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"Honey?"

The sexy sound of my sweet husband's voice came through from the living room, waking me from my daydreaming. Without opening my eyes, I dreamily hummed a weak "Hm?" The warmth from the bath I was soaking in had drained me of all will to create loud noises. Or even move much. It was late November, and I had done a 10k run in freezing rain. This bath was reheating my cold body.

My hands lazily waved to and fro through the tantalising area where warm water met fluffy bath foam. I could hear Kevin's footsteps as he walked towards the bathroom. When they stopped, I glanced at the doorway. There he stood. My sexy, ten-year-older-than-me husband leaned against the doorframe, his hands crossed over his muscular chest. 

"Damn, you look good," we said always in unison. Then we burst out laughing. 

Kevin pushed himself from the doorframe and walked over to sit at the tub's edge. 

"Are you aware that your big tits never look better than when you lay like that?" he said as he brushed a sud of foam from my bust. 

"Do you say they are saggy when I am standing up?"

I shot him a killing look, but he knew I was kidding. My huge tits had always sagged a bit. Anything else would mean they were fake. Natural tits do sag if they are heavy enough. And mine are heavy. 

Kevin once managed to find an overview of the weight of tits based on bra size. He had grinned from ear to ear when he discovered I carried around close to two and a half kilos of tit-flesh, about 5.5 pounds. But despite the slight sag, they stood high on my chest, full and proud. And even more so when the water lifted them to float lazily among the soap suds. 

Kevin grinned at my feigned irritation, let his finger brush my sensitive nipple and sighed. 

"We need to buy a bigger tub. I want to join you in the bath..."

"Who says I want you here? I use this bath to relax and soften my sore muscles after the gym. If you were in here, I have a feeling I would have another workout pretty soon."

Kevin nodded with a wink. 

"Would that be so bad?"

I threatened to splash him, and he let out a laugh. 

"What do you want? Why did you disturb me?"

Kevin held up his phone as if it were a piece of evidence in an old courtroom drama.

"Ron just sent an invitation to their New Year's Eve party. Wanna go?"

Jennifer and Ron were among Kevin's oldest friends and a vital part of our group of friends. Not nearly as rowdy as the rest of the crew, a party with them would mean candlelight, civilised drinking, and cosy chats.

"That sounds lovely. I could do with a quiet celebration this year."

Last year's celebration started a series of discussions and events that eventually led to me getting fucked through the night by one of my coworkers - with Kevin's approval. Actually, with Kevin's wholehearted support and urging. 

My husband looked at his phone as if to check something. There was a glint in his eye.

"I doubt this will be a typical Jennifer and Ron party. They're celebrating their 20th anniversary as a couple. They got together on New Year's Eve and decided to invite the whole gang to celebrate with them. They have booked that villa Josh used for his 40th birthday a few years ago."

I could feel my whole body tense up and my heart beat faster. That villa was huge: two expansive living rooms, a library that doubled as cardroom and bar, a dining room with seating for 30 people, a kitchen fit a restaurant - and eight bedrooms with en-suite bathrooms and walk-in closets. 

But that was not why my heart had started beating faster. If they had invited everyone in the group, we would celebrate with David again. And even if David didn't know anything about it, he was a vital part of Kevin's and my cuckold-and-hotwife fantasies. And a misunderstanding last year concerning Kevin's fantasy to let David fuck me had led to the fatal fuck-fest that one night at my company's teambuilding getaway.

Kevin looked at me quizzically. 

"What?"

I shook my head.

"Come on! I know you. Something's amiss."

I sank underwater to hide the fact that my nipples had started to harden up at the thought of that night with Josh, my coworker.

"It's just that... last year... you know? We had a misunderstanding?"

Kevin laughed. 

"A misunderstanding? We fought! But it turned out OK, didn't it?"

I nodded slowly. 

"Yeah. But it wasn't so fun there for a while..."

The reality was that we almost split up after that one night with Josh. And not in the way you would expect. 

That night at the teambuilding, the slut I used to be resurfaced. I thought I had managed to bury her completely. But Kevin's constant talk about actually wanting me to be a hotwife and Josh's oh-so-sexy body - and quite a lot of alcohol - wore my defences down. I fucked Josh in an outdoor tub in the middle of the night, then in my cabin, and then again in the morning. The last time I even filmed the whole wild affair. When I looked at the footage during the lunch break, I couldn't help but finger myself to another orgasm. Josh's cum was still in there to make my pussy extra wet. 

Pressing play on my phone I saw me climbing up onto the bed, my full ass towards the camera, my pussy lips already swollen and glistening. I had taken Josh's whole massive cock in my mouth and sucked and licked it for so long. My right hand held his cock in place while my left cradled and fondled his big balls. Then he grabbed my chin and lifted my head to kiss him before he lifted me and threw me back down on the bed. Looking at the footage and seeing how his muscles rippled as he lifted me had my pussy spasm. That was when I rolled up my skirt, pulled my panties to the side and started to rub my clit. Watching Josh dive down between my legs to attach my clit and pussy with his mouth, I mimicked what I remembered with my fingers. When I watched him get up from my pussy on the video, licking his lips and stating he loved my taste, I moaned. And when he positioned his fat cock in between my pussy lips, and pushed forward, I did the same with three of my fingers. 

Watching that footage made me orgasm faster than Josh managed in real life that morning. And - I have to admit- it has done so many times since. Josh fucked me relentlessly in missionary and doggy. I rode his beautiful cock while begging him to impregnate me. He spooned me and fucked me hard from behind while molesting my big tits. And then he did me missionary again - and deposited his thick cum deep inside me.

When I saw Josh after lunch, all of us getting ready to board the bus back home, I blushed furiously. But I couldn't keep the images of us fucking from my mind. He saw me and winked. I gave him a faint smile and hurried inside the bus. I found an empty seat and dumped my bag beside me, indicating I wanted to sit alone. I could feel Josh approaching, but then he hesitated. I heard him take a few more steps and dump down beside one of our colleagues. Letting out a silent sigh of relief, I sat staring out the window, not trusting myself to be able to be close to him.

Kevin picked me up outside the office, clearly eager to hear all about it. He hugged me happily, grabbed my luggage and ushered me into the passenger seat. 

"Well?" he said as soon as we hit the road. I felt a lump in my throat and couldn't say a word.

"Are you going to tell me?" he said eagerly, touching my thigh. 

That was the last drop. I started crying uncontrollably. My whole body was shaking. Kevin looked at me with fear, and stopped the car at the first possible place.

"What on earth..." he started before he reached out to cradle me. But I pulled away as if burnt. 

"Don't..." I managed to croak. 

My poor husband sat there dumbfounded. The night before, I texted him and said everything was OK - I had made his dream come true. Now, I was crying like my life had collapsed. And in many ways, that was how I felt. At that time, I was convinced I was on the brink of losing all self-control and fucking every man in sight. And I was sure I had ruined my marriage and the life I loved. 

Kevin unbuckled his seat belt, turned around to face me and asked me with worry: "What is wrong, Jules? Did something go bad after you sent me those texts?"

I nodded and started crying even harder. I felt his hand on my shoulder. It felt so good, and I never wanted it to disappear. But if I told him what had happened, he would never want to touch me again. 

"What happened? He didn't force you, did he?"

I shook my head.

"Did someone see you and tell the others?"

I shook my head again. The thought of the rest of the company talking about me as a cheating slut hadn't even occurred to me until then, which started a new bout of intense crying.

Kevin stroked my chin lovingly.

"Whatever happened, I'm here to support you. You are my wife, now and forever."

I shook my head. "That's the problem," I managed to croak.

"You don't want to be my wife?" he asked with a small laugh.

"You won't want to have me as a wife when I tell you what happened!" I blurted out, and started crying hard again.

I know. I sound like a crazy crybaby. Normally, I am not. But the shock of losing my calm, monogamous self had rattled me.

To my surprise my sweet husband didn't pull back. Instead, he released my seat belt and drew me against him, my head cradled against his chest. Of course, getting a good embrace in a car is difficult. But all that mattered at that point was to make me calm down. 

And it worked. Kevin managed to get me to tell him how I had fucked Josh again in the morning, and then how I had fingered myself during the lunch break. The whole story was a chaos of sobs and sidestories and excuses. I jumbled all over the place. But I think he got the picture: I had fucked Josh three times - and I wanted more - and I was scared shit of the feelings inside.

"Jules... Honey. This is what I wanted. This is what I have been dreaming about. If it scared you, we won't do it again. We'll give you time to figure out your feelings. But trust me: you won't get rid of me this easily. I am your husband - until death do us part."

I looked up at Kevin's face at that point. I saw how earnest he was. And I fell in love all over again. 

I am afraid I treated poor Josh horribly for a few weeks. I completely ghosted him. Claire, my best friend and our coworker, kept asking me if we had a fallout, but I just couldn't trust myself not to repeat my mistakes. Every day, Kevin and I discussed his fantasies, his kinks, my past, and the night with Josh. It took me two months to realise that Kevin was actually more than OK with what I had done and that he would love for me to fuck Josh again. Still, I didn't trust myself. I was afraid that I might go too far and jeopardise my love for Kevin.

In the end, we agreed I had to talk to Josh. To clear the air - and to take my life back. With my fear so dominant, it was obvious I couldn't meet him somewhere private. That might lead to me doing something stupid. So, the simple solution was to arrange a "work-meeting" at our offices during office hours. Poor Josh was perplexed when he got the outlook invite, and he looked utterly confused when I in a very businesslike manner asked him to sit at the other end of the table from me. 

He was sweet about it though. We talked for an hour and a half. From the moment he came in, I knew my fears was unfounded. He was - he is - extremely sexy to me. But as I saw him, I knew he would never be more than that. He just wasn't Kevin. So, I told him about my mental melt-down and my fears. He was understanding. 

After 45 minutes, I laughed and apologised for having seated him so far away from me. I stood up, walked over, and sat down closer to him. From that point on, we talked about our kinks, sex, and our night together. Given the fact that Josh apparently never told anyone about our affair, Kevin had deemed it safe for me to tell him about Kevin's kink. And we talked in detail about hotwifing. Of course, Josh volunteered to be my bull if I wanted to do it again. But we closed the "meeting", agreeing that we would be just coworkers for a while. Still, as I gave him a thank-you-and-I'm-sorry-hug he squeezed me just a tad too hard against his chest, and I felt the heat rising in my pussy. Damn, but I wanted him again at some point.

After I chatted with Josh, life returned to "normal." Finally, Kevin asked me about the video. He hadn't pushed his fantasy at all since the day he picked me up at the office, but now, he could sense the timing was better.

"I'll send it to you. But please watch it while I'm not here," I said when he asked me. Then, as I watched him accept the airdrop transfer, I changed my mind.

"No, I want to be there when you do. I need to explain some stuff."

Then, as he pushed play, and I heard my own voice say "This time, I want us to give my husband a show," I asked him to stop it.

"I can't!"

Kevin looked at me with a crooked smile. 

"Jules, you don't make any sense right now. You want to be there when I watch this. You really do. Get up from that chair and come with me," he said as he stood up and reached for my hand.

He led me upstairs and into our bedroom. There, we undressed and got onto the bed. Leaning into him and resting my head on his shoulder, Kevin held his phone in front of us and pressed play. 

""This time, I want us to give my husband a show, bull. I want to give him something to jerk off to while he waits up for me the next time we meet up," the video-me said as she turned away from the phone and walked towards the nude Josh on the bed.

Kevin chuckled. 

"You planned to do it again, did you?"

I slapped his chest.

"I was... not myself!"

"I have a feeling you were more you than you are now," Kevin said lovingly, and squeezed me closer to him. 

As we watched the video, Kevin didn't say a thing. But his cock said it all. He loved it. His cock was rock hard and twitching, precum leaking. When the video was finished, Kevin turned off his phone and slowly laid it down beside him. His breath was slow. His hand on my arm squeezed me again. 

"Damn, Jules. That is the hottest thing I have ever seen. I have tried so hard not to cum while watching that. If you do the smallest thing to me now, I will blow..."

Naturally, I had to test it. I slid down a bit, put his nipple in my mouth just as I grabbed his cock - and rightly so: he orgasmed violently. 
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"Yeah. But it wasn't so fun there for a while..."

Kevin nodded.

"I know. But we're good. You are good. We can move on."

I nodded. 

"You're right. I am just afraid we'll be drunk and tempted to..."

Kevin rose up, leaned over and kissed me on my head. 

"You know my take on this. If you are tempted, I want you to go ahead. I think it will be good for you to let your wild girl out."

I looked up at him. He was sincere. He meant it. How could he trust me so much when I didn't?

Straightening up, he turned and walked towards the door. Just as he was about to leave, he turned and looked at me.

"You know you have 100 percent carte blanche to fuck whoever you want, hon. Just tell me about it as soon as possible after. I guess I should RSVP yes to that party, right?"

