his legs a little wider, his heavy cock resting against his thigh. He glanced sideways at Jeff, a small smirk tugging at his mouth.


“You watched us this morning, didn’t you?” Derek asked.
Jeff’s face burned. He nodded once, eyes fixed on the TV.


“Yeah.”


Derek chuckled low.


“Good. I figured you would. You like seeing me fuck your wife, don’t you? Like seeing her take a real cock on the bed you two share.”


Jeff’s cock twitched visibly in his shorts. He fought the urge to cover himself, fought the hot shame flooding his chest.


Stop it. Stop being such a fucking wimp. Say something. Tell him it’s too much.


But his mouth betrayed him.


“Yeah. I do.”


Derek’s smirk widened. He reached down casually and gave his own cock a slow stroke, not even pretending to hide it.


“Thought so. She’s still in there napping now. She's worn out from taking my load twice already. But tonight, I’m gonna want her again. Probably a few times. And she’s gonna beg for it. You gonna watch every time?”


Jeff’s throat was dry. He wanted to say no. He wanted to reclaim some dignity. Instead his voice came out small, submissive.


“If… if that’s what she wants.”


Derek nodded like he’d expected exactly that answer.


“Good boy. Because she does want you to be a part of this. She told me while I was balls deep in her this morning. She said your cock will never be enough for her again, but she wants you to stay with her. Said she’s addicted now. And you… you’re gonna sit right here and watch me own that pussy all weekend. Maybe longer.”


Jeff’s stomach twisted. The words burned, humiliating, emasculating, but his hand moved almost on its own, palming his throbbing cock through his shorts.


Fight it. Tell him to back off. You’re not a fucking cuck.


But he stayed silent, breathing shallow, eyes flicking to Derek’s heavy cock resting on his thigh.


Derek noticed. His voice dropped, dominant and calm.


“Look at you. Already hard again just hearing me talk about it. It’s okay, Jeff. You don’t have to pretend with me. We both know what you are now. You’re the husband, the cuck, and I’m the one who fucks her the way she needs. You just get to watch and stroke that little dick while I fill her up.”


Jeff’s face flamed hotter. He wanted to argue. He wanted to be a man. Instead he whispered, voice cracking:


“Yeah. I know.”


Derek gave a satisfied hum and turned back to the game, one hand lazily resting on his cock like he owned the whole room.


“Smart man. Now relax. Game’s on. Steph’ll come out when she’s ready for round three.”


Jeff sat there—hard, ashamed, and completely unable to look away—while the basketball played on and the reality of the weekend settled deeper into his bones.


Chapter 14: Afternoon Game

The basketball game had just tipped off when Steph emerged from the bedroom.


She wore only Jeff’s old college team t-shirt. It was oversized, faded and ended high on her thighs. She had nothing underneath. Her hair was still damp from the shower, loose and wavy, framing a face that was flushed and soft. Cum from earlier that hadn't been washed away in the shower still leaked slowly down her inner thighs in thin, creamy trails. Her nipples were visibly hard against the thin cotton, and every step made the hem ride up just enough to flash the swollen, reddened lips of her pussy.


Jeff and Derek were still on the couch. Jeff sat on one end, Derek sprawled on the other but encroaching on the middle, legs wide, still naked, cock flaccid but still meaty and resting thick against his thigh. The TV was on, volume low, commentators murmuring about defense.


Steph paused in the doorway, eyes flicking between them. Then she walked over to them.





She slid onto the couch in the middle and leaned into Derek’s side. Her head came to rest on his shoulder, and she draped one bare leg over his thigh. Derek’s arm came around her immediately, possessive but casual, hand resting high on her hip with his thumb brushing the underside of her breast through the shirt.


Jeff stared. His cock — he wasn't sure it ever really softened from the morning — twitched hard in his shorts. Seeing his wife in these intimate moments with another man was like a drug.


Steph tilted her face up. Derek met her halfway. Their lips brushed, softly at first and then deeper. Tongues slid together lazily, like they had all the time in the world. Derek’s free hand drifted down. His fingers traced the inside of her thigh, brushing across the sticky remnants of his own cum. Steph sighed into his mouth, legs parting just enough to let his fingers graze her swollen lips.


They kissed like new lovers with that slow, hungry infatuation. Their hands roamed without urgency. Derek’s fingers dipped between her folds, spreading the slick mix of cum and arousal. Steph whimpered softly, hips rocking into his touch.


Derek broke the kiss first, voice low and warm against her lips.


“You’re still dripping my cum, baby.”


Steph smiled, eyes half-lidded.


“Mmm… yeah. I like it. Like feeling you still inside me, knowing what it might be doing to me.”


Derek’s hand moved higher, cupping her breast through the shirt, thumb circling her nipple.


“You should probably take care of Jeff too, though,” he said, glancing at Jeff for the first time. “He’s been patient. And he’s hard as hell watching us.”


Steph turned her head toward Jeff, her eyes soft and sweet, but still dark with lust.


She slid off Derek’s lap and crossed to Jeff in two steps. She climbed onto his lap, straddling him, knees on either side of his hips. The t-shirt rode up, exposing her bare pussy, still swollen, still leaking Derek’s thick cum. It dripped onto Jeff’s shorts as she settled.


She cupped Jeff’s face with both hands, voice gentle and sweet.


“Do you need taken care of too, baby?” she asked, thumb stroking his cheek. “You’ve been so good. Watching me get fucked. Watching Derek stretch me and fill me, come in me on our bed. Do you need me to take care of this little cock?”
Jeff’s hands settled on her hips. He was tentative at first but then firmer. His cock throbbed hard beneath her, trapped against her slick, stretched pussy.


“Yeah,” he rasped. “Please.”


Steph smiled a sweet, loving smile before reaching down. She tugged his shorts lower, freeing his cock. It sprang up, hard and leaking. At six inches, it was modest next to what she’d just taken.


She lined him up and sank down slowly, taking him in one smooth glide.


Jeff groaned. Steph’s pussy was hot and wet, but it was loose. Stretched. She enveloped him completely, but he barely felt resistance. The walls that used to grip him tight now felt more than accommodating. She was open and slick with Derek’s cum.


Steph rocked gently. Her eyes locked on his.


“You feel that, baby?” she whispered, voice still sweet. “How loose I am now? How stretched? Derek’s cock, it opened me up so wide and so deep. Your cock, it’s just… sliding around in there. I can barely feel you anymore.”


Jeff’s breath hitched as humiliation crashed over him like a wave, but his hips bucked up instinctively as his cock throbbed inside her.


Steph leaned in, lips brushing his ear.


“I’ve been such a naughty wife, haven’t I? Letting Derek fuck me, letting him come inside me, and letting him stretch me so much your cock feels like nothing now. I’m still full of his cum, and now, it’s all over your cock. You're using his load as lube while you fuck me. Do you like that, baby? Your wife’s pussy full of another man’s cum. His seed claiming me and marking me while you try to feel something, anything, in there?”


Jeff groaned, hands gripping her hips harder, thrusting up weakly, but the sensation was faint, almost lost in the slick, loose warmth.


Steph kept rocking in a slow, teasing motion. Her voice was soft and dirty.


“He filled me so full. Pumped it so deep into me that I can still feel it leaking out and coating your cock. It's making me so slippery for you. But it’s his cum, baby. His thick load that's claiming my pussy while you just slide around in it. You’re fucking me in his cum right now, and it feels so good knowing that.”


She lifted off him slowly, his cock slipping free with a wet sound, coated in their combined mess. Steph wrapped her right hand around him, now slick with Derek’s cum, and began stroking him firmly, hand gliding up and down his length with easy strokes, the slick semen now the lube for Jeff’s handjob.


Jeff groaned, hips jerking into her grip.


Steph leaned in close, lips brushing his ear again.


“Look how easy it is, your cock sliding through Derek’s cum, We're using his load as lube. He came so much inside me, filling me up. He claimed me with it, and now I’m stroking you with it. You’re being jerked off with another man’s cum right next to the pussy he probably just bred.”


Jeff’s breathing grew ragged, hips thrusting up into her hand.


Steph’s voice stayed sweet, loving, but the words were filthy.


“He’s going to keep filling me, baby. He'll keep coming in me and keep stretching me all weekend. And you… you’re going to watch. You’re going to come again just thinking about how much better he feels inside me, how much more he gives me. You'll come thinking about how much cum he pumps into your wife’s pussy.”


She angled Jeff’s cock upward slightly, aiming it toward his shirt. Just before he tipped over the edge, she leaned in and whispered directly into his ear:


“I can’t have your cum inside my pussy right now, baby. Not while Derek is working so hard to impregnate your wife.”


Jeff groaned low and broken and came hard in her hand. Thick spurts erupted, landing directly on his t-shirt in messy, white ropes that soaked into the fabric and dripped down the front. Steph kept stroking through it, milking every last drop onto his shirt, making sure none landed near her already cum-filled pussy.


Jeff shuddered, head falling forward against her shoulder, body shaking.


Steph kissed his forehead softly.


“Good boy,” she whispered. “I love you.”


She climbed back to Derek’s lap, straddling him again, kissing him deeply while Jeff watched, now spent, humiliated, and impossibly aroused, his cum now staining the front of his shirt.


The basketball game continued on the television, but no one was paying attention.


Chapter 15: Evening Dinner

The restaurant was small, dimly lit, tucked into a quiet corner of the city. Candlelight flickered across white tablecloths. A jazz trio played softly in the background. It was the kind of place couples came to for anniversaries, first dates, or quiet nights away from the world.


Jeff sat across from Steph and Derek in the corner booth, feeling like the odd man out in his own marriage.


Steph wore a simple black dress, low-cut, clinging to her curves, the hem ending mid-thigh. No bra again. Her nipples pressed faintly against the fabric every time she moved. Her hair was loose, makeup light but deliberate with her lips glossy and her eyes smoky. She looked like a woman on a date. A real date.


Derek sat beside her, one arm draped casually along the back of the booth, fingers brushing her bare shoulder. He wore a dark button down with the sleeves rolled to his elbows and the top two buttons undone. He looked relaxed and confident, completely at ease.


Jeff wore jeans and a polo. It was clean, neat, and ordinary. He felt invisible.


The waiter brought their drinks, red wine for Steph and Derek, a beer for Jeff. Steph lifted her glass toward Derek, eyes sparkling.


“To good company,” she said, voice warm.


Derek clinked his glass against hers, then leaned in and kissed her deeply. Their lips lingered. Tongues brushed. Steph’s hand came up to cup his jaw, her thumb stroking his cheek. When they parted, she smiled against his mouth, then rested her forehead against his for a second before turning to Jeff.


“You okay, baby?” she asked sweetly.


Jeff forced a nod, throat tight. “Yeah. Fine.”


Dinner arrived. Derek ordered a steak for him and salmon for Steph. Jeff had the pasta, but he wasn't sure why he even ordered anything. He wasn't hungry. They ate slowly. Steph fed Derek bites from her fork. One piece fell into his lap, which she leaned over to grab with her mouth. She made a slow production of the effort with eyes flicking to Jeff again, teasing.


Derek’s hand stayed on her thigh under the table. Jeff could tell every time Derek’s hand wandered higher by the way Steph’s breath hitched. They kissed again but longer this time. Steph’s hand slid up Derek’s chest, fingers curling into his shirt. Derek’s hand cupped the back of her neck, thumb tracing her jaw.


Jeff watched. His cock strained painfully against his jeans. He was hard for the entire meal. He shifted, but the pressure of trying to hide it only made it worse.


Derek finally pulled back from the kiss, lips brushing Steph’s ear. He spoke quietly to Steph, but Jeff could still hear.


“I was thinking… maybe I stay longer than the weekend.”
Steph’s eyes widened, then lit up.


“Yeah?”


“My work’s remote. I’ve got my laptop. I can work from here. If that’s okay with you and Jeff.”


Steph turned to Jeff, expression soft but hopeful—almost pleading.


“Baby, what do you think? Would it be okay if Derek stayed a little longer? Just… just a few more days?”


Jeff’s throat worked. He looked at Steph’s face. She was bright, excited, and glowing in a way he hadn’t seen in years. He looked at Derek confidently waiting.


He looked down at his plate.


Then he looked back at Steph.


“If that’s what you want,” he said quietly. “If it makes you happy.”


Steph’s smile was radiant. She reached across the table and squeezed his hand.


“Thank you, baby. I love you.”


Derek leaned in and kissed her again, deep and possessively, right in front of Jeff. Steph melted into it, hand sliding up to cup Derek’s face, moaning softly into his mouth.


Jeff sat there with his cock throbbing and heart pounding as he watched his wife kiss another man like she was in love with him. Watching her glow. Watching her choose this.


The waiter came by to clear plates. Steph barely noticed. She stayed pressed against Derek, whispering something in his ear that made him grin.


When they finally stood to leave, Steph walked out of the restaurant holding Derek’s hand as Jeff walked alone just behind them. Her body leaned into Derek’s side, head on his shoulder, fingers laced tightly with his.


Outside, the night air was cool. Steph shivered slightly. Derek immediately shrugged off his jacket and draped it over her shoulders, pulling her close.


Steph looked back at Jeff, her eyes soft and loving, but already drifting toward Derek again.


“Let’s go home,” she said.


They walked back to the car. Steph held hands with Derek the entire way. Her other hand swung free at her side. She leaned into him, laughing softly at something he whispered as her body pressed closer to his. Jeff walked near her other side, hand empty, watching the way she clung to Derek like he was the only thing that mattered.


Jeff drove.


Steph sat in the back with Derek.


The car ride home was quiet at first with streetlights sliding across the windows and jazz still playing low from the radio. 

Then Steph unbuckled her seatbelt and climbed onto Derek’s lap, straddling him in the backseat. The back window was halfway down, cool night air rushing in, carrying the faint scent of fresh air and the city.


She kissed him hungrily. Her hands sliding through his hair, hips grinding down against the thick bulge in his pants. Derek groaned into her mouth, hands crawling up her thighs under the dress, pushing it higher.


Steph broke the kiss just long enough to speak and loud enough that Jeff could hear every word from the driver’s seat.


“God, your cock... it’s so big and so hard already. I can’t wait to feel it inside me again stretching me out and filling me. I want you fucking me until I can’t think straight.”


Derek’s hands gripped her ass, lifting her slightly so he could unzip his pants. His thick black cock sprang free. It was still slick from arousal in the restaurant, the veins prominent, his head glistening with fresh precum. Steph reached down, wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slowly.


“Fuck… yes. It’s so big, baby,” she said, voice carrying clearly to the front seat. “Can you believe how big Derek’s cock is? How thick? How much bigger it is than yours? I love how it feels in my hand and how it throbs for me. It’s going to stretch my pussy again.”


She lifted her hips, lined him up, and sank down, taking him in one long, slow glide. A loud, broken moan tore from her throat as she bottomed out with ten-plus inches buried deep, head pressing hard against her cervix.


“Ohhh, fuck. Yes. So deep, so thick, your big black cock… fucking me in the backseat while my husband drives us home.”


Derek groaned, hands gripping her hips, guiding her as she began to ride him slow at first, then faster as she moaned loudly, unashamed.


“God, yes. Fuck me. Fill me and stretch me. Fuck, I love your cock. I love how it owns my pussy, love how you make me come so hard.”


The car filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of her pussy taking him. Skin slapping, slick squelching as her moans rose higher and louder. The back window halfway down let every sound escape into the night air.


Jeff gripped the steering wheel tighter, cock throbbing painfully in his pants. He glanced in the rearview mirror and saw Steph’s head thrown back with her mouth open in ecstasy. Derek’s hands gripped her ass, guiding her down onto his thick shaft over and over. He could see the way her pussy stretched around him. His wife's lips clinging to every inch.
Steph’s voice rose again, loud and filthy, echoing through the car.


“Fuck… yes… your big black cock… fucking me so good. I’m going to come again. I'm going to come all over your cock while my husband watches in the mirror.”


Derek’s hips bucked up to meet her, his thrusts growing harder.


“Come for me, baby. Come on this dick. Let your husband hear how good it feels.”


Steph cried out sharply, desperate cries floating from her open mouth. Her body shook as she came hard, her pussy clenching around him, squirting wetly onto his lap and the seat. Derek groaned, hips slamming up one final time as he buried himself deep and came with her, thick ropes flooding her pussy again, overflowing, dripping down his shaft and onto the leather.


They shuddered together, breathing hard, still joined.


Jeff pulled into their driveway just as they finished, the car rolling to a stop, engine ticking as it cooled.


He sat there for a second, his unrelieved cock throbbing, untouched. Precum soaking through his pants as he hoped desperately that the neighbors weren’t watching or hearing the loud, unmistakable sounds of his wife getting fucked senseless in the backseat of their family car.


Steph lifted her head from Derek’s shoulder, kissed him softly, then looked at Jeff in the rearview mirror, satisfied and slightly guilty.


“Home sweet home,” she whispered.


Derek chuckled low, kissing her neck.


Jeff turned off the engine. The night was still.


Chapter 16: Friday Night & Saturday

They sat in the car for several minutes waiting. Steph was still straddling Derek in the backseat, dress bunched around her waist, thighs trembling from the orgasm she’d just had riding him on the way home. Derek’s thick cock was still inside her, softening slowly, but the volume of his cum was already too much to contain. As she lifted off him with a soft, wet sound, a thick gush followed, white and heavy, spilling from her stretched pussy and running in rivulets down her inner thighs.


Steph stepped out first, legs shaky, dress falling back into place but doing nothing to hide the mess. Thick drops of Derek’s cum slid down her legs, some dripping onto the concrete driveway in small, glistening puddles that caught the porch light. She didn’t bother wiping it away. She just stood there, breathing hard, feeling it leak out of her as she waited for the men.


Derek climbed out next, cock still half-hard and slick, tucking himself back into his pants with a lazy grin. Jeff sat in the driver’s seat for a long second, his hands gripping the wheel, and stared at the sight of his wife standing in their driveway with another man’s cum visibly running down her legs and pooling on the ground beneath her.


Steph looked back at him through the open door, eyes soft but still dark with lust.


“Come on, baby,” she said gently. “Let’s go inside.”


Jeff killed the engine and followed them in.


The living room lights were low. The TV was still on. The muted basketball highlights looping on the screen. Steph kicked off her heels by the door, leaving wet footprints of cum across the hardwood as she walked to the couch. She sat in the middle, right where Derek had fucked her earlier, reclined with her legs slightly parted, her dress riding up again to expose the glistening trails on her thighs.


Derek sat beside her immediately, arm going around her shoulders, pulling her close. Steph leaned into him naturally, head on his chest, one hand resting high on his thigh.


Jeff stood for a second—awkward, unsure—then sat on the other end of the couch, leaving space between them.


Steph glanced at him, voice sweet.


“You okay, baby?”


Jeff nodded once. “Yeah.”


She smiled softly, then turned back to Derek, nuzzling into his neck. They kissed again, slow and lazy, like they’d been doing it for years. Derek’s hand slid up her thigh, fingers brushing the sticky mess still leaking from her. He gathered a thick dollop of his own cum on two fingers, then lifted them to her lips.


Steph opened her mouth without hesitation, sucking his fingers clean—tongue swirling around them, tasting the salty, musky mix of his cum and her own juices. She moaned softly, eyes fluttering closed as she savored it.


Derek pulled his fingers free with a wet pop, then dipped them back down, scooping another generous amount from where it leaked between her thighs. He brought them to her lips again.
Steph sucked greedily, eyes half lidded, humming around his fingers.


Derek’s voice was low and warm, teasing.


“I think Jeff would like a kiss too.”


Steph’s eyes flicked to Jeff. They were soft and loving but still hazy with lust. She crawled across the couch toward him, her dress riding up completely now, exposing her dripping pussy and the thick trails of cum on her thighs. She leaned in close, lips brushing his.


Jeff hesitated for half a second — then kissed her.


He tasted Derek immediately, salty, thick, musky, mixed with her familiar sweetness. The flavor coated his tongue and filled his mouth. His cock throbbed hard in his shorts. He kissed her deeper, chasing the taste as shame and arousal twisted together in his gut.


Steph pulled back slowly, lips shining, with a small string of saliva and cum connecting them for a moment before it broke.


“I love you,” she whispered.


Jeff could only nod, breathless and overwhelmed.


They sat back. Steph returned to Derek’s side, curling against him with her head on his chest. Derek’s arm wrapped around her again, possessive and protective. Jeff stayed on the other end. His cock ached and his mind reeled.


They watched the game for a while. Steph occasionally kissed Derek’s neck. His hand rested high on her thigh, and his fingers idly traced patterns in the drying cum. Jeff watched, still hard, but remaining silent until the game ended.


Eventually Steph yawned, stretching like a cat.


“I’m tired,” she murmured. “Bed?”


Derek kissed her temple.


“Yeah. Let’s go.”


Steph stood—cum still dripping down her legs, leaving small wet spots on the floor as she walked. She looked at Jeff.


“You coming, baby?”


Jeff swallowed. “I’ll… take the guest room tonight. Give you two some space.”


Steph’s expression softened—guilt flickering in her eyes for a moment—but she nodded.


“Okay. I love you.”


She kissed him, soft and lingering before turning and walking down the hall with Derek, hand in his.


Jeff watched them disappear into the master bedroom. The door closed but didn’t latch.


He went to the guest room, stripped, and lay in the dark.


The noises started within twenty minutes.


First the bed creaking again. It was slow at first, then faster. Steph’s moans were loud and unashamed, filtered through the thin wall.


“Fuck, yes… deeper! God, your cock is so big, so fucking, good.”


Derek’s voice possessive and rough.


“Take it, baby. Take every inch. This pussy’s mine now, and I'm gonna fill you again.”


The headboard banged harder. Steph’s cries grew sharper, more desperate.


“Yes… yes… come in me! Flood me with your cum. I need it, baby. I need your cum!”


Jeff’s hand found his leaking, erect cock and began stroking to the rhythm of the bed, to the sound of his wife begging another man to breed her on their bed.


They fucked three more times that night. Each time the moans grew louder, the bed louder, the dirty talk filthier. Steph didn’t try to be quiet. Derek didn’t either.


Jeff came twice listening through the wall. The orgasms were silent, ashamed, and harder than he’d ever been.


Saturday morning dawned bright and normal, except that nothing was normal anymore.


Steph woke Jeff with coffee and a kiss. She was soft and loving like always. She was wearing one of his t-shirts again, nothing underneath. Her hair was wild, her skin still marked from Derek’s mouth and hands.


“Morning, baby,” she whispered. “Sleep okay?”


Jeff nodded, throat tight. “Yeah.”


Breakfast was quiet. Steph sat on Derek’s lap at the table, feeding him bites of toast, kissing him between sips of coffee. Jeff ate standing at the counter, watching them like a stranger in his own kitchen.


The day passed in a haze of normal Saturday activities laced with surreal intimacy.


They watched more basketball as Steph curled against Derek on the couch, her legs over his lap. Derek's hand rested high on her thigh. Jeff sat on the other end, hard the entire time, watching them kiss lazily during timeouts. Derek’s fingers would disappear under the t-shirt, causing Steph to moan softly against his mouth.


Saturday night was more of the same. Steph rode Derek on the couch while Jeff watched from the armchair, stroking himself to the sight of his wife’s pussy stretched wide around another man’s cock as her moans filled the room. Her body shook with orgasm after orgasm.


They fucked again in the bedroom, leaving the door open this time. Steph was on her hands and knees with Derek behind her, pounding deep while she cried out how good he felt and how much she needed him, how she’d never be satisfied with anything less.


Jeff listened from the guest room again, hand on his cock, coming twice more to the sound of his wife being claimed night after night.


The weekend stretched on. It was long, relentless, and impossible to escape.


Chapter 17: Sunday Service

Jeff woke to the soft rustle of fabric and the faint scent of Steph’s perfume. It was the floral scent she only wore on Sundays. He blinked against the guest room light filtering through the blinds, disoriented for a second until memory crashed back in.


Steph stood in the doorway, already dressed for church in a modest knee-length navy dress and simple cardigan with hair pinned back neatly. She looked like the same woman who’d sat beside him in the pew every Sunday for years — except her cheeks were still faintly flushed, and her lips looked a little swollen.


“Morning, baby,” she said gently. “We’re going to church this morning.”


Jeff sat up fast, sheets pooling around his waist. “We are?”


“Mm-hm. We always go on Sundays.” She smiled, small and familiar, but there was a glint in her eyes he couldn’t quite read. “I figured we shouldn’t break the routine. Besides, I want to give thanks.”


Jeff stared. After everything that had happened over the weekend, in the bedroom, on the couch, in the car, he’d been certain she’d want to stay home, keep Derek’s cock inside her as long as possible. Instead she was dressed for church like nothing had changed.


“I’ll be ready in ten,” he said, already swinging his legs out of bed.


Steph nodded and disappeared down the hall.


Jeff showered in record time, threw on slacks and a button-down, ran a comb through his hair, and hurried out, his tie still half-knotted, only to freeze in the hallway.


Derek stood there in a charcoal dress shirt, sleeves rolled once, tie perfectly knotted in navy silk that matched Steph’s dress. Polished shoes. Hair neat. He looked… respectable. Like he belonged in a pew.


Jeff blinked. “You’re coming?”


Derek gave a small, easy smile. “Steph invited me. Figured it’d be nice to join you both.”


Steph appeared behind Derek, slipping her hand into his as naturally as breathing. She looked at Jeff with soft eyes.


“We’ll be good, baby,” she promised. “No one will suspect a thing.”


Jeff’s stomach twisted. He wanted to believe her. He really did.


The drive to church was quiet. Steph sat in the front with Jeff and Derek in the back. No one spoke much. When they arrived, Steph slid her left hand into Jeff’s as they walked up the steps. Her right brushed Derek’s fingers behind her back to tangle together for just a second before letting go.


Inside, they took their usual pew near the middle. Steph sat between them with Jeff on her left and Derek on her right. The service began. They sang hymns and listened to the readings. The pastor gave a gentle sermon about love and forgiveness. Jeff tried to focus. He really did.


During the prayer, the congregation joined hands. Steph’s grip on Jeff’s hand was warm and familiar. But when her other hand found Derek’s, her fingers laced with his a little tighter, her thumb stroking the back of his hand in a slow, intimate circle. Jeff saw it. No one else seemed to notice.


Later, during the passing of the peace, with the ritual handshakes and hugs, Steph turned to Derek first. The hug lasted a heartbeat longer than it should have. Her body pressed flush against his as her cheek brushed his. Her lips were close enough to his ear that Jeff swore he saw them brush his skin. 

When she pulled back, her cheeks were pinker. She turned to Jeff next. It was the same hug, same warmth, but Jeff felt the difference. It was polite. It was loving. It wasn’t hungry.


The knowing glances started small. Steph’s eyes flicked to Derek during the sermon, a tiny smile tugging her lips when he shifted closer. Derek’s fingers brushing the back of her hand when the congregation stood for a hymn. Steph leaning just enough that her shoulder touched Derek’s arm. Nothing overt. Nothing anyone else would pay attention to.


But Jeff noticed all of it.


As the service ended and people milled in the common area, grabbing coffee and donuts and enjoying small talk, Steph stayed close to both men, one hand in Jeff’s, the other occasionally brushing Derek’s wrist or elbow. No one suspected. They were just a nice couple and their visiting friend.


They started down the hallway toward the parking lot. Halfway there, Derek’s hand closed around Steph’s wrist. He gently but firmly tugged her sideways into a narrow doorway of the janitor’s closet.


Jeff froze.


The door clicked shut behind them.


Steph’s soft laugh filtered through the wood. It was muffled and playful, and it was followed by the unmistakable sound of lips meeting, a quiet moan, and the rustle of fabric.


Jeff’s heart slammed against his ribs. He stepped in front of the door, with his back to it. He was blocking the hallway like a sentry. He glanced left and right but saw no one coming. Yet.


A minute passed. Then two.


Footsteps approached. It was an older woman from the choir, smiling politely.


“Morning, Jeff. Lovely service, wasn’t it?”


Jeff forced a smile, voice tight. “Yes, ma’am. Very.”


She paused, glancing around. “Where’s Stephanie? And your friend?”


“Steph’s in the restroom,” Jeff said quickly. “Derek’s grabbing a drink of water. They should be back shortly.”


The woman nodded sympathetically. “Hope she’s doing well. Tell her we are still hoping she’ll decide to join the women’s choir.”


“I will.”


She patted his arm and walked on.


The door opened behind him a few seconds later.


Steph stepped out first. Her cheeks were flushed and lips swollen with dress slightly askew. Derek followed, adjusting his tie, looking far too pleased with himself.


Steph slipped her hand back into Jeff’s as naturally as breathing. Derek walked beside them fairly close, but not touching her now. They walked to the car in silence, Steph holding only Jeff’s hand the entire way.


Once inside, Steph in the front passenger seat, Steph hiked her skirt up without preamble and spread her legs wide. She wasn't wearing panties. Her pussy was swollen, lips parted and glistening, and she had thick white trails of fresh cum running down her inner thighs in slow, viscous streams.


She looked at Jeff, voice sweet and filthy.


“See what we did in the closet, baby? Derek couldn’t wait. He had to kiss me. He had to fuck me and come in my pussy again. Look how wet I am. Look how much he left inside me.”


Jeff’s hands tightened on the wheel. His cock throbbed painfully against his zipper.


Steph smiled softly.


“Drive safe, baby. We’ve got all day.”


Steph’s hand slid between her thighs, fingers dipping into the mess, coating them, and then bringing them to her lips. She sucked them clean with a quiet moan.


The car pulled out of the parking lot.


Chapter 18: Sunday & Monday

The car rolled to a stop in the driveway after church. Jeff sat there with it still running as Steph stepped out first in her navy dress, slightly rumpled from sitting, with her cardigan draped over her arm. Her hair was mostly still neatly pinned, but her cheeks were flushed and her lips a little swollen. When she shifted her weight, a thin, creamy trail of Derek’s fresh cum slipped down her inner thigh, visible for just a second before her dress fell back into place. She didn’t flinch or wipe it away. She just stood there, feeling it leak slowly from her stretched pussy.


Derek climbed out, still in his charcoal dress shirt and tie, looking calm and composed. Jeff sat in the driver’s seat, hands gripping the wheel and staring at the sight of his wife walking into the house with another man’s cum visibly running down her leg again. The fuck in the janitor’s closet of their church earlier was just the first of the day.


Steph looked back at him through the open door, eyes soft but still dark with lust.


“Come on, baby,” she said gently. “Let’s go inside.”


Jeff killed the engine and followed them in.


The rest of Sunday was much like Saturday. It was just a lazy day but relentlessly sexual.


Morning slipped into afternoon with Steph riding Derek on the living room floor while sunlight poured through the windows, her moans echoing off the hardwood. They moved to the kitchen next as Steph bent over the island, Derek moved in behind her. He gave her slow deep strokes while she gripped the edge and begged for more. Jeff watched from the doorway, stroking himself quietly and coming on the tile before retreating to the guest bath to shower.


Later they sprawled on the patio. Steph fell to her knees between Derek’s legs, sucking him lazily under the late-afternoon sun while Jeff pretended to read on the lounge chair. His cock tented his shorts the entire time as he hoped none of the neighbors looked out their windows into the backyard. Dinner was takeout eaten half naked on the couch. Afterward Steph rode Derek reverse cowgirl so Jeff could see every inch disappearing into her. He watched every thick rope of cum that leaked out when Derek finished inside her again.


Sunday night followed the same pattern as Saturday night. Derek and Steph disappeared into the master bedroom early and left the door. Moans and filthy whispers carried through the thin walls. Jeff lay in the guest room with his hand on his cock, coming twice more to the sound of his wife being claimed. He could hear the deep, possessive thrusts and Steph begging for every drop. Derek told her how perfectly her pussy took him and how it belonged to him now whenever he wanted it.


Monday morning arrived too soon.


Jeff dressed for work in silence. He knotted his tie and grabbed his briefcase. Steph kissed him goodbye at the door as she was wearing Derek’s t-shirt from the night before with nothing underneath. Derek lounged on the couch in boxers, coffee in hand, watching them with calm eyes.


Steph kissed Jeff softly, lingering, then pulled back with a small, knowing chuckle.


“I’ll miss you today,” she said sweetly. “But, baby, Derek will keep me fully occupied while you’re at work.”


Jeff’s stomach flipped at the implication. His cock once again twitched despite the early hour. He forced a nod.


“Love you,” he said.


“Love you too,” she replied, eyes shining.


Jeff left.


The day at the office passed in a blur. Between the meetings, emails, and spreadsheets, his mind elsewhere. He replayed every sound and every image from the weekend. He left early, unable to concentrate. His heart pounded the entire drive home as he anxiously anticipated what he would find.


When he opened the front door, the house smelled of sex—musk, sweat, and the sharp, salty tang of cum.


They were on the couch.


Steph lay sprawled on her back, legs wide, knees bent, t-shirt pushed up around her breasts. Derek lay beside her with his head on her shoulder and one arm draped across her waist. His cock was soft and glistening against her thigh. Both were naked, skin slick with sweat. Their breathing was slow and heavy like they’d just finished a marathon.


A thick, creamy trail of semen oozed steadily from Steph’s swollen pussy. The white viscous fluid pooling on the cushion beneath her in a wide, glistening stain. More dripped down her inner thighs, soaking into the fabric.


Steph lifted her head when she heard the door. Her eyes were heavy. Her smile was lazy and sated.


“Hey, baby,” she murmured. “You’re home early.”


Jeff stood frozen in the entryway, briefcase still in hand.


Steph propped herself up on her elbows. She spread her legs further, displaying the cum continuing to leak from her in slow, thick rivulets.


“Derek has to leave tomorrow morning,” she said softly, voice thick with satisfaction. “So we were trying to get in as much as we could today. All day. Every room. Every way.”


Derek lifted his head, giving Jeff a small, tired nod.


“She’s been insatiable,” he said, voice rough. “Couldn’t keep my hands off her. Or my cock out of her.”


Steph looked down at the mess between her legs and then back at Jeff. Her eyes were soft and loving, but they still glimmered with lingering lust.


“He came in me, baby, so many times. I lost count. I wanted to feel it. Feel every load and every drop while he’s still here.”
Jeff’s cock, already stirring from the sight, shifted to throbbing hard in his slacks. He set the briefcase down slowly.


“All day? I’m surprised you can still walk,” he said, his voice gravelly from arousal.


Steph nodded, reaching out a hand toward him.


“It’s been a bit harder to walk, for sure. Come here, baby.”


Jeff walked over, his legs heavy and heart pounding, until he stood beside the couch. Steph reached up and brushed her fingers against his belt.


“Sit,” she whispered. “Watch me leak him.”


Jeff sat, mechanically. He was mostly numb. Steph spread her legs wider, letting him see the ruined, gaping entrance of her pussy. It was still pulsing faintly and oozing Derek’s thick cum in a slow, steady stream.


She smiled up at him with a sweet, loving look that barely contained a hint of filthy thoughts.


“I love you,” she said again.


Then she turned to Derek, kissing him deeply. The kiss was slow and possessive. Her hand reached for Jeff’s, guiding it to her thigh so he could feel the slick heat of Derek’s cum still dripping from her.


Steph’s fingers tightened around Jeff’s wrist, pulling his hand closer, between her spread legs, until his palm pressed flat against the hot, slippery mess leaking from her pussy. Thick, warm cum coated his fingers instantly. The viscous and heavy fluid still leaking in slow pulses from her stretched entrance.
Steph looked at him with loving but lust filled eyes.


“Feel that, baby?” she whispered. “All that cum Derek left in me? Feel how much he filled me and how much he claimed me.”


She guided his fingers up, scooping a generous amount of the thick white fluid, then brought his hand to her mouth. Jeff’s fingers trembled as she sucked them clean, tongue swirling around them, tasting Derek’s cum mixed with her own juices. She moaned softly, eyes fluttering closed, then opened them to meet Jeff’s gaze.


“More,” she said sweetly, voice husky.


She pushed his hand back down, deeper this time. His fingers slid along her slick folds, gathering another thick dollop of cum. She brought his hand back to her lips, sucking his fingers slowly, deliberately. She let the creamy mess run from the corners of her mouth, dripping down her chin in glistening trails.


Steph moaned around his fingers, eyes locked on Jeff’s.


“I love you,” she whispered again, voice trembling with emotion. “Thank you for letting me have this.”


Then she leaned in and kissed him deeply and passionately. 

Her cum slick lips pressed against his. The taste of Derek flooded Jeff’s mouth once again. The thick, salty, muskiness mixed with Steph’s sweetness. She kissed him harder, sliding her tongue against his. She shared every drop she’d collected, letting it run between them in a messy, intimate exchange.


When she finally pulled back, her lips and chin were shining, cum dripping from her mouth onto Jeff’s shirt. She smiled softly.


“You’re such a great husband,” she whispered. “Letting Derek fuck me so well, letting him fill me and claim me while you watch and love me anyway. Thank you, baby. Thank you for giving me that big black cock to fuck me so perfectly,” she said, genuinely.


Steph’s cum covered hand slid down Jeff’s chest, unbuttoned his slacks, leaving wet marks on the fly, and reached inside. Her slick fingers wrapped around his throbbing cock. Her hand was still coated in Derek’s thick load as she began stroking him with slow, firm strokes.


Jeff groaned, hips jerking into her grip.


Steph leaned in close, lips brushing his ear, voice soft and filthy.


“I love how Derek’s big black cock stretches me. How deep he goes. How he fills me so completely… I love feeling him come inside me, baby. He keeps pumping me full and claiming me while you watch. You’re such a good husband for letting me have it, for letting me be his little slut.”


Her hand moved faster with slick, messy strokes. Derek’s cum acted as lube on Jeff’s cock.


Jeff’s breathing grew ragged, body tensing.


Steph kissed his neck, whispering sweetly.


“Come for me, baby. Come while I tell you how much I love Derek’s cock fucking me. How much better it feels and how much I need it.”


Jeff groaned, low and broken, coming hard in her hand. Thick spurts erupted, coating her fingers and dripping onto his slacks as she milked him through every pulse.


Steph kissed him again and then pulled back with a gentle smile.


“I love you,” she whispered once more.


The weekend was almost over.


But the changes it had made were only just beginning.


Chapter 19: Last Night

Monday night felt heavier than any night before. Everyone knew Derek was leaving early Tuesday morning, and Steph was determined to wring every last drop of pleasure from the hours they had left.


They started on the couch after dinner. Steph wore nothing but one of Jeff’s old t-shirts, the hem barely covering her ass. She spent the entire evening in Derek’s lap, kissing him with slow, hungry passion. The kisses were deep, open-mouthed kisses that went on for minutes at a time, tongues sliding wetly, soft moans vibrating between them. Her hands roamed under his shirt, nails dragging down his chest, while Derek’s big hands slid up her thighs. His fingers teased the slick, puffy lips of her pussy that was still leaking from earlier.


Jeff sat on the other end of the couch, pretending to watch the muted replay of yesterday's basketball game, but his eyes kept drifting to the way Steph ground her bare, dripping pussy against the thick bulge in Derek’s pants. The wet sounds of their kissing filled the room. He could hear the soft smacks of lips and obscene slippery sounds of tongues sliding. Steph whimpered in breathy gasps every time Derek’s fingers dipped inside her. A sick, twisting mix of jealousy and arousal churned in Jeff’s gut. He hated how much it turned him on to see his wife so lost in another man, yet he couldn’t look away.


Eventually she couldn’t wait any longer.


She turned fully toward Derek, straddled his lap, and pushed his pants down just enough to free his thick black cock. She sank down onto him in one long, shuddering glide. The wet, squelching sound of her stretched pussy taking every inch was unmistakable. Steph’s head fell back and her mouth open in a loud, broken moan as she bottomed out.


“Fuck. Yes, so deep. Your big black cock is filling me so perfectly,” she gasped, rolling her hips in slow, greedy circles. “I love how you stretch me, how you own me.”


Derek groaned, hands gripping her ass, as he guided her up and down. The wet slap of her pussy taking him echoed through the living room. It was loud and filthy and right next to Jeff.


Steph rode him harder, tits bouncing under the thin shirt, eyes half-lidded with lust.


“God, I’m going to miss this cock, miss how you fuck me. I love how you make me come so hard. Please, breed me tonight. Fill me with your black baby, I want it so bad…”


Derek’s hips bucked up to meet her, driving deeper.


“You want my baby, darling?” he growled.


“Yes, fuck, yes. Knock me up. Give me your black baby. I want to carry it. I want everyone to know you bred me. Please, breed me deep.”


Jeff’s stomach clenched painfully. The words hit like a knife. 

He was listening to his own wife begging another man to put a baby in her. Shame burned hot in his chest, but his cock throbbed harder than ever. He hated how much it aroused him to hear her say it, to watch her lose herself so completely. He felt small, inadequate, yet he couldn’t stop stroking himself under the blanket.


Steph came hard on Derek's cock, shuddering and squirting around his shaft. And then she kept riding through it, milking him until he groaned and flooded her with another thick load. Steph stayed impaled on him afterward, kissing him lazily while his cum leaked out around his shaft and onto the couch cushion.


When they finally went to bed, Steph took Derek’s hand and led him into the master bedroom. She didn't even invite her husband in this time. 


Jeff moved quietly to the guest room.


The wall between the rooms was no match for the shouts and moans from the master bedroom.


Jeff heard everything.


The first round started almost immediately.


“Fuck me, baby.  Please breed me, Derek. Please pump your black baby into me. I need it so bad. I love you. I love your big black cock, and I want your baby growing inside me.”


The bed creaked rhythmically, headboard banging, Steph’s moans loud and shameless.


Derek’s low groans mixed with the obscene slapping sounds of her drenched pussy being fucked.


They went three more times that night with each session louder and more intense. Every time Steph begged desperately for his seed, her voice cracked with raw emotion:


“Please, come in me. Breed me. Fill me with your black baby. I want to feel you knock me up. I love you so much. I love how you fuck me. Please, give me your baby…”


“I need it. I need your cum deep. I want to carry your black baby. I want everyone to know you owned my pussy… please… breed me again. I love you.”


“God, I love you. I love your cock. I love how you stretch me and how you fill me. Knock me up, please. Give me your baby. I want it so bad. I’m going to miss you so much.”


Each “I love you” hit Jeff like a punch to the gut. The tenderness in her voice when she said it to Derek, the same words she used for him, twisted something deep inside him. He felt jealous, heartbroken, and yet unbearably aroused. His hand flew on his cock as he listened to his wife confess her love and beg for another man’s child in their marital bed. Shame and humiliation burned through him, but he came twice anyway — hard, shameful spurts that left him panting and empty.


Tuesday morning Jeff’s alarm went off long before he was rested. Listening to his wife and best friend all night made it hard for him to rise. He felt like he never even slept.


Jeff had to leave for work before 7:30. As he walked down the hallway, he could already hear them again. Steph’s breathy moans filled the house. The familiar wet slap of skin on skin and Derek’s low grunts audible in every room. The bedroom door was open just enough for him to catch a glimpse of Steph on her back with her legs wrapped high around Derek’s waist. Both of them were moving together in the early morning light.


He paused for a second, cock twitching in his slacks, but then forced himself to keep walking.


At the office, the morning dragged. Around 9:15, his phone buzzed with a notification from the doorbell camera.


Jeff opened the live feed.


Derek was loading a suitcase into the back of his SUV parked on the street. He looked ready to leave. Jeff sighed a little in relief but also some regret that the weekend of watching his wife get stretched and filled was coming to an end.


Then Steph burst out the front door wearing only a tiny, sheer white nightgown that barely reached the tops of her thighs. 

She ran barefoot down the walkway and straight to the passenger side of the SUV. Without hesitation, she climbed in, straddled Derek in the driver’s seat, the nightgown hiking up as she lowered herself.


Jeff watched in stunned silence as his wife mounted Derek right there in the front seat of the parked SUV right in front of his house. Her head fell back, mouth open in a moan he couldn’t hear but could easily imagine. Derek’s hands gripped her ass as she began riding him. Her movements were fast and desperate, totally unashamed.


Several cars drove past on the street. One slowed slightly. A neighbor walking their dog glanced toward the SUV. Steph didn’t care. She kept bouncing on Derek’s cock, nightgown slipping off one shoulder, breasts nearly exposed, her mouth opened seemingly moaning loud enough that Jeff was sure people outside could hear her.


Derek’s hands moved up to her tits, squeezing them as she rode him harder. Steph’s head tilted back again, mouth open in ecstasy.


Jeff sat at his desk, phone in hand. His cock was rock-hard in his slacks as he watched his wife fuck Derek one last time in broad daylight on their street. She was completely lost in the moment and completely unconcerned about who might see.


The weekend was over. Derek was headed home. But whatever this was, Jeff knew it was far from finished.


Chapter 20: Tuesday Afternoon

Jeff’s cock twitched hard in his pants. Steph felt it against her stomach and smiled softly.


She reached down, slipped her hand into his slacks, and wrapped her still cum slick fingers around his throbbing shaft.


“Look at you, already so hard,” she whispered, beginning to stroke him very slowly with teasing strokes that kept him on the edge without letting him build too fast. “Does it turn you on, baby? Thinking about me pregnant with Derek’s black baby? Everyone would know it isn’t yours when it came. They’d see my belly growing round, but we’d know it was his child. Once the baby came, everyone would know how much bigger and better his cock must be than yours, how much more cum he pumped into me…”


Jeff groaned, hips twitching into her hand.


“Maybe you want everyone to know your wife is getting fucked by your black friend with the giant cock,” she continued, voice sweet and filthy as her hand kept its torturously slow rhythm. 

“Maybe you want them to know I can’t get enough of it, that I beg him to breed me while you listen through the wall. What if they knew that I spread my legs for him every chance I get?”


She felt his cock twitch hard in her grip and immediately loosened her fingers, keeping just enough contact to edge him without letting him tip over.


“Or maybe…” she leaned in closer, lips brushing his ear, “…you want everyone to know your wife is in love with your black friend. That I tell him I love him while he’s balls-deep inside me. That I tell him I’m going to miss his cock so much when he leaves. That I’m addicted to the way he fucks me and the way he owns me…”


Jeff’s breathing was ragged, cock pulsing desperately in her loose grip. Every slow stroke kept him right on the edge, aching for release.


Steph kept whispering, her cum covered hand moving with agonizing slowness.


“You’re such a good husband for letting me have him. For letting me get fucked and bred by a real cock and listening to me beg for his black baby while you stroke your little dick. Does that turn you on, baby? Knowing I’m going to walk around with Derek’s baby growing inside me. I really am in love with him, baby.”


Jeff’s hips jerked. His cock twitched violently in her hand.


Steph immediately let go completely, pulling her hand away just as he was about to explode.


Jeff groaned in frustration, hips bucking into empty air as his orgasm crashed over him anyway — ruined, but so intense that thick ropes of cum shot out forcefully, arcing a couple feet across the room and splattering onto the hardwood floor in strong, pulsing jets. One, two, three, four powerful spurts erupted from his cock, each one shooting farther than the last, leaving a messy trail across the floor. Steph had never seen her husband come so hard. His entire body shook, face twisted in overwhelming pleasure and shame, cock pulsing visibly even after the last weak dribble fell.


Steph watched with wide eyes, a soft, surprised smile on her lips.


“Wow! Baby,” she whispered, almost in awe. “I’ve never seen you come like that.”


She stepped closer, still holding his softening cock gently in her cum slick hand, and kissed him tenderly on the lips.


“I love you,” she murmured. “Thank you for being so understanding and sharing.”


Then her smile turned teasing, playful, with a wicked little edge.


“But look at you. Shooting your cum all the way across the room just from hearing me talk about Derek breeding me, about me being in love with him and with his big black cock. You like the idea of everyone knowing your wife is carrying another man’s baby. You really do want all of that, don’t you?”


Jeff stood there with his pants stained and the floor splattered with his own cum. His heart pounded as he felt more exposed, more owned, and more aroused than he ever had in his life.



Chapter 21: The News

Jeff walked through the front door a little after 5:30 a couple weeks later, loosening his tie as he stepped inside. He expected the house to be empty. Steph was supposed to be working her usual shift at the hospital. Instead, he heard her voice coming from the kitchen, soft and warm, clearly on the phone.


She looked up when he entered and smiled at him, bright and genuine, though there was a nervous excitement in her eyes. She was wearing one of his old t-shirts again, nothing underneath, her hair still slightly messy from the day.


“Hey, baby,” she said quietly, then spoke into the phone. “Hold on… Jeff just got home.”


She tapped the screen and put the call on speaker.


“Derek’s on the phone,” she told Jeff, still smiling.


Jeff’s stomach did a small flip. “Hey, Derek,” he said, voice a little tight.


“Hey, man,” Derek replied, warm and relaxed. “How was work?”


Before Jeff could answer, Steph took a deep breath, her hand resting lightly on her stomach.


“I have something to tell both of you,” she said, voice soft but steady. “I… I found out today. I’m pregnant.”


The line went silent for half a second.


Derek’s voice exploded with joy. “Holy shit! Really? You’re pregnant?”


Steph nodded, eyes glistening. “Yeah. That’s why I felt so sick this morning and stayed home. I took a test after you left. I’m definitely pregnant, and I'm sure it’s yours, Derek. I’m going to have your black baby.”


Jeff stood frozen in the entryway with his briefcase still in hand. A wave of shock rolled through him. The news was dizzying and surreal. His mind flashed to every time he’d heard her beg Derek to breed her. To every load pumped deep inside her. Now it was real.


Steph watched Jeff carefully. She saw the way his slacks tented almost instantly, his cock hardening at the news.


She smiled, a mix of love and wicked excitement in her eyes.


“Jeff’s getting hard right now,” she told Derek over speaker, voice dropping into that sweet, filthy tone she’d been using all weekend. “Look at him. He's already so turned on knowing I’m carrying your black baby.”


She stepped closer to Jeff, reached down, and pulled his cock out of his slacks. Her hand, still warm from holding the phone, wrapped around him and began stroking slowly.


“I’m pregnant with Derek’s baby,” she whispered to both of them, stroking Jeff with long, lazy strokes. “Everyone’s going to know. My belly is going to grow with his black baby while my husband watches. Doesn’t that turn you on, baby? Knowing Derek claimed my womb… filled me so full his seed took root?”


Jeff groaned, hips twitching into her hand.


On the phone, Derek’s voice was thick with lust. “Fuck, that’s so hot. I can’t believe it’s really happening.”


Steph dropped to her knees in front of Jeff, still holding the phone so Derek could hear everything. She kept stroking Jeff’s cock with slow and teasing strokes while she looked up at him.


“You like hearing that, don’t you?” she purred. “Your wife is pregnant with your best friend’s black baby, and you’re rock hard because of it. Since Derek claimed my womb, maybe you should reclaim me too. Come on my face, baby. Mark me while I’m carrying his baby.”


She leaned forward, lips brushing the head of Jeff’s cock as she continued talking to both men.


“I love you both,” she said softly. “I love my husband, and I love the man who knocked me up. It’s going to be so much fun having the two men I love fighting for their claim on me. Derek breeding me and Jeff watching and coming on my face while I’m already full of Derek's baby”


Derek’s voice came through the speaker, low and decisive.


“I’m moving in with you two. I’m not missing this. I want to be there every step, watching your belly grow, fucking you through the pregnancy, filling you again and again.”


Jeff’s cock twitched violently in Steph’s hand at those words.


Steph smiled up at him, stroking faster now.


“You hear that, baby? Derek’s moving in, so he can keep breeding me. Keep claiming me while you watch.”


Jeff groaned, the sound deep and broken, and came hard. 

Thick ropes of cum shot across Steph’s face, landing on her cheeks, lips, and chin in messy streaks. She kept stroking him through it, milking every pulse, letting his cum paint her face, knowing she was already pregnant with Derek’s child.


When Jeff finally stopped shuddering, Steph looked up at him, her face glistening with his load, and spoke into the phone, voice sweet but firm.


“We’d love for you to live with us, Derek, but you’re going to have to do a better job of sharing.”


Derek laughed low on the other end.


“I think we can figure that out.”


Steph smiled, cum dripping from her chin, and looked back up at Jeff with pure love in her eyes.


Their new life had just begun.


The End
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