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The good life
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Tom was already stirring the sauce when I came in from the hallway, barefoot, carrying a folded sweater I'd forgotten upstairs. He glanced over his shoulder, grinned, and gave the wooden spoon a slow swirl like he was posing for a cooking show.

“Look at you,” I said, setting the sweater on the counter. “Domestic icon.”

“Careful,” he said. “Flattery like that gets you dish duty.”

“I already was on dish duty.”

He turned from the stove and leaned in to kiss me, one hand still holding the spoon. I let him. Familiar warmth. A press of lips, no tongue. We still did things like that. Not because they meant much, but because they were ours.

He went back to the pan. “This’ll be ready in five. Can you grab the salad?”

I did. We moved around each other naturally — opening drawers without needing to ask, passing things in sync. The house was quiet except for the hum of the fridge and the occasional clink of glass or wood. Comfortable. Predictable.

Dinner was good. Not memorable, but solid. Tom talked about a podcast he’d listened to. Something about automation. He got animated halfway through and gestured with his fork like he was lecturing a crowd. I nodded in the right places. Smiled. Sipped my wine.

It wasn’t fake. It just wasn’t invested.

I still liked how his voice sped up when he cared about something. I liked that he still looked at me when he talked. I just didn’t feel anything stir in my body anymore.

“Am I boring you?” he asked, catching me zoning out for a beat.

“No. Not at all,” I said, and reached for his hand across the table. “I’m just tired.”

“Long week?”

“Mhm.”

He squeezed my fingers. “We could sleep in tomorrow. No plans, right?”

I nodded. “Sounds perfect.”

After dinner, he stood to clear the plates. I reached for my wineglass, watching his back as he scraped food into the compost bin. His shoulders curved in a way I used to find sweet. He still had the same body he always had — leaner than most, a little soft at the waist. Attractive in that low-effort way. Practical. Like him.

He looked over at me once while rinsing. I smiled. He smiled back.

No words.

I waited until he’d turned the lights off and settled on the couch before I slipped onto the back porch, still holding my glass. The air was cooler than I expected. I pulled the sweater on over my blouse and sat down on the cushioned bench that looked out at the yard.

The fence was dark. The neighbor’s porch light blinked on briefly and then off again. I listened to the quiet — the kind of quiet that used to feel like peace but lately just felt like stillness.

We didn't have any real problems. There were no fights to point to, no cold shoulders or slammed doors.

We just... were.

We still had sex. I still came. But sometimes I missed the other thing. The spark that came from nowhere. The kind that made your hands shake. The kind that made your insides tingle. The kind that didn’t care about being safe.

The glass was empty before I noticed. I curled my toes against the bench cushion and watched the stars — just a few, blurry and dim behind the porch screen. Somewhere inside, I heard the TV start. Tom’s voice, low and curious, reacting to something the narrator said.

I stood up slowly. My legs felt warm, heavy. The wine. The air.

I went in and sat down next to Tom, still warm from the wine and the porch. The couch cushion dipped under my weight, and he nudged my knee with his before shifting the blanket between us.

The documentary was already halfway through. Something about political movements. He tilted the screen toward me and said, "You’ll like this part." I nodded, eyes on the TV, but the words blurred. The narrator’s voice faded under a memory that slid in too easily.

A group night, maybe three weeks ago. One of those easy evenings where everyone slipped back into familiar habits. Laura and I had known each other since college. We were roommates for a while, then bridesmaids in each other’s weddings. Daniel had always been part of that world. He and Laura had been together from the beginning. They were a pair long before the rest of us figured ourselves out.

Laura brought a dip. Daniel carried drinks. Tom poured wine while I smoothed throw pillows that didn’t need fixing.

There were six of us total. Someone had turned on music. Someone had cracked open a game. Bare feet, jeans, and the kind of night we didn’t dress up for.

That was the night I really noticed Daniel.

He sat across from me with his shirt sleeves rolled up. His forearms were dark and lean. He laughed at something Tom said. When I looked up, he was watching me. It wasn’t inappropriate, not exactly. But I remembered it.

Just long enough to feel it land.

Laura had curled beside him, her voice light and easy. She touched his arm when she asked for her glass. He passed it without thinking.

Later, during trivia, I ended up on the floor. He sat behind me. Not too close, but not far. I could hear him breathe when he leaned in to read a question. I got it wrong. He laughed quietly. It wasn’t unkind.

I looked up. He met my eyes.

Still nothing said. Still nothing done. But it stayed with me.

When they left that night, Tom offered to help carry something to their car. Daniel and I stood in the entryway.

"You're brutally competitive," he said, tilting his head slightly.

I grinned. "Is that a problem?"

"Not for me. I'm just not used to it at home. It's kind of... refreshing."

"I'm glad I can excite you," I said.

He held my eyes for a moment. There was something sharp behind the look. Something I hadn’t seen before.

Then he stepped in, kissed me lightly on the cheek, and said, "Thanks for hosting. It was a great night."

And just like that, the moment passed. But it stayed with me anyway.

I sat down next to Tom, still warm from the wine and the porch. The couch cushion dipped under my weight, and he nudged my knee with his before shifting the blanket between us.

The documentary was already halfway through. Something about political movements. He tilted the screen toward me and said, "You’ll like this part." I nodded, eyes on the TV, but the words blurred. The narrator’s voice faded under a memory that slid in too easily.

A group night, maybe three weeks ago. One of those easy evenings where everyone slipped back into familiar habits. Laura and I had known each other since college. We were roommates for a while, then bridesmaids in each other’s weddings. Daniel had always been part of that world. He and Laura had been together from the beginning. They were a pair long before the rest of us figured ourselves out.

Laura brought a dip. Daniel carried drinks. Tom poured wine while I smoothed throw pillows that didn’t need fixing.

There were six of us total. Someone had turned on music. Someone had cracked open a game. Bare feet, jeans, and the kind of night we didn’t dress up for.

That was the night I really noticed Daniel.

He sat across from me with his shirt sleeves rolled up. His forearms were dark and lean. He laughed at something Tom said. When I looked up, he was watching me. It wasn’t inappropriate, not exactly. But I remembered it.

Just long enough to feel it land.

Laura had curled beside him, her voice light and easy. She touched his arm when she asked for her glass. He passed it without thinking.

Later, during trivia, I ended up on the floor. He sat behind me. Not too close, but not far. I could hear him breathe when he leaned in to read a question. I got it wrong. He laughed quietly. It wasn’t unkind.

I looked up. He met my eyes.

Still nothing said. Still nothing done. But it stayed with me.

When they left that night, Tom offered to help carry something to their car. Daniel and I stood in the entryway.

"You're brutally competitive," he said, tilting his head slightly.

I grinned. "Is that a problem?"

"Not for me. I'm just not used to it at home. It's kind of... refreshing."

"I'm glad I can excite you," I said.

He held my eyes for a moment. There was something sharp behind the look. Something I hadn’t seen before.

Then he stepped in, kissed me lightly on the cheek, and said, "Thanks for hosting. It was a great night."

And just like that, the moment passed. But it stayed with me anyway.

The documentary ended, and Tom stretched beside me, adjusting the blanket as the credits rolled. He turned his head toward me.

"Bed?" he asked.

I nodded and smiled. "Yeah. Just let me take the dogs out first."

He stood up, scratched his chest absently, and wandered toward the stairs. I heard the floorboards creak under his feet as he went up.

I slipped into shoes by the door and grabbed the leashes. The dogs stretched and yawned, then trotted out into the night with me for their usual bathroom loop. The air had cooled. The porch light buzzed faintly behind me. It was quiet. Familiar.

On the way back up the porch steps, I found myself thinking again about that night. Not the end of it. Not the kiss. The earlier part. The part no one would have noticed.

I was at the sink, rinsing glasses. Daniel came in with a stack of plates from the table. He didn’t say anything. Just moved in behind me and reached past to set them down. His hips brushed my ass as he passed. It wasn’t rough or aggressive. It was just... there. I had felt it. Noticed it. My body remembered the line of pressure better than it remembered the sound of the music playing.

Later, I reached for a towel, and he leaned past me again, this time to grab a fresh bottle of wine. His hand grazed my side. Nothing dramatic. Just a line of contact along my ribs. He didn’t pull back or flinch.

I hadn’t moved either.

I unhooked the dogs, gave them each a quiet pat, and locked the door behind me. Then I turned off the lights one room at a time. Kitchen. Living room. Hallway.

As I walked through the space we lived in every day, I felt the silence differently. Not empty. Not lonely. Just charged. Like I’d accidentally pulled something loose that wouldn’t quite settle back into place.

Why that moment? Why now? I hadn’t thought about Daniel in any real way for as long as I could remember. Not as anything other than Laura’s husband. Part of the crowd. Background.

But tonight, he kept slipping in.

The kiss on the cheek was easy to explain. That part was recent. Present. But the kitchen? That quiet pressure, the slide of his hand — that had stayed buried. So why was my mind pulling it forward now?

Maybe it was the stillness. The wine. The quiet sameness of everything between Tom and me lately, soft and reliable and missing that edge of unpredictability. Maybe it was just something about how quiet the house felt when I moved through it alone.

Or maybe the touch had never gone anywhere. Maybe it had been sitting there in the back of my mind, waiting for the right silence to rise up through.

It had slipped in because nothing else was loud enough to block it.

I climbed the stairs. Tom had already turned off the hallway light. I moved quietly into the bathroom, pulled off my shirt, and went through the motions. Brushed teeth. Moisturizer. Tied my hair up. I caught my reflection in the mirror. Nothing new there. Same face. Same body. But my cheeks were a little flushed.

I clicked off the light and stepped into the bedroom. Tom was already asleep, one arm curled under the pillow, breathing slow.

I climbed in gently and lay still beside him.

My thoughts returned to the look Daniel gave me when I said I was glad I could excite him. It hadn’t just been polite. He looked at me like he meant it. Like he was holding something back.

Had his eyes dipped down? Just for a second — to my chest?

I had been wearing that thin V-neck, the one that always slid just a little lower when I leaned forward. I remembered how it clung, how the fabric rested against my skin and shifted when I moved. Had he noticed? Had he let his eyes rest there, even for a second?

Or maybe I’d imagined it because I wanted him to. That part of me that still wanted to be seen. Not by everyone. Just by someone who didn’t have to see me.

And before he kissed my cheek, hadn’t he looked at my mouth?

I lay still, eyes on the ceiling. My heart didn’t race, but it felt loud. Like it was reminding me I was still here. Still aware. Still capable of wanting.

What if he had kissed me? Not the cheek — my mouth. What if he’d leaned in, close, slow, but not hesitant, and just taken it?

Would I have let him?

Would I have kissed him back? Let my lips part, let his tongue push in? Would I have opened to him without thinking, out of instinct? Out of need?

I turned onto my side, careful not to wake Tom. The sheets were soft between my thighs. My legs brushed together as I adjusted. Not on purpose. Just pressure.

I pictured Daniel’s mouth close to mine. The sound of his breath between words. His hand at the back of my neck. His palm sliding into my hair. Not rough — but certain.

He’d press me into the kitchen counter. That’s how I saw it. Me still holding a glass or a towel, not expecting it, and then his hips pinning me forward. My tits pressed against the cold counter, my breath caught in my chest.

His chest against my back. That lean frame. Harder than Tom’s. Tighter. Would it feel the way it looked under those button-downs he wore, rolled to the forearms like he didn’t even think about it?

I imagined his hands. Not shaking. Strong. Confident. One on my waist, holding me still. The other slipping under my shirt, flattening over my stomach, moving up until he found the line of my bra. Would he ask permission, or would he just take what he already felt I’d offered?

Would I stop him?

I pictured his fingers finding my nipple. Pressing, teasing, tugging. I imagined the heat of his breath at my neck while he played with me, one hand down the front of my jeans now, two fingers pushing inside, already soaked.

Would he say my name? Would he whisper it like a secret? Like he’d been holding it in?

I wouldn’t have said no.

I would have melted against him, let my legs part just enough, my ass grind back just a little. I would’ve made him feel how wet I was. How ready I’d been. How long I’d gone without that kind of heat.

What would it feel like to unzip his pants and pull his cock out? To feel it heavy and hot in my hand, thick enough to make my throat tighten just from looking down?

Would I suck it? Drop to my knees right there on the tile, watch him grip the counter while I slid it into my mouth?

Or would I keep him inside me, bent over, face flushed and tits bouncing against my arms while he fucked me slow but deep? His voice at my ear, telling me I felt too good to stop now.

My thighs clenched together. I didn’t touch myself. Didn’t move beyond the small shifts I couldn’t control.

I imagined the sound of him breathing hard. The sharp gasp he’d let out when he slid inside. The way his fingers might dig into my hips. How fast it would build — not careful, not gentle. Just need. Just now.

Would I tell him to cum in me?

Would I moan it in his ear like a dare, just to see if he could resist?

I lay still, soaking in it. Not touching, but full of sensation. The heat was real. The ache between my legs was real. My body didn’t care that it wasn’t happening. It responded like it was.

I let it swell and crest inside me until my muscles softened and the pictures in my mind blurred.

And eventually, I fell asleep like that — wanting, dripping, no less faithful, only more aware of what I could still feel.
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A new crowd
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The invitation came through Laura. Casual, last-minute. A get-together with some people they’d met once before at a barbecue. Small crowd, mix of couples, nothing fancy. Tom called it a “friend merger night,” like he was proud of the term. I didn’t argue. I just picked a dress I hadn’t worn in a while.

It hugged tighter than I remembered. The fabric clung across my ass and dipped low at the chest. Not vulgar. Just enough to make men blink twice. I checked the mirror once, then again with the bathroom lights off. Even in low light, you could see where my tits pushed up under the fabric. I left it on.

Perfume went last. Wrists, neck, the soft spot behind each ear. Then lower — between my tits, down the center of my belly, just above the line of my panties. I didn’t need it there. But I wanted to feel it.

Tom passed behind me in the hall and gave my shoulder a quick squeeze. “You look great,” he said, distracted. “Almost ready?”

“Almost.” I didn’t turn.

We were a few minutes late. By the time we parked and made it to the door, I could already hear music and laughter inside. Laura answered in bare feet and a cardigan, smiling wide and waving us in like we were the missing piece. She hugged Tom, then me, and told us to grab drinks — everyone was already in the living room.

Daniel was there. He was seated with one arm hooked over the back of a chair, a lowball glass in his free hand. When we walked in, his eyes found mine. It didn’t take effort. He looked first. And I caught the moment before he looked away — the slight pause. Not long, but not nothing.

Someone handed me a glass of red. I thanked them without checking who. I felt Daniel’s presence more than anyone else’s. Laura started talking about something, some hike they’d done, and I smiled on cue, nodded, made the right noises.

But I kept watching him in small glances — the curve of his mouth as he talked, the way his collar opened just enough to show the line of his throat. He looked good. Rolled sleeves again. Dark pants. No effort, but it worked.

The room wasn’t full, but there were enough people that conversation split naturally. I ended up near the kitchen doorway with a woman I barely knew, both of us sipping too fast to slow down the awkwardness. Daniel stayed where he was. Occasionally he laughed, low and easy. I didn’t need to hear the jokes to feel them settle under my skin.

Eventually Laura called everyone to the table. The food was already out — laid-back potluck, dips and warm bread and some chicken thing someone had baked. Nothing special, but the room smelled good. The seats weren’t assigned, but I noticed how Tom drifted toward Laura, and Daniel ended up opposite me.

He didn’t say anything. But when I sat, I caught his eyes again. Just for a second. Then he looked down, folded his napkin, and let the conversation swell around us.

I stayed in my seat, crossed my legs, and rested one hand on my thigh. My wine glass felt cold in my fingers. Daniel leaned back in his chair and laughed at something on his left. When he looked forward again, his gaze dropped — just once, just low enough to skim the line of my neckline. Then back up.

He didn’t smile, and I didn’t look away.

Dinner was easy. Music low, candles flickering, half the dishes store-bought. People passed things in both directions. Conversation zig-zagged across the table. But every few minutes, Daniel looked my way.

He never stared. He was better than that. It was glances — quick, timed, deliberate. I caught them all. Every flick of his eyes. Every tiny pause between words when someone else spoke and I shifted in my seat.

I crossed my legs again. The fabric of my dress pulled across my thighs. I felt heat building even though the room wasn’t warm.

He passed me a bowl of salad, one hand under the bottom, one on the rim. When I reached for it, our fingers touched. His thumb dragged lightly against mine. No apology. Just contact. I didn’t blink.

Tom made a joke about the table being too small for a big group. Laughter rolled around. Daniel leaned toward me, just enough, and said under his breath, “Not too small for this view.” His eyes flicked to my chest. Just once. Then back to his plate.

I didn’t answer. Didn’t need to. My stomach clenched hard enough to feel. My pussy throbbed once, sharp and low.

Under the table, our knees met. I felt it when it happened — the weight, the press. I didn’t shift away. Neither did he. He kept his foot planted. Our legs stayed in contact through a full round of conversation. I could feel the pulse in my thigh where we touched.

Later, someone mentioned dessert. Half the table stood to clear things. I picked up empty glasses, took them to the kitchen. Daniel followed behind with a stack of small plates. We ended up shoulder to shoulder at the counter, hands moving in rhythm — his to rinse, mine to dry.

The sink ran hot. His sleeves were rolled high again, and his forearms looked tight under the spray. I handed him a towel. Our fingers touched again. He let them stay there half a beat too long.

He leaned in, his mouth close to my ear. “You smell good.”

I swallowed. “New lotion.”

He nodded once, didn’t step back. His hip was against mine now. Not rough. Not subtle either.

From the living room, someone shouted about wine refills. Laura’s voice carried. Daniel stepped away, but not before his hand grazed my lower back — light, steady, trailing over the line of my spine. Not a pat. Not a brush. A glide. Possessive without pressure.

I watched him walk back through the kitchen doorway. I stood there holding a plate I hadn’t dried yet. My chest rose faster. My nipples pushed against the inside of my dress. I didn’t hide it. There wasn’t anyone to hide from.

Back in the living room, people were settling into couch cushions and floor pillows. Board games were stacked on the table. Tom was pouring more wine. Daniel was already seated, legs spread slightly, arms resting on his knees. I dropped down beside him — not close enough to raise eyebrows. Just close enough for our arms to brush when we shifted.

Laura sat cross-legged on the floor near his feet. Someone turned down the lights.

Daniel didn’t look at me when I sat, but his thigh found mine again. Heat soaked in fast. His skin was warm through his pants. His leg didn’t shift. I didn’t need it to.

He picked up a card from the box and read a question aloud. His voice was smooth. Confident. Quiet enough that I leaned closer. Close enough to smell him again — cedar, soap, a faint trace of wine.

“You laugh like you already know the answer,” he said after I grinned and guessed wrong.

“I usually do.”

He looked at me fully then. His shoulder pressed into mine. He dipped his head closer, low enough that no one else could hear.

“You’re dangerous in that dress.”

His voice barely broke above breath. No smile. No tilt. Just heat in his words.

I didn’t move away.

“You think so?” I whispered.

His eyes flicked down to my mouth. He didn’t answer right away.

Then, just as quiet: “I know so.”

Someone made a joke. The moment broke. Laura laughed loud. Daniel reached forward to grab a game piece. Our thighs never lost contact.

The game blurred. I answered questions I didn’t hear. My wineglass stayed half-full, but the warmth in my chest built steadily. Daniel stayed beside me — thigh against thigh, arm brushing mine each time we shifted. He didn’t say anything more, but his body never backed off.

Laura was half asleep on the floor now, curled with a blanket over her feet. The couple hosting had disappeared into the kitchen. Tom was out on the back deck with someone else, talking about home repairs. The room quieted. Everyone loosened.

I felt Daniel stretch beside me. His hand dropped to his knee. His fingers grazed my thigh. Just once. No apology. He stayed still after that, but the touch kept replaying.

The host came back with a tray of leftover brownies. Someone made a joke about calories. Laura stood to help, looking groggy. Daniel stood too. The couch shifted under his weight as he rose.

He glanced down at me. “Need anything?”

His voice was soft.

I shook my head. He went to the kitchen. I watched his back as he moved — slow, calm, unhurried.

I gave it a minute before following.

The kitchen was mostly dark, just one under-cabinet light glowing over the sink. He was at the counter, pouring wine into a new glass.

I stepped in without saying anything. The floor creaked under my heels. He didn’t turn.

Then he did. Slowly. He set the bottle down and faced me fully.

“You followed me,” he said, not as a question.

I stopped a few feet from him. “You think I did?”

He didn’t smile. “I know you did.”

We stood in silence. The kind that filled every inch between us. His eyes dropped once, slow, over my body. My chest, my waist, the hem of my dress.

He took a step forward. Not fast. Just enough to close some of the space. The counter pressed against my back.

He braced one hand beside me — palm flat on granite. His other hand held the glass. He didn’t touch me. He didn’t have to.

“You wore that for me, didn’t you?” The words hit soft but hard. Whispered. Deliberate.

I swallowed once. My voice came out quieter than I meant. “I wore it because I look good in it.”

He didn’t laugh. “You knew I’d look.”

I didn’t answer.

He stepped closer. Close enough that I felt the heat of him through his shirt. His hips didn’t touch me, but they could’ve with a breath. His eyes were on mine now, steady.

“You’re not shy,” he said. “Not even a little.”

“Neither are you.”

He nodded once. “You’ve been hard to ignore lately.”

That landed deep. Not in my chest. Lower. I clenched once without meaning to.

“You shouldn’t say that,” I whispered.

“But it’s true.”

I didn’t step back. His knee grazed mine. My hand tightened around the edge of the counter.

From the hallway, I heard footsteps. Laura’s voice followed — quiet, laughing. Daniel didn’t move. He held my eyes for another second, then stepped back and lifted the glass to his mouth.

I took a breath that didn’t settle right.

He turned and set the glass aside. Before walking out, he said just loud enough for me to hear, “You’re trouble.”

His back moved through the doorway. His voice stayed behind.

I stood alone in the glow of the kitchen light, breath tight, skin burning.

––––––––
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We got home late. Tom unlocked the door, kicked off his shoes, and mumbled something about flossing. I nodded, headed straight upstairs. The hallway light buzzed. My legs still felt warm from the wine.

I shut the bathroom door behind me and peeled off the dress. My skin was hot to the touch. I stepped out of my panties, turned on the shower, and waited for the steam.

In the mirror, I looked the same. Flushed cheeks. Damp skin. My tits sat heavy, nipples hard. I didn’t touch them.

The water was hot, almost too hot. It slapped down over my chest and shoulders. I turned my face into the stream and breathed through my nose.

I didn’t say his name.

But I felt the weight of his body close again. The press of his knee. The sound of his voice, low at my ear.

You wore that for me, didn’t you?

I reached between my legs. Slid two fingers through the soaked heat there. My clit throbbed under the pressure. I circled it hard. No teasing.

The counter at my back. His hips pushing in. His breath against my neck. His cock out — thick, hard, already lined up.

I fucked myself with two fingers, deep and quick. I bit down hard on the inside of my cheek. I imagined his voice again, flat and full of need.

You’re trouble.

I came fast — knees flexed, hand clamped tight, mouth open but silent. The water masked the sound of my breath when it broke.

I stayed there, fingers still deep, until the twitching stopped.

Then I pulled out slow, let the water rinse everything clean, and stood there with my hands on the tile, not moving, not blinking.
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Now we know
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Laura texted that morning. Just a simple idea. The weather was nice. The dogs needed fresh air. Why not all go together?

Tom said yes before I could answer.

By four, we were all out — two leashes each, sneakers, sweatshirts, plastic bags bunched in pockets. It wasn’t a plan, just an afternoon. Low-effort. Easy. The kind of thing couples did when they were close enough to fall into each other’s weekends.

Laura’s dogs were younger. They tugged. Tom took one of them, got pulled ahead almost immediately. Laura followed, caught in her own momentum. I heard her call something back, but I didn’t catch it. I was already walking slower. Daniel stayed with me.

The sidewalk stretched wide and clean. Trees overhung parts of the block. Their footsteps stayed ahead. Ours slowed.

Daniel didn’t say anything at first. His hands were in his jacket pockets. He kept glancing at the leash like it needed watching, but the dog padded calmly by his side. I walked with mine a little tighter. More focused. Not that it mattered.

We moved in parallel. Not touching. But close enough.

“How’s work?” he asked eventually.

I shrugged. “Busy. Grading season.”

He nodded, watching the dog sniff a hedge. “You always look calm.”

I laughed. “That’s just survival. You fake it until no one asks if you’re falling apart.”

He smiled, barely. “Seems to work.”

The silence returned. Not awkward. Not loud either. Just full. I could feel him, even without looking. I knew the shape of his body beside mine. I knew the weight of his gaze when I turned too fast. I didn’t turn now.

A few steps later, a squirrel darted across the path. My dog yanked to chase, jerking me forward half a step. I caught myself. His hand was on my elbow before I even asked. Firm. Fast. Hot.

“You good?” he asked.

His voice was steady. The pressure of his fingers held longer than it had to.

“Yeah,” I said, clearing my throat. “Just dumb reflexes.”

He didn’t drop his hand. He let go slowly. The weight of his palm slid down the side of my arm before it left.

I stared ahead. The trees curved around the corner. I could barely see Tom’s back in the distance, Laura walking beside him with her ponytail bouncing.

Daniel didn’t speed up.

“You’ve been in my head,” he said.

The words came quiet. Not whispered. Just plain.

I didn’t respond. Not out of fear. I didn’t know how to make words with my throat that dry.

The sidewalk opened wider as we turned the bend. The air smelled like grass and pavement and fading sun.

He walked ahead a few paces. I let him. I needed to breathe.

The water steamed up fast. I stood in the spray longer than I needed to, just breathing. My thighs still felt tight. Not sore, not strained — just... there. Still buzzing.

His voice hadn’t left me. You’ve been in my head.

I dried off slow. The towel dragged across my tits, then between my legs. I didn’t linger, but I didn’t rush. I felt full. Not of guilt. Just heat.

Tom was in the living room. Some show was playing — canned laughter, a fake office, nothing that required attention. He wouldn't notice if I vanished. I already had.

I sat on the bed in my robe, hair damp, legs bare. My phone was face up. No new notifications. I tapped it anyway.

Opened the thread.

The last thing either of us had said was something about dinner logistics two weeks ago. Totally normal. Entirely innocent.

I stared at it.

Then typed:

Me:
You know, I could have gotten a bruise when you grabbed me.
His reply came before I could drop the phone:

Daniel:
Oh! I didn't hurt you, did I?
I smiled. Stupid. Fast. Like a kid. My thighs pressed together.

Me:
No, not at all. In fact, it was a very heroic catch.
Daniel:
Nothing heroic. I just wanted to touch you.
I swallowed.

Me:
And my elbow was the best part of me?
Daniel:
Not at all. But it would seem weird if I grabbed the parts I really want to grab.
My heart kicked hard. I shifted on the mattress. The robe fell open a little. I didn’t close it.

Me:
That’s a dangerous thing to say.
Daniel:
You’re a dangerous thing to have on your mind.
Me:
You’ve been thinking about me?
Daniel:
Every fucking night.
I stopped breathing.

Me:
Don’t say that.
Daniel:
Why?
Me:
Because I can’t unread it.
Pause. Then:

Daniel:
I want you to know it.
I locked the phone. Threw it beside me on the sheets like it burned.

I lay back. My nipples were hard. My pussy was soaked. I stared at the ceiling and let the heat rise in my chest, up my throat, into my face. My hand slid low, but I stopped myself.

I sat up again. Reached for the phone.

Opened the thread.

Typed slowly:

Me:
If I trid to kiss you, would you stop me?
The bubble appeared fast.

Daniel:
You won't know until you try.
I stared at those words. Felt them hit. Between my legs. Behind my ribs.

I thought about replying. I didn’t. I closed the app.

I hadn't touched myself.

But I was soaked, thighs wet, heart hammering.

I lay down slowly. Pulled the covers over my body. My fingers stayed still. My mind didn’t.
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It was loud from the second we stepped inside. Packed kitchen. Sweaty hallway. Music so thick it seemed to shake the floorboards. Ben’s birthday — one of the guys from the old friend group. His friends, his wife’s friends, everyone overlapping. Enough people to stay anonymous.

Laura waved from the couch. Tom disappeared into a group near the makeshift bar. I caught sight of Daniel only once in the first hour — pressed against the kitchen counter, a beer in hand, listening to someone talk.

He hadn’t seen me yet.

I leaned against the wall near the stairs and let the room move. My dress clung to my skin in the heat. Tight. Black. No bra. My nipples had been hard since the drive over.

When I finally saw him looking, it was across the living room. Two people between us. He didn’t blink. His eyes dropped to my legs. My tits. Then back to my face. He didn’t smile. He didn’t need to.

I turned away before anyone noticed.

The night wore on in pieces. Refilled drinks. A bad playlist. Forced laughter. I lost track of Tom. I didn’t care.

Eventually I slipped into the hallway. Needed air. Quiet. I walked the length of it slow, past the coats, the bathroom door, a closed bedroom. I stopped near the far end. Leaned a hand against the wall and tilted my head back.

That’s when I heard him.

Footsteps behind me. I didn’t turn.

Then I felt him — his heat at my back. His chest didn’t touch me. But it almost did.

“You hiding?” His voice was low, close.

“Breathing,” I said. “Is that allowed?”

“Barely.”

I turned. He was closer than I expected.

His eyes dropped again. My nipples pushed at the fabric. He didn’t look away this time.

“You wore that for me?” he asked.

“And what if I did?”

His eyes didn’t flinch. He took it in like he already knew. My pulse kicked harder, and I hated how true it felt in my mouth.

“You look—” He stopped. Licked his lips. “Fuck.”

I stepped in. Our bodies didn’t touch, but the air between us caught fire. My voice was barely sound.

“If I kissed you right now...”

His breath caught. He leaned a little closer.

“I’d kiss you back.”

The hallway felt too quiet. Like the world had gone still and was waiting.

I didn’t move.

Neither did he.

Somewhere, someone laughed. A door creaked. The spell cracked.

I stepped back. Just half a step. Just enough to breathe again.

He didn’t stop me. He didn’t smile either.

“You drive me insane,” he said. “It’s not even subtle anymore.”

I raised an eyebrow. “No one’s noticed.”

He shook his head. "I’m afraid they’ll see how I look at you."

I shifted my weight. My tits brushed his shirt. “And how do you look at me?”

“Like I want to drag you into that bedroom and make you forget your own name.”

My breath hitched. My whole body clenched.

I should’ve walked. But I stayed one second too long.

His eyes burned into mine. No grin. No tease. Just need.

As I passed, I brushed his chest — tits grazing the front of his shirt, soft and deliberate.

“We’re not going to last like this,” I whispered.

He didn’t answer.

But he didn’t follow me either.
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Tom fell asleep fast. He always did after parties. I lay beside him, back turned, the room quiet but still humming in my chest. My body hadn’t calmed down. My skin still buzzed. My panties were damp.

I closed my eyes, but the hallway came back too clear. Daniel’s voice. His breath. The heat between us. I could still feel the tremble in my thighs from the words he didn’t say.

I slipped my hand down. Not slow. Not tentative. My fingers found the wet already there. I rubbed hard. Fast. I didn’t want to draw it out. I wanted the edge — the one he left me on.

His voice replayed again. Like I want to drag you into that bedroom and make you forget your own name.

I bit my lip and pressed harder. My thighs twitched. I didn’t care if I moved the bed. I didn’t care if Tom stirred.

I came hard. One hand clutched the sheet. My mouth stayed open but silent. The wave hit fast and left me shaking.

But I didn’t stop right away. My fingers kept moving, slow now. Drawing circles over the slick mess I’d made. I pressed my thighs together and let them flex. It wasn’t just lust. It was possession. Craving. I wanted Daniel to know he did this. I wanted him to see it next time — my cunt soaked because I thought of his voice, his hands, his mouth.

I rolled onto my back, heart still pounding. And that’s when it came — the fear.

What if we didn’t stop? What if we really couldn’t?

What if the next time he touched me, I didn’t walk away?

I stared at the ceiling. My skin was cooling, my hand sticky against my thigh. But the heat inside hadn’t vanished. It had just shifted. Curled into something tight.

I pictured Laura. Her laugh. Her hand on his knee earlier in the night. How happy she looked when she saw me walk in. How sure she was of everything.

I pictured Tom snoring beside me, warm and oblivious. How he still kissed my shoulder in public. How he thought we were fine.

I pulled my hand back and curled it against my stomach. The fear didn’t leave. It sat heavy now, not just in my chest but between my legs, curling into the heat like it didn’t want to be separate. I stared at the ceiling and tried to picture something else. Anything else. A version of this where I stepped back. Where I said no.

Maybe I still could. Maybe the next time we were alone, I’d stop it before it started. Keep distance. Leave the room. Let the moment pass instead of feeding it.

I thought about Tom — his steady warmth, his easy trust. And Laura, soft and kind, always assuming the best of people. They didn’t deserve betrayal. They didn’t deserve this twisting in my stomach.

I told myself I’d step back. That I wouldn’t cross it. That I could want and still stay clean.

But I wasn’t sure if I believed it.
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Under the table
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They arrived in pairs, voices carrying in the hallway before they stepped inside. Coats were shrugged off and passed to Tom, wine bottles set on the counter with polite smiles and half-apologies for bringing “just this.” Laura had brought a salad in a glass bowl. The others came armed with dessert and drinks. Tom moved easily between the entryway and the kitchen, taking coats, pouring wine, checking on the music. I stayed near the oven, basting the chicken, watching the timer tick down.

Eight in total. Four couples. One on each corner of the square table Tom insisted on keeping when we moved in. He said it made meals feel balanced, like no one was left out. I had never thought much about it until tonight.

Tom sat to my right, just across the corner. Daniel to my immediate left, close enough that I could hear the shift of his clothes when he moved. Laura next to him, across the corner. The other two couples filled the remaining sides. It was the kind of arrangement that looked casual but left little space between bodies.

We served family style. Platters moved clockwise, hands brushing as they passed dishes. Wine was poured and refilled. Conversation stayed light — travel, work gossip, a new restaurant opening. I smiled, asked questions, answered when asked. My voice felt steady. My hands did not.

Halfway through the second course, Daniel’s knee bumped mine under the table. Light at first, like it could have been nothing. Then firmer. It stayed there. Warmth spread up my thigh.

I didn’t look at him. My eyes stayed on my plate, my fork lifting and lowering in rhythm. But I didn’t move away.

The tablecloth draped low enough to hide what was happening. I passed Laura the water jug, made a quick joke about Tom hogging the bread. Around us, plates clinked, forks scraped, someone laughed at the other end.

Daniel’s thigh pressed harder. Then his hand found my knee.

It landed there like it belonged. Warm. Still. Not groping. Not testing. Just claiming space. My breath caught for a second before I forced it steady. My fork kept moving.

Laura started describing a work trip. Tom chimed in. Another bottle opened. More bread arrived. The background noise rose and fell like a tide.

Daniel’s fingers flexed once against my leg, a small shift, almost nothing — but the pressure in my chest tightened. My pulse beat heavy in my ears.

I could have moved. Pulled my chair in. Shifted away. I didn’t.

I let his hand stay. I kept eating.

Daniel’s hand slid higher with a slow, steady confidence that didn’t match the noise around us. The table buzzed with conversation — someone was telling a story about a vacation disaster, laughter breaking out in waves. Underneath it all, the movement of his fingers felt deliberate, each inch of my thigh claimed like it was his.

The fabric of my dress shifted as his fingertips found the warm skin above my knee. They stayed there for a moment, almost still, then resumed their climb. I forced my hand to keep moving — fork to plate, plate to mouth — as if that rhythm could disguise the way my pulse quickened.

When his fingers reached the edge of my panties, my breath caught. The thin lace was already damp, clinging to me. He didn’t hesitate. His fingertips brushed the center, pressing lightly, testing the heat there. My stomach tightened, heat spreading low and deep.

I kept my eyes on the table, nodding as one of the other women spoke. My smile felt fixed in place, but Daniel’s touch grew firmer, his hand settling between my thighs. I parted them just enough for him to slip under the fabric, the tablecloth hiding the shift.

Two fingers pushed inside, the motion masked by the clink of cutlery and scrape of chairs. I tightened around him instantly, my thighs trembling. He moved slow at first, then with more intent, curling his fingers in a way that made my hips want to roll forward. I shifted in my seat, the chair legs creaking faintly on the hardwood.

Someone across from me asked a question. I answered without remembering the words, my voice pitched lower, praying no one noticed the catch in it. Daniel’s fingers curled again, finding the spot that sent a sharp pulse through me. My toes curled inside my shoes.

The conversation swirled on. Plates were cleared, wine refilled. He kept his hand between my legs, fingers moving with a rhythm that belonged to neither the dinner nor the music in the background. The tablecloth hid everything, but my body betrayed me — the flush in my cheeks, the way I gripped the fork, the stiffness in my shoulders.

He didn’t speed up. He didn’t need to. Every stroke brought me closer, the tension winding tight until my cunt clenched hard around his fingers. I fought to keep my breath even, but it broke in shallow bursts. I stared at my plate, willing my body to stay still while my insides twisted.

It hit fast. My orgasm was silent but fierce, spreading from deep inside and rippling outward until my thighs pressed against his hand, trapping him there. I bit down gently on my lip to keep from making a sound, my chest rising sharply as I rode it out.

Daniel withdrew slowly, his fingers sliding free with a subtle drag that made me bite back a shiver. He picked up his wine, sipping like nothing had happened. I stayed frozen, fork hovering over my plate, heartbeat loud in my ears.

I forced myself to breathe, to pick up my fork again, to chew something I couldn’t taste. Around the table, dessert appeared — plates passed, silverware clinked — but all I could feel was the echo of his fingers inside me and the heat still trapped between my legs.

By the time the last plates were cleared, my body was still thrumming, the heat between my legs refusing to fade. I carried a tray of glasses to the kitchen, careful with my steps, as though every shift of my hips might reveal what was still happening inside me. My thighs felt unsteady, my cunt still tender from how hard I’d clenched around him.

The bathroom was empty. I slipped inside and locked the door. The light was harsh, spilling over porcelain and mirror. I set my hands on the edge of the sink and stared at my reflection, holding my breath for a few seconds before letting it out slow.

My face was flushed, lips parted like I’d just come in from the cold. But my pupils told the truth — wide, dark, and fixed with a kind of hunger that didn’t belong in the middle of a dinner party. I lifted the hem of my dress. My panties were ruined, the lace darker in the middle, clinging to me, shiny where I was still wet. The inside of my thighs were damp, faintly sticky, the scent of my own arousal faint but undeniable in the small space.

I tore off some toilet paper and wiped myself, but it didn’t help. The ache stayed. My nipples strained under the fabric, still hard enough to make the dress feel tighter across my chest. I ran my fingers lightly over them through the fabric, just once, and felt a small shiver go down my back.

I rinsed my hands slowly, letting the warm water run over my skin while I remembered the heat of his fingers there instead — the way he had moved them with quiet certainty, as if I’d already agreed. My breath didn’t steady. I thought about how easily I’d let him in — no pause, no protest. Just my legs parting under the tablecloth while everyone talked and laughed inches away.

There was no guilt yet. Just a sharp awareness of what I’d done and how much I’d wanted it. I pressed my fingertips to the edge of the sink, grounding myself, feeling the slight tremor still running through my legs.

I dried my hands, lowered my dress, and looked at myself one last time in the mirror. I didn’t look like someone who had been caught in something shameful. I looked like someone who had been fed exactly what she’d been starving for — and who was already craving more.

I unlocked the door and walked back out into the hum of voices, the clatter of cutlery, the faint smell of wine and roast chicken. I started stacking plates, pretending my body wasn’t still trembling, my mind not still trapped under the table with his hand between my thighs.

Through the window, the night pressed against the glass. My reflection stared back at me — cheeks warm, eyes bright — and my thighs pulsed again, harder this time, as if reminding me that this wasn’t over. 

I stepped back into the dining room, forcing my expression into something calm. My skin still hummed. My legs felt loose and tight all at once.

Daniel’s eyes found me before I’d even reached the table. He didn’t look away as I sat down beside him. Laura was mid-story, gesturing with her fork. I smiled at her, nodded in the right place, but my focus was on the man to my left.

“Everything okay?” he murmured, voice pitched for me alone.

“Fine.” My tone was even.

He smirked. “You were gone a while. Thought maybe you needed a cold splash of water.”

I lifted my glass, hiding a twitch at my mouth. “Just freshening up.”

His gaze dipped, quick, then back to my eyes. “Mmm. You look... refreshed.”

I cut a small piece of pie, keeping my attention on the plate. “Eat your dessert.”

“I already did,” he said, leaning slightly toward me, “and I’m still hungry.”

I shot him a look. “Careful.”

“You like it,” he said softly, the curve of his mouth making it sound more like fact than question.

Across the table, someone laughed too loudly. The moment folded back into the general noise, but he didn’t stop. “You were quiet in there,” he added. “Thought I’d gotten more of a reaction.”

I held my fork steady. “You got exactly what you were aiming for.”

His smile sharpened. “Not exactly.”

The conversation swirled around us, but under it his presence pressed in — the heat of his thigh close enough to touch, the sound of his breath a beat slower than mine. I finished the pie without tasting it.
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The night wound down. Coats were found. Goodbyes passed around. Tom was in the kitchen talking with Laura, their voices warm and easy. I walked toward the entry to help gather dishes, but Daniel was waiting there, leaning casually against the wall.

He didn’t move when I approached. “You know what I kept thinking about while I was saying goodbye to everyone?”

“I’m sure you’ll tell me,” I said, reaching for a serving platter.

“How warm you were,” he murmured, his voice so low it scraped over me. “How wet. My fingers are still slick. Makes me wonder what it would be like to taste you straight from the source.”

The platter felt heavier in my hands. “Daniel—”

“I want to feel that heat wrapped around my cock instead of my fingers,” he went on, stepping in just enough to block my path. “Every squeeze. Every shiver.”

My breath caught, but I forced my chin up. “You don’t hold back, do you?”

He smiled faintly. “Not with you.”

“That mouth will get you in trouble,” I said, shifting my weight so the front of my hip grazed his.

His eyes darkened. “Maybe. Or maybe it’ll get me exactly where I want to be.”

I swallowed. “And where’s that?”

“Buried in you,” he said, no hesitation, “until you can’t remember your own name.”

The air between us felt hot, heavy. “Big promises,” I managed.

His gaze dropped briefly to my mouth. “Not promises. Plans.”

From the kitchen, Tom called my name. I stepped past Daniel, the brush of my arm against his deliberate.

As I reached the doorway, he said it quietly, like a seal on the night: “You’re not done with me.”

I didn’t turn around. “We’ll see.”

But my body already knew he was right.

When the last of the guests left, Tom moved through the quiet house with the content heaviness of someone who’d had enough wine and good food. We stacked plates together in the kitchen, rinsed a few pans, and left the rest for the morning.

Daniel’s voice still lingered in my ears. Straight from the source. Wrapped around my cock. It was dangerous how easily those words lodged in me.

We went upstairs. Tom brushed his teeth, changed, and fell asleep within minutes. The house was still, only the faint hum of the refrigerator downstairs and his steady breathing filling the air. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, feeling the weight of the night pressing down on me.

My hand slid beneath the sheets without hesitation. I was already wet again. My fingers sank into the heat like they’d been waiting for it. I rubbed in short, tight circles, letting my hips lift slightly against my palm.

I replayed everything — the press of his thigh against mine, the slide of his fingers inside me, his foot teasing my ankle, the way his breath changed when I pushed back against his hip in the hall. And then the words: Buried in you until you can’t remember your own name.

My breath shortened. My toes curled. My cunt pulsed hard under my fingers. The orgasm hit deep, a sharp, flooding release that made my thighs close tight and my chest arch off the bed. I bit the pillow to keep from making a sound.

When it faded, I kept my hand there, feeling the damp warmth against my skin. But the high drained fast. The room cooled. In the quiet, I could hear Tom breathing evenly beside me, his arm resting loosely on the blanket, inches from the hand I’d just used to get myself off to another man’s touch and voice.

The dread settled in slow. Not guilt — just the knowledge that this had gone too far to pull back easily. I’d let him touch me without a word. I’d wanted him to. And after what he’d said tonight, there was no mistaking what would happen next time.

I lay still, eyes open in the dark, my hand limp on my stomach. The line I’d thought I could hold was already behind me.

And I didn’t know how to get back.
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Finally
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Tom’s car wasn’t in the driveway when I pulled in. The house was still, blinds drawn, the faint hum of the fridge carrying into the hall. I dropped my bag on the counter and checked my phone. His name lit the screen — a text saying he’d be staying in the city overnight. Work drinks had gone long. He’d grabbed a hotel near the office. A smiley face at the end, like that made it casual.

I stood there a moment, reading it again, feeling the shape of the space around me change. The silence wasn’t empty anymore. It was open.

I poured a glass of wine without taking off my shoes. The first swallow warmed my chest, and my mind slid to where it had been heading all week. The hand under the table, the way he’d kept touching me through dessert, the way my cunt had ached after.

I went upstairs, turned on the shower, and undressed slow. Steam fogged the mirror. I stepped under the spray, washing quickly but letting the heat soak into my skin. My hands moved over my tits, across my hips, between my legs, just enough to feel the pulse there but not enough to take the edge off.

When I toweled off, I stood in front of the closet in just that towel, deciding. I didn’t want anything that looked like I’d dressed up for him. Nothing fancy. But not careless. A soft black skirt that hit mid-thigh, clinging just enough to my ass when I turned sideways. A fitted gray T-shirt that hugged my tits so the shape was obvious, nipples showing faintly through the thin fabric. No bra. No panties. The skirt brushed bare skin when I moved.

Perfume at my throat, the inside of my wrists, the soft crease where my thighs met my hips. I didn’t need it there. I wanted it there.

Downstairs, I topped off the wine and sat on the edge of the couch with my phone in hand. His thread was still high on the list. My thumbs hovered before I typed.

Me: You still have that corkscrew you borrowed from me?

The reply came in less than a minute.
Daniel: Yeah. Want me to bring it over?
I sipped and typed back.
Me: If you’re not busy.
Daniel: Be there in twenty.

I stared at those words, felt them low in my belly. I set the glass down, crossed my legs, uncrossed them again.

The minutes stretched. I walked into the kitchen, fussed with dishes that didn’t need moving, checked the mirror by the door twice. My nipples had hardened more since dressing, pushing clearer against the T-shirt. The skirt hem shifted high when I leaned forward, showing the top of my thighs. I left it like that.

The doorbell rang sooner than I expected. My heart kicked once, sharp, then leveled out. I opened it to find him in a dark Henley and worn jeans, holding the corkscrew. His eyes moved over me — quick, deliberate, and not pretending to be casual.

“Thanks,” I said, taking it from him. I stepped back so he’d have to come in.

He crossed the threshold. I closed the door behind him, my palm staying flat against it longer than needed. His scent was clean soap and something faintly sharp, like cedar. The air felt heavier already.

“Tom home?” he asked, low.

“No,” I said. “That’s why I called you.”

His mouth curved faintly. “You sure?”

I didn’t answer. I stepped forward, my hand brushing over his chest. The muscle tightened under the thin fabric, and his jaw shifted like he was holding something back.

He didn’t move when my hand pressed against his chest. I could feel his heartbeat under my palm — slow, heavy, like he was holding himself in place by force. His eyes stayed locked on mine, steady, not blinking.

The corkscrew was still in my other hand. I set it on the side table without looking, letting the space between us shrink. My tits brushed his torso, the thin cotton of my shirt catching against the Henley. His eyes dropped for a fraction of a second, catching on the hard points pressing through the fabric.

“Missed these,” he said, his voice lower than before. His palm came up without hesitation, cupping one tit, lifting the weight of it in his hand like it belonged there. His thumb pressed and rolled over my nipple until it pushed even harder against the fabric. Heat shot straight down my spine.

I grabbed a fistful of his shirt and pulled him into me. The kiss landed hard — lips crushing, teeth clashing, his tongue pushing deep into my mouth. It was messy, hot, full of the kind of hunger that made my knees want to give. His other hand slid down my back, over the curve of my ass, and squeezed hard enough to make me gasp into his mouth.

When he hit the hem of my skirt, he didn’t stop. He slid his hand under, found bare skin, grabbed a handful of my ass. His fingers dug in and pulled me forward against the thick shape of his cock through his jeans.

“No panties?” he murmured, his mouth still close enough that I could feel each word on my lips.

I caught his bottom lip between my teeth and let it go. “No panties.”

He groaned like that was all he needed to hear, then spun us so my back hit the wall. His body pressed into mine, pinning me there. His mouth left mine, dropping to my neck, kissing hard, sucking until my pulse raced under his lips. His hand stayed full on my ass, pulling me harder against the thick ridge straining under his zipper.

“You’ve been driving me insane,” he said, his breath hot against my skin.

My hands went to his waist, sliding under his shirt to feel the heat of him. “So do something about it.”

He bent and took my tit into his mouth through the shirt, sucking hard enough to make me moan out loud. His tongue worked over the nipple, soaking the thin cotton until it clung wet to the curve of my tit. He groaned into me, squeezing both tits now, pushing them up and together so he could bury his face between them.

I hooked my fingers in his belt loops and pulled, forcing him to move with me. We backed toward the kitchen, kissing again, harder now, our teeth catching, breaths ragged. His hands stayed greedy, roaming from my tits to my hips, back to my ass, grabbing and lifting like he needed to feel every inch at once.

The kitchen light threw a bright strip over the counter. He turned me in one motion, bent me forward over the island. My tits pressed flat to the cool surface, nipples dragging. I felt the skirt push up over my hips, his hands spreading me just enough to see everything.

“Fuck,” he breathed. His thumb ran over my pussy — hot, slick, aching.

“You’re soaked,” he said, voice rougher now.

I looked back over my shoulder, meeting his eyes. “I’ve been soaked for you for weeks.”

His jaw flexed. He grabbed his belt, yanked it open, the metal buckle snapping against the denim. The sound made my cunt clench even tighter. He pulled the zipper down slow, like he wanted me to hear it, to know exactly what was about to happen.

I braced my arms on the counter, pushed my ass back into him. “Don’t make me wait.”

His cock was out, thick and hard, brushing the inside of my thigh.

He lined himself up without ceremony, the blunt head of his cock sliding through the slick heat between my thighs. The first pass dragged over my clit, making my hips jerk forward against the counter. He caught me by the waist, holding me still.

“Hold it right there,” he said, voice steady but shaking at the edges.

I felt the thick pressure at my entrance, the slow push as he worked inside. My breath caught hard when the stretch started — the kind that made my nails bite the counter. He didn’t stop until his hips were pressed against my ass, the full weight of his cock filling me so deep it felt like my legs might give.

We stayed there for a second, both breathing hard, letting my cunt adjust around him. His hands slid from my waist to my hips, holding me like I was exactly where I belonged.

“Jesus, you feel...” He cut himself off with a groan, pulling back an inch before pushing in again, slow and deep.

The motion dragged my tits against the countertop, my nipples catching and tightening more with every pass. My hair slid forward over my face. The skirt was bunched around my waist now, useless, his jeans hanging low enough that his hips slapped bare against my ass.

He started to fuck me in earnest — long strokes at first, then harder, faster, pulling me back into him so every thrust landed deep. The sound of wet friction filled the kitchen, mixing with the smack of his hips on my cheeks. His grip on my hips tightened, thumbs digging in as he drove into me.

I moaned into the countertop, my voice breaking when he changed his angle and hit a spot that made my knees buckle. “Right there,” I breathed.

He growled low in his throat and kept hitting it, faster now. My tits bounced and dragged under me, the counter edge pressing into the soft flesh. I pushed back into him, meeting each thrust, wanting it harder.

“You’ve been thinking about this every time I’ve seen you,” he said, his voice rough and close to my ear now. He’d leaned over me, his chest against my back, his hands still gripping my hips as his cock slammed in.

“Yes,” I managed. “Yes, fuck—”

One of his hands left my hip and came around to grab a tit, squeezing it hard, his thumb rolling my nipple until I gasped. He kept fucking me without losing pace, the pull on my nipple sending sharp heat straight to my pussy.

The pressure built fast, my cunt clenching around him tighter, pulling him in. He must have felt it because he groaned and drove in harder, the slap of our bodies echoing off the walls. My orgasm hit quick — a hard, pulsing clamp that made my vision blur for a second. I dug my nails into the countertop, held myself together while my pussy milked his cock.

He didn’t slow. If anything, he fucked me harder, riding through my orgasm until my legs shook. Then he pulled out so fast I gasped at the loss, his hands gripping my hips like he couldn’t let go.

“Up,” he said, and before I could move, he had me off my feet, my skirt bunched high, my ass bare in his hands. I wrapped my legs around his waist automatically, feeling the thick length of his cock still slick against my inner thigh.

He carried me the few steps to the kitchen table and laid me back across it, the wood cool against my spine. My tits lifted with the arch of my back, nipples pointed high and hard. He spread my legs wide, stepping between them, his cock heavy in his hand as he lined up again.

The first thrust back in made me cry out — deep, full, the stretch almost shocking after the brief emptiness. He gripped the backs of my thighs, holding me open so he could drive in hard. The table creaked under us.

From this angle, my tits bounced with every thrust, the soft flesh shaking while my nipples caught the cool air. He bent down, taking one in his mouth, sucking until it was wet and swollen, then moving to the other without breaking his rhythm. His hips slammed into mine, the sound of our bodies hitting filling the kitchen.

I reached down between my legs, touching where we were joined, feeling how soaked I was around him. He groaned when my fingers brushed his cock on the way out, then pushed back in even harder.

“Look at you,” he said, voice rough, glancing down at my tits spilling and jiggling with every hit. “Fucking perfect.”

He pinned my hips to the table and started grinding deep between thrusts, making my toes curl. The pressure built again, fast, his cock hitting that spot over and over until my legs began to tremble in his grip.

His pace picked up until the table legs tapped against the floor in time with his thrusts. The wood under my back shuddered, my tits bouncing high, the soft slap of flesh on flesh filling the room. His grip on my thighs tightened, forcing my knees back until they almost brushed my shoulders, opening me wide so every inch of his cock could drive in.

I grabbed my tits myself, squeezing them hard, rolling the nipples between my fingers. The sight made him groan low in his throat, his eyes flicking from my face to my chest, then down to where he was buried in me.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” he said, his voice raw.

“Yes I do,” I panted. “I’ve been waiting too.”

He dropped one of my legs, hooking the other over his shoulder so he could get even deeper. The new angle made his cock grind hard against that sweet spot inside, pulling another sharp moan from me. I reached for the edge of the table, gripping hard to hold myself steady while he pounded in.

The table creaked louder now. His hands went back to my tits, kneading them like he was claiming them, thumbs teasing the nipples until they ached. My head tipped back, my moans spilling out without control.

He bent forward, his mouth closing over one nipple again, sucking hard while his hips kept moving. His stubble scraped my skin, the wet pull of his mouth sending another shiver straight down to my cunt. I could feel the next orgasm building fast, my body tensing around him.

“Don’t stop,” I gasped.

He didn’t — his thrusts stayed deep and fast, the wet slap between us getting louder, his breath coming harder against my chest. I came again, clenching down so tight his rhythm stuttered for a second. He groaned into my tit, pulling back to watch my face as he drove through it.

When the aftershocks left me limp, he pulled out, his cock shiny with my slick, and turned me onto my stomach. My tits pressed flat to the table, my ass up and open. He stepped in and slid back inside in one rough thrust, making me cry out. His hands grabbed my hips, holding me steady while his hips pounded into my ass hard enough to push the table an inch.

The sound was filthy — his balls slapping my clit, the table groaning, our breath ragged. I felt him getting close, his thrusts sharper, his grip almost bruising.

“Fuck, I’m gonna—” he started.

“Fuck, I’m gonna—” His thrusts turned uneven, grip tightening on my thighs until the muscles ached.

He buried himself deep and stayed there, groaning through clenched teeth as his cock pulsed. I felt the heat flood inside me in heavy, throbbing spurts, my cunt squeezing down like it didn’t want to let him out. His forehead dropped toward my shoulder, breath hot on my skin, holding still until the last pulse faded.

When he pulled out, the slick sound filled the quiet. A wet trail followed him, pooling under me on the table before dripping to the floor. I stayed sprawled there, skirt still bunched at my waist, shirt twisted high so both tits were bare, nipples still aching from his mouth.

We didn’t say anything for a few seconds. Just breathing.

He adjusted himself, zipping up without looking at me. I slid off the table, tugged my shirt down but left the skirt where it was, my inner thighs sticky and warm. We both avoided eye contact as I smoothed my hair.

Finally, he glanced over. “That... can’t happen again.” The words came out low, like he wasn’t sure if he meant them.

I met his eyes. “No one can know.”

“Of course,” he said quickly, maybe too quickly. He hesitated, then added, “It was...” His gaze flicked down my body once. “Incredible.”

My mouth twitched, not quite a smile. “Yeah. It was.”

We stood there another moment, both looking like we might say more and then not.

He reached for his jacket from the back of a chair. “We should... I should go.”

I walked him to the door. He paused with his hand on the frame, then stepped in to give me a quick hug — not tight, not loose, just... unsure. His cheek brushed mine. He smelled like sex and soap.

“See you,” he murmured, already stepping back.

“See you,” I echoed, keeping my voice steady.

The door closed behind him, the quiet of the house rushing back in. I stood there with my pulse still loud in my ears, my skin cooling, and the heavy certainty settling in my chest — we’d actually done it.

I locked the door and walked to the bathroom. In the mirror, my hair was a mess, my lips swollen, my tits marked from his hands. Turning sideways, I caught the wet shine between my thighs before I stepped into the shower.

The water hit hot over my skin, but it didn’t wash away the truth: whatever this was now, it wasn’t going back.
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Needing it
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The next morning I moved through the house like it belonged to someone else. I poured coffee, set the mug near Tom’s spot, and buttered toast without tasting it. He sat in the living room with his laptop open, talking into his headset about numbers I didn’t care to follow. The sound carried down the hall even with the kitchen door pushed almost shut.

I carried my mug upstairs and tried folding laundry. The cotton felt thin between my fingers. I thought about how Daniel had grabbed my tits through my shirt, the way the fabric stretched until my nipples pushed hard against his palms. I set the same shirt down twice, then picked it up again like I couldn’t decide where it belonged.

I switched to the bathroom. Wiped the counter, hung a fresh towel, ran the tap to rinse the sink. The sound of water reminded me of the shower that night, steam closing in while my thighs were still sticky from him. I shut it off faster than I needed to.

Downstairs again, I put dishes away one at a time. My hands slowed every time I leaned forward over the counter, my tits shifting under my shirt, my body remembering what it felt like to have his hips slam into me from the other side of that angle. My cunt gave a slow, warm throb that didn’t ease.

The phone sat on the island. Silent. I poured a second cup of coffee just to have something to do and watched the surface swirl before I picked it up. The last message was from him, short and plain: See you. Like we had parted after small talk and not with me spread on my own table, full of his cum.

I put the phone back down. Tried to finish my coffee without looking at it again. My eyes kept pulling back. Ten minutes passed, maybe more, before I gave in and opened our thread.

Did you ever put my corkscrew back in the drawer?

His reply came fast.
Daniel: I remember exactly where I left it.
I let the words sit. My chest felt tight. I typed again.
Me: I could come get it.
Daniel: Not today.

I leaned against the counter.
Me: Laura home?
Daniel: Yes.

The word landed heavy. I pictured her in their kitchen, maybe near him, maybe not, but close enough that we couldn’t even risk the doorway.

Me: Then where?

Daniel: Someplace quiet. No chance of being seen.

I rinsed my cup at the sink, staring at my reflection in the window. My face looked normal. My body didn’t feel it. The denim between my legs pressed tighter when I shifted my weight, and I felt the same pulse that had been there since the last time he was inside me.

The phone buzzed again.
Daniel: Back lot behind Huxley’s. Two o’clock.
Me: I’ll make it.

Daniel: Wear something I can get into fast.

I went upstairs. Pulled on the faded jeans that hugged my ass but slid down quick. A ribbed tank under a loose zip hoodie. No bra. No panties. The denim pulled snug over bare skin when I zipped them. My nipples pushed hard against the thin cotton, visible when I left the hoodie half open.

The phone buzzed once more.
Daniel: I need you again.
I slid the phone into my pocket, the weight of it pressing against my thigh, and picked up my keys without thinking.
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The lot behind Huxley’s sat half empty. Two delivery vans and an old sedan near the dumpsters. No one smoking. No one loading boxes. The back door to the café stayed shut.

I pulled into the far corner and killed the engine. The skirt rode high when I slid out of the driver’s seat and climbed into the back, the hem catching on my thighs. No panties. My hoodie hung open over the ribbed tank that clung to my tits, nipples already hard from the drive.

His truck rolled in a minute later. He pulled up close, door to door, and shut off the engine. A moment later he was climbing into the back seat with me, the space filling with his heat and the faint bite of his cologne.

We kissed immediately, mouths hard, tongues sliding. His hands went under my hoodie in seconds, finding my tits bare under the tank. He squeezed both, thumbs rolling my nipples until my breath caught.

“You didn’t wear a bra,” he said against my mouth.

“You told me not to.”

He bent and sucked one nipple through the thin cotton, the scrape of his teeth sending a jolt straight to my cunt. His other hand pushed my skirt up over my hips and slid between my legs.

“No panties,” he said, grinning against my skin.

“You told me not to,” I breathed, my voice breaking as his fingers sank into me.

Two deep strokes and his thumb found my clit, rubbing tight circles while his fingers curled inside. My head tipped back against the seat, my hips pushing up into his hand.

My phone started to buzz. The screen lit with Tom’s name. I froze. Daniel didn’t.

“Answer it,” he murmured. His mouth closed over my nipple again, sucking hard.

I swiped to pick up. “Hey.” My voice came out tight.

“Everything good?” Tom asked.

“Yeah... just running errands.” I bit down on the inside of my cheek as Daniel’s fingers pushed deeper.

“Forgot to ask if you can grab milk on the way home.”

“Sure,” I managed. Daniel’s teeth caught my nipple, his thumb pressing harder on my clit. I had to clear my throat before I spoke again. “Anything else?”

“That’s it. You sound out of breath—”

“Just... walking back to the car,” I cut in quickly.

We hung up. I dropped the phone to the seat beside me, my body still rocking against his hand.

A car pulled into the spot next to mine, engine idling. A man in a baseball cap glanced our way before focusing on his coffee. The sight snapped everything cold. Daniel slid his hand free, my skirt falling into place. The air on my wet skin made me ache even harder.

“This won’t work here,” he said, his voice low and rough.

Frustration burned hot in my chest. “Next time,” I said.

We leaned in for one more kiss — long, hungry, all teeth and breath — before he opened the door and stepped out. I stayed in the back seat, thighs pressed together, watching him walk away while the ache between my legs refused to fade.
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Laura’s voice carried from the kitchen when I walked in with Tom. People were already there — couples, friends, drinks in hand, music low. The smell of something baking mixed with the sharp scent of wine. Daniel stood near the far counter, listening to someone talk. His eyes found mine before I made it across the room.

We didn’t touch. We didn’t need to. Every glance was enough.

I laughed at a joke I didn’t hear, accepted a drink from Laura, and let Tom drift into a conversation with two other men. Daniel moved through the room, slow and deliberate, until he stood behind me.

“Upstairs bathroom,” he murmured without looking at me. Then he was gone again, talking to someone else like he hadn’t just told me exactly where to meet him.

I waited five minutes. Set my glass down. Slipped down the hall and up the stairs. The guest bath sat at the end, the light spilling from under the door. I stepped inside and locked it behind me.

He was already there. He turned, grabbed me by the hips, and kissed me hard enough to make my head hit the door. His hands went straight under my skirt, pushing it to my waist. His knuckles brushed the bare skin of my ass before he pulled me against the heavy shape in his pants.

“I’ve been thinking about this since the lot,” he said, his voice low and rough.

“So have I,” I breathed.

He spun me and lifted me onto the counter. My thighs opened for him without thought. He hooked his thumbs in my panties and pulled them off in one smooth move, shoving them into his pocket.

His mouth went to my tits, sucking one nipple through my top until it was hard, then lifting the fabric to get at them bare. The scrape of his stubble made me gasp. His hands gripped my ass, fingers spreading me on the edge of the counter.

He unzipped and pulled himself free, the thick length hot and heavy against my inner thigh. “I love how wet you get,” he said, sliding the head through my slick folds.

“Stop talking,” I said.

He pushed in with one slow, deep stroke until his hips met mine. My head dropped back against the mirror, my tits bouncing once from the force. His hands grabbed my hips, holding me still while he pulled back and drove in again, faster.

The counter rocked under us. My moans were muffled against his shoulder, his shirt catching against my nipples as they dragged. He set a brutal pace, each thrust making my ass hit the cold surface, each pull slamming my tits forward into his chest.

I dug my heels into his back, pulling him in deeper. “Harder,” I gasped.

He obeyed, one hand coming up to squeeze my tits, the other holding my ass in place while he fucked me. My orgasm built fast, tight, my cunt clenching around him. I bit into his neck to keep from making a sound as it hit, my thighs trembling against his sides.

He groaned, pulled out, and stroked himself fast until his cum spilled hot across my inner thighs. The sight made my cunt clench again even empty.

We moved quickly after — him tucking himself in, me straightening my skirt, wiping the slick from my legs with toilet paper. A quick check in the mirror. Flushed cheeks. Hair a little wild.

He kissed me once, deep and quick, before unlocking the door. We left separately.

Back in the living room, the noise hit me all at once — laughter, music, clinking glasses. I found my glass of wine and took a slow sip, my lips still tingling from his. Tom caught my eye from across the room and smiled; I smiled back like nothing had happened.

Daniel stood near the kitchen now, talking to another man, one hand wrapped around a beer. He looked relaxed. I felt more than relaxed — I felt charged, awake, like every cell in my body was lit.

I moved from group to group, laughing easily, touching an arm here, a shoulder there. Every man I spoke to looked at me a second longer than necessary, and I knew they could feel the heat rolling off me even if they didn’t know why.

Laura handed me a plate of something warm, smiling without suspicion. I thanked her, my heart steady and strong. I felt amazing. I felt untouchable. I felt invincible.
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By the time we got home, Tom was warm from wine and yawning. He let the dogs out, loaded the dishwasher, and came upstairs with the slow, heavy steps of someone already halfway to sleep. I followed, my body still loose and humming from what had happened in Laura’s guest bathroom.

We brushed our teeth side by side. He kissed my cheek in the mirror and got into bed without a word. The light clicked off, and within minutes his breathing evened out.

I lay on my back staring into the dark. The room smelled faintly of his soap, but all I could taste was Daniel’s mouth. My thighs shifted under the blanket, the edge of the sheet dragging over the spot where his cum had dried on my skin before I wiped it away. The memory tightened in my chest, then dropped low.

I slid my hand under the waistband of my sleep shorts, touching the bare heat there. My fingers were slick again almost immediately. I kept my movements slow — tight circles over my clit, the same rhythm Daniel’s thumb had used in the back seat. My other hand pulled my top up so I could roll one nipple between my fingers, just enough to make my breath catch.

I thought about the way his hands had gripped my hips, the hard pull when he wanted me still while he fucked me deep. I thought about the sharp press of the counter against my ass, the mirror shaking behind me. My orgasm built quietly, slow and heavy, until it broke in a deep, rolling wave that left my legs trembling under the blanket.

I stayed still for a minute, catching my breath, my hand resting between my thighs. My heart slowed, but the certainty didn’t fade — I wasn’t going to stop. If anything, I wanted more.

Beside me, Tom turned in his sleep, his arm draping loosely across my stomach. I closed my eyes, but the last thing I saw was Daniel’s face, close to mine, his voice low in my ear saying, Next time, we don’t stop.
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Out of control
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It didn’t take long for the space between us to disappear. One week after the bathroom fuck, we were already finding each other in places we had no business touching. Two weeks in, it wasn’t chance anymore. It was a pattern.

At a friend’s barbecue, I was carrying a bowl of salad from the kitchen to the deck when a hand caught my wrist. Daniel pulled me into the pantry and shut the door behind us. The air smelled like onions and dry spices. His mouth went straight to my tits, pulling the neckline of my dress down until my nipple popped free. He sucked hard, teeth scraping just enough to make my knees weaken. My back pressed into shelves lined with canned beans. I almost moaned before I shoved my hand over my mouth. He grinned against my skin like that was the point — to get me so close to giving us away I could taste it.

Three days later, I blew him in his truck behind the hardware store. We didn’t even bother moving to the back seat. He slid it out, already hard, the head leaking. I bent over and took him deep, the steering wheel pressing into my side, the smell of sawdust from somewhere in the lot mixing with his scent. I swallowed him down until his thigh muscles locked and he came in hot pulses at the back of my throat. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and kissed him before slipping out of the cab like we’d been talking about lawnmowers.

The next time, we were at the grocery store. Tom and Laura were two aisles over. I was reading the label on a bottle of olive oil when Daniel’s hand slid between my legs. The hem of my skirt barely covered his wrist. I kept my eyes on the text while he rubbed slow circles over my clit, his fingers parting me just enough to feel how wet I was. I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep my face neutral. When a cart rolled past, he stepped away, leaving me throbbing in the middle of the aisle. I had to stand there for a full minute before I could walk straight.

We didn’t talk about how often it was happening. There was no point. Every time we were in the same room, our eyes found each other, and some part of me — the part that had been sleeping for years — woke up fully alert. I started dressing with him in mind, choosing skirts with loose hems, tops with necklines that dipped just enough for his eyes to linger.

When we weren’t touching, we were texting. Short, blunt messages. Where are you? Ten minutes. I want you. Sometimes I’d send a photo cropped so tight it could be anything — the curve of my hip, the edge of my nipple, the inside of my thigh. He’d reply with nothing but the time and place.

We told ourselves we’d slow down. That we’d be careful. But every time we were alone, we didn’t. And with each time, the gap between thinking about it and acting on it got smaller. Some days, there was no gap at all.
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Tom had a meeting across town. He kissed my cheek in the kitchen, grabbed his keys, and was gone with a quick “Don’t wait up for lunch.” I watched his car pull away, counted to ten, and sent the text.

Me: Empty house. Twenty minutes.

Daniel: I’ll make it in ten.

I stripped the bed down to the sheets and threw the comforter back like it was an invitation. Sunlight cut through the blinds in pale bars. I left my skirt on, no panties, and a thin camisole that showed my nipples before I even touched them.

The knock at the door was quiet. I didn’t bother checking — I just opened it and stepped aside. He was already unzipping his jacket before it shut behind him.

We didn’t talk. We kissed, hard, moving down the hall together. His hands slid up my back under the camisole, thumbs brushing the sides of my tits. By the time we hit the bedroom, I was pushing the skirt up over my hips.

He shoved me back onto the bed, crawling over me until my head hit Tom’s pillow. His mouth closed over my nipple through the camisole, teeth grazing until I gasped. He pushed the fabric down to get at them bare, squeezing one while sucking the other.

“You smell like this bed,” he said against my skin.

“You’re about to smell like it too.”

He pulled his cock out, already hard, and dragged it over my pussy. The head slipped through the slick between my thighs, catching on my clit before he lined up and pushed in deep. My back arched, my hands gripping his shoulders.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, starting with deep, slow strokes.

“You like it?” I breathed.

“I love fucking you in the bed that’s supposed to be only for your husband.”

The sheets shifted under us with every thrust. When he sat back on his knees, I grabbed my own tits, squeezing and bouncing them in my hands. It freed his grip to clamp down hard on my thighs, holding them open as he slammed into me faster.

“Look at that,” he said, glancing down. “Your pussy’s dripping all over your husband’s sheets.”

That made me moan harder. He smirked and flipped me over, pulling me onto my hands and knees. The skirt bunched at my waist as he slid back inside me from behind, his hands gripping my hips. He fucked me deep, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room.

“Push back on it,” he told me.

I did, grinding my ass into him, feeling his cock hit deeper. His hands slid up my back to grab my shoulders, pulling me into each thrust. My tits swung under me, brushing the sheets.

“God, I’ve missed this pussy,” he growled. “Could fuck you here all day.”

“You should,” I panted.

He reached around to rub my clit, thrusts getting faster. My orgasm built quick, tight, until I came with a sharp cry, clenching hard around him. He held on, fucking me through it, his breath ragged.

He pulled me upright against his chest, one hand on my tit, the other gripping my hip as he drove into me standing on the bed. “Gonna fill you up,” he said against my ear. “Make sure you’re thinking about me every time you lay down here.”

That was enough to make me moan again. He slammed in hard, groaning as he came deep, holding me there while the heat spilled inside me.

We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard, the smell of sex already heavy in the air. He pulled out slowly, watching the slick trail between us.

I swung my legs off the bed, skirt falling into place but the warmth still sliding down my thigh.

“Same time tomorrow?” he smirked.

I didn’t answer. I was already straightening the sheets, spraying the room with the linen spray Tom liked.

Daniel slipped out the back door.

Five minutes later, I heard Tom’s car in the driveway.
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Laura had called that morning, bright and cheerful, saying they were finally tackling the garage. “It’s embarrassing how much junk has piled up,” she’d laughed. “You’ll keep me from getting sentimental about old boxes.”

By the time I pulled into their driveway, the garage door was open. Sunlight hit dust motes drifting in the air. Stacks of plastic bins lined one wall, half-opened boxes covered the workbench. Daniel was bent over a crate near the back, wearing a faded gray T-shirt that clung damp to his shoulders and back.

Laura met me at the entrance, smiling, already holding a roll of trash bags. “We’re making three piles,” she said. “Keep, donate, toss. I’ll show you.”

I followed her inside, the smell of cardboard, oil, and warm concrete wrapping around me. Daniel looked up when I came in. His eyes flicked over me, quick but deliberate, before he turned back to the box.

We worked side by side for a while. I sorted a bin of old holiday decorations; Daniel broke down boxes and stacked them against the wall. Laura moved between us, talking about a neighbor who was moving away.

At one point, Daniel came up behind me to grab a folded tarp from the shelf over my head. But instead of just reaching, his chest pressed fully to my back, his hands gripping my hips first. His thumbs slid forward over my skirt until they pressed into the tops of my thighs. He leaned in, his breath hot on my ear.

“You know I’m hard already,” he murmured. His cock pressed against my ass, thick even through his jeans.

I stayed still a moment longer than I needed to before stepping aside, my pulse loud in my ears.

Laura straightened from a pile of winter coats. “I should check the laundry before I forget,” she said, dusting her hands off. “Be right back.” She slipped through the door into the house, letting it click shut behind her.

The sound was like a starter pistol. Daniel crossed the space in three strides, caught me by the waist, and pulled me into him. His mouth was on mine immediately — hard, wet, his tongue pushing in deep. I grabbed at his shirt, feeling the sweat-damp fabric cling to his skin.

He turned me toward the workbench, pressing me forward until my palms hit the rough wood. The skirt slid up over my hips easily. My panties were shoved aside in one quick motion, his fingers sliding between my legs.

“Fuck, you’re already soaked,” he growled.

I gasped as he pushed into me from behind, the thick stretch forcing my breath out in one sharp exhale.

The first few thrusts were slow but heavy, each one making the wood groan under my grip. Then his hands locked on my hips, and he started to fuck me hard, hips slapping against my ass.

“Bend lower,” he ordered.

I dropped my chest toward the bench, my tits dragging across the wood with each push. He reached forward, grabbing one, squeezing it through my shirt while the other hand stayed locked on my hip.

“You feel how deep I am? Laura’s in the next room and you’re still letting me pound this pussy.”

“Yes,” I breathed, my voice shaking.

He picked up the pace, pulling almost all the way out before driving in again, harder. My skirt was bunched at my waist, his cock slamming into me fast enough to make my ass sting. His breath was ragged now, matching mine.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

I slipped a hand down, finding my clit and rubbing tight circles while he fucked me. The double sensation sent a rush through me so fast I almost cried out. My orgasm hit sharp, my cunt clamping around him as I pressed back into every thrust.

“God, that’s it,” he groaned, holding my hips still as he slammed into me. “Take it. Take all of it.”

He kept going until my legs shook, then pulled me upright by the hair. One arm wrapped around my chest to grab my tits, the other sliding down to grind my clit while he still thrust into me from behind. I bit down on my lip to keep quiet, my head falling back onto his shoulder.

The heat in my belly turned molten when he slammed deep one last time and groaned, spilling inside me. His cock twitched with each pulse, his hips locked tight to mine.

We stayed there for a moment, both breathing hard, before he pulled out and tucked himself in. I straightened my skirt, the slick heat between my thighs impossible to ignore.

When Laura came back through the door, I was carrying a random box toward the “donate” pile. Daniel was folding the tarp.

“Laundry’s still damp,” she said, smiling. “How’s it going out here?”

“Making progress,” I said evenly. Inside, my heart was still racing, and my pussy throbbed with the aftershocks.
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The motel was the kind of place no one looked at twice — beige paint peeling under the sun, faded curtains that never opened all the way. Daniel had texted the address that morning with no greeting, just the room number. I parked around the side where no one could see my car from the street.

When I knocked, the door opened immediately. He stepped back to let me in, locking it behind me. The air smelled faintly of cheap soap and stale air-conditioning.

We didn’t waste time. His hands were on my hips as soon as the lock clicked, pushing me toward the bed. My skirt slid up with every step until it was around my waist. I climbed onto the mattress and straddled him while he sat back against the headboard, his shirt already on the floor.

His cock was thick and heavy in my hand when I freed it. I lined it up and sank down slow, feeling every inch stretch me until my hips met his. His hands came straight to my tits, squeezing hard, thumbs rolling my nipples.

“You always take me so deep,” he said, voice low.

“Love having you this deep,” I murmured, starting to rock my hips.

We found a rhythm fast — slow forward grinds, deeper pushes back, my tits bouncing in his hands. I leaned forward to kiss him, his tongue sliding into my mouth as he squeezed my ass to pull me in harder.

His phone buzzed on the nightstand. He glanced at the screen, then back at me. “Laura.”

I smirked and kept moving. “Answer it.”

His eyes narrowed, but he picked it up. “Hey,” he said, his voice instantly softer.

I rolled my hips slow, letting his cock drag against every spot inside me. He gripped my waist, trying to keep me still. I didn’t stop.

“Yeah... just out running errands,” he told her. I lifted my tank over my head and leaned forward, brushing one nipple across his lips. He caught it between his teeth, sucking hard.

I heard Laura’s voice faintly through the phone, cheerful and oblivious. I ground down harder, circling my hips, feeling him twitch inside me.

“Mhm, I can pick that up on the way back,” he said, his breathing tight now. His free hand slid up my side to grab my other tit, kneading it while I kept moving.

I pressed my clit against his pelvis with each forward grind, chasing my own release. His thumb flicked over my nipple, his cock thickening inside me. I bit my lip, forcing my orgasm to stay silent even as it tore through me, my cunt clenching around him in long, pulsing squeezes.

He closed his eyes for a second, jaw tight, but kept talking to her. “Yeah, I’ll be home in an hour... love you too.”

The second the call ended, he dropped the phone and grabbed my hips hard. “You’re fucking evil,” he said, his voice ragged.

“You loved it,” I shot back.

His mouth curved into a grin that didn’t reach his eyes. In the next breath, his hands left my hips and caught me under the thighs. He flipped me onto my back in one quick, rough motion, pushing my skirt up to my ribs.

“Spread,” he ordered.

I opened my legs, and he climbed over me, guiding his cock back inside in one heavy thrust that made me gasp. He planted his hands on either side of my head and started pounding me, hips driving into mine with sharp, relentless strokes.

My tits bounced hard on my chest with every impact, the soft flesh shaking while my nipples jutted tight in the cool motel air. He watched them move, his pace quickening, the slap of skin on skin filling the room.

“Tits bouncing, pussy sucking me in. You weren’t made for fucking just one guy.”

I grabbed the sides of his arms for balance, my head pushing into the pillow as each thrust shoved me higher. The bedframe creaked under the force. My moans came rough now, every one timed to his strokes.

He leaned down to suck one nipple into his mouth, never slowing his hips. The pull of his lips and the grind of his cock inside me had me close again, my belly tightening, my back arching off the mattress.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum again,” I gasped.

“Do it,” he demanded, snapping his hips faster.

It hit hard, my cunt clenching around him as he groaned, shoving in deep. He stayed there for a beat, then fucked through it, chasing his own release until his cock twitched and he spilled into me with a rough, broken sound.

I felt every hot pulse inside before he finally slowed, leaning on one arm while his other hand slid up to squeeze one last handful of my tits.
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It had only been a few days since the motel, and instead of slowing down, we were worse. The space between our meetings had shrunk to nothing. We didn’t even pretend to pace ourselves now — no careful planning, no half-believable excuses. Just an opening, and we took it.

I’d woken up thinking about him. Not just the feel of him inside me, but the way his hands had gripped my tits when he threw me on my back, the sound he’d made when he came. The memory stayed with me while I made coffee, while I rinsed the mug, while I moved through the motions of the morning.

Every time Tom left the room, I caught myself checking my phone, thumb hovering over the screen like maybe wanting it enough would make it light up. By the time it did, my pulse was already up.

Laura’s out. An hour.

There was no hesitation. I’ll come by, I wrote back.

The need in my chest tightened as I got ready. Skirt instead of pants. No panties. A light top that would be easy to push up. I didn’t want him to waste a second fumbling with buttons. I wanted his hands and mouth on me as soon as I stepped inside.

The drive over felt longer than it was. My thighs pressed together at every red light, the absence of fabric between them making every shift against the seat deliberate. I thought about the way he’d kissed me last time — rough, deep, with no patience — and how easy it would be for him to bend me over anything in reach.

By the time I turned onto their street, I wasn’t thinking about what we’d say, only where we’d end up. The garage door was down. Laura’s car wasn’t in the drive. I pulled into the side, cut the engine, and sat for a second with both hands on the wheel, feeling the pulse in my fingertips.

I grabbed my bag and walked to the side door. It opened without knocking — and there he was.

Daniel stood just inside, leaning back against the counter like he’d been waiting. His eyes ran over me slow, catching the bare length of my legs, the hint of my tits under my top. The look he gave me wasn’t a greeting. It was possession.

The door shut behind me, and then he was in front of me. His mouth caught mine before I could say a word, hands gripping my ass hard enough to pull me into him. The thick press of his cock through his jeans made my stomach clench.

We kissed like we’d been apart for weeks instead of days — urgent, messy, his hands sliding up my back and under my top, dragging it up until his palms cupped my tits. My fingers hooked in his waistband, pulling him closer, feeling him grind against me until I had to bite back a moan.

Daniel’s hands stayed on my tits while his mouth moved down my neck, biting just enough to make me gasp. The scrape of his teeth sent heat straight between my legs. I pushed his shirt up, feeling the warm skin of his stomach, the hard lines of muscle under my palms.

“Turn around,” he said, voice low but rough.

I spun to face the kitchen island, my palms landing on the cold granite. He pushed my skirt up over my hips and stepped in behind me. His hands slid down to spread my ass, thumbs brushing the backs of my thighs.

“Already wet,” he muttered, running two fingers up my slit. “Knew you’d be ready for me.”

I pressed back against him, needing more. He undid his jeans just enough to free his cock, the thick length pushing against me before he slid in with one steady, deep thrust.

The cold stone under my tits made the heat inside me sharper. Every time he pulled back, my nipples dragged over it, the sensation making my breath hitch. His hips hit my ass in a steady rhythm at first, then harder, the slap of skin on skin filling the room.

“Fuck, you’re such a slut,” he growled, gripping my hips to pull me back into him. “Can’t keep your legs closed, can you?”

“Not for you,” I gasped.

“Not for anybody,” he shot back, his thrusts sharper. “You’ll take it anywhere I give it.”

I moaned into the countertop, my breath fogging the polished surface. His hands left my hips long enough to push my top up and grab my tits from behind, squeezing them while he kept thrusting. My nipples pinched tight between his fingers, each sharp pull sending a jolt straight to my clit.

He bent over me, his chest to my back, his voice hot against my ear. “Want you to cum right here. Want you to remember it every time you stand here with her.”

I was already close. My fingers curled over the edge of the island, pushing back into him harder. He straightened again, gripping my ass with both hands, spreading me wide as he drove in deep. The sound was obscene — wet, hard, fast — echoing in the open space.

My orgasm came in a rush, sharp and hot, my cunt clenching so hard he groaned. He didn’t slow, fucking me through it, pounding harder, like he wanted to fuck the sound of it into the air.

“Get up,” he ordered, pulling out just enough for me to turn.

I slid onto the island, leaning back on my hands as he stepped between my legs. His cock was slick and heavy when he pushed back in, and now my tits bounced on my chest with every thrust. He watched them, eyes dark, one hand grabbing my hip while the other came up to squeeze a nipple.

“Look at you,” he said, voice rough. “Tits shaking, pussy taking me like you’ve been starving for it.”

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper. His thrusts turned erratic, hips slamming into me harder, the countertop digging into my ass. My moans filled the room now, too loud, too careless.

Neither of us heard the sound at first — the faint shift of the front door. His eyes flicked toward the noise, but he didn’t stop.

Then a voice cut through the air.

“Daniel?”

It was Laura.

He froze inside me, the word hanging there like it had weight.

The sound of her voice was like a crack through glass — sharp, impossible to ignore.

Daniel’s hands loosened on my hips, but he didn’t step back. My skirt was still bunched at my waist, his cock still buried deep. I could feel his pulse inside me, feel my own matching it, and for one suspended second neither of us moved.

I turned my head toward the sound. Laura was just inside the doorway from the hall, still holding her keys in one hand, her purse strap hooked tight over her shoulder. Her hair was a little windblown, like she’d only just stepped in from outside. Her gaze landed on my face, dropped down to where we were joined, lingered, then came back up.

Her expression didn’t change right away. It was still caught somewhere between disbelief and recognition, like she needed to be sure of what she was seeing. The hum of the fridge seemed louder in the silence, the faint tick of the wall clock filling the space no one else wanted to speak into.

Daniel finally pulled out, slow, almost careful. The wet slide of it made my stomach drop. My thighs felt damp, open, the air cooling what seconds ago had been pure heat. I yanked my skirt down with hands that weren’t steady, the bunched fabric catching on my hips before it fell into place. My top was still pushed up, my nipples tight against the thin fabric, the evidence of what we’d been doing obvious even if we’d been dressed.

Laura’s eyes flicked to my tits, then back to my face. Her mouth pressed into a thin line. It wasn’t confusion anymore. It was sharp now — jaw tight, nostrils flaring, the shift toward anger moving through her in real time.

“I think you should leave,” she said. Her voice was even, but it had weight to it, the kind of control that made it feel heavier than shouting.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. The counter edge was still warm from where my hips had been pressed. I took a step toward the side door, my bag still hanging from the chair. Every movement felt slow, deliberate, like anything faster would shatter the fragile line between stillness and full explosion.

When I reached for my bag, Daniel moved too, like he might say something. Laura’s head turned toward him fast, her gaze cutting him down before he spoke.

I kept my eyes on the door as I walked, the air thick behind me. My hand was on the knob when Laura’s voice rose — not yelling, but loud enough to fill the space I was trying to escape.

“What the fuck, Daniel?”

There was no hesitation now. The disbelief was gone, replaced by something harder.

I didn’t turn around. The door clicked shut behind me, cutting off the rest of what she said.

The sun outside felt too bright, my eyes narrowing against it as I stepped into the open. My legs were still unsteady, my pulse loud in my ears. I could feel the slick between my thighs with every step toward my car.

Inside, the smell of my own perfume mixed with the faint trace of sex clinging to my skin. My hands shook when I put them on the steering wheel, not from guilt but from the collision of arousal and the cold realization that we hadn’t just been risky — we’d been reckless enough to get caught.

I backed out of their driveway slow, like speed might draw attention even though the damage was already done. My hands gripped the wheel harder than they needed to, knuckles pale, nails pressing into my skin.

The neighborhood looked the same as it had twenty minutes ago — neat lawns, quiet sidewalks, a couple of kids on bikes turning the corner — but everything in me felt different. My thighs were sticky, the smell of Daniel still clinging to me, the heat between my legs refusing to fade.

At the first stop sign I just sat there, engine idling, breathing like I’d just run. My mind replayed the last minute inside the house in jagged fragments: Laura in the doorway, the sharp cut of her voice, Daniel still inside me when she saw. The way her eyes had gone to my tits before she looked me in the face.

The urge to touch myself was still there, sharp and intrusive. It was obscene, but my body hadn’t caught up to the fact that the moment was over. My cunt still throbbed from how hard he’d fucked me. If I closed my eyes, I could still feel the weight of his hands on my hips, the deep drag of him pulling out after she spoke.

At the next light, I caught my reflection in the rearview. My cheeks were flushed, lips swollen, hair a little messy. I didn’t look like someone caught doing something shameful. I looked like I’d just been fucked senseless.

My phone sat in the cup holder, silent. I wondered if Daniel had already texted. I didn’t reach for it.

Halfway home, the guilt tried to edge in — not for what I’d done, but for the fallout I could see coming. Laura wouldn’t keep this to herself. The question was whether she’d go to Tom first or Daniel would try to control the damage.

Part of me thought I should tell Tom myself, get ahead of whatever version she’d give him. But another part — the one still humming from being bent over her kitchen island — told me to wait. To see how far Daniel would go to keep me, even after being caught.

A truck behind me honked when the light turned green. I pressed the gas, my skirt riding higher on my thighs as I shifted in the seat. The damp heat between my legs was still there, and I pressed them together without thinking.

By the time I turned onto my street, I’d decided nothing was ending here. The idea of stopping now, of letting her walking in be the end, was worse than the idea of her telling everyone she knew. If anything, knowing we’d been seen made me want him more.

I parked in the driveway, killed the engine, and sat there for a moment with my hands still on the wheel. My heart had slowed, but my body hadn’t calmed. I could feel my pulse low in my belly, feel the ache in my thighs.

Whatever came next, I wasn’t done with Daniel. Not by a long shot.
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It came two days after Laura walked in.

The morning was quiet. Tom had already left for work, and I was standing at the counter with my second cup of coffee cooling beside me. My phone was face down, screen dark. I’d been checking it every few minutes since waking, pretending it was habit and not need.

When it buzzed, I grabbed it fast enough to slosh coffee over the rim of the mug. One line on the screen:

We can’t do this anymore.

No greeting. No explanation. Just a sentence that landed like a punch.

I stared at it long enough for the screen to dim, my reflection ghosting back at me. Then I hit call.

It rang twice before he picked up.

“Daniel—”

“I can’t,” he cut in. His voice was low, tired in a way I’d never heard from him. “Laura’s furious. She’s... she’s not letting it go. I have to try to save my marriage.”

The words didn’t come all at once. They hit in pieces, sharp and cold, each one setting deeper.

“You’re ending it because she told you to?” My voice sounded tight, thinner than I wanted.

“Because it’s the only way I have a chance at keeping my life together.” He wasn’t pleading, not apologizing. Just stating it, like it had already been decided and saying it out loud made it more final.

I paced the kitchen, one hand gripping the phone hard enough to ache. “After everything—”

“I’m sorry,” he said. Not soft, not lingering. Just final. “I can’t talk anymore.”

Then the line went dead.

I stood there, phone pressed to my ear until the silence became unbearable. I called back. Straight to voicemail. I texted: We need to talk in person. Then another: You can’t just walk away like this.

No reply.

By noon, I’d sent four messages. By evening, I’d stopped expecting an answer.

It wasn’t just that he’d cut me off. It was how cleanly he’d done it — like every kiss, every fuck, every look could be shoved into a locked box and dropped somewhere I’d never reach.

The kitchen still smelled faintly of him from last week, when he’d bent me over the island. I moved to that spot without thinking, laying my hand on the cold granite where my tits had been pressed while he fucked me deep. The image was so sharp it made my pulse kick. I could still hear his voice from that day, the snap in it when he called me a slut, the heat in every thrust.

My fingers curled over the edge. That was where his grip had been. That was where my legs had started to shake before I came.

The coffee was cold when I finally lifted it, bitter on my tongue. I drank it anyway, standing in the same spot, the phone on the counter in front of me. It stayed dark the rest of the day.

By night, I’d stopped checking. But the silence sat in my chest like a weight, heavy and unmoving, making the house feel bigger and emptier than it had that morning.

It didn’t take long for word to spread.

By the end of the week, the air in this town felt different. The shift was small at first — a couple of texts left unanswered, a friendly wave across the grocery aisle that didn’t happen. Then it was obvious. People weren’t just distracted. They were avoiding me.

On Tuesday, I texted Allison about meeting for lunch. We’d gone every other week for years. Busy, she wrote back. No smiley face, no suggestion for another day.

Thursday morning, I passed Erin while walking downtown. Normally she’d stop to talk, ask about Tom, ask about whatever new thing she’d seen me wearing. This time she glanced up, saw me, and turned to check something in a shop window until I’d gone past.

The wives went first. They didn’t reply to messages, didn’t call back. At the store, I’d see two of them together, whispering before looking away. At the café, I’d hear my name in a tone people only use when they’re sure you’re not supposed to hear.

The husbands followed. No more easy smiles or little extra pauses in conversation. No glances that lingered. When their wives were there, they barely looked at me at all.

It wasn’t all subtle. One afternoon at the wine shop, a couple I’d known for years came in behind me. I smiled out of habit. He started to return it, but she cut her eyes toward him so fast it might’ve burned. He didn’t look my way again.

Even errands felt like walking through a narrow hallway, everyone stepping just out of reach. I’d come home from the grocery store with nothing I’d wanted, just the things I could grab quickly between the aisles where no one was watching.

The worst were the ones who pretended nothing had changed. The strained politeness. The quick, tight smiles. The way they’d say hello but never take a step closer.

By Friday night, I’d stopped trying to make small talk. I didn’t want to give anyone the satisfaction of rejecting it. I just kept my head up and moved through spaces like I didn’t notice the gap they left around me.

But I noticed. I noticed how loud the silence was when I walked into a room. I noticed how often conversations seemed to end when I was close enough to hear.

Even at home, I felt it. Tom’s phone buzzed more often now. Quiet little huddled exchanges in the corner of the kitchen, the screen turned away from me. I told myself it was work, or his brothers, but I knew better.

I had been shut out. Not just from Daniel, but from the small, casual network of people who had been my life here. It wasn’t anything written down or said outright, but it was clear: I was marked.

By Sunday, the house felt like the only place I could go without eyes on me. And even here, the walls felt closer than before.

When it happened, I didn’t see it directly. I never heard Laura’s voice on the phone, never saw the message she sent. But I knew.

It was in the way Tom looked at me that night — not angry, not suspicious, just... removed. Like someone had turned down a light behind his eyes.

Dinner was quiet. He asked if I’d eaten already, then ladled soup into his own bowl without waiting for my answer. We ate across from each other with the sound of the spoons against the ceramic the only thing filling the space.

After, he rinsed his dish, set it in the sink, and told me he was going to bed early. No kiss on the cheek, no casual hand on my shoulder in passing.

For years, there had been a baseline of touch between us — small, habitual contact. A hand on the small of my back when we crossed the street. A quick squeeze of my thigh under the table. Even on our worst days, it was there.

Now it wasn’t.

The next morning, he didn’t ask about my plans for the day. Didn’t tell me his. When I tried to start a conversation over coffee, his answers were short. Not curt — just... final.

That night, he climbed into bed without brushing against me. Rolled to his side, back toward me, phone in hand. I watched the faint blue light shift over his shoulder as his thumb moved in slow, steady swipes.

By the third night, it was a pattern. Early to bed, back turned, scrolling until the phone went dark and he fell asleep.

I tried leaning into him once, letting my hand rest on his stomach. He didn’t move away, but he didn’t turn toward me either. Just lay there, still.

There were no questions. No fight. Just this careful distance, like he was keeping the peace in a house he no longer fully lived in.

The silence was worse than shouting would have been. Shouting meant he wanted something from me — an explanation, a defense. This quiet meant he’d already decided he didn’t need either.

And so I stayed on my side of the bed, staring at the ceiling long after his breathing evened out, feeling the space between us grow heavier each night.

The house felt bigger at night.

Tom went to bed early, always with his phone in his hand and his back to me. Once the lights in the bedroom went out, it was like he disappeared. I’d hear the faint hum of the TV in the living room as I poured another glass of wine, the liquid sloshing louder than it should in the quiet.

I started drinking more — not to the point of forgetting, but enough to blur the edges of the cold in the air. One glass turned into two, then three, until the bottle was nearly gone and I was warm enough to feel something.

I missed Daniel. Not his conversation, not the way he’d look at me across a room — though that was there, too. I missed his weight over me. His hands on my tits. His cock inside me, deep and thick, filling me in ways my own fingers couldn’t touch.

I never said it out loud. Not even to myself. But it sat there under the wine and the quiet, pressing up whenever the house got still enough.

So I started taking it out on myself.

At first, it was in bed after Tom fell asleep. I’d lie on my back, sheets pulled to my waist, one hand over my tits while the other slid down between my legs. My pussy was always wet already — it didn’t take long now. I’d circle my clit hard, two fingers dipping inside, imagining him there instead.

Sometimes I’d come quick, biting my lip to keep quiet. Sometimes I’d drag it out, rubbing my nipples with one hand while I fucked myself with the other, hips rocking like I could match the pace he’d set when he threw me on my back.

When I couldn’t stand the thought of lying next to Tom afterward, I moved to the couch. Wine glass on the table. Legs spread, skirt pushed up, tits out. I’d finger myself until I was gasping, letting my moans fill the empty room because there was no one to hear them.

In the shower, I’d brace one hand against the wall and work the other between my legs, letting the water hit my tits while I pressed my clit against my fingers. My knees would shake, but I’d keep going until I came hard enough to need the cool tile under my cheek.

It didn’t stop the wanting. If anything, it made it worse. The more I came, the more I remembered exactly how it felt when it wasn’t just me — when it was his cock pounding into me, his voice in my ear, his grip bruising my hips.

One night, after a long, slow orgasm that left me panting on the couch, I sat there in the dark, tits still bare, pussy still wet. My heart was still racing, but I didn’t feel satisfied. I felt empty.

The wine bottle was nearly gone, the room smelled faintly of my own sweat and sex, and I stared at the ceiling until the shadows started to shift with the first hint of morning.

I had gone from having everything — the rush, the attention, the constant heat — to nothing. Not even a casual brush of a hand from my husband. Just me, my fingers, and the echo of something I couldn’t get back.
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The quiet didn’t break. It stretched. Days spilled into each other with the same slow routine — coffee cooling on the counter, Tom’s voice flat over dinner, my phone face down because looking at a blank screen felt worse than leaving it alone. I kept telling myself I liked the silence. It kept me from thinking too hard. It kept me from circling the same memory until it hurt.

That morning the sky was the color of dishwater, low and heavy. I stood at the sink with the blinds open and watched the neighbor’s dog nose around the grass. My phone buzzed once on the table, a small, ordinary sound that still made my chest pull tight. I didn’t rush. I made myself rinse the mug, set it to dry, wipe the counter. Then I looked.

You okay?

A name I knew well enough. We’d traded jokes at barbecues, shared the same folding chair at a kids’ birthday when someone needed an extra seat. He had never texted me alone. Not once.

I read it twice. The words were simple. The space around them wasn’t. I typed back slowly.

I’m fine.

Another buzz. Doesn’t look like it from here. Then, after a beat: Can I swing by? Ten minutes. Just to check in.

Just to check in. I set the phone down and stared at it like it might explain itself. The house hummed. The refrigerator clicked. Somewhere down the block a car door shut.

I thought about the wine shop last week. The way she looked at him when he almost met my eyes. I thought about the grocery aisle whispers that kept their voices low until I passed. I thought about the way Tom turned away in bed like sleep had a side and I wasn’t on it.

Sure, I wrote.

I walked to the bedroom, opened the closet, and pulled out the black skirt that hit just above mid-thigh when I stood straight. No tights. I wanted my legs bare. A top came next — white, tight enough to cling to my ribs, neckline cut low so my tits would push forward with every breath. I didn’t bother with a bra. I checked the mirror, adjusted the fabric so the line of cleavage was clean and deep.

The sight of myself like that made my stomach tighten. Not guilt. Not nerves. Just the hot, low ache of knowing what was coming.

I didn’t pick up clutter. I didn’t change anything else. I moved through the house once, room to room, palms grazing surfaces that had nothing to do with what I was thinking. The hallway felt narrow. The air felt warmer than it was.

His knock was three quick taps. I opened the door to a familiar face and a careful smile that didn’t reach his eyes. His gaze dipped, took in the top, the skirt, my bare legs, before coming back up. He looked over my shoulder for a half second like he expected someone else to be there. No one was.

“Hey,” he said, voice pitched soft. “Just wanted to see how you were holding up.”

“I’m fine,” I said again. It sounded thinner in person. He heard it. We both did.

He stepped inside when I moved back. The door clicked. He stood there with his hands in his pockets, scanning the room, then back to me. His gaze held a fraction too long before he looked away.

“You don’t need anything?” he asked.

“You’ve heard what they’re saying,” I said.

His eyes didn’t leave mine. “Yeah.”

“And you came anyway.”

“That’s why I came.”

We moved toward the kitchen because there was nowhere else to stand without meaning it. He leaned against the counter like he’d been there before. He hadn’t. His eyes kept dropping, rising, dropping again, as if my face and my tits and the line of my skirt were all part of the same question.

We let the silence sit a moment. The fridge hummed louder. Outside, a delivery truck grumbled past and took the noise with it, leaving the kitchen too still.

“Washer’s been acting up,” I said. I didn’t mean to say it. It came out anyway, ordinary as weather.

He looked at me, then toward the hallway, then back. “You want me to take a look?”

I didn’t nod. I turned and walked first. The laundry room was small, paint a little nicked around the door frame, detergent bottle lid crusted from a spill in June I’d never wiped clean. The washer sat quiet, lid down. I rested my hand on it, felt the faint echo of the last cycle in the metal like a pulse that hadn’t fully stopped.

He stepped in behind me. The room made him closer than the kitchen had. His hand brushed the side of my hip as he passed, a light, deliberate touch. Everything in me went still in the space that followed.

“You okay?” he asked again, but it wasn’t a question anymore. Not about weather. Not about errands. It sat between us like a dare we’d both seen coming.

I turned my head. His face was right there, close enough to count the flecks in his eyes. Close enough to measure the breath between us.

“I will be,” I said.

The next second didn’t feel like a choice so much as the end of one. His hand came to my waist. Mine found his shoulder. We held there, not yet, not quite, the machine a cool line under my palm, the air warm on my throat, the rest of the house a quiet that didn’t object.

I didn’t pretend not to know why he’d come. He didn’t pretend either.

“Close the door,” I said.

He did.

The click of the door shutting was louder than it should have been. He stayed there for half a breath, hand still on the knob, then stepped in closer. The room was small enough that his chest brushed my back as he moved.

I turned, leaning against the washer. His eyes dropped to my tits, the deep line of cleavage the top showed off. When they came back to mine, the look in them was already past talking.

He didn’t kiss me soft. It was hard and fast, his mouth claiming mine like the moment had been waiting for weeks. His hands were on me just as quickly — one gripping my hip, the other sliding up my side to palm a breast. The tight fabric made my nipple push into his palm.

The cool metal of the washer pressed into me as he stepped closer. I felt the vibration start under us — the last rinse cycle left unfinished — a low hum that ran through my hips as his body closed the gap. His hand pushed my skirt up. My legs parted without thought.

His fingers slid between my thighs, brushing me once before pulling back. “Already wet,” he said, voice rough, like it was more proof than surprise.

I didn’t bother answering. I reached between us, found his belt, and worked it open. The zipper followed, and I had his cock in my hand — warm, hard, heavy.

He kissed me again, harder, like he’d take the breath from me if I let him. The head of his cock nudged against me, and then he pushed in. No slow easing, no warm-up. Just the deep, solid drive of him filling me in one motion.

The hum of the washer mixed with the slap of our bodies as he set a fast rhythm, hips slamming into mine. My tits bounced with every thrust, my back arched to meet him.

“This is a mistake,” he breathed, the words catching between thrusts.

“If it feels wrong you should stop,” I murmured, turning my head so my lips brushed his ear.

“Not a chance,” he growled.

“Your wife’s probably folding laundry right now,” I whispered. “She’d hate knowing you’re buried inside me instead.”

“She couldn’t take this,” he shot back, voice sharp, hips hitting me harder. “Not like you can.”

“She doesn’t fuck you like this, does she?” I kept going. “Doesn’t get you this hard. Doesn’t make you risk everything just to feel her pussy.”

“No,” he said, the word almost a groan. “You’re a slut. A free-for-all pussy. I knew it the second I saw you.”

“That’s right,” I said, my voice breaking with a moan as he slammed into me again. “That’s what you came for.”

His grip on my hips tightened until it bordered on pain. “I came to use you,” he said. “That’s what you want.”

“Yes,” I gasped.

That snapped whatever restraint he had left. His hands shifted from my hips to my ass, gripping hard enough to leave marks as he started pounding into me, the force rocking the washer under us. His breath was ragged now, the thrusts faster, rougher, hungry.

“That’s it,” I moaned. “Fuck me like you mean it. Fuck me like you wish you’d never married her.”

“Fuck you like you’re mine,” he snarled, driving into me hard enough to make the machine rattle.

The sound in the room turned obscene — wet, hard, fast — my moans getting louder as he used me like we both knew he would. Every slam into me made the metal under my palms shudder, every pull back made me clench around him harder.

When he came, it was with a rough groan against my neck, hips jerking as he spilled. He pulled out last second, his cum streaking hot across my thigh and dripping down. I stayed there, skirt still bunched, chest heaving, the washer’s metal cooling under me while his breath slowed.
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The spin cycle started in the laundry room, the heavy thump and whir carrying faintly through the house. The sound made me pause mid-step, one hand resting on the doorframe. It pulled me back to three days ago — the hum under my palms, the rattle of the lid against my hips, his breath hot against my neck.

I’d replayed that afternoon more than I should have. The knock on the door, the look in his eyes, the way the whole thing had gone from zero to fucking in seconds. It hadn’t been Daniel, but it had been something.

And maybe that was the point.

Daniel wasn’t coming back. Tom hadn’t touched me in weeks. The rest of the neighborhood had made it clear I was an outcast — but that didn’t mean the men weren’t still thinking about me. I could feel it in the way they looked when their wives weren’t watching.

So maybe this was just what I had now. Not one man I could keep, but whoever wanted me badly enough to risk being seen at my door. I didn’t care if it was selfish. I didn’t care if it was fleeting. If they came, I’d take them.

The thought didn’t make me feel guilty. It made me feel ready.

That afternoon, the knock came again. I wasn’t expecting anyone. I opened the door and saw him — younger than most of the men here, late twenties at most. His hand was shoved into his pocket, the other wrapped around a single bottle of beer like he’d brought it as an excuse.

I recognized him from a barbecue months ago. New to the neighborhood. His wife had barely let go of his arm that day.

“Hey,” he said, shifting his weight like the ground wasn’t even under him right. “I, uh... just wanted to see how you’ve been. After... you know.”

I leaned on the doorframe, letting the pause stretch. “I’ve been fine.”

“Right. Yeah.” His eyes darted from my face to the space over my shoulder, then back. “I don’t mean to bother you.”

“You’re already here,” I said.

He laughed once, short and nervous. “Yeah. I guess I am.”

I let my gaze move over him — the tightness in his jaw, the twitch in his fingers around the bottle, the way his eyes kept dropping to my mouth. There wasn’t any point in pretending I didn’t know why he’d come.

“You want to come in?”

He hesitated just long enough to make it obvious, then stepped past me into the hallway. His shoulder brushed mine as he went. He didn’t look back.

In the kitchen, he set the beer down on the counter without opening it. His hands were empty now, nowhere to hide. I stood across from him, watching him try to figure out where to put his eyes.

“You’ve heard what they say about me,” I said finally.

He swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing hard. “Yeah.”

“And you still came.”

That nervous laugh again. “Guess I did.”

I stepped around the counter, closing the space between us until his back hit the edge. “Why?”

His breath hitched. “I—” He stopped, then said it plain. “Because I can’t stop thinking about you.”

My hand went to his chest, fingers trailing down until they caught at the edge of his belt. “Then stop thinking.”

His mouth opened like he wanted to answer, but nothing came out. I reached behind me, sliding the lock on the front door into place. The sound was sharp in the quiet.

When I looked back at him, his cheeks were flushed, his pupils blown wide.

“Sit,” I said, nodding toward the couch.

He moved fast, like he didn’t trust himself to think twice.

He sat on the couch like he didn’t know what to do with his hands. They were planted on his knees, fingers flexing, jaw tight. His eyes followed me as I stepped closer, slow enough that the quiet between us started to feel heavier.

I stopped in front of him, close enough that he had to tilt his head back to meet my eyes. “You’re nervous,” I said.

He gave a quick half-laugh. “Kind of hard not to be.”

“You came here knowing exactly what you wanted.” My voice stayed even, but my fingers went to the hem of my skirt. “Don’t get shy now.”

His eyes dropped to my hands as I inched the fabric up, exposing more thigh with each movement. When I stopped halfway, his tongue darted out to wet his lips.

“You can touch,” I said.

He reached out, his palm brushing the side of my thigh before trailing up to my hip. The contact was tentative, like he was still expecting me to pull away. I didn’t. I pushed the skirt higher until it bunched around my waist, his gaze locked between my legs.

Then I pulled my top over my head. The tight fabric dragged over my tits before I tossed it aside. I stood there in just panties and nothing else, letting him take in the sight of my chest, the nipples hard from the cool air and the way his eyes lingered.

“You look...” He stopped, swallowed, started again. “Incredible.”

I stepped between his knees and rested a hand on his shoulder, the other sliding down to the front of his jeans. The bulge was already obvious, heat radiating through the denim. I unzipped him, slow, feeling him strain forward with every inch.

When I freed him, he was hard and flushed, the head glistening. His breath caught when I wrapped my fingers around him.

“You’ve been thinking about this,” I said.

He nodded, breathless. “Every day.”

“Then you can stop thinking.”

I dropped to my knees between his legs. My lips closed around the head first, teasing him with short, wet pulls before sliding deeper. His head fell back, a low groan escaping.

“God...” he whispered. “You can’t tell anyone about this.”

I pulled back just enough to smirk up at him. “No one ever does.”

Then I took him deeper, my tongue pressing along the underside as my hand worked the base. His thighs tensed under my palms. He was trying not to thrust, but every sound I made, every flick of my tongue pulled him closer.

His hands finally came to my hair, not to guide me, but to hold on as I set the pace — slow, deliberate, swallowing him until I felt him twitch in my mouth. His breath turned ragged, words breaking apart.

“Gonna... can’t...”

I didn’t let up. I wanted him to fall apart for me. A few more strokes of my tongue and he did, spilling hot down my throat. I swallowed without breaking eye contact, watching his expression go slack with release.

When I finally pulled back, I licked my lips, still holding his gaze. He looked wrecked — cheeks flushed, chest rising and falling fast.

I stood, stepped close enough that my tits brushed his face as he looked up at me. “If you ever want to cum inside one of my other holes...” I let the pause linger until his breathing caught again, “you know where to find me.”

His eyes went wide, and for a moment he just sat there, like he wasn’t sure if he’d imagined it. Then he nodded once, a little too fast.

I picked up my top, pulling it over my head without another word, leaving him to decide how soon he’d take me up on it.
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The whispers had changed.
At first they were sharp, pointed — judgment disguised as curiosity. Now they were lower, slower, drawn out like they didn’t want me to hear but hoped I would. My name passed between lips in grocery aisles, over coffee counters, at the edges of backyard conversations. I never caught the whole sentence, just enough to know it was about me.
The wives looked straight through me now. No polite small talk. No half-smiles. Husbands didn’t stop looking — they just did it fast, glancing away the second I caught them. It was almost better that way.

At night my phone lit up more than it had in years. Short messages. Blunt.
You awake?
Thinking about you.
Wish I could be there.
Some came from numbers I didn’t recognize until I scrolled back through my contacts. Some came with no names at all. I didn’t answer every one, but I liked watching the pile grow. It meant they were thinking about me when their wives were asleep.
That morning I was halfway through a second coffee when the knock came. No text, no warning — just three quick raps on the door.

When I opened it, Mark was standing there — Sarah’s husband. Sarah, who’d been sitting across from me the night Daniel had his fingers inside me under the table. Her eyes had flicked down more than once, but she’d said nothing.

He didn’t waste any. The second I turned toward him, his eyes locked on mine, hungry, scanning me like he was deciding where to start.

“You really want to be here?” I asked, holding his gaze.

“I haven’t been able to think about anything but you since I heard about you and Daniel,” he said, his voice rough. His eyes dropped to my chest, lingered, then came back up, darker now.

“You want the same?” I asked, leaning back against the hallway wall and pushing my chest forward so my tits strained against my top.

He growled low in his throat, stepping in until I could feel the heat of him. His hands landed on my waist, then slid up to squeeze my tits through the fabric, rough and greedy. His mouth crashed into mine, hot and insistent, his tongue forcing its way in like he owned it.

“Fucking slut,” he muttered between kisses. “Cheating on your husband with me.”

I smirked against his mouth. “Better than going home to frigid Sarah, isn’t it?”

“Fuck yes,” he said, grabbing my ass with both hands and pulling me tight against his cock. “She wouldn’t let me touch her like this in a hundred years.”

“That’s because she’s boring,” I said, sliding my hands down his chest to his belt. “I’m not.”

“Not even close,” he growled, unzipping with one hand while the other yanked my skirt up. “You’re a filthy little secret.”

“And you’re going to use me?”

“Every way I can before I have to go back,” he said, pushing my panties aside and shoving into me in one hard thrust.

The force pinned me to the wall, my breath catching as he set a rough rhythm. His mouth was at my ear again, voice low but urgent. “Think Sarah would like knowing her husband’s cock’s in you right now?”

I moaned, gripping his shoulders. “She’d hate it.”

“That’s why I’m fucking you harder,” he said, driving in with sharp, deep thrusts. “Because she’d hate it. Because you love it.”

“I do,” I gasped.

“Say it,” he ordered, slamming into me.

“I love cheating with you.”

His hand cupped the back of my head, holding me in place as his hips pounded mine. My tits bounced against his chest, my skirt bunched around my waist, his cock thick and hot inside me.

“You’re tighter than she’s ever been,” he said through clenched teeth. “Better. Wetter. Fucking made for this.”

“Made for being fucked by other women’s husbands,” I moaned.

“That’s all you are right now,” he growled. “My dirty little hole before I go home and kiss her.”

The words hit me as hard as his thrusts, pulling my orgasm up fast. My back arched against the wall, nails digging into his shirt. I came around him, hard, clenching and shaking while he grunted through it, not slowing until he was right there with me.

He pulled out at the last second, his cum streaking warm across my thigh and dripping toward my knee.

We both breathed hard for a moment before he stepped back, tucking himself in and straightening his shirt. “I’ve got to go.”

I smoothed my skirt, watching him walk to the door, still buttoning his cuffs. When it closed behind him, I stayed leaning on the wall for a moment, letting my pulse slow. My thigh was still damp, my body still humming.

It was barely past noon, and I was already hoping someone else might knock.
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It had been a week since Mark’s visit, but the way he’d looked at me — like I was something to grab before it disappeared — stuck in my head.

I’d gone out that afternoon to clear my head. No plan, just walking through the park with a coffee, sunglasses hiding my eyes. It was one of those early afternoons when the paths were half-empty, kids still in school, the air just warm enough to make people linger if they could.

I spotted him before he saw me — Evan. I knew his wife better than I knew him. She was always the one arranging dinners, hosting game nights, making sure no one left without dessert. He was the quiet one, polite, almost shy. But when his eyes found me across the grass, they didn’t look shy at all.

We met halfway along the path, the kind of smile that isn’t for public company crossing his face.

“Marissa,” he said. “Haven’t seen you in a while.”

I tilted my head, letting him look. “Guess you’ve been busy.”

“Yeah,” he said, glancing past me toward the empty trail behind. “You walking far?”

“Not really.”

We fell into step together, heading toward the far side of the park where the trees grew thicker. The talk started light — how empty the paths were, how warm it had been for the season. But after a few minutes, his tone shifted.

“People talk, you know,” he said.

“I’ve heard,” I replied, not looking at him.

“They all say the same thing. That you and Daniel... you know.”

I gave the faintest smile. “And?”

“And they wonder if you’ve been with anyone else,” he said. “Some of them think you’ve fucked everyone.”

“But they don’t know,” I said, my voice low.

“No,” he admitted, his eyes flicking to my legs and back up again. “They don’t.”

We walked in silence for a few steps. I could feel him glancing at me, like he was trying to imagine what it would be like if the rumors were all true. His breathing had changed. His steps felt closer.

“You’ve been wondering too,” I said.

His jaw flexed once, no words coming. That was enough for me.

I caught his wrist and pulled him off the path, pushing through the undergrowth to a spot where the bushes closed in around a thick oak. I stopped with my hand on the trunk, turning my head so he could see my smirk.

“You want to find out?”

He stepped in fast, grabbed my hips, and spun me to face the tree. My skirt was shoved up over my ass, panties yanked down before I could breathe twice.

“Damn, I have been wanting this ass forever,” he growled.

“Why haven’t you ever tried to get it? It’s been right in front of you for years,” I shot back, arching my back.

His answer was a low, hungry grunt as he freed himself, the blunt head of his cock pressing to me before he shoved in deep. The bark scraped lightly against my palms as I gripped the trunk, his hips slamming into mine in quick, greedy thrusts.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “Hot. Tight. Fucking perfect.”

“You like it?” I said, rocking back into him. “Finally getting what you’ve been staring at?”

“Better,” he said through clenched teeth, one hand gripping my hip hard enough to bruise.

The wet slap of him inside me was loud under the cover of leaves. My tits bounced under my top with each thrust. He slid a hand up to squeeze one before dropping back to hold me in place.

I came hard, clenching around him. He groaned, pulling out at the last second to spill hot across my ass in thick, messy streaks.

We stood there for a moment, catching our breath, then he stepped back, tucking himself in.

“Guess we should get back,” he said, a faint grin tugging at his mouth.

I pulled my panties up, smoothed my skirt, and we walked back toward the path like nothing had happened — except for the heat still humming between my thighs.
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The park fuck stayed in my head for days. Not just the way Evan had taken me against that tree, but the look on his face when I pulled him off the path — like he’d been waiting years for me to say yes. It wasn’t just him. I could feel it in the way the others looked at me now. The circle had stopped pretending. They knew what they thought I was, and they wanted in.

It was in their eyes when I caught them watching me talk to someone else’s husband. In the little smiles between them when I walked into a room. I realised they were talking among themselves — swapping looks, swapping stories, working up the nerve. I figured I might as well get a few of them off the waiting list all at once.

When I heard from Mark that he was home alone for the evening, the idea slid into place. I sent a single group text to him, Evan, and Chris — all married to my so-called best friends. Men who’d been in my kitchen, at my table, treating me like the hot but untouchable wife of a friend they’d never dare cross. I’m heading to Mark’s if you guys want to hang out. No winks. No explanation. If they understood, they’d come.

They did. I arrived to find Mark leaning in the doorway, a faint grin on his face. Evan and Chris were already inside, nursing beers like they were killing time before the real reason they were there. The air was tight, hot with expectation. Their eyes tracked me as I walked in, my skirt swaying, my top pulled tight over my tits on purpose.

Mark was the first to move, closing the space between us and kissing me hard while his hands went straight to my tits, squeezing like he needed proof they were real. His kiss was deep, claiming, the taste of beer still on his tongue. Evan came in from behind, his chest pressing to my back, his hands sliding up my thighs under my skirt. I moaned into Mark’s mouth as Evan hooked a thumb in my panties and dragged them down, the cool air hitting my cunt making me shiver.

Chris stepped closer, his voice low, eyes fixed on my ass. “Been thinking about this for weeks.”

“Then stop thinking,” I breathed, breaking the kiss to look straight at him.

Mark’s cock was in my mouth before my panties hit the floor, the heat and weight of it filling me fast. Evan pushed me forward, his hands spreading my ass, guiding himself into my cunt in one long thrust that made me gasp around Mark’s shaft. My moan vibrated against him, making him grunt and grip the back of my head.

They fucked me like they’d been waiting forever — no hesitation, no gentleness. Mark used my mouth, pulling me down onto him until my eyes watered, while Evan fucked me hard from behind, each thrust making my tits bounce against Mark’s thighs. Chris watched for a moment, stroking himself, then stepped in to replace Mark at my lips, his cock rubbing over my tongue as soon as it was free.

Hands roamed everywhere — gripping my hair, palming my tits, holding my hips in place as they used me. The room echoed with skin on skin, my muffled moans, and their low groans. Every time one man pulled out, another was there, ready, thick and hot against my lips or pushing inside me. They passed me between them, using me like they’d all agreed exactly how this would go.

Evan’s hands locked tight on my hips, keeping me in place while Chris thrust into my mouth, his cock hitting the back of my throat. Mark slid in beside them, one hand squeezing my tits while the other guided my head.

Then Mark’s voice cut through, rough with intent. “Bedroom.”

They half-guided, half-pulled me down the hall, stripping me as we went — skirt yanked off, top peeled over my head, bra unhooked, panties kicked aside. By the time they pushed me onto the bed, I was naked and flushed, their eyes moving over me like they couldn’t decide where to start.

Mark lay back first, his cock thick and ready, and I climbed onto him, sinking down until he filled me. Chris moved behind me, his hands spreading my ass, slicking himself before pressing at my other hole. The stretch made me moan, and Mark groaned up at me, his hands cupping my tits as I took Chris in. Evan stepped to the side of the bed, his cock brushing my lips until I opened for him, his hand tangling in my hair.

Mark’s hands slid from my tits to my hips, holding me down as I rolled and ground on him, taking his cock deep while Chris pushed harder into my ass. Evan’s thrusts in my mouth grew faster, his grip on my hair tightening, groans slipping out as my lips stretched around him. Every push and pull made my body jolt between them, each hole used in perfect sync, every inch of me taken and filled.

Chris’s hands gripped my waist like he owned it, dragging me back into every deep stroke. The stretch in my ass made my cunt grip tighter around Mark, wringing a groan from him as his head dropped back into the pillows. His eyes stayed fixed on my bouncing tits, the sway and slap of them driving him harder. Evan’s thighs tensed against my shoulders, his cock hitting the back of my throat again and again until my eyes watered and I had to swallow around him to keep breathing.

“Filthy little slut,” Mark muttered through clenched teeth, rocking up into me. “Taking all of us like this.”

Chris grunted behind me, voice rough and breathless. “She loves it. Fuck, you love it, don’t you?”

I pulled off Evan just long enough to gasp, “Yes. Love it. Love being full of all your cocks. Can’t get enough.” My voice cracked into a moan as Evan shoved himself back between my lips, his hips flexing with more force.

Mark reached around, pinching my nipples hard while Chris’s thrusts made me grind deeper on Mark’s cock. Evan’s hand held the back of my head, forcing my lips down his length until spit and precum ran down my chin.

Evan suddenly pulled free of my mouth, breathless. “I want some ass.”

They shifted quickly. Evan lay back on the bed, his cock slick and hard. I climbed on top of him in reverse cowgirl, my knees wide, my hands braced on his thighs as I lowered my ass onto him. The stretch made me gasp, my body clenching around the thick intrusion. Evan’s hands gripped my hips, holding me still for a moment before pulling me down harder onto him.

Chris moved in front of me, pushing between my spread legs, his cock sliding into my cunt in one long, hot stroke that made me moan loud enough to echo off the walls. Mark knelt by my head, his cock heavy and ready, pushing between my lips the second I opened for him.

I was full everywhere — Evan buried in my ass, Chris driving into my cunt, Mark fucking my mouth. Mark’s hands were rough on my tits, kneading, slapping, squeezing them together around his shaft between thrusts. My body rocked between them, every push from Chris forcing me back harder onto Evan, every pull from Mark dragging a deeper sound from my throat.

“Look at her,” Chris groaned. “Fucking perfect.”

Evan’s grip tightened on my hips. “This ass was made for cock.”

Mark looked down at me, his voice sharp. “And these tits were made to be played with while you choke on me.” He slapped them again, making me moan around him.

The rhythm built fast — Evan’s deep, stretching thrusts in my ass, Chris pounding my cunt, Mark using my mouth. My tits bounced wildly, my body trembling from the overload until I could barely think. Evan groaned under me, Chris’s pace grew erratic, and Mark’s thrusts turned harder, deeper.

Mark came first, spilling down my throat as he held my head tight to him. Evan followed, flooding my ass with heat, groaning through gritted teeth. Chris was last, his cock pulsing inside me as he filled my cunt with a hot rush that pushed me over the edge, my orgasm ripping through me hard enough to make my vision blur.

I slumped forward onto Evan’s chest, my skin slick with sweat and cum, my breath ragged. The room was heavy with heat and the smell of sex.

Slowly, the trance broke. They stepped back, breathing hard, each man looking at the others as if suddenly realising exactly what they’d done — fucked their friend’s wife, cheated on their own wives, and done it while the others watched and joined in. There was a flicker of unease in their eyes, but it was tangled with something else: euphoria, and the charged knowledge they now shared something no one else could know.

No one spoke for a long moment. Then they started to move, almost awkwardly — Evan pulling me gently off him, Chris helping me sit up, Mark grabbing tissues from the nightstand. They wiped themselves down, passed me a towel. The air felt different now, sharper, more aware.

Chris broke the silence with a dry, nervous laugh. “Guess we’re all in this now.”

Mark smirked faintly. “Yeah. And no one says a word.”

“Not a fucking word,” Evan agreed, his voice low, almost conspiratorial.

I just smiled, still feeling them everywhere inside me, already knowing there would be a next time.
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The suitcase was already open on the bed when I walked in.
Tom didn’t look at me when I stopped in the doorway. He was folding shirts, stacking them in neat piles, his movements steady and unhurried. A second, smaller bag sat beside it, half-filled with socks and toiletries.
“Going somewhere?” My voice came out too even.

“Yeah.” He didn’t pause. “Home. My home. Somewhere else.”

The words landed like something I should have been expecting. Maybe I had been. Still, hearing them out loud cut deeper than I wanted to admit.

I leaned against the doorframe. “No yelling? No throwing things?”

He finally looked up, his eyes flat. “What would be the point? You did what you did. I’m not going to scream about it.”

“You’re just... done.”

“I’m done,” he said, turning back to the suitcase. The zipper rasped closed over the first bag. “I don’t need to hear the details. I don’t want to. You’ve been busy.”

He kept his voice even, but the set of his shoulders gave him away — stiff, guarded, the way someone braces before a punch.

“I could explain.” The words felt wrong as soon as I said them. There was nothing to explain that would make him stay, and we both knew it.

“Don’t,” he said simply, and went back to packing.

He moved around the room with quiet efficiency, opening drawers, choosing what to take, leaving behind what didn’t matter. The sound of hangers scraping the rod, of drawers sliding open and shut, filled the space where we might have spoken.

I found myself watching his hands. I’d seen them do this before, years ago when we’d taken a trip together — the same careful folding, the same neatness. Back then, it had been comforting. Now it just felt like erasure, like he was removing himself piece by piece.

The smaller bag zipped shut. He grabbed it, slung it over his shoulder, and walked past me. No brushing against me by accident. No hesitation. Just a straight line to the hallway.

“Where are you going?” I asked, even though I knew I wouldn’t get a real answer.

“Doesn’t matter,” he said without looking back.

The front door opened. For a second, I thought he might stop and turn around, maybe say something sharp or soft or anything at all. He didn’t. The door closed without a slam, just a quiet click of the lock.

The rumble of his car engine came next, steady for a moment before fading down the street. Then nothing.

The silence was heavy. No background hum of the TV, no movement upstairs. The house felt bigger, emptier, like the air had changed somehow.

I walked back to the bedroom. The open suitcase was gone, but the dent in the comforter where it had sat remained. His scent lingered — faint aftershave, clean cotton. I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the empty space, feeling my pulse in my throat.

My phone was on the nightstand. There was no one to call who wouldn’t hang up or tell me exactly what they thought. My friends weren’t mine anymore. Most of their husbands had been in my bed, or in me somewhere else. That made them my enemies by default.

I stayed there for a long time, staring at the wall, letting the quiet press in until it felt like it was sitting on my chest.
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Two days later, I was at the grocery store because I had to be. The fridge was nearly empty, the cupboards worse. I kept my sunglasses on even though it was overcast outside, telling myself it was because I’d been up late, not because I didn’t want to risk locking eyes with anyone I knew.

It didn’t matter. The stares were unavoidable.
A couple near the produce section stopped talking when I walked past. A woman in workout clothes gave me a slow up-and-down before looking away like she’d stepped in something. No one said hello. No one smiled.
I kept moving. Bread, milk, coffee, the things I couldn’t avoid buying. My cart was half-full when I turned down the baking aisle — and saw her.

Melissa.
We’d been at each other’s baby showers, birthday parties, every holiday barbecue. She used to text me recipes and gossip. Now she was standing dead center between flour and sugar, holding her cart like she’d been waiting for me.
Her eyes didn’t leave mine as I walked closer. I thought maybe she’d just keep staring. She didn’t.

The slap came so fast I didn’t even have time to flinch. Sharp enough to make my ears ring. My sunglasses slipped down my nose.

“You’re a whore,” she hissed, leaning in close. Her voice shook, but it wasn’t from fear. “You destroy everything you touch.”

My cheek burned hot where her hand had landed. People were looking — not many, but enough. One older man froze at the end of the aisle, eyes flicking between us. No one moved closer. No one told her to stop.

Melissa didn’t wait for me to answer. She turned, pushing her cart hard enough to make it rattle against the linoleum as she left the aisle.

I stood there for a second, palm pressed to my cheek, the imprint of her fingers still pulsing. Then I straightened my sunglasses, took a slow breath, and kept shopping. My hands shook a little on the cart handle, but I didn’t let go until I was back in the parking lot.

The sting stayed with me all the way home.
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By the time Friday night came, the sting from Melissa’s slap had faded from my skin but not from my head. Tom was gone. The circle was closing ranks without me. Every whisper, every look I got in public had the same unspoken message — I was already finished here.

So when Chris texted You around? I didn’t hesitate.
Chris — tall, broad, married to Dana. Dana, who’d been my “closest friend” in this neighborhood for years. The same Dana who’d once told me in confidence that Chris “didn’t have much of a drive anymore.”
I sent back Where are you? and ten minutes later I was sliding into the passenger seat of his SUV, parked in the dark end of the community lot. The moment the door shut, he was leaning across the console, kissing me hard, hand already under my top.

“God, I should’ve fucked you a long time ago,” he muttered against my mouth, both hands squeezing my tits hard through my bra.

“Just think about all the times we were alone... I would’ve let you,” I breathed, kissing him harder, my skirt already sliding higher as his hands roamed.

He groaned, shoving my skirt up. My panties were down around my thighs before I’d even unbuckled. His zipper rasped open, and then his cock was in his hand, thick and ready.

“Come here.” He pulled me across the console into his lap. The steering wheel pressed into my back as I straddled him, his cock sliding inside me in one long, hot stroke.

I gasped, clinging to his shoulders. The heat between us spiked instantly — our mouths crashing together, our bodies pressing tighter with each thrust. His hands dug into my ass, pulling me down hard onto him, making the base of the steering wheel bump my spine.

The SUV began to rock. Every push of his hips shoved my knees into the seat cushions, my tits bouncing out of my bra until they were pressed to his chest, slick with sweat.

“God, you feel so good,” he groaned into my neck, kissing down to my collarbone. “Better than I imagined.”

“You’ve been imagining this a lot,” I whispered, grinding my hips in a slow circle that made him grunt.

“Every time I saw you,” he admitted, his breath hot against my ear. “In that short skirt last summer—fuck—couldn’t stop staring at your legs.”

I bounced harder, faster, the wet slap of our bodies filling the steamed-up cabin. His hands roamed everywhere — from my hips to my tits to the back of my neck, holding me still so he could thrust up deep.

The seatbelt buckle dug into my thigh as I shifted, leaning back to ride him harder, my nails raking over his shoulders. His shirt was damp with sweat, sticking to his skin.

He groaned again, louder this time, one hand slipping between us to rub my clit while I rode him. My head tipped back, a moan ripping out of me, and he bucked up so hard the car jolted slightly in its parking spot.

We were moving together in that tight, perfect rhythm that meant neither of us was going to last much longer —

The passenger door yanked open.

“WHAT THE FUCK?!”

Dana’s voice hit like a gunshot. She was already reaching for me, fingers tangling in my hair as she screamed.

Chris tried to grab her wrists. “Dana, stop—”

She shoved him off and yanked me out of the car by my hair. My tits were already bare from riding him, bouncing and jostling as she dragged me across the pavement.

The slap came before I had my balance, snapping my head to the side. I swung back without thinking, my palm connecting with her cheek in a sharp, satisfying crack.

Dana lunged, hands in my hair, her nails digging into my scalp. My own hands shot up, tangling in hers, yanking hard enough to make her gasp. We twisted and stumbled, tits brushing, legs tangling, until the back of my thigh hit the SUV’s fender.

She tried to shove me down, but I spun us both, slamming her against the side of the car. Her head thudded lightly against the metal, and she screeched, grabbing my nipple and pulling until I gasped — not from pain, but from the sudden jolt it sent straight between my legs.

We dropped to the asphalt, rolling hard. My knees scraped, the grit digging into my skin. She ended up on top, straddling my hips, her tank top stretched and sliding off one shoulder. She raised a hand to slap me again, but I caught her wrist, shoving my other hand into her hair, pulling until her mouth opened in a sharp cry.

Chris tried to get between us. “Dana! Enough!”

“Fuck off, Chris!” she spat, shoving him with her free hand before going for my throat.

I bucked hard, flipping us, pressing her down under me. My tits swung forward, brushing her chest as I leaned over, breathing hard. Her eyes were wild, her hair a mess.

She clawed at my side, catching skin, nails dragging just under my breast. The sting only made me press harder, my skirt bunched around my hips, my cunt throbbing from how close I’d been to coming in the car. The fight had my pulse pounding like I was still riding him — every grab, every pull feeding into the same heat.

Somewhere nearby, a man yelled, “I’m recording this!” and I caught the flicker of a phone screen aimed at us.

Dana kneed my thigh and shoved me off, scrambling to her feet, tits fully out now, hair tangled.

“I’m going to make sure EVERYONE sees what you are,” she spat, pointing down at me. “Every wife. Every husband. You’re DONE.”

She stomped to her car and slammed the door. The tires squealed as she reversed out.

Chris stood frozen, shirt damp with sweat, looking from the empty spot where she’d been to me — sprawled on the asphalt, tits bare, skirt hiked, hair hanging wild around my face, still panting with the high.

And all I could think about was how badly I still wanted to be fucked.

––––––––
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I drove home with the windows down, the night air rushing in, cooling the sweat on my chest and neck. My hands were tight on the wheel, knuckles pale, but not from fear. My pulse was still hammering from the fight, from the way Chris’s cock had been inside me minutes before Dana tore the door open.

Every bump in the road made my tender nipples brush the inside of my bra, sending a jolt through me. I shifted in the seat, my panties wet and twisted, the fabric pulling against my thighs.

When I pulled into my driveway, I killed the engine and sat for a second, breathing deep, trying to decide if I should feel guilty. I didn’t. Not even close.

Upstairs, I tossed my keys on the dresser and kicked off my shoes. My skirt came off in a wrinkled heap, my panties following, damp enough to cling as they slid down my legs. I stripped my bra last, letting my tits fall free, the cool air brushing over skin marked with light scratches and red handprints from Dana’s nails.

I stood in front of the mirror, naked, my hair wild, mascara smudged at the corners of my eyes. My tits looked incredible — heavy, flushed, nipples still hard from everything that had happened. There was a bruise blooming high on my thigh from when she’d kneed me, another faint mark along my side where she’d caught me with her nails. They looked like proof.

I trailed my fingers down over my ribs, cupping each breast in turn, squeezing, letting my thumbs flick across my nipples. The heat between my legs pulsed stronger. My other hand slid down over my stomach, between my hips, finding the slick warmth waiting there.

I backed toward the bed, still watching myself in the mirror until my calves hit the mattress. I lay back, legs spread wide, my hand moving in tight circles over my clit before slipping lower. Two fingers slid in easily, my hips rising to meet them. I moaned, my free hand still on my tits, kneading them hard, pinching each nipple until I gasped.

It wasn’t enough. I pushed in a third finger, fucking myself faster, harder, my back arching as I pictured Chris’s face when I climbed onto his lap, Dana’s expression when she caught us, the man’s phone held steady as he filmed every second.

The wet sounds filled the room, my own breath ragged, my thighs trembling. The orgasm built fast, sharp and urgent, crashing over me in hard, pulsing waves. I rode it out with my fingers buried deep, hips grinding into my hand until I was shaking and breathless.

I fell back against the sheets, sweat cooling on my skin, my chest still heaving. My body hummed with the aftershocks, every bruise and scratch making me feel more alive than I had in months.

I didn’t care who saw me that way. I didn’t care who talked. I was done pretending.
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Yours to take
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The place was loud, crowded enough that people brushed shoulders every time someone passed. I’d picked this bar because it wasn’t in my neighborhood but still close enough to draw familiar faces from the surrounding towns. Tight black skirt, low-cut red top, heels that gave me the sway I wanted — I wasn’t hiding tonight.

I’d just ordered my second drink when I noticed them — three boys at a high-top near the jukebox. Tall, broad-shouldered, full of restless energy. Tyler, Jason, and Noah. All nineteen, all sons of women who’d once hugged me at Christmas parties and whispered about my “bad influence” after Daniel.

They were laughing, elbows nudging each other, but their eyes kept coming back to me. Not subtle, either. Tyler’s gaze went straight to my tits every time I leaned on the bar. Jason’s lingered lower, watching the way my skirt clung to my ass. Noah didn’t look away at all when I caught him.

The song changed, and Tyler broke from the group, drink in hand. He came up beside me like he’d been waiting for the courage, leaning an elbow on the bar. “Didn’t expect to see you here.”

“Why’s that?” I asked, sipping without looking at him.

He smirked. “Heard you don’t exactly get invited out much these days.”

I let my mouth curl into a slow smile. “And you still came over to talk to me? That’s brave.”

“Also heard you’re... fun.”

I tilted my head. “What kind of fun do you think I am?”

His eyes dropped to my tits, lingering, before he looked back up. “The kind of fun hot, sexy grown-ups have.”

I let my smile sharpen. “Are you old enough to handle someone like me?”

“Hell yeah,” he said without hesitation, the words half a grin, half a challenge.

I let my eyes drift down his chest, then back up, slow enough to make him swallow. “Then you’d better dance with me.”

He offered his hand, and I let him lead me onto the floor. The bass was heavy, the crowd close. Tyler moved behind me at first, keeping his hands respectful on my hips, but that lasted only half a verse. I started to roll my hips against him, slow and deep, feeling the growing press of his cock through his jeans.

“Fuck,” he breathed, the word almost lost in the music.

I pushed back harder, dragging my ass along him until his breath hitched. “Thought you could handle a little dancing,” I teased without turning.

His laugh was low, almost embarrassed, but his hands stayed where they were, squeezing my hips before sliding lower, fingers grazing the curve of my ass. When I turned in his arms, his chest brushed mine, and his hand stayed low, pulling me in tighter.

I let my tits press into him as I moved, swaying side to side, feeling the firmness between us with every step. His other hand came up to my side, his knuckles brushing the underside of my breast before his palm settled on my ribs.

“You know they’re watching,” he said, flicking his eyes toward Jason and Noah.

“I know.”

We kept moving, bodies flush now, his cock hard and obvious against me. The song shifted into something slower, the beat heavier, and I let my arms drape over his shoulders. His fingers squeezed my ass openly now, the kind of grab that said he wasn’t pretending this was innocent anymore.

Jason and Noah drifted over, watching us with smirks that weren’t entirely innocent. Tyler noticed, but didn’t step away.

“You know them?” I asked over the music.

“Of course. We all grew up together.” He looked at me like he already knew where my mind was going.

I stepped closer, my mouth near his ear. “Want to come home with me?”

He froze for half a beat, then grinned.

I let my lips brush his ear. “Should we invite your friends too?”

He looked over his shoulder at them, then back at me, eyes bright with the kind of cockiness only nineteen-year-old boys can pull off. “Hell yes.”

We left together, Tyler walking close enough that his arm brushed mine, Jason and Noah following a few steps behind. Outside, the night air was cool against my skin, but the heat between my legs hadn’t gone anywhere.

The drive to my place was quick, quiet except for the occasional laugh from the back seat. I caught Jason watching me in the rearview mirror, his eyes dropping every time I shifted my skirt higher on my thighs.

Inside, I didn’t bother with small talk. “Drinks?” I asked, heading to the kitchen.

“Sure,” Tyler said, leaning on the counter while Jason and Noah wandered into the living room, glancing at the framed photos they probably remembered from their mothers’ houses.

I poured whiskey into three glasses, then topped mine with ice. When I walked into the living room, they were all standing there — Jason by the couch, Noah by the window, Tyler just inside the doorway. All of them looking at me like they already knew this was going to happen.

I set the drinks down on the coffee table and sat between Jason and Tyler, my skirt riding up as I crossed my legs. Noah stayed standing, close enough behind me that I could feel the heat of him.

“You boys look like you’ve grown up since I last saw you,” I said, letting my gaze travel over each one.

Jason smirked. “Pretty sure we were old enough back then, too.”

“Old enough for what?” I asked, leaning back so the neckline of my top dipped lower.

Tyler’s eyes went to my tits again. “For... the kind of fun we were talking about earlier.”

I smiled, slow and deliberate. “And here I thought your mothers raised polite young men.”

Jason grinned wider. “We’re polite. We just know what we want.”

“And what’s that?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer.

Noah finally moved closer, coming around the couch to stand in front of me. “Right now? You.”

I took a sip of my drink, then set it down. My hand went to Tyler’s thigh, squeezing lightly, before sliding over to Jason’s. I felt the tension in both of them, the quick inhale, the shift of weight.

“You’ve all thought about this, haven’t you?” I asked softly. “Wondered what it’d be like?”

None of them denied it.

“Then why are we still sitting here?” I stood, letting my skirt fall just enough to make them want more, and started toward the bedroom. “Come on. Let’s see if you can keep up.”

They followed without hesitation, the sound of their steps quickening as we reached the doorway.

The bedroom door had barely shut before Tyler’s hands were on my hips, pulling me into him. His cock was already hard, pressing into my stomach through his jeans. Jason came up on my left, Noah on my right, closing me in like they’d been waiting for this all night.

“Fuck, she’s even hotter up close,” Jason muttered, eyes locked on my tits.

“Hotter than my mom said,” Noah added, grinning like he wanted to see if I’d react.

I laughed low, unbuttoning my top slowly while they watched. “What exactly has your mom been saying?”

“That you fuck anything with a dick,” Tyler said, eyes bright with the kind of teenage cruelty that gets sharper when it’s mixed with lust.

I slipped the last button free and let the top fall open, my tits spilling against the thin lace of my bra. “Guess you’re about to find out.”

They didn’t wait for me to take the bra off — Jason reached around and unclipped it in one motion, yanking it down so my tits bounced free. Tyler’s hands came up instantly, grabbing both, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp.

“Fuck, look at these,” he said, pushing them together. “Knew you had big tits but fuck...”

“Bet her pussy’s just as good,” Noah said, his hand sliding up my thigh, under my skirt.

I stepped back toward the bed, letting them follow. My skirt went next, pooling on the floor as I climbed onto the mattress. All three leaned in, running their hands over me, touching everywhere at once — fingers in my hair, over my tits, between my legs.

“Take your clothes off,” I told them, and they did, clumsy and eager, jeans hitting the floor, shirts yanked over their heads. Their cocks were hard, thick, standing out from tight abs and smooth skin.

I dropped to my knees between them, stroking Tyler and Jason while Noah stepped up behind me, his hands on my hips. I leaned forward and took Tyler into my mouth, sucking him deep while my hand pumped Jason. Noah’s cock pressed against my ass, rubbing up and down as he groaned.

“Fuck, she’s really doing it,” Jason said, his voice almost disbelieving.

I pulled off Tyler just long enough to smirk up at him. “And I’m not stopping.”

Noah pushed me forward, bending me over the edge of the bed. His cock slid against my pussy, then in with a rough thrust that made me grab the sheets.

“Jesus, she’s so fucking tight,” he groaned, starting to pound into me.

Tyler knelt in front of me, guiding his cock back into my mouth. Jason stood beside him, stroking himself while watching me take both at once.

“Fuck, look at her,” Jason said. “The guys weren’t lying — she’s a total slut.”

Noah’s hands gripped my ass, spreading me wider, his hips slamming into me faster. Tyler groaned every time I sucked harder, his cock hitting the back of my throat.

“Switch,” Jason said, and they did, quick and eager. Jason slid into my pussy, already moaning at how wet I was, while Noah stepped in front to feed me his cock.

“God, my mom would fucking kill me if she saw this,” Noah said, pushing deeper.

I smiled around his cock, sucking harder, making his knees tremble. Jason’s thrusts got rougher, his hands sliding up to grab my tits from behind, kneading them while he fucked me.

When they finally pulled out, Tyler lay down flat on the bed, his cock standing straight. He patted his stomach. “Climb on, face me.”

I straddled him, guiding his cock into my pussy and sinking down slow until he was buried to the base. His hands went straight to my tits, squeezing and slapping them as I started to ride him, my nails digging into his chest for leverage.

Jason moved in behind me on the bed, his cock pressing against my ass. “You ever take two at once?”

I glanced over my shoulder, smirking. “You’re about to find out.”

He pushed in slowly, stretching me until I gasped, then started to fuck me in time with Tyler. My body rocked between them, both cocks filling me, my tits bouncing in Tyler’s hands. He pinched my nipples hard, groaning as I ground down harder.

Noah stood at the side, stroking himself fast while he watched. “Shit, you look even filthier than I imagined when I heard the stories.”

The rhythm built, rougher, faster, the sounds of skin on skin and my own moans filling the room. Sweat ran down my back, dripping onto Tyler’s stomach. I could feel my orgasm building, sharp and unstoppable.

“Don’t stop,” I gasped, gripping Tyler’s shoulders. “Fuck me harder.”

Jason grabbed my hips and slammed me back against him with each thrust, making me cry out. Tyler bucked up beneath me, hitting deep. My cunt clenched around them both, the stretch and fullness tipping me over the edge.

I came hard, shaking, my hands clutching Tyler’s shoulders as my pussy squeezed both cocks inside me. The boys groaned at the same time, Tyler pulling me down and holding me there while Jason filled my ass with sharp, deep thrusts.

Noah climbed onto the bed and took my face in his hand, sliding his cock into my mouth. I sucked hungrily, my own moans vibrating around him while the other two kept fucking me through my orgasm.

“Fuck, she’s a fucking legend,” Noah groaned before pulling out and stroking himself.

Jason groaned next, pulling out of my ass to finish across my lower back. Tyler followed, holding me down on his cock as he filled my pussy. Noah aimed for my tits, shooting hot across my chest before I smeared it over my skin with both hands, grinning at all of them.

I collapsed forward, panting, cum slick on my skin, my body aching and alive. They stood there, grinning at each other, breathless and sweaty, like they couldn’t believe what just happened.

“Worth it?” I asked, smirking.

“Fuck yes,” Tyler said, still catching his breath.

“Anytime you want,” Noah added.

The room was loud with our breathing, the heat of their bodies still pressed to mine. One by one, they pulled free — Noah slipping out first, then Jason, then I slowly pulled myself off Tyler — the loss leaving me open, slick, and trembling.

I slumped back on my back, my head sinking into the pillows, legs falling loose on either side. My chest rose and fell hard, nipples still tight, the aftershocks rippling through me in warm waves.

For a moment I thought they’d start dressing. But instead, they just looked down at me — sprawled out, skin flushed, hair wild — like they’d stumbled onto the best thing they’d ever had and didn’t want it to end.

Jason was the first to move, climbing between my legs again. His fingers slid into my pussy without hesitation, curling deep. “Still soaking,” he grinned, glancing at the others. “She’s not done.”

Tyler leaned over, his hands closing around my tits, squeezing them together before lowering his mouth to suck my nipple hard. “God, these are perfect. Bet half the guys we know have jerked off thinking about them.”

Noah knelt beside me, his thumb finding my clit, rubbing tight circles. “You’re gonna come again. Right here, in front of us.”

A moan slipped out before I could stop it, my hips twitching against Jason’s fingers.

“See that?” Noah said, grinning at the others. “She wants it.”

Tyler switched to my other nipple, teeth grazing just enough to make me gasp. Jason’s fingers pumped faster, his knuckles brushing Noah’s thumb each time.

“Fuck, she’s shaking,” Jason said, and a small, sharp orgasm pulsed through me, my thighs clamping around his wrist.

“Not letting you off that easy,” Noah muttered, pressing harder on my clit. Tyler’s teeth caught my nipple again, sending another ripple through me, smaller but just as intense.

They didn’t stop. Hands all over me — Jason curling his fingers inside, Noah never leaving my clit, Tyler alternating between sucking and kneading my tits like they were his. My body rode wave after wave, not full climaxes but sharp aftershocks that left me squirming, my voice breaking on each moan.

“Bet your husband’s never made you do that,” Jason taunted.

“Bet he’s never even tried,” Noah added.

“Lucky for you,” Tyler said, lifting his head to smirk, “we don’t waste a body like this.”

By the time they finally pulled back, my skin was damp with sweat, my breathing ragged, my nipples swollen from all the attention.

They dressed slowly, still reaching out for one last squeeze of my tits or stroke of my thigh. Jason smacked my ass lightly before pulling his jeans up. Tyler bent to kiss my tits one last time. Noah’s eyes lingered on my pussy like he was trying to burn the sight into his memory.

“Thanks for... you know,” Jason said, his grin quick and cocky.

“You’re welcome,” I said, still sprawled out, my smile lazy but knowing.

They left together, sneakers thudding down the driveway until the night went quiet again.

I shut the door and leaned against it, chest still rising fast. The house smelled faintly of sweat and sex. My thighs were sticky, my nipples sore, my skin covered in red marks from their hands and mouths.

In the hallway mirror, I looked wrecked — hair wild, makeup smudged, tits still flushed, faint bruises already showing at my hips. I looked like exactly what they’d called me. And I loved it.

The shower washed the mess away but not the hum still thrumming through me. I didn’t touch myself. I’d had enough for one night.

Back in bed, towel wrapped around me, the silence was heavier than the noise had been.

I can’t keep doing this here.

Every man who wanted me had either had me or was too scared to try. Every woman hated me. There was nothing left to win.

Maybe it was time to leave. Start over somewhere new.

Not yet. But soon.
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Years Later
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Seven years was long enough for a full reinvention. New city. New name on the mailbox. A job that kept me busy but didn’t make me visible. I had friends now who’d never seen me with my hair wild and mascara smudged, friends whose husbands I hadn’t touched — not yet, anyway.

The apartment was neat, modern, curated to look like I’d always lived this way. Nobody here knew about the old me, the whispers, the backyard parties that ended in someone else’s bed. I’d learned to play the long game. Keep the affairs quieter, pick the ones who wouldn’t panic or confess. Always taken men, always someone who went home to someone else at night.

There was a high in that — knowing the first kiss meant they were crossing a line they couldn’t uncross, that their wives were somewhere cooking dinner or folding laundry while they were buried inside me. Every thrust, every groan was fuel, sharper and more electric because it came with risk. I came harder with them than I ever had with anyone who was free to have me.

My days were clean and orderly now. My nights... not so much. I’d stopped collecting notches. I only needed a few — the ones who couldn’t stop coming back. The ones who’d text at midnight just to say they were hard and thinking about me.

That Saturday, I was in the corner of a café with a cappuccino and my laptop, pretending to work but mostly people-watching. The winter light came through the big front windows, making everything outside look sharp and cold.

I saw him before he saw me. Daniel. Older, broader through the shoulders, his hair just starting to go grey at the temples. A wedding ring glinted when he set his coffee down on the table beside him. Different ring, same man.

The sight was like a hand closing around my chest and between my legs at the same time. I didn’t think; I just watched him until his eyes found me. His pause was brief, but the way his mouth lifted told me he felt it too.

I closed my laptop without looking away. Seven years. And here we were again.

I stood, cappuccino in one hand, laptop under my arm, and walked straight to his table. Daniel leaned back in his chair, smiling like he couldn’t quite believe I was real.

“Marissa,” he said, his voice lower, rougher than I remembered. “Didn’t think I’d ever see you again.”

“Guess you were wrong.” I set my cup down and slid into the chair opposite him. “You look good.”

He laughed quietly. “Older.”

“Better,” I corrected.

There was a pause where we just looked at each other, the rest of the café fading. My eyes dropped to his ring, and I let my smile sharpen. “Married again?”

He glanced down at his hand like he’d forgotten. “Yeah. Two years.”

I didn’t ask about her. “You happy?”

He didn’t answer right away, just watched me with that same slow hunger I remembered. “You look... exactly the same. Maybe better.”

“Better?” I tilted my head.

“More dangerous,” he said.

I leaned forward, elbows on the table, letting my blouse fall open a little. “Is dangerous bad?”

His mouth quirked. “For most people.”

“And you’re not most people?”

He held my gaze, eyes dragging over my face, my mouth, then lower. “I’ve made worse choices.”

I let my smile curl. “You always did like trouble.”

“Trouble makes the best sex.”

My smile widened. “So you remember the sex?”

“Oh, I do,” he said, his voice lower now. “Better than I should.”

We sat in that hum for a moment, the noise of the café muffled under it. He didn’t look away, and neither did I. The heat was there, same as it had been years ago, only sharper now that we knew exactly what we were capable of.

I let the silence stretch before I said, “We could catch up somewhere else. Somewhere we don’t have to watch what we say.”

His eyes flicked to my mouth, then back to my eyes. “Where?”

“There’s a bar at the hotel down the street,” I said, already reaching for my bag. “We’ll start there.”

He was on his feet before I finished standing, his coffee left untouched on the table. Outside, the air was cold enough to bite, but the heat between us made it irrelevant.

The bar was nothing more than a formality — a single drink each, set down half-full when we both knew neither of us cared about finishing it. The real destination was upstairs. The elevator ride felt like a countdown, both of us silent, every floor another second off the clock.

When the door to the room shut behind us, Daniel turned the lock with one hand and grabbed me with the other, slamming my back into the wall. His mouth crashed against mine, all teeth and heat, his tongue pushing in like he owned it. Seven years of not touching had him hungry in a way I’d never felt from him before.

His hands roamed hard — one sliding down my spine to grab my ass, the other working up to my breast and squeezing until I gasped. “Fuck, I’ve missed this body,” he growled, pulling my blouse apart so buttons scattered on the carpet.

“I’ve missed you wanting it that badly,” I said, my hands yanking his shirt open in return. “Been thinking about you taking me like this since the second I saw you.”

He kissed me again, rougher, his hands already shoving my skirt up. His fingers hooked in the waistband of my panties and tore them down my thighs. I barely had time to kick them off before he spun me, pressing me chest-first into the wall, his body flush against mine.

“You’re wetter than I remember,” he said, his fingers sliding between my legs, parting me, stroking until I moaned.

“You were always good at getting me that way,” I shot back, arching into his touch.

He freed his cock with one hand, guiding it against me. The first thrust was deep, almost punishing, and I gasped loud enough to echo off the walls. My palms flattened against the cold paint for balance as he buried himself all the way, holding there just long enough for me to feel the stretch. Then he pulled out halfway and slammed back in, setting a pace that had my ass jolting into him with every hit.

“God, as soon as I saw you in that café I knew I had to have this pussy again,” he groaned, his hand tangling in my hair and yanking my head back so my cheek brushed the wall. “Bent over and taking it like the trouble you are.”

His hips drove forward with the kind of force that made my toes curl in my shoes, each thrust knocking a sharp sound out of me. My skirt was bunched high around my waist, his body pinning it there, the friction of his skin against my ass only stoking the heat building low in my belly.

I pushed back into him, finding the rhythm, the slap of skin on skin getting louder, faster. “You like cheating this much? You like knowing your wife has no idea?”

He grunted, pace faltering for a second before coming back harder. “Shut your mouth before I come too fast.”

“Then fuck me harder,” I challenged, bracing my arms and arching my back to take him deeper.

And he did — so hard the wall rattled in its frame, the thud of each impact mixing with his ragged breathing. One of his hands slid down my side to grab my breast through my blouse, fingers kneading until I moaned again, and he used that sound to drive into me even harder.

He pulled out suddenly, spinning me again and walking me backwards until my knees hit the bed. I dropped onto the mattress, breathless, and he was already following me down.

Before I could catch my breath, he pushed me flat and grabbed my thighs, spreading them wide until the stretch made me gasp. He dropped between them, his hands hooking under my knees to hold me open. Then his mouth was on me, hot and wet, his tongue dragging from my entrance up to my clit in one slow, deliberate stroke.

The first lick made me shiver, the second had me lifting my hips. “Still taste the same,” he muttered against me, before closing his lips around my clit and sucking hard enough to make me cry out.

His stubble scraped lightly over the inside of my thighs as he worked, tongue flicking, circling, dipping lower to fuck into me before sliding back up. He didn’t give me a steady rhythm — he switched it constantly, keeping me off balance, making me chase it.

“God, Daniel...” I gripped his hair, tugging him closer, my thighs trembling against his shoulders.

He slid two fingers into me while sucking my clit, curling them until my hips jerked up off the bed. “You’re dripping,” he growled, his voice rough and low. “Like you’ve been waiting for this for years.”

I didn’t deny it — couldn’t, not with my breath catching and my body tightening. I held him to me, using my heels to press against his back, and rode his mouth until the pressure broke. The orgasm came fast and hot, curling my toes, my voice breaking on his name.

He didn’t stop. His tongue softened, slow circles over my clit while his fingers stroked inside me, keeping me twitching, dragging out the aftershocks until I had to push weakly at his shoulders.

Only then did he crawl up my body, kissing his way over my stomach, my tits, my neck — each kiss slow but hungry, his cock thick and heavy against my thigh.

“On your knees,” he said, voice hoarse from the way he’d just devoured me.

I rolled over, bracing on all fours, my hair falling over my face. The mattress dipped under his weight as he moved behind me, his hands gripping my hips and pulling me back toward him. His cock slid against me first, slow, deliberate, teasing my folds before he pushed inside in one long thrust that made me arch and gasp.

The angle was deeper now, every stroke pressing right into that spot that made me moan without meaning to. He started steady but firm, each push rocking me forward, then picked up the pace until the headboard began to tap the wall in time with his hips.

One of his hands slid up my back, fingers curling into my hair again. He yanked my head back so my spine arched, forcing me to look over my shoulder at him. “Look at you. Fucking perfect like this,” he said, eyes locked on mine as he drove into me.

My arms trembled under me, the force of each thrust making my tits swing and my breath stutter. I felt him adjust his grip, one hand still in my hair, the other sliding around to cup my breast, thumb brushing my nipple until it hardened under his touch.

“You missed this,” he growled, pulling me back to meet each thrust.

“I missed being taken like this,” I panted, trying to keep my balance as the bed creaked under us.

The sound of him — his groans, the slap of skin, the wet heat between us — filled the room. I spread my knees wider, dropping my chest to the bed, and he followed me down, pressing his chest to my back, his mouth at my ear.

“Stay right there,” he murmured, his hips still pounding into me. His breath was hot on my skin, his hand gripping my ass so hard I’d feel it later. Every time he hit that perfect spot inside me, my body clenched around him, pulling him deeper.

The orgasm built sharp and fast, my nails digging into the sheets until I came with a shudder, my moans muffled into the pillow. He didn’t slow, fucking me through it, keeping the rhythm until my thighs shook.

“Up,” he ordered, grabbing my arm and hauling me upright.

I straddled him as he sat back on his heels, lowering myself onto his cock inch by inch, both of us groaning at the stretch. My palms pressed to his chest for balance as I rolled my hips, feeling him hit deep.

“Ride me,” he said, his hands gripping my hips, guiding my movement at first before letting me take over.

I ground down slowly at first, drawing it out, letting the base of his cock rub against my clit until my breathing turned sharp. Then I started bouncing harder, his cock sliding in and out with wet, audible slickness. My tits bounced with every rise and fall, and I cupped them myself, squeezing and pinching my nipples while his eyes followed every movement.

“Fuck, you’re perfect like this,” he groaned, digging his fingers into my hips. “I could watch you ride me all night.”

I leaned forward, my lips brushing his as I whispered, “Better take it all in. You don’t know when you’ll get it again.”

He smirked up at me. “I know exactly when — next time I can get away from her.”

That made me slam down harder, my thighs burning with the effort. He shifted his hands to my ass, spreading me so his cock drove even deeper, his thumbs brushing the edge of my entrance each time I came down.

I leaned back, resting my hands on his thighs for leverage, and rode him faster, grinding against him at the bottom of each thrust. My head tipped back, my hair spilling down my back, every muscle in my body working toward that sharp edge.

“Come with me,” I said, my voice breaking as the heat surged higher.

His hands gripped tighter, pulling me down into him in quick, hard bursts until I shattered around him, my body clenching and milking him. He groaned, his own release hitting, spilling hot inside me as he held me still on his lap, both of us shaking.

For a moment we stayed there, foreheads pressed together, our breathing ragged, my body still twitching from aftershocks. Then he eased me off him, his hands lingering on my hips before he sat on the edge of the bed, dragging a hand over his face.

“I can’t do this again,” he said, breathless.

I crawled forward, licking his cum off my fingers one by one while holding his eyes. “You will.”

I stayed in the room after he left, the door clicking shut behind him. The bed smelled like sex, the sheets twisted from where we’d fought each other for every inch. My body ached in the best way, a deep hum under my skin that felt like waking up after years asleep.

He’d stood in the doorway for a moment before going, his shirt half-buttoned, his tie stuffed into his pocket. “I can’t make this a habit,” he’d said, not quite looking at me.

I’d smiled slow, leaning back on my elbows. “Then don’t. Just... if you ever get the urge, you can hint to the right people where I am now.”

That had made him look at me. “The right people?”

“You know who I mean.” I tilted my head. “Some of the guys back home. The ones who already know what I’m like. It wouldn’t risk anything here — and I think you’d like knowing what they’d do with the chance.”

He’d shaken his head, half-grinning, half-appalled, but I could see the idea lodge itself in him. “You haven’t changed.”

“Neither have you,” I’d said. “You’ll be back.”

Now, alone, I lay back and stared at the ceiling, the city sounds faint through the window. I’d thought I was done with that old life. I’d thought moving, changing my name, playing it safe would quiet it. But the truth was right there in the ache between my thighs.

I dressed slowly, savoring the soreness in my legs, the heat still lingering between them. Outside, the night air was cool, the street lit in amber pools. I didn’t rush. My heels clicked on the pavement, every step steady, deliberate. Somewhere in the city, another man was waiting to make a mistake with me.

And I was ready to let him.
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