After he left, my mind started racing. What would I need to do to make sure my inner slut didn't resurface? How should I handle myself around Dave? How should I get Kevin to understand that we shouldn't play with this fire?

But as I laid there, the thoughts slowly started to turn positive towards the prospect. I would be able to handle Dave just fine. I could flirt with him if I wanted to. There wouldn't be any harm in that. I could even let him get a bit handsy - or be a bit handsy myself. He claimed he had a fat cock. Maybe the party would be a good chance to actually check that out?

And the more I thought, the more my body started to get ready for hot, steaming, adulterous sex. And my hands and fingers found just the right spots without me even thinking about it. It wasn't before I let out a loud moan that I realised I was deep in a fingering session. My left hand had grabbed my tit hard, tweaking and rolling the nipple between thumb and index finger, while my right hand was busy rubbing the har nub between my pussy lips. 

"I need to cum - now!" I thought, and got out of the tub in a heartbeat. I grabbed the towel aggressively, hurried out of the bathroom and towards our bedroom.

"Our bed - now, Kevin! Don't make me wait!"

A minyte later I was on my back, propped up on a pile of pillows, my legs apart, furiously rubbing my clit. Kevin looked a bit confused as he entered the room, but the confusion melted away as soon as he saw my state. With a chuckle he pulled off his t-shirt and dropped his pants. As was about to climb into the bed with me, I shook my head.

"Na-ah. Get down there. Eat me out. I need your clever mouth." He grinned and did as ordered. He swatted my hand away from my clit and gave my pussy a quick kiss. 

"What came over you, hon?" Kevin asked between showering my pussy with kisses.

"No talking," I said to evade his questioning, grabbing his head with both hands and stearing him towards my clit. He got the point, attacking it with sweet torturous skill.

But I should have guessed he wasn't satisfied with that. Soon I felt his finger brushing the outer lips, parting them. Then his index finger entered my pussy, and curled up towards my g-spot.

"Mmmm yes!" I sighed. "Just like that..."

And then the bastard just stopped! No movement at all!

"Wha...? Get back to it!" I snapped. Kevin looked up at me a grinned. 

"Sure! As soon as you are one hundred percent honest with me. What have worked you up like this?"

"Don't..." I begged. But he wasn't having it.

"OK... I'll tell you! Just get back to it!" Kevin grinned, and his delicious tongue started the attack on my pussy again.

But before I figured out what to say, he stopped again.

"Don't try to wriggle out of it!"

"OK! I was thinking about Dave! And Josh!"

Kevin sucked my clit into his mouth, making me squeal. 

"And?" he mumbled after he released it.

"About how I could flirt with Dave, and may belt him touch me a bit. No harm in that, right?"

Kevin nodded into my sex.

"He claims he has a huge cock. Maybe I could touch it? Just a bit?"

My husband attacked me with more enthusiasm - but less skill. This was clearly something he liked hearing me talking about. 

I went into details on how I would be able to get Dave to myself and make out with him - hot and heavy. Then Kevin reminded me I said I had thought about Josh as well.

"Well, yeah. He is my most recent new cock - and I want it again."

Kevin mumbeled something.

"Huh?"

"For real?" he said and dove right back in.

"Uhuh. I do. I can never tell him, but I do. He is a damned good lover."

Kevin put another finger into my snatch and started to finger fuck me. 

"Do you want me to tell how he did me in the tub?"

I knew Kevin was really aroused now. Maybe this was a way to let him in on any future hotwifing? Telling him while he ate my pussy? I grinned by the thought of the win-win situation for me.

My sweet husband just nodded, and I started to detail what happened, how Josh used his huge cock to make me cum again and again. How he had been sooo obsessed with my big knockers. Then I started fantasising. Telling Kevin how I had been making out with Josh at work, how I had fucked him in the meeting room that day we had our talk. The closer I got to my orgasm, the wilder my stories became. And then the dam broke. I could feel it build up - and luckily, so could Kevin. I hate it when the guy starts doing something new just because he feels the girl is close to coming. But not Kevin. He kept flicking my clit with his tongue while squeezing my right nipple violently. And I came like I hadn't since... since Josh fucked me. I blacked out for a few seconds, and when I came back, Kevin stood on his knees between my outstretched legs, jerking his cock furiously.

"You slut! You fucking slut! I fucking love you! I fucking wish you would let all the men in this city fuck you!" he growled, and then he released: his cum splattered down on my tummy, my tits - and my red and swollen pussy. I shivered by the feeling. A good shiver. The shiver of a slut. A slut awakened. 

—-
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A couple of hours later, we sat in front of the fireplace. The weather had notably worsened outside; the wind was whipping snow against our windows. Kevin had poured us both a large glass of wine, and I nestled in the crook of his arm, staring into the flames. 

"So, care to tell me what that was all about?" Kevin asked me.

I took a sip of the wine. 

"I might ask the same," I countered. "I am a slut? And you want every man in this city to fuck you?"

I sent him what was supposed to be a glare, but Kevin just laughed.

"I got carried a bit away. But I do want to see you fuck other men. You know that. I have never hidden that. But I thought you got cold feet after Josh. So, your actions tonight were surprising. Not that I didn't like it, but..."

I nodded. It must have seemed weird. So I told Kevin in detail my train of thoughts - from the invitation to the New Year's party to him filling me up. 

"So... It seems I am inclined to give you what you want..."

"And what you want!" Kevin retorted. I grinned and nodded.

"Yeah. And what at least my fucked up brain wants..."

I took another sip of my wine and paused.

"I am just unsure of how to do this. It's not as if I can just pick any man and ask him to fuck me. I don't think that is what I want."

"What do you want?"

I didn't answer immediately. I sat staring into the flames, trying to conjure up the answer to that. I think I wanted Dave. And I knew I would want Josh again if I ever allowed myself to take that final step. Still, just the thought of fucking whoever I wanted made my well-used pussy spasm. And Kevin felt the change in me.

"You are not sure, are you?"

I shook my head.

"You talking about Dave started all of this. And I do wonder if he is as good as he claims."

I held out my glass for a refill, and Kevin happily poured.

"But I am afraid that if I do anything with Dave or decide to do it, I may be tempted to do other things..."

"Like what?"

"Well... i already feel bad about ghosting Josh. And he is a sweetheart, sexy and a good fuck. Do you think I will be able to not go there?"

Kevin squeezed my shoulder.

"Why should you not go there?"

I glanced over at his face. Damn, but I could see the horniness in his eyes. He wanted me to fuck Josh again!

"Are you serious? Did you not see the video? I lose all inhibitions!"

"And that's what I want you to do. I get turned on by you fucking other men. And I am 100 per cent sure you will be happier if you can fuck whenever and whoever you want. You have been missing it ever since we met."

I sat up, turned towards him, and said, panicked, "No, that's not right! I love you!"

Kevin reached out and stroked my chin. 

"I know you do. That is why I feel safe about letting you fuck other men. This isn't about love. This is about you needing cock - new cock - regularly."

"So... you actually want me to fuck Josh one more time?"

"No, I want you to fuck Josh as much as you want. Ideally while I watch - but if not: just tell me all about it!"

I stared at him. Desperately looking for a sign that he did not mean what he said. But Kevin just lifted his glass to his mouth, to a sip and winked at me.

"You know you want this, Jules! Please... pretty-please become my little slut?"

"But how?"

Kevin put his glass down, took both of my hands and said: "Your job is having a Christmas party in two weeks, right?" 

I nodded.

"This is what you should do..."
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I am sure I confused Josh during those two weeks up til the company Christmas party. With Kevin and I having defined how we wanted our relationship to be, my inner slut started slowly to emerge. That meant a bit more revealing clothing. Nothing wild. Just a bit more cleavage. A bit more thighs. Higher boots. 

It also meant I restarted the bantering with Josh. We had been almost back to normal after our talk, but now I slowly started flirting—heating it up just a notch.

Josh definitely noticed. He would switch between confused shyness and jokingly returning the flirt. Three days before the party, I was putting away my stuff after a meeting I had led when Josh came into the meeting room carrying just as much stuff as I packed away.

"Oh, Sorry! I thought I had booked..." he started as he tried to open up his phone to check if he had booked another meeting room.

"No, I'm sure you are in the right spot. I am finished. I am just cleaning up."

"Ah, good! I'm having a video meeting in 15, and I can't stand sitting out there doing it," he said, indicating the open office space.

I grabbed my pile of stuff and stood up to leave. Now, I promise what I did next was not my plan - even if Josh likes to make that claim. As I stood up, I pulled my laptop, notebook and stack of paper towards me, squeezing my tits upwards. As I've said: I had started to dress a bit more slutty, so my white shirt was pretty liberally unbuttoned. That made my tits almost spill out of my bra and shirt entirely as I walked towards the door - where Josh stood. He still hadn't moved away from the door, so I couldn't pass him. And he didn't move when I came up to him either. Instead of giving me space to exit the meeting room, he just stood there. I looked up into his face, saw that he was not looking at my face - and glanced down. And there, to my surprise, my left nipple had popped out of my lace bra, resting on the edge, but pushed out in the free by my shirt not being appropriately buttoned.

"Oh fuck!" I blurted out, dropped my load, and grabbed my tits. Josh instinctively grabbed my laptop before it crashed to the ground, but my papers ended up strewn across the floor.

"Jesus Christ! I am sorry! I didn't mean to show..."

Josh grinned and sat down to pick up my papers.

"Don't worry, Jules. I have seen it before. That doesn't mean it wasn't nice to see it again, though. It is probably the nicest tit I know," he smiled.

For some reason, my embarrassment turned into instant horniness by his reaction.

"Probably? What kind of bullshit is that?" I asked in faux anger.

"Well... it's so long since I last saw it, I really can't remember."

I could feel the tingle in my pussy, and my nipples hardened. I stopped my attempt at getting appropriately dressed. Taking one step towards the door, I turned around and leaned against it. Looking down at Josh, who still was busy gathering my papers, I instead unbuttoned my shirt entirely and lifted both big, fat tits out of the bra. Pushing my shoulders against the door, I pushed my chest out and put my hands on my back.

"You are really nice for helping me pick up my papers. I should reward you, don't you think?"

Josh glanced up at me and stopped in his tracks. 

"Uh? What...? Jules?"

"What do you say? Have you seen nicer?"

Josh slowly rose. 

"You told me we should stay only colleagues for a while?"

My eyes wandered from his handsome face to his crotch, where his substantial meat was rapidly growing. I licked my lips.

"Hasn't it been a while already?" I said, my voice husky.

My sexy coworker and former lover took two slow steps towards me.

"You know those doors don't lock, right? And that the office is full of people?"

Giving my chest a swift shimmy, making my tits dance, I grinned at him.

"Yeah, but you have booked the room, haven't you?"

Josh took the last step towards me, grabbed my head with both hands and went in for a long, passionate kiss. His tongue eagerly invaded my mouth, fighting with my tongue for dominance. He pressed me against the door, and I felt his fat cock through our clothes. 

"Uhm!" I moaned as his hands let go of my head, and instead, one grabbed my ass, and the other landed on my left tit.

"Fuck, you are so frustrating, Jules," Josh growled as he started kissing my neck while groping my body hungrily. 

"How so, big man?"

He squeezed my boob so hard it was painful. But that pain was just what I wanted.

"First, you fuck me like you're ready to have my baby. Then you pretend like I do not exist. Then you say we're supposed to be just colleagues. And now you are offering your perfect body to me in a meeting room during office hours?"

I grabbed his ass and pushed my groin against his cock. Damn, I wanted him!

"I am sorry for half of that. I should have continued to fuck you every chance I had."

Josh grabbed both my tits, bent down and put one nipple in his mouth. I cradled his head and moaned.

"Yeah... I have missed your eager mouth on those," I hissed.

My free hand grabbed his belt buckle and started to undo it. Reaching down into his pants, I went straight for the fat bat he hid there.

Then his phone's alarm went off. None of us reacted. Then Josh head shot up. Frustration and sexual hunger shone in his eyes.

"Fuck! My meeting!"

"No! Please drop it!"

"You know I can't!"

I swore. Fuck! Finally I let my slut free - and a fucking meeting ruined everything! But I knew he was right. Hurriedly, I started to get my clothes in order, and Josh did too. I grabbed my stuff and reached for the door handle. Then I felt Josh' strong arms reach around me and cup my tits.

"I won't let you get away from me again. Next time I have a chance, I'm fucking you!" he growled into my ear.

My pussy spasmed.

"What? I just wanted to let you see my girls one more time. I never promised you anything else!" I said, wriggled my ass against his cock and grabbed the handle. 

He let me go, and I disappeared into the open office landscape.

—-
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That afternoon, Kevin and I had another session of him eating me out while I told him what happened. And again, he fucked me like a man possessed. He was a bit bummed I didn't actually get to fuck Josh, but I was rather happy about it. It would be way hotter to do him at - or after - the party. This way, I was able to check if Kevin was OK with me fooling around. The way he roared as he came violently in my pussy was good enough for me. 

—-
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The meeting room "incident" was on a Tuesday. The next day I was asked to take a visit to a client, meaning I wasn't going to be in the office at all. Thursday, Josh was in a meeting with top management most of the day, and when he finally got out of there, we all had to attend the last all-hands meeting before Christmas. When we left, he navigated through the crowd to walk behind me out of the auditorium.

"Tell me you are not avoiding me again?"

I smiled from his sweet insecurity. He could be rough and forceful and demanding. But he was also afraid of losing me as a colleague and friend. I nudged him in the side with my elbow and smiled at him.

"Not at all. It just seems like the Universe doesn't want us to do anything stupid at work - yet."

"I love that last word," Josh grinned. "Maybe tomorrow?"

"I'm 'working' from home tomorrow. A girl needs some time to prepare," I replied, flicking my hair like a diva.

"Mmm, I can't wait to see you at the party. Save a dance for me?"

"We'll see," I giggled and left him.
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Christmas party 
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"Fuck, you look hot, Jules!"

My sweet husband lay on his side on our bed, watching me put on the final touches to my outfit for the night. I used heatless hair curlers the whole night, kept them through the day, and had just removed them. My hair cascaded around my bare shoulders. My body was barely hidden behind a simple green stretch cotton dress. I decided to go for subtle makeup but still chose an old-style smokey eye shadow - simply because I thought I looked good with it. Black stilettos would highlight my figure, and a black choker forced any guy's focus on my long neck. 

What made Kevin utter his appreciation was, without a doubt, the fact that I chose to drop the bra. The dress had spaghetti straps, and I just couldn't make it look good with any of my bras.

"You just like the fact that you can see my nipples," I jokingly scolded him.

"I like the fact that those huge tits will bounce and swing free all night. No one will be able to keep their eyes off them!"

I looked down, doubt beginning to fill my mind.

"Too much? I don't want to be known as the office slut."

Kevin cocked his head.

"I see the point." He pursed his lips, then continued: "Are you planning on dancing a lot?"

"Why?"

"Well, as long as you don't bounce around too much, It'll be OK. I know you can glide around even in high heels, so you will be able to control the bounce."

I nodded thoughtfully. 

"That might work. Will slow dancing work?"

I really wanted to dance with Josh - to make his fat cock throb while on the dance floor. Kevin knew what I was thinking because he laughed and said: "Sure, hon. You can dance with Josh! Or any other man you want to torment."

I grinned sheepishly and looked myself over in the mirror again. I did look good. My body was hot, and the dress only highlighted that. 

"So, you're OK with me flirting with other men too?"

"Sure! Why not? I want that pussy to have as many cocks as possible!"

The pussy he was nodding towards tingled as he said it. I was sure he didn't mean it. But it was good knowing my sweet husband actually liked the prospect of me fucking another man soon. 

—-
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"Fuck, you look hot, Julie!"

It was a weird repeat of Kevin's exact words. I turned my back to the guy who had just taken my coat to see Claire looking me up and down. 

"You are very close to making me reconsider my sexual orientation," she grinned. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks.

"Thanks, I guess. It's not too much?"

"Way too much. But I like it! I am looking forward to watching the guys' reactions tonight. Grab your ticket and come with me!"

I turned back towards the coat-guy, grabbing the ticket he handled me, and noticed his eyes didn't once land on mine. 

Claire grabbed my hand and dragged me towards the open door leading into the club, where the party was already well underway.

"This is going to be so much fun," she exclaimed, smiling at me and then laughing as she saw her vigorous speed make my tits bounce dangerously in my dress.

"Slow down, Claire! You're going to make me flash my tits!"

"It wouldn't make people notice you more than what they already will. Damn, girl!"

She was right. As we walked around the club, all the men took a double take when they saw me. The women either grinned or looked sour. I guess it was a bit too much, after all.

"I need a drink. Now!" I headed straight to the bar, Claire behind, giggling.

The bartender immediately noticed me, but, to my surprise, he did not focus on my bouncing tits. "Professional," I thought. "And really handsome!"

"Red wine, please."

"Coming up," he said in a really deep voice, and I could feel his bass hit some horny strings in my body. I blushed. The kid was way too young for me. But damn, so far, he had done all the right things to make me want him, including handing me a huge glass of red.

I turned my back to the bar to control my clearly eager-to-fuck mind. Claire picked up her drink and followed suit. We stood, gazing out over the room. People were already dancing and flirting. It has always been like that in our company.

"Have you ever considered having an affair with anyone here?" Claire asked. I hadn't told her about Josh, or about Kevin's kink. But she knew I used to be a slut. 

I glanced over at her. Should I tell her? No. Not here. She would make too much fuss about it.

"There are some nice men here," I said to avoid lying. 

"Yeah. Like your best friend slash biggest enemy, Josh," Claire said, bumping her hip into mine. I laughed.

"He is," I admitted. "Is he here, by the way?"

Claire shook her head. 

"I don't think so. I haven't seen him yet. I think he and some of the other guys were having a pre-game. Want to hit the dance floor?"

"With this dress?" I asked and raised my eyebrows. "I will spend the night standing, eating, drinking, talking - and maybe slow-dancing."

Claire snickered and handed me her drink.

"Your loss! Make sure no one puts anything in this. I need to shake my booty closer to those guys over there." 

As I stood alone with two glasses of wine, I turned to set one of them on the bar behind me. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the attractive bartender glance at my chest.

"Hah! Not so professional after all!" I thought with delight. 

"You won't join her?" he asked me as he quickly averted his eyes and wiped the spotless bar counter with a cloth.

"You heard us, didn't you?" I smiled as I put my elbows on the counter and leaned forward, feeling my tits brushing the wood. 

He glanced up at me and grinned. 

"Yeah, I did. May I be honest?"

I nodded.

"I think you are right about not dancing to this kind of music."

"And why would that be?"

"We both know why," he grinned and nodded towards my tits, now safely resting on his bar.

"Naughty," I smiled. "You don't think it would look good?"

"Oh, I think it would look amazing. But I am 100% sure that dress won't be able to keep those twins hidden for long. And then you would feel horrified and leave this party. And that would make me sad."

I arched an eyebrow.

"Why would you care?"

"Because I like having them... you... here."

I laughed.

"You're naughty."

"So are you. You didn't put on that dress to look all nice and proper," he grinned.

"Julie," I said and reached out my hand. 

"Francois," he replied, grabbed my hand - and kissed it! "Just call me Frank."

"Wow! Where did that come from? What are you? French?"

He grinned. 

"Yep."

"Wow..."

"Yeah, you said so."

I laughed and he joined me. Chatting with Frank turned out to be really fun. He was intelligent, flirtatious, and getting hotter by the minute.

Whenever a group of my coworkers came over to order drinks, theys started to chat with me. I couldn't exactly ignore them to continue flirting with the young bartender, but I kept track of where he was and if he looked at me. And he did. A lot. Again and again, he would look at my breasts. And whenever he saw me catching him, he would smile. The more times I caught him checking me out, the more flirtatious he would be. The first time he held my gaze, then slowly let his eyes wander down towards my cleavage and lick his lips, I almost choked on my wine. He was a cheeky bastard! If Josh didn't turn up soon, I was tempted to have fun with this guy instead. 

Half an hour later, Josh had yet to show up. Claire was still on the dance floor. And a girl wearing a small apron over her jeans and t-shirt stepped in behind the bar with Frank. At first, I felt a pang of jealousy. Then I realised she was just there to relieve him.

"Thanks, Steph. I'll just carry in some crates of beer. It's getting empty here. Then I'll take my 30 mins. OK?"

Steph thanked him and started serving my colleagues. Feeling a bit abandoned, I sat back up on my stool and followed Frank's extremely well-built ass walk towards the back door. For the next ten minutes, I enjoyed watching his muscular body as he carried in crate after crate with beer. Then he told Steph he would return in "30 or so." I watched him open the door to the back, then he turned around, winked at me... and left the door open. Was that a hint? Did he just invite me to join him?

I'll be honest with you. By now, my husband's urging and this Frenchman's teasing had my body screaming for naughtiness. I didn't hesitate a second. Emptying my glass of wine, I stood up, excused myself and left my colleagues at the bar.

I stepped into the alley, the cool night air sending a shiver over my skin, but it wasn't the cold that made me tremble. The door eased shut behind me, muting the thumping bass from the club, leaving me in a quiet pocket of anticipation.

Frank stood there, his broad shoulders relaxed, his stance casual, but there was nothing casual about the way he was looking at me. His dark eyes roamed over me, taking in every inch, his jaw tightening like he was holding himself back.

I didn't want him to.

I took a slow step closer, my heels clicking against the pavement, the sound swallowed up by the narrow alley. His lips parted slightly, and I caught the way his fingers twitched at his sides, like he was debating whether to reach for me.

I decided for him.

With deliberate slowness, I trailed my fingertips up the front of his shirt, feeling the hard ridges of muscle beneath. His body tensed under my touch, heat radiating through the thin fabric.

"You left the door open for me," I murmured, my voice lower now, husky.

His lips curled into a slow, knowing grin. "Maybe I was hoping you'd step through it."

"I think you were sure I would."

His hands moved then. Finally, finally sliding up my waist, firm but unhurried, his fingers spreading as if to claim as much of me as possible. He pulled me closer, and when our bodies met, I inhaled sharply.

"I knew you'd be trouble," he muttered, his lips hovering near mine.

"Then why are you still standing here?"

That was all the invitation he needed.

His mouth crashed into mine, hot and demanding, his hands gripping my waist like he never wanted to let go. I moaned into the kiss, parting my lips as his tongue slid against mine, teasing, exploring.

I melted against him, my fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer, feeling the solid strength of his chest, the way his muscles tensed beneath my touch. His hands roamed, fingers skimming the bare skin at the small of my back before sliding lower, grabbing my ass, pulling me flush against him.

I gasped at the hardness pressing into me, my whole body lighting up at the feel of his fat cock.

Frank's breath was hot against my skin, his lips hovering just above mine, teasing me with the anticipation of another kiss. My pulse pounded in my ears, my body already humming with the electricity of his touch.

I wanted more.

His hands slid up my thighs, bunching the fabric of my dress even higher, fingers tracing slow, deliberate patterns on my bare skin. His touch was light, almost feather-soft, sending shivers racing up my spine.

"You're trembling," he murmured, his voice a deep, velvety growl. "Are you cold?"

I exhaled a shaky breath, shaking my head. "Not even a little."

His lips brushed my jaw, trailing down, grazing over my throat. "No. You're burning up."

His mouth found my pulse point, and he sucked lightly, just enough to make my head tip back against the wall. His hands roamed my body like he was memorising every inch of me, every curve, every dip.

"I've been imagining this all night," he whispered against my skin. "Imagining what you'd feel like, what you'd sound like."

His fingers slid between my legs, confident, demanding, pressing against my already aching pussy. My breath hitched as he stroked me over the lace, his touch slow and purposeful, dragging out the moment, savouring my reaction.

"You're soaked," he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. "Do you know how hard it was watching you all night, knowing this was waiting for me?"

I whimpered, shifting my hips into his touch, desperate for more friction.

His fingers dipped beneath the lace, stroking my slick pussy lips, spreading them open. My whole body tensed as his thumb found my clit, teasing, driving me insane with need.

"Frank," I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders.

He groaned at the sound of his name on my lips, his free hand sliding up to cup my huge breast through my dress, his thumb rolling over my already aching nipple.

"I love how responsive you are," he muttered. "You're so ready for me."

I arched into his touch, my body completely at his mercy, heat pooling in my core as he worked me with expert precision.

He leaned in, his lips brushing against mine, his breath heavy, heated. "Tell me how bad you want this."

I gasped as he pushed a finger inside my pussy, slow, deliberate, stretching me, filling me. My head fell back, pleasure rocketing through me in waves.

"So fucking bad," I managed to whisper.

He pumped his finger in and out, his thumb keeping steady, teasing circles against my clit, his mouth never leaving my skin.

"You feel incredible," he groaned, pressing a second finger inside me, curling them just right, hitting the spot that made me see stars.

I moaned, unable to hold back the sound, my body completely surrendering to his touch.

"That's it," he murmured. "Let me hear you."

I rolled my hips, matching his rhythm, chasing the pleasure that was building fast and hard. My breath came in short gasps, my legs trembling as he pushed me closer and closer to the edge.

"Frank," I whimpered.

He pressed a kiss to my collarbone, his pace quickening, his fingers thrusting deeper, his thumb circling faster.

"You're so close," he murmured. "I can feel it."

I was. My whole body tensed, coiling tighter, ready to snap.

Then, just when I was about to shatter, he pulled his fingers away.

I gasped, my eyes snapping open. "What..."

He smirked, bringing his fingers to his lips, tasting me, groaning low in his throat. "I want to feel you come around me."

My knees nearly gave out at his words.

He was pulling his hand away, reaching for his belt buckle.

I bit my lip, watching as he undid it, as he lowered his zipper, as he freed himself, thick and hard, his rod hot against my thigh.

He caught my chin, tilting my face up, his lips brushing mine.

"I need to feel you," he murmured. "Right now."

My breath hitched, my pulse racing. "Then take me."

And he did.

Frank's grip on my hips was tight, almost possessive, as he pressed me against the brick wall, his breath ragged, his body moulding perfectly to mine. His lips were on me again—my jaw, my neck, my collarbone—kissing, biting, teasing, as if he couldn't get enough.

"You feel so fucking good," he groaned, his hands sliding up my thighs, gripping the curve of my ass, kneading it as he fed my hungry pussy his delicious cock.

I exhaled shakily, pressing back against him. "Then don't stop."

His eyes darkened at my words, and he spun me around in one swift motion, pressing my front against the wall. The cold brick was a sharp contrast to the heat radiating from my skin.

"God, I love this ass," he muttered, his hands running over the swell of my hips before gripping tight. "You really were built to be fucked like this."

I shivered at his words, feeling another wave of arousal flood through me. Then, without warning, he slid inside me, filling me entirely in one deep thrust.

I gasped, my fingers splaying against the rough wall as my body stretched around him. He felt even bigger like this, the angle hitting all the right places, making my legs weak.

"Frank," I moaned, pushing back against him, wanting more, needing more.

He growled low in his throat, his grip on my hips tightening as he started to move, slow at first, dragging out every sensation, making me feel every inch of him. Then, his pace quickened, his hips slamming against mine with a force that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through my body.

The sound of our bodies meeting filled the alley, mingling with our ragged breaths, our moans, the distant thump of the music inside.

"Fuck, Julie," he groaned, his fingers digging into my waist, his thrusts deep and relentless. "You're so tight. So fucking wet."

I whimpered, rolling my hips in time with his, meeting every thrust, pushing him deeper. My walls clenched around him, and he let out a strangled moan.

"Damn it, you're going to make me lose my mind," he panted.

I smirked over my shoulder, breathless. "Good."

His hand slid around my front, fingers finding my clit again, rubbing tight, precise circles as he fucked me harder, faster.

I gasped, my whole body trembling. "Frank—I'm so close—"

"Not yet," he growled, pulling out of me suddenly, leaving me aching and empty.

I whined at the loss, but before I could protest, he turned me around, grabbing my thighs and lifting me into his arms again.

This time, I wrapped my legs around him willingly, my arms draping over his shoulders as he pressed me back against the wall, his lips crashing into mine.

"I want to see your face when you come," he murmured against my lips.

Then he entered me again, filling me in one smooth thrust, and I moaned into his mouth, my nails digging into his back.

He started moving, this time slower, more controlled, dragging out every sensation, making me feel every inch of him as he stretched me open.

His lips never left mine—kissing me, tasting me, his tongue sliding against mine in a way that made me dizzy.

I rocked against him, rolling my hips in time with his thrusts, feeling the pleasure coil tighter and tighter.

"Frank," I gasped against his lips.

"I know, baby," he whispered. "I can feel you."

His pace quickened again, his thrusts growing deeper, more desperate.

I clung to him, my whole body on fire, my nerves tingling, my climax hovering just out of reach.

Then, with one final thrust, he hit something deep inside me, and I came hard.

I cried out, my head tipping back, my body convulsing as the pleasure crashed over me in waves.

Frank groaned, burying his face against my neck, his own orgasm slamming into him as he held me close, his body shuddering with each spurt of cum shooting out and covering the inside of my pussy.

We stayed like that for a moment, tangled together, breathless, his arms still wrapped around me, his forehead resting against mine.

Finally, he let out a low, breathless laugh. "You are one hot slut."

I smirked, still trying to catch my breath. "And you love it."

He laughed, gave my boob a hard squeeze and kissed me again, slower this time, deeper, like he wasn't ready to let go just yet.

Then, finally, he set me down, smoothing my dress back into place as I adjusted my hair, my legs still trembling.

I looked up at him, my lips curving into a wicked smile. "I may need your phone number..."

Frank let out a deep chuckle, his eyes darkening again. "Oh, sweetheart. You can have everything you want."

I grinned. "I like the sound of that.

As I slipped back into the club, I couldn't wait to tell my husband how naughty his wife had been.
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And then there was Josh
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I stepped back inside the club, the door closing behind me with a dull thud, sealing away the cool night air.

It was louder now. The bass vibrated through my bones, the lights flashing over the writhing bodies on the dance floor. Laughter, the clinking of glasses, snippets of conversation—it all swirled together, thick and suffocating.

I wove through the crowd on unsteady legs, too aware of myself, of my dress clinging to my body, of the slight tremor still running through me. My skin burned, even in the dimly lit club, and I swore I could still feel Frank’s hands on me, still taste the salt of his skin on my lips.

What the hell did I just do?

I forced myself toward the back, toward the hallway leading to the bathrooms. I needed a second to breathe, to clear my head, to rinse away the remnants of what had just happened.

I slipped into the women’s restroom and gripped the edge of the sink, staring at myself in the mirror.

I looked wrecked.

My lips were swollen, slightly parted as if I’d just gasped for breath. My hair was a little too messy, the loose curls falling over my shoulders in wild waves. My cheeks were still flushed.

I turned on the faucet, letting the cool water run over my wrists before pressing my damp fingers to my neck. I needed to calm down.

But how could I?

I had never been this reckless before. Never let my body make the decisions for me so completely.

I wasn’t even sure how I felt about it.

I should feel guilty.

Not for Kevin—he would be thrilled. But for the way I’d let my control slip so easily, the way I’d let Frank take me without a second thought.

And, more than anything, for the fact that Josh had been on my mind all night.

Yet, I had let someone else get to me first.

I exhaled slowly, shaking my head at my reflection. No more. I was done for the night. I just needed to finish my drink, say my goodbyes, and go home.

That was the plan.

And then I stepped back into the club.

And there he was.

I saw him before he saw me.

Josh was perched on a stool at the bar, looking relaxed, his long fingers wrapped around a glass of whiskey, the rim just barely touching his lips.

The sight of him hit me like a jolt to the spine. Damn him.

A mixture of relief and frustration coursed through me. I’d been wondering if he’d even show up—wondering if I’d been stupid to expect anything, if I’d gotten all dressed up for nothing. But here he was.

Late.

I squared my shoulders, inhaling through my nose, and started toward him, my heels clicking against the floor.

He glanced up just as I slid onto the stool beside him, and when he saw me, his lips curved into that damn lazy, self-assured smirk.

“Hey, gorgeous.” His voice was smooth, low, so familiar.

I tilted my head, leveling him with a look. “You’re late.”

Josh’s eyebrows lifted slightly at my tone, like he wasn’t expecting me to call him out.

He set his drink down, turning to face me fully, his arm resting against the bar. “I didn’t realize we had a set time.”

I scoffed, shaking my head. “Really?”

He chuckled, taking a sip of his whiskey. “You’re mad.”

I folded my arms over my chest. “I’m annoyed.”

Josh set his drink down, amusement flickering in his eyes. “Why? You think I stood you up?”

“I don’t think, Josh. I know.”

His smirk deepened. The bastard.

I hated how he could read me so easily, how he could see through the irritation, straight to the truth.

I’d been waiting for him.

And that pissed me off even more.

Josh leaned in just a little, lowering his voice. “You were expecting me.”

I clenched my jaw, refusing to answer.

His smirk widened. “Didn’t know you’d be so eager, Jules.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re impossible.”

Josh laughed softly, the deep, rich sound vibrating through my chest.

He studied me for a moment, then tilted his head. “So... how long did you wait?”

I opened my mouth, then snapped it shut, refusing to give him the satisfaction.

His smirk was infuriating.

I grabbed my wine glass and took a slow sip, staring him down.

Josh let out a slow, knowing breath. “You’re adorable when you’re mad.”

I narrowed my eyes at him over the rim of my glass. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t act like this wasn’t your idea.”

His smirk faltered for half a second.

Good.

I leaned in, lowering my voice so no one else could hear. “You’re the one who told me, in that office, that the next time you had the chance, you’d f* me.**”

Josh exhaled slowly, setting his drink down.

I watched his fingers flex against the glass, his jaw clench just slightly.

He remembered.

Of course, he remembered.

And just like that, the air between us shifted.

The teasing was still there, but now it was laced with something heavier, something dangerous.

His hazel eyes locked onto mine, darker now. “I meant it.”

My pulse spiked.

He leaned in just slightly, his breath warm against my cheek. “Did you think I forgot?”

I swallowed, trying to keep my expression neutral, trying to ignore the way my thighs clenched involuntarily.

I wanted to tell him off. I wanted to tell him that I hadn’t been thinking about him all night.

But I couldn’t.

Because the moment he said those words, the moment he dropped the teasing and got serious, the memory of our last conversation crashed over me like a wave.

The meeting room.

My tits out. His hands on me. His cock in my hand. My breathless promise that I wanted more.

And now, here we were.

I exhaled, forcing myself to act unaffected.

I tilted my head, arching a brow. “You sure? Because it seems like you needed a drink first.”

Josh chuckled under his breath, shaking his head. “You really think I needed liquid courage to f*** you?”

I nearly choked on my wine.

His voice was so low, so matter-of-fact, like he was saying something as casual as pass the salt.

I cleared my throat, setting my glass down. “You’re cocky.”

Josh grinned, his eyes burning into mine. “I’m right.”

Damn him.

I exhaled sharply, crossing my legs, too aware of the way his eyes flicked down at the motion.

We were getting too close to something dangerous.

I needed to take a step back.

Before I made another mistake.

Before I let my body decide for me again.

I shifted on my stool, forcing a neutral tone. “So. Now that you’re finally here, what’s your plan?”

Josh’s eyes didn’t leave mine. “Oh, I think you already know.”

God help me.

The conversation stayed light after that—on the surface.

But the tension between us? Unbearable.

Every time I laughed, he leaned in. Every time I touched my glass, he let his fingers skim my wrist.

And it was deliberate.

I knew it.

He knew it.

We weren’t even being subtle anymore.

At one point, a coworker stopped by to talk to Josh, some guy from another department, friendly and oblivious. I sat quietly beside him, sipping my wine, pretending I was just another person at the bar.

But under the table, Josh’s knee brushed against mine.

I tensed.

Accident?

I should have moved away.

Instead, I held still.

His knee stayed pressed against mine, warm, solid, intentional.

The conversation continued around us, voices blending into the music, but all I could focus on was that one point of contact.

Then his fingers brushed against my thigh.

Light. Teasing. Testing.

I sucked in a quiet breath, my pulse skipping.

I shot him a look, and he only smirked, continuing his conversation like nothing was happening.

He was playing with me.

And it was working.

When the conversation ended, our coworker walking off, I turned to him sharply. “You are going to get us caught.”

Josh grinned, sipping his drink. “Only if you keep looking at me like that.”

Like that?

I scoffed, rolling my eyes. “Like what?”

Josh leaned in, voice smooth as silk. “Like you already know how this night is going to end.”

My stomach flipped.

I hated him.

I wanted him.

And when he asked me to dance, I didn’t even hesitate.

Josh’s hand was like a brand on my waist, hot and possessive as he dragged me through the crowd. The dance floor was dark, the bass thick and heavy, the air hazy with sweat and lust.

I should’ve been embarrassed.

I should’ve felt exposed.

But instead?

I felt fucking alive.

I loved the way his fingers dug into my hips, how he pulled me against him like he didn’t give a shit if anyone was watching. How I could feel the sharp, solid press of his cock against my stomach, thick and aching for me.

I twisted in his grip, moving deliberately slow, teasing him with the roll of my hips.

Josh growled, his hands gripping me tighter, almost bruising.

I smirked up at him, breathless, teasing. I wanted him to understand who I am. How slutty I actually am. I took the leap: “You like grinding your cock against a filthy slut in front of all these people?”

His eyes darkened.

“Fuck yes.” His fingers tightened on my waist, dragging me against him harder. “And you’re loving it, aren’t you? Acting like a dirty little whore in the middle of the dance floor?”

A hot pulse shot through me, my pussy clenching hard around nothing.

I loved it.

I fucking loved it.

I grabbed his shirt, pulling him closer, my lips brushing against his jaw. “You always talk this much, or are you gonna do something about it?”

Josh snorted. “You’ve been begging for it since the moment you sat your cock-hungry ass down at the bar.”

I laughed, low and husky. “Oh, I was begging? Cute.”

Josh’s hand slipped lower, beneath the hem of my dress.

I sucked in a breath, eyes flashing.

“You’ve been dripping for me all night,” he murmured. “Probably all fucking week.” His lips brushed my ear, sending a sharp shiver down my spine. “Tell me, did you finger yourself thinking about my cock?”

My knees nearly buckled.

I clutched his shirt, tilting my head up, letting my teeth scrape against his bottom lip.

“Why would I waste my time with my fingers,” I breathed, rolling my hips, “when I know you’re dying to shove that thick cock in me?”

Josh cursed under his breath. His hands flexed on my thighs, pushing my dress up higher.

His voice was hoarse, raw. “You don’t deserve my cock, you filthy fucking tease.”

I let out a breathy laugh, dragging my nails down his chest. “Then why are you so fucking hard?”

Josh snapped.

His fingers slipped past the lace of my panties, sliding through my soaking wet folds, and I gasped.

God, yes.

I arched against him, my body grinding down on his fingers, shameless and desperate.

Josh’s voice was like a low snarl. “You’re fucking soaking.”

I moaned, my lips parting.

His fingers pushed deeper, slow and taunting, while his other hand fisted in my hair, forcing me to look at him.

“You love this, don’t you?” His voice was dark, filthy, cruel. “Being my nasty little slut. Getting fingered like a desperate whore in a room full of people who have no idea what’s happening under this dress.”

I whimpered.

Josh grinned. “Oh, you like that?” He pressed his thumb against my aching clit, rolling it in slow, torturous circles. “You wanna cum on my fingers in front of all these people, don’t you?”

I clenched hard around him, my entire body on fire.

“I—” My voice broke on a gasp, my hips rocking against his hand.

Josh laughed, low and mean. “Can’t even speak, can you? Fucking pathetic.”

I loved it.

I loved how filthy he talked to me, how dirty and wrong this was, how it made my pulse pound and my pussy clench.

I let my head tip back, surrendering to the pleasure, to his cruel, taunting words.

Josh leaned in, his lips barely touching mine. “You’re gonna cum for me, aren’t you?”

I nodded, breathless. “Yes—”

He suddenly ripped his fingers away.

I nearly screamed.

Josh chuckled, low and wicked, licking his fingers. “Not yet, you fucking whore.”

I whimpered, desperate. “You fucking—”

He grabbed my jaw, forcing me to look at him.

“You don’t get to cum until you’re stuffed full of my cock.”

My thighs clenched, a violent shiver wracking through my body.

I pressed my forehead against his, my voice a ragged whisper.

“Then take me somewhere I can ride that cock properly.”

Josh snarled, grabbing my wrist.

“We’re leaving. Now.”
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Josh didn’t walk me out of the club.

He dragged me.

His grip was tight around my wrist, his pace relentless, like he couldn’t get me alone fast enough. And I loved it.

I barely managed to keep up in my heels, giggling between gasps for breath, feeling the night air rush over my overheated skin as we stumbled onto the sidewalk.

The coolness of the night barely touched me. I was burning up.

The street outside the club was dimly lit, half-deserted except for a few smokers lingering by the entrance, people too drunk to notice how fucked up with lust we were.

But I didn’t want to risk anyone slowing us down.

And I sure as hell didn’t want to wait until we reached his car.

I needed this now.

With a wicked grin, I yanked him this time, dragging him toward the alley beside the club—the same one where I’d already been fucked tonight.

God, I was such a dirty little slut.

Josh barely resisted, only letting out a sharp breath as I pulled him into the shadows.

The moment we were out of sight, I pushed him back against the wall, hard, my hands slamming against his chest.

Josh’s eyes flashed, dark and hungry.

His lips curled into a slow, dangerous smirk.

“Couldn’t even wait till the car, huh?”

I let out a breathless, wicked laugh, trailing my fingers down his chest, scraping my nails over the fabric of his shirt.

“I don’t think you realize just how badly I need to be fucked, Josh.”

His gaze sharpened.

My words hung between us, thick and filthy, as I let my hands drift lower, lower—

Until I was palming the thick, rigid bulge in his jeans.

Josh let out a low growl, his hips jerking into my touch.

“Jesus fuck, Jules.”

I licked my lips, eyes blazing.

I wanted to tell him.

I wanted to whisper in his ear how I’d already been ruined against this very wall tonight.

How I was still soaking wet from another man’s cum, how he was about to be the second cock buried inside me tonight.

But instead, I smirked, digging my fingers into the thick ridge of his cock through his jeans, loving the way he groaned, eyes fluttering shut.

“You gonna do something about it?” I murmured, pressing my lips to the sharp edge of his jaw. “Or do you just wanna sit here and let me tease you all night?”

Josh snapped.

His hands grabbed my ass, hard, yanking me flush against him, forcing me to feel the full, throbbing length of him.

“You’re such a fucking slut, you know that?” he rasped.

I laughed, rolling my hips against him. “You fucking love it.”

Josh groaned, grabbing the back of my neck, yanking my head back to crash his lips against mine.

And just like that—

We were devouring each other.

It was hungry, messy, teeth nipping, biting, tongues tangling.

I was trapped against him, his body crushing mine against the brick wall, his hands groping, grabbing, taking.

Fuck, I loved this.

I loved being handled.

Loved being claimed.

I moaned into his mouth as his hands slid down my thighs, grabbing the backs of my legs and lifting me.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, grinding down on the thick steel rod in his jeans, desperate for some kind of relief.

Josh growled, his lips breaking from mine to kiss and bite down my throat, his hands squeezing my thighs, pushing my dress up higher, higher.

His breath was ragged, hoarse.

“You’re fucking dripping through your panties,” he rasped, his fingers teasing along the lace, pushing it aside.

I moaned shamelessly.

“Maybe I just like being a filthy little whore in the dark.”

Josh’s grip on me tightened.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his voice shaking. “You really are desperate for cock, aren’t you?”

I grinned, rocking against him, dragging my soaking pussy over the rough denim of his jeans.

“You have no fucking idea.”

Josh snarled, grabbing my chin, forcing me to look at him.

“That little stunt at the bar,” he growled, his fingers pushing inside me, stretching me, teasing me. “Flirting with all those guys just to make me jealous?”

I whimpered, rolling my hips against his hand.

“You’re the only one I wanted to fuck me tonight, baby.”

His lips curled.

“Good.”

And just like that, he yanked his fingers free, grabbed my wrist—

And spun me around.

The walk to his car was a blur.

I was buzzing, panting, laughing breathlessly as he dragged me forward.

Josh was muttering curses, his cock so fucking hard against his jeans, his grip on my wrist tight and unrelenting.

By the time we reached his car, I was already bracing myself, knowing what was coming.

And sure enough—

The second we got there, Josh shoved me against the hood of his car, hard.

I gasped, my palms pressing against the metal, the heat from the engine warming my skin through the thin fabric of my dress.

Josh’s hands were everywhere, grabbing my ass, sliding up my thighs, pulling my dress higher, higher.

“You’re such a fucking cock-hungry slut,” he growled, grinding his stiff length against me. “Grinding on me like a desperate little bitch back there.”

I moaned shamelessly, pressing my ass back against him.

“Yeah? And what the fuck are you gonna do about it?”

Josh grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back.

“Fucking ruin you.”

I shivered, clenching my thighs together, desperate.

“Then what the fuck are you waiting for?”

I heard his belt buckle clink, heard the rustle of denim, my pulse thundering.

And then—

His bare cock pressed against my ass.

Thick. Heavy. So fucking ready.

Josh leaned in, his lips brushing my ear, his breath hot and wrecked.

“You gonna let me fuck you right here, out in the open?”

I grinned, arching my back, teasing.

“I fucking dare you.”

Josh ripped open the car door and practically shoved me inside, his grip still firm on my wrist like he wasn’t giving me a chance to change my mind. Not that I would. I tumbled into the backseat, laughing breathlessly, my dress hiking up my thighs as I sprawled across the leather.

The door slammed shut behind him.

The air in the car was already thick, the windows fogging from nothing but our heat.

I barely had time to adjust before he was on me, grabbing my thighs, yanking me closer, caging me beneath him.

“Fucking hell, Jules,” he muttered, his eyes raking over me, hungry and dark. His hands traced up my thighs, fingers digging into my skin, rough and impatient. “You really got me out here, huh? Acting like some desperate fuck in the backseat of his car.”

I smirked, breathless, rocking my hips up against him. I could feel how ready he was.

“You’re the one who dragged me out here,” I murmured, my fingers curling around the front of my dress. I pulled the straps down over my shoulders, shifting, shimmying the fabric down until my tits spilled free. “Now what are you gonna do about it?”

Josh’s breath hitched.

His hands moved immediately, palming the soft weight of my tits, squeezing, rolling my nipples between his fingers, teasing me.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, his thumbs grazing my already aching nipples, his grip tightening. “These are perfect. I swear to God, I’m never letting you wear a fucking bra again.”

I arched my back, moaning softly as he lowered his head, his lips latching onto one of my nipples. His tongue flicked against it, slow, taunting, before sucking it deep into his mouth.

My fingers buried in his hair, tugging as he groaned against my skin, flicking his tongue, teasing before switching to the other. His hands kneaded my tits hard, squeezing, pulling, shaping them in his palms.

I gasped, squirming beneath him, my thighs tightening around his hips as he sucked harder.

“You’re fucking obsessed,” I murmured, my breath catching as he bit down just enough to make me whimper.

Josh lifted his head, his lips wet, his smirk lazy and wicked.

“Damn right I am,” he said, gripping both tits in his hands, squeezing them together. His thumbs flicked over my nipples, his gaze fixated. “Gonna bury my face in these every fucking chance I get.”

His mouth found my throat, biting, sucking, marking me. His hands slid lower, over my stomach, down to my hips, gripping tight.

“Jesus, you’re already shaking,” he muttered, pressing his body against mine. I felt the full weight of him, the solid heat of his cock grinding against me.

I moaned, tilting my hips up, rubbing against him, teasing.

“You like knowing how bad I want to fuck you?”

Josh let out a rough laugh, grabbing my hips tighter.

“I like knowing you’re fucking soaked for me.”

He yanked my dress up, dragging my panties down my thighs, pulling them off like he owned me.

I barely had time to breathe before he was pressing against me, grinding the thick head of his cock through my slick folds, teasing me.

I clenched my fingers in his shirt, panting. “You like teasing yourself?”

Josh smirked, rubbing himself against me, pushing just enough to make me gasp before pulling away again.

“I like watching you beg.”

I rolled my hips up, trying to take him in, but he held me down, taunting me.

“You wanna stop fucking around?” I growled, grabbing his cock, lining him up myself.

Josh groaned, his control snapping. He slammed inside me in one deep thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders as he stretched me, filled me.

“Fuck, Jules,” he growled against my ear, his fingers biting into my hips as he started moving.

His strokes were slow at first, deep, teasing, rolling his hips against mine, making sure I felt every inch of him.

Then he picked up the pace, grinding, driving into me harder, deeper.

His hands were on my tits again, squeezing, pinching my nipples, rolling them between his fingers.

I moaned loudly, arching into him, panting against his throat.

His mouth was on my tits again, licking, sucking, biting.

“You fucking love this,” he muttered, his lips brushing against my skin. “Love being pinned down in the backseat like a desperate little slut.”

I whimpered, clenching around him.

Josh groaned, lifting his head, grinning.

“Yeah? That gets you off?” He slowed his thrusts, grinding deep.

I moaned, rolling my hips to meet him.

He grinned, his hands sliding down to grab my ass, pull me harder against him.

“You wanna show me how bad you need it?”

I smirked up at him, panting. “What do you want, Josh?”

He slowed, his breath ragged, his hands gripping tighter.

“I want you to fucking ride me.”

I giggled breathlessly, trying to move, but the cramped space made it impossible.

Josh swore under his breath, shifting his weight, but his foot slipped, and suddenly we were tangled together, half-laughing, half-struggling to move.

“Jesus,” I muttered, pushing against his chest, trying to sit up.

Josh snorted, grabbing my hips to help me. “We are too fucking old for this.”

I burst out laughing, finally managing to straddle his lap, my knees wedged against the seat, my dress still bunched around my waist.

Josh groaned, his head falling back against the seat. “Worth it, though.”

I laughed, dragging my fingers down his chest. “I can’t believe I’m fucking in a backseat again. Haven’t done this since—”

Josh raised an eyebrow. “Since when?”

I smirked, grinding against him, teasing. “Since I was a teenager.”

Josh grabbed my hips, grinning up at me. “Then show me how it’s done, baby.”

I reached between us, guiding him back inside me, my breath catching as I sank down onto him.

Josh let out a sharp breath, his hands flying to my tits again.

“Jesus Christ, Jules.”

I moaned, rolling my hips, watching his face twist in pleasure.

“Yeah?” I whispered, bouncing on him, letting my tits move freely in his hands.

Josh groaned, his fingers squeezing tighter.

“That’s it,” he rasped, his breath uneven. “Ride my cock like you mean it.”

I smirked, digging my nails into his chest, rocking against him, teasing.

“You gonna keep running your mouth?”

Josh growled, grabbing my hips, slamming me down onto him, making me cry out.

“Shut the fuck up and fuck me.”

Josh’s grip on my hips tightened, his fingers pressing hard enough to bruise as I rocked against him, slow at first, teasing, dragging the motion out just to watch the way his breath stuttered, his lips parted. His eyes never left me, locked on my face, then on my tits as they moved with every grind of my hips.

I smirked, rolling my hips a little harder, a little faster, feeling him pulse inside me, stretching me perfectly.

Josh groaned, tilting his head back against the seat, his grip flexing. “Fuck, Jules...” His voice was thick, strained, like he was barely holding himself together.

I loved that.

I loved seeing him like this—wrecked, desperate, barely in control.

“Yeah?” I murmured, leaning in, dragging my lips over his jaw, my breath hot against his ear. “You like watching me ride you?”

Josh snapped.

His hands flew to my tits, squeezing hard, his thumbs rolling my nipples in slow, deliberate circles, sending bolts of pleasure straight through me.

“I like watching you lose control,” he growled. “I like watching you fall apart on my cock.”

I moaned, my head falling back, riding him faster now, chasing that perfect friction, the pressure building deep inside me.

Josh leaned forward, mouth hot against my throat, kissing, biting, sucking his way down my collarbone, lower, until his lips wrapped around a nipple again. His tongue flicked against the aching bud, his teeth grazing just enough to make me gasp and tighten around him.

I whimpered, grinding harder, my nails digging into his shoulders.

“Fuck, Josh—”

He groaned against my skin, one hand still teasing my nipple, the other gripping my hip, forcing me down harder onto him.

“You feel so fucking good,” he rasped, his breath warm against my chest. “So fucking tight—”

I clenched around him, gasping, pushing him deeper, loving how completely he filled me, stretched me, owned me.

Josh cursed, grabbing my chin, forcing me to look at him, his hazel eyes burning into mine.

“You gonna cum for me, Jules?” His voice was rough, commanding, dangerous.

I moaned, nodding, rocking harder, faster, our bodies perfectly in sync.

Josh smirked, his hands sliding down my back, gripping my ass, guiding my movements with slow, powerful rolls of his hips.

“Then cum for me, baby,” he muttered, his lips brushing mine.

That was all it took.

I shattered around him, my entire body tensing, trembling, pleasure crashing through me like a tidal wave. My nails raked down his chest, my breath hitching, gasping, as my body clenched and pulsed around his cock.

Josh groaned, his jaw tightening, his own control slipping.

“Jesus fucking Christ—” His head fell back, his hands gripping my hips hard as he thrust up into me, his rhythm stuttering.

I rode him through it, grinding down, dragging every last second of pleasure out of him, feeling him tense, his body shaking beneath me as he came deep inside me.

The car was silent except for our panting breaths, the windows fogged, the scent of sex thick in the air.

Josh was completely wrecked, his chest heaving, his head still tipped back against the seat, his hands still gripping my hips like he wasn’t ready to let go.

I laughed breathlessly, brushing damp hair from my face, feeling a rush of lazy satisfaction settle over me.

Josh opened one eye, smirking up at me. “You good?”

I giggled, shaking my head. “I can’t believe I just fucked you in a backseat.”

Josh grinned, squeezing my ass. “Told you it’d come back to you.”

I bit my lip, rolling my hips one last time, teasing.

Josh groaned. “Jesus, woman, you’re trying to kill me.”

I leaned in, pressing a slow, teasing kiss to his jaw. “Maybe I just like seeing you fall apart.”

His hands flew to my waist, his grip tight, possessive, dangerous.

Then, just as quickly, his fingers loosened. His smirk faltered, something shifting in his expression. His chest still rose and fell with heavy breaths, but now there was something else behind his eyes.

“Shit, Jules...” His voice was quieter now, almost hesitant. “I got carried away. I was too rough. I—”

I blinked down at him, surprised, watching the way his jaw clenched like he was holding something back.

“I don’t talk like that. I don’t—” He shook his head, sighing, looking almost frustrated with himself. “You made me fucking lose my mind.”

I felt a slow, wicked smile creep across my lips.

“And?”

Josh’s hands slid down to my thighs, squeezing like he needed to anchor himself. “And I didn’t mean to be such a... possessive asshole about it.” His gaze flicked to mine, searching. “I don’t know why the fuck I said half the things I did.”

I tilted my head, considering him for a moment, then slowly leaned in, pressing my lips to his.

It was different from before. Softer, slower, deeper. Not rushed. Not desperate.

I kissed him the way I wanted to—the way I needed to.

When I pulled back, his hands had settled on my waist, gentler now, like he was waiting for my reaction.

I smiled against his lips, dragging my nails lightly down his chest, watching the way his eyes darkened again.

“That’s exactly what I want, Josh.” My voice was quiet, but sure.

His lips parted slightly, his breath warm against mine, but he didn’t speak.

I leaned in again, letting my teeth gently tug at his bottom lip, then whispered, “I want you to lose your mind over me.”

Josh groaned, his grip tightening on my waist again, his self-control clearly hanging by a thread.

“You’re dangerous, you know that?”

I grinned, sliding my fingers into his hair. “And you love it.”

His smirk came back, this time slower, darker. “Maybe I do.”

His hands trailed down my spine, teasing, but I knew this was over—for now.

With one last lingering kiss, I finally sat back, both of us still tangled up, still not quite ready to leave this moment behind.

But we both knew one thing for sure.

This wasn’t the last time.
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I slipped the key into the lock, my fingers still trembling, my breath unsteady as I eased the front door open. The house was dark and quiet except for the soft hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen.

As I stepped inside, I let out a slow exhale, closing the door gently behind me. My body still buzzed, my skin still tingled, and every movement reminded me of what I had just done. What I had been allowed to do.

Kevin had told me to go.

He had kissed me before I left for the party, whispered in my ear, “Have fun. And tell me everything when you get home.”

He had wanted this.

And God help me, I had wanted it too.

I stood in the dimly lit hallway for a moment, gripping the doorknob, my thighs still weak, my body wrecked in the best way.

Josh had barely let me leave. Even as I stepped out of his car, his hands had lingered on my waist, his fingers tight like he wasn’t ready to let go. His breath had been hot against my skin, his lips hovering close, his voice still hoarse from everything we’d done.

And if he had pulled me back in for another round?

I would have let him.

Even now, standing here in my own home, I could still feel him.

His hands gripping my hips, forcing me down onto him.

The rough scratch of his stubble against my breasts as he sucked my nipples into his mouth.

The way he had growled, Ride me like you fucking mean it.

A slow, lazy heat curled in my stomach.

I kicked off my heels and padded silently toward the bathroom, not bothering to turn on the hallway light. I needed to clean up, to wash away the sweat and the scent of him. But more than that, I needed a moment alone—to savor it.

Inside, I locked the door and turned on the shower, watching the steam curl through the air.

As the water warmed, I leaned against the sink, my eyes catching my reflection.

I looked ruined.

My lips were still swollen, my cheeks flushed, my hair a mess.

And my neck—

I touched one of the faint marks just above my collarbone, shivering at the memory of his mouth, his teeth, his tongue.

I closed my eyes.

Josh’s voice was still in my head, low, rough, demanding.

You’re so fucking soaked for me.

I whimpered softly, gripping the edge of the sink.

I could still feel his hands on my tits, squeezing, pinching, rolling my nipples between his fingers.

Still feel the stretch of him inside me, the deep, filthy groans in my ear.

Still feel his cock pulsing, his fingers digging into my waist as he came so deep inside me.

The water was hot when I stepped in, trickling down my body, washing away the physical evidence of what I’d done—but not the memories.

Not the satisfaction.

Not the knowledge that I had gone out and taken what I wanted.

I had been allowed to.

And the man waiting in the other room had wanted this just as much as I had.

The thought sent a fresh shiver through me.

I finished cleaning up, toweling off, my skin still warm, still hypersensitive. I wrapped myself in my robe and crept toward the bedroom, pushing the door open carefully.

Kevin was there, just as I’d expected, lying on his side, his breathing deep and steady.

I smiled softly, warmth spreading through my chest as I took him in—the broad muscles of his back, the rise and fall of his breath, the familiar scent of him in our sheets.

He had tried to wait up for me.

But I had taken my time.

And now he had drifted off, probably dreaming about exactly what I had done tonight.

I slipped beneath the covers, my body still humming, my muscles still satisfied, exhausted.

And yet...

I shifted slightly, pressing my thighs together, feeling the familiar heat start to build again.

Because as much as Josh had ruined me tonight, as much as he had used me, owned me, taken exactly what he wanted, I knew this wasn’t over.

Tomorrow, Kevin would ask me for every detail.

Tomorrow, he would listen, touch me, devour me while I told him exactly how I let another man fuck me.

And then...

I bit my lip, stifling a wicked smile.

Then, he would remind me exactly who I belonged to.

That last thought wrapped around me like a secret, dark and thrilling, as I closed my eyes and let sleep take me—full, satisfied, and completely, utterly adored.

Got it. No bold, no titles, and no em dashes. I'll keep the flow smooth and immersive.

The tension between Josh and me only grew over the next few days. It was no longer just teasing glances or lingering touches. It was an unspoken challenge, a slow, deliberate build-up to something inevitable.

In the office, he was patient. He didn’t push, didn’t ask, but he didn’t back off either. I could feel him watching me when I walked by, standing too close when we passed in the hallway, letting his fingers brush against mine when we handed each other documents. Each little moment added to the slow burn, each near-touch making my skin tingle, each passing glance making my pulse quicken.

One afternoon, I was leaving a meeting when I caught him staring at me. Not in the subtle way he had before, but in a way that made my breath catch. His eyes were heavy with something unspoken, something I wasn’t ready to name. I smirked as I walked past him, knowing full well I was playing with fire.

That evening, Kevin was waiting for me at home, watching me as I walked through the door, his expression unreadable. I set down my bag and turned to him, already feeling the tension crackling between us.

“Josh?” he asked, voice low.

I hesitated, but only for a second before nodding.

Kevin’s jaw clenched slightly, but his eyes darkened in the way I had come to recognize. It wasn’t jealousy. It was hunger.

“Tell me.”

So I did.

I told him about the office, about how Josh had been watching me, about how he had touched my hand when no one was looking, about the way my breath had hitched when he got too close.

Kevin was silent for a moment, then let out a slow breath. His hands were firm when they grabbed my waist, pulling me closer.

“You want to fuck him again,” he murmured against my skin.

I didn’t answer right away. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to admit it, but the way Kevin was looking at me, the way his fingers were pressing into my hips, I knew I didn’t have to. He already knew the truth.

I let out a shaky breath, tilting my chin up to meet his eyes. “Maybe.”

Kevin smirked, brushing his lips over my jaw, then lower, tracing the curve of my neck. “I think you should.”

I swallowed, heat pooling low in my stomach.

He didn’t say anything else. He didn’t have to.

We ended up in bed not long after, my body still tingling with the memory of Josh’s eyes on me, Kevin whispering in my ear, urging me on, making me come apart under his hands.

When I lay beside him later, still catching my breath, he ran his fingers along my arm, tracing slow, lazy patterns on my skin.

“This party,” he murmured.

I smirked, already knowing where this was going.

“I want you to be bad, Jules.”

I tilted my chin up, meeting his gaze. “How bad?”

Kevin’s grip on my hip tightened.

“Find someone. Flirt. Dance. Let them touch you.”

A slow heat curled in my stomach.

“And then?” I whispered.

Kevin smirked. “Then you do what feels right.”

His lips found mine, deep and slow, his hands sliding over my body like he already knew exactly how this was going to end.

And the best part?

So did I.
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Kevin sat on the edge of the bed, watching me like a predator, eyes dark, lips parted just slightly. His breath was slow and measured, but I could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his fingers curled into the fabric of his pants, gripping hard.

I stood by the mirror, adjusting the straps of my dress. It was new, a deep shade of wine-red, hugging every curve, the neckline plunging just enough to make it clear I had no intention of wearing a bra tonight. The fabric clung to my hips, the hem stopping far too high up my thighs.

I could feel his eyes on me as I turned slightly, checking the way the material moulded over my ass. It was tight, almost obscene, but that was the point.

I wanted to be watched.

I met Kevin's gaze in the mirror and saw the way his chest rose and fell, the way his cock was already pressing against his pants.

"You like it?" I asked, tilting my head.

Kevin exhaled, his tongue darting out to wet his lips. "Turn around."

I did. Slowly. Savouring the heat of his gaze dragging over me.

His hands found my hips as soon as I was close enough, fingers gripping, pulling me between his legs. His mouth hovered near my stomach, just below my navel, lips barely brushing my skin.

"I love it," he murmured, his voice thick. "You're going to drive every man at that party insane."

A slow smirk spread across my lips. "That's the idea."

Kevin's grip tightened. His breath was hot against my skin, hands sliding down to the curve of my ass.

"I can't believe this is happening," he murmured, tilting his head up to look at me, his pupils blown wide with lust. “After all this time... after all our fantasies...”

I ran my fingers through his hair, tugging slightly. "You really want this?"

He groaned softly, pressing his face against my stomach, inhaling deeply. "I want it so fucking bad."

I felt a fresh wave of heat roll through me at his desperation, his need.

I had spent years denying this part of myself, shoving it down, trying to fit into the mould of a perfect wife. I had told myself I didn't miss it, didn't crave it, didn't need it.

But Kevin had pulled it out of me, little by little. He had coaxed the slut in me back to the surface and made it clear that he didn't just love me despite my past—he loved me because of it.

And now, finally, he was getting what he wanted.

I was getting what I wanted.

Kevin pulled back slightly, hands still gripping my hips, his eyes locked on mine. "Tell me how it's going to happen."

A shiver ran down my spine. "You want me to spell it out?"

His fingers dug into my skin. "I want to hear you say it."

I let out a slow breath, rolling my hips slightly, pressing myself against him. His cock twitched in response.

"I'm going to walk into that party," I murmured, my voice slow, deliberate. "And Dave is going to see me in this dress, see the way it hugs my tits, the way it clings to my ass."

Kevin groaned, tilting his head back slightly, his eyes locked on my lips as I spoke.

"He's going to spend the whole night watching me. Trying to get me alone. Wondering if this is finally the night he gets to fuck me."

Kevin's breathing turned ragged, his grip tightening even more.

I leaned down, my lips brushing his ear. "And maybe it is."

A sharp exhale left him, his fingers sliding lower, gripping my thighs, pushing the fabric of my dress up slightly.

I smirked, kissing his jaw before stepping back, smoothing my dress. "But you'll have to wait and see."

Kevin sat there for a moment, chest rising and falling, staring at me like he wasn't sure if he wanted to throw me on the bed and fuck me or push me out the door so the night could start.

I grabbed my clutch, checking my lipstick in the mirror one last time.

"You ready?" I asked.

Kevin swallowed hard, adjusting his pants before standing. "More than ready."

I turned to leave, but his hand caught my wrist before I could reach the door, spinning me back toward him.

One last kiss.

One last deep, hungry, possessive kiss.

His fingers tangled in my hair, his body pressed flush against mine, his cock heavy and hard against my stomach.

His voice was barely more than a growl when he finally pulled back.

"Make him fucking beg for it."

I grinned, running a finger down his chest before slipping out of his grasp.

"That was always the plan."

Kevin opened the front door, his hand resting on the small of my back as we stepped outside. The night air was crisp, sending a shiver across my skin and making my nipples stand proud against the soft fabric of my dress. I bit my lip, barely suppressing a smile. I wasn't wearing a bra. I wasn't wearing anything underneath.

The cab was already waiting at the curb, the driver barely glancing up from his phone until we approached. Then his head lifted, and I watched his eyes widen slightly.

I knew what he saw.

The dress clung to every curve, hugging my waist, my hips, the plunging neckline leaving nothing to the imagination. My nipples were hard, pressing against the fabric, and the moment his gaze dropped to my chest, I saw his throat bob as he swallowed.

Kevin pulled the door open for me, watching as I slid into the back seat. The leather was cool against my bare skin. My dress rode up just enough to be dangerous. I didn't fix it.

The driver took a moment too long to tear his eyes away, shifting slightly in his seat as he reached for the gearshift.

"Where to?" His voice was rough, forced into something casual.

Kevin gave the address, his tone even, but I could feel the tension in him. The way his fingers flexed against his thigh. The way he had noticed everything.

The car pulled away from the curb. I exhaled, relaxing into the seat, letting my legs part just slightly, the slit in my dress slipping higher.

Kevin inhaled sharply, just enough for me to hear.

I tilted my head, running a hand along my thigh, feeling the driver's eyes flicker to the mirror.

He saw.

I met his gaze in the reflection, my lips curving slightly, not quite a smirk, not quite innocence.

His hands gripped the steering wheel tighter.

Kevin noticed.

His hand slipped onto my thigh, fingers spreading against my bare skin, squeezing slightly.

My breath hitched, but I didn't move away.

The driver's jaw clenched. He dragged his eyes away, clearing his throat, but his posture was stiff.

Kevin leaned in slightly, his lips brushing my ear. "You're enjoying this, aren't you?"

I didn't answer. I didn't have to.

His fingers slid just a little higher.

The ride wasn't long, but the tension stretched thick in the air. The driver didn't speak again. He kept his eyes fixed on the road, but I saw the way his hands gripped the wheel, the way his leg bounced slightly at every red light.

By the time we reached the hotel, his knuckles were white.

Kevin paid him in cash, slipping a generous tip into his palm. The driver barely acknowledged it, his focus still flickering to me as I stepped out of the car, my dress shifting, the slit parting just enough for one last flash of bare skin.

I smiled, shutting the door behind me.

The cab lingered for half a second too long before peeling away into the night.

Kevin's fingers brushed my lower back as he guided me toward the entrance, his voice low. "You really are something else."

The hotel lobby was warm, the golden lighting casting soft shadows across the marble floors. The elevator was already open, waiting.

Kevin pressed the button for the top floor, his hand slipping around my waist as we stepped inside.

The moment the doors slid shut, the air shifted.

Kevin turned, his hand sliding up my side, fingertips tracing the curve of my breast, his thumb grazing the tight peak of my nipple through the fabric.

I sucked in a sharp breath, pressing my body against his, feeling the heat in his touch, the restraint barely holding him together.

He leaned down, his lips brushing my ear.

"Are you wet for him?"

I bit my lip, shifting slightly against him, letting him feel the answer.

Kevin exhaled, his hand trailing lower, gripping my hip, his breath hot against my neck.

The elevator dinged.

The doors slid open, spilling us into a dimly lit hallway filled with familiar voices, distant laughter, the steady hum of music.

Kevin straightened, smoothing his jacket, his composure snapping back into place.

I lifted my chin, smoothing my dress, the ghosts of his hands still lingering on my skin.

Then we stepped into the party.

As soon as we stepped inside, the warmth of the room wrapped around us. The hum of conversation, the low thrum of music, the clinking of glasses. It was the perfect mix of elegance and the kind of relaxed energy that came from a group of people who had known each other for years.

Jennifer and Ron, our hosts, spotted us almost immediately. Jennifer, ever the gracious hostess, glided toward us with a smile, her sequined dress catching the light.

"Finally! The last guests of the evening," she teased, pulling me into a hug. "You look absolutely stunning, Jules. I swear, every year you outdo yourself."

Ron stepped in beside her, his eyes scanning me, lingering just half a second too long.

"She's right," he said, his tone casual but the look in his eyes anything but. "That dress should be illegal. I don't think a single man here will be able to hold a conversation tonight."

Kevin smirked beside me, sliding an arm around my waist. "That's the plan," he murmured just loud enough for them to hear.

Jennifer rolled her eyes playfully and handed us each a glass of champagne. "Drink up. Mingle. Have fun!"

We took our glasses, offering a few more pleasantries before stepping deeper into the party.

The room was filled with familiar faces friends, acquaintances, people we saw at these gatherings year after year. As we moved through the crowd, I felt the weight of eyes on me, the occasional glance that lingered, the small, appreciative smirks from the men who weren't even pretending to be subtle.

Kevin was watching, too.

I could feel it in how his fingers occasionally traced my lower back, and his body pressed just a little closer whenever someone looked a second too long. He was enjoying this, feeding off the attention I was getting.

Then, across the room, I spotted Dave.

He was standing in the middle of a group, holding a glass of whisky, talking animatedly, his voice carrying just enough for the surrounding people to hang onto his every word.

"...and I swear to you, she almost cried when I pulled out my cock. Couldn't believe what she was looking at. Said she'd never seen one like it in her life," he said, grinning as the men around him laughed.

Kevin and I exchanged a glance.

"Should we go say hello?" I asked, my lips curving slightly.

Kevin chuckled, taking a slow sip of his champagne. "Oh, I think we should."

We made our way over just as Dave was reaching the most exaggerated part of his story.

"She was shaking, I'm telling you," he continued, gesturing dramatically. "Told me she needed a second before she could even try to take it."

I took a sip of my drink, letting the bubbles tingle against my lips before tilting my head.

"Or maybe she tried to figure out how to do such a small cock and actually get any pleasure from it?" I asked, arching a brow.

The group erupted into laughter, some covering their mouths, some outright cackling.

Dave turned, eyes locking onto mine, a slow smirk spreading across his face. His gaze flickered down my body, taking his time before he met my eyes again.

"Julie," he said smoothly, ignoring the teasing from his friends. "Looking absolutely sinful tonight."

I let my lips curve, cocking a hip slightly. "And you're already full of shit. Some things never change."

More laughter.

Dave stepped closer, eyes dark with amusement, but something else lingered behind them. Something interested.

"Come on now," he said, swirling his drink. "You don't believe me?"

I took another slow sip of champagne, letting my tongue drag along the rim of the glass before I answered.

"I believe you believe your own stories," I mused, tilting my head. "But I also believe you get a little... creative with the details."

One of our friends clapped him on the back, laughing. "She's got you there, man."

Dave didn't seem the least bit fazed. In fact, he looked downright entertained. His gaze dropped to the plunging neckline of my dress for a fraction of a second before flicking back up.

"I think you just want proof," he said, voice low enough that only I could hear.

A shiver ran down my spine.

I smiled, slow and deliberate, meeting his gaze without flinching. "Oh, I think you'll have to work a little harder than that."

Dave's smirk deepened.

"Challenge accepted."

The party moved around us in waves, with laughter, music, and conversations blending into an easy, buzzing energy. I let Kevin guide me through the crowd, greeting people, drinking, and enjoying the atmosphere. The champagne was smooth, warming me from the inside, mixing with the lingering thrill of anticipation that had been building all night.

We didn't go near Dave.

Not directly, at least.

But I felt him.

Every now and then, I'd catch him looking at me from across the room, pretending not to, but failing spectacularly. His eyes would land on me just a second too long before flicking away. Whenever we moved to another part of the party, he seemed to be close enough, pretending to be engrossed in conversation, but I knew better.

He was circling.

Testing the distance.

Seeing if I would make a move.

Kevin noticed, too.

I felt his impatience growing the longer we danced around it. His fingers would graze my lower back a little firmer. His hand would grip my hip when we stood together, eyes dark, lips curling with frustration.

At one point, when we were leaning against the bar, he let out a slow breath, his hand sliding over my ass under the cover of the crowd.

"He's waiting for you to do something," Kevin murmured in my ear. "And I'm getting sick of waiting."

I smirked, lifting my drink to my lips, taking my time before responding. "Let him wait."

Kevin exhaled through his nose. "Jules."

I turned, letting my chest brush against him, looking up at him through my lashes.

"We have all night," I said, swirling the champagne in my glass. "What's the rush?"

His jaw flexed slightly. "The rush is that I'm standing here watching my wife be the hottest thing at this party, knowing exactly what's supposed to happen, and I don't like wasting time."

I reached up, running my fingers lightly down the front of his jacket, tilting my head. "Wouldn't it be better if we let the anticipation build?"

Kevin's fingers tightened on my waist. "I don't know how much more I can take."

I smiled, slow and knowing.

"Be patient."

Kevin groaned but didn't argue.

I danced for a while after that, losing myself in the music, letting the alcohol and the heat of the room take over. My body was on fire, my skin tingling from the warmth, champagne, and feeling of being watched.

I needed air.

Without a word, I slipped away from the crowd, weaving toward the rooftop terrace. The cold air hit me like a shock the second I stepped outside.

I gasped softly, the temperature biting against my bare skin, my nipples tightening instantly against the thin fabric of my dress. The heat from the party still burned under my skin, and the contrast sent a thrill through me.

I stepped forward, leaning against the glass railing, exhaling a breath into the night air. The city stretched before me, glittering, silent, indifferent to everything happening inside.

I closed my eyes for a moment, savouring the cold wind against my flushed skin.

Then I heard the door open behind me.

I didn't turn immediately, but I knew.

His presence shifted the air.

A slow smirk played on my lips as I heard his footsteps approach, unhurried but deliberate.

"Too hot in there for you?" Dave's voice was smooth, just a little rough at the edges.

I opened my eyes, looking over my shoulder. He was watching me, one hand tucked into his pocket, the other holding a half-full glass of whisky.

"I needed to cool down," I said offhandedly.

His gaze dragged over my body, taking in the way the cold had hardened my nipples through the fabric of my dress. His lips parted slightly before he smirked, taking another slow step toward me.

"I doubt this is helping."

I let out a soft breath, turning fully to face him, arching a brow. "You always this observant?"

He took a sip of his drink, watching me over the rim. "Only when it's worth paying attention."

Heat curled low in my stomach, but I didn't let it show.

Instead, I leaned back against the railing, tilting my head slightly. "You've been circling all night."

Dave chuckled, setting his glass down on the ledge beside me. "And you've been pretending not to notice."

I shrugged, dragging a hand down my thigh. "Maybe I wanted to see how long you could hold out."

He stepped closer.

The cold was sharp against my skin, but his body was warm, radiating heat just inches away from me.

His voice was lower now, his eyes darker. "You enjoy making men wait for it?"

I smirked, running my tongue over my lower lip. "Some men."

His fingers brushed my wrist, tracing lightly. "And what about me?"

I let the silence stretch between us, thick and charged, before I reached past him, plucking his whiskey glass from the ledge. I took a slow sip, savouring the burn, then held it out for him to take.

He didn't move.

His gaze locked onto mine, his chest rising and falling just a little heavier now.

Then, finally, he reached out, his fingers brushing mine as he took the glass.

But he didn't drink.

Instead, he set it back down and took another step forward.

Close enough that I could feel the heat of his body. Close enough that my breath caught in my throat. Close enough that I knew exactly what would happen next.

Dave's eyes flickered between mine and my lips, the space between us charged with something electric. I felt his breath, the whisky lingering in the air, his body radiating heat against the freezing night. Neither of us spoke, but there was no need. Everything was already understood.

His hand slid along my waist, fingers curling into the fabric of my dress. My pulse pounded in my ears.

Then he kissed me.

It wasn't tentative. It wasn't a question. It was firm, claiming, Josh's lips pressing against mine with just the right amount of force to send a thrill straight to my core.

I let out a slight sound against his mouth, one of surprise and surrender all at once. His fingers tightened on my waist, pulling me closer. My body moulded into his, the heat of him intoxicating against my chilled skin.

I kissed him back.

Hard.

My hands found his shoulders, nails digging in slightly as his tongue swept across my lower lip. His other hand slid lower, gripping my hip and pressing me against him.

My mind was spinning, but I didn't want to stop.

His mouth trailed down my jaw, his breath warm against my throat, his teeth grazing just enough to make my breath hitch.

Then clarity cut through the haze, sharp and demanding.

I placed a firm hand against his chest, pushing back just enough to break the kiss. He resisted for half a second before allowing it, his eyes dark, lips slightly swollen.

I licked mine, still tasting him, heart pounding as I stepped back.

"I should go," I murmured, smoothing my dress, trying to catch my breath. I had a plan - and I wanted to follow it.

Dave exhaled, rubbing a hand along his jaw, watching me like he wasn't sure if he should let me go or pull me back in.

Finally, he smirked.

"This isn't over."

I swallowed, ignoring how his words sent me a fresh wave of heat. "I never said it was."

Without another word, I turned and walked back inside.

The warmth of the party hit me instantly; the music, the voices, and the normality of it almost jarring after the moment outside.

I spotted Kevin near the bar, talking to Ron, a drink in hand. His eyes flicked to mine immediately, scanning my face.

I smiled, slipping back into his orbit and pressing my body against his side.

"Everything okay?" he murmured, fingers tracing my lower back.

I nodded, sipping the drink he handed me. "Just needed some air."

His gaze lingered for a second longer before he smirked. "You were gone a while."

I leaned up, brushing my lips against his ear, my voice just for him.

"I got a little distracted."

His grip on my waist tightened.

For the next half-hour, I danced, drank, and let the party consume me, but the circling never stopped.

Dave was always just close enough.

His eyes found mine through the crowd; silent promises exchanged in fleeting glances. A slow smirk when he caught me looking. The way his fingers grazed my arm was just slightly too long when we passed each other near the bar.

I felt it.

He was waiting.

So was I.

About half an hour before midnight, I leaned into Kevin, whispering that I was going to freshen up before the countdown.

He smirked, brushing a kiss against my cheek. "Don't take too long. I want you in my arms when the clock strikes twelve."

"Or someone's arms?"

Kevin's eyes grew big. Then he silently nodded. I winked at him, turned, and made my way toward the hallway with the bathrooms.

As I got closer, the bathroom door opened.

Dave stepped out.

Our eyes locked immediately.

A slow, arrogant grin spread across his face, his body still blocking the doorway, the space between us too small, too charged.

I stopped.

He leaned against the doorframe, gaze dragging over my body, pausing at my lips before flicking back to my eyes.

"You stalking me now?" he teased.

I smirked. "Maybe you're the one following me."

He chuckled, tilting his head. "I'd be a fool not to."

The air thickened.

Neither of us moved.

Neither of us looked away.

He reached out, fingers brushing my hip, just the lightest touch. My breath hitched.

He noticed.

His other hand came up, cupping my jaw, tilting my chin slightly.

"Tell me you don't want this," he murmured.

I should have.

But instead, I kissed him.

His groan vibrated against my lips as his hands tightened on my body, pulling me against him, the heat of his body searing through the thin fabric of my dress.

The kiss was rougher than before, hotter, and urgent. My back hit the wall, his body pressing into mine, a quiet moan slipping from my throat as his hands explored, learned, and memorised.

I needed more.

I grabbed his hand, pulling him from the hallway toward one of the bedrooms.

Dave didn't hesitate.

The second the door clicked shut behind us, he had me against it.

Dave's lips were hot and full against mine, his hands gripping my hips like he owned them, like he'd been waiting all night... hell, maybe for years... for this exact moment. I moaned into his mouth, letting him take, letting him feel just how badly I wanted this. His body was hard and insistent, the kind of pressure that left no room for doubt.

He pulled back just enough to let his words crawl across my skin. "You know what this is, Jules. You couldn't help yourself. Poor Kevin... married to a woman who was always going to cheat the second someone like me showed up."

I froze for a second—then I laughed. Low, sultry, confident.

"Cheat?" I purred, dragging a finger slowly down his chest, feeling his heart pounding through his shirt. "Is that what you think this is?"

His cocky grin didn't falter, but there was a flicker of curiosity in his eyes. I leaned in, brushing my lips against his jaw, letting my words drip like honey.

"I'm not cheating, Dave," I said clearly, voice strong, head high. "Kevin wants this. He wants me like this. Not the good little housewife. Not the polite, demure wife with her knees crossed and her smile fixed."

Dave's hands gripped me tighter as I pressed into him, our hips grinding with a heat that erased the last edges of hesitation.

I took his hand and guided it up my thigh, under my dress, to the slick heat between my legs.

"This?" I whispered, breath hot against his ear. "He loves that this pussy gets wet for other men. He gets off on knowing I still need to be fucked—by men like you. He doesn't feel sorry for himself. And tonight..."

I grabbed the back of Dave's neck and pulled his mouth back to mine, biting his bottom lip before I pulled away again.

"Tonight, I want you."

Dave groaned, his cock grinding against me harder now, rough hands sliding along my back, down to my ass. He grabbed me and pulled me flush against him.

"You're fucking perfect," he breathed, voice thick with lust. "Filthy. Fucking perfect. That man's a goddamn legend."

I smiled, bold and wicked.

"No," I whispered, slowly rocking against him, teasing him through his pants. "I'm the legend. He's just smart enough to know what he has."

His laugh was low, breathless. One hand fisted in my hair as he pressed me back against the wall again.

"You're not just a slut," he murmured, dragging his mouth down my neck, biting just enough to make me shudder. "You're the slut every man wishes his wife could be."

I gasped at his words, the arrogant truth of them hitting me exactly where I craved it. And when his hand slipped back between my legs, touching me with more certainty now, I didn't say a word.

I just moaned and kissed him again. Harder, deeper, with everything I was. I wasn't hiding anymore. Not from myself. Not from him. Not from anyone.

Dave's mouth crashed down on mine again, and this time there was nothing gentle about it. It was all teeth and tongue and pure, raw need. His hands were already at my sides, tugging at the thin straps of my dress until it peeled away from me, the fabric sliding down my hips like water. I gasped at the sudden exposure—no bra, no panties, just me, bare and aching beneath his hands.

He stepped back for half a second to look at me, and the look in his eyes made something deep inside me tighten. It wasn't just lust—it was hunger. Possession. He dragged his eyes over me like he was taking inventory of everything he was about to do to me.

"You really came out tonight like this?" he muttered, stepping closer again, voice low and thick. "No bra. No panties. Just this little dress? You knew exactly what you were doing."

I didn't deny it. My fingers found the edge of his belt, tugging it loose, smirking up at him. "I didn't want anything in the way."

His eyes burned into mine. "Kevin's a fool."

"No," I said calmly, yanking his belt free and unfastening his pants. "He's a genius."

I let them fall, and I dropped to my knees as he stepped out of them.

I looked up at him first. I wanted him to see my eyes, see the hunger there. Then I kissed the base of his fat cock, slow and deliberate, letting him feel the warmth of my breath. He hissed through his teeth as I dragged my tongue along his length and then wrapped my lips around him, taking him into my mouth inch by inch.

His hand was instantly in my hair, not guiding, just holding—tight. His whole body tensed as I began to move, slow and deep, using my hands to stroke what I couldn't take. He tasted like skin and salt and the tension of a man waiting for way too long for something he thought he'd never get.

"Fuck, Jules..." he groaned, hips flexing as I sucked him harder, then let him slip from my lips with a wet pop. "You're too fucking good at this. How many men have you ruined like this?"

I looked up again, a devilish smile on my lips. "More than you'd be comfortable with."

He let out a low, breathless laugh, and then, without warning, he pulled me up roughly. I let out a startled yelp as he lifted me clean off the floor, his hands under my thighs. My legs wrapped around him instinctively.

"Bed," I whispered, biting his neck. "Now."

We fell onto the mattress like we were trying to tear it apart. Josh landed above me, both of us breathless and tangled in each other. The room was dim, but I could see him—his eyes devouring me, his body already pushing between my thighs. I arched up to meet him, pulling him closer, grinding against him like I hadn't already had half the club pressed against me all night.

"You're soaked," he growled, dragging his fingers between my legs, groaning as he found how ready I already was. "That little show out there got you off, didn't it? The dress, the eyes on you, the way I was watching you like I was going to eat you alive."

"Yes," I gasped, hips rocking shamelessly into his hand. "God, yes."

His fingers slipped inside me, deep and sure, curling just right. I cried out, grabbing the sheets as he worked me open with ruthless precision.

"You want to be watched," he muttered, eyes locked on mine as he moved over me. "You want everyone to know what kind of slut you really are."

I met his gaze, defiant and hungry. "I want to be used. I want to be wanted. And tonight... I want you."

That was all it took. He lined himself up and thrust into me in one hard, smooth motion that stole the air from my lungs. I gasped, legs locking around his hips, fingers digging into his shoulders as he filled me with his steel rod. It was stretching, pressing, hitting that deep place that hadn't been touched in so long.

"Fuck," he muttered, his head dropping to my shoulder. "You feel unbelievable."

I arched up, biting his ear. "Don't go soft on me now, big man."

His laugh was low and dangerous as he pulled almost all the way out and slammed back into me, setting a rhythm that was all power, all control. The bed creaked under us, the sound of skin on skin, breathless moans, and the sharp gasps that escaped me with every deep thrust.

I was drowning in it.

Our bodies moved in sync, but there was nothing rehearsed about it. Everything felt raw, new, and edged with the kind of urgency that only comes when you've wanted something too long and denied it too many times.

Dave's hands were everywhere. No hesitation, no second-guessing. Just possession. He kissed me like he was trying to claim something, to leave a mark on every inch of skin he could reach. But it was my breasts he kept returning to, like he couldn't quite believe they were his to maul.

He pushed me back, his fingers splayed across my ribs as his mouth trailed down, slow and hot. His breath hit my nipple before his lips did, and even that made me gasp. When his mouth finally closed around it, I arched off the bed, grabbing at his hair, my entire body reacting like I hadn't been touched in years.

"God," he muttered against my skin, "these—these are perfect. Unreal. You know that, don't you?"

I could only moan in response, eyes fluttering shut as he lavished them with attention—licking, sucking, kneading like he couldn't get enough. He moved from one to the other and back again, worshipping, groaning, gripping them in both hands like they were something he'd been imagining for years.

"You always knew these would get me," he whispered. "Every time you wore something tight... you knew."

I looked down at him, breathless, and smiled through the haze. "Why do you think I wore them?"

He growled, pushing himself up over me again, one hand still cupping my breast, thumb teasing across my nipple while his other arm braced beside my head. His body rocked into mine, slow and deep, and I could feel every ridge, every heartbeat.

"You're unreal," he said again, lower this time, with more reverence than arrogance. "You're the kind of woman men ruin themselves for."

I wrapped my legs tighter around him, pulling him deeper, biting his shoulder as I whispered, "Then ruin yourself."

And he did.

He flipped us, pulling me on top of him, letting me set the rhythm. His hands roamed my body like he couldn't believe I was real—my hips, my thighs, my waist—and then up, always back to my breasts. He sat up to meet me, mouth back on them, groaning every time I moved, every time I leaned in and let him have more.

I rode him slowly, deliberately, watching his eyes track the bounce of my chest with every roll of my hips. His hands gripped my waist, then slid up to cup me again, his fingers rough and reverent all at once.

Then we heard it.

Distant, at first—a low hum of excitement from the party still in full swing just down the hall.

The countdown.

Ten.

Nine.

Eight...

Dave opened his eyes and locked them on mine. He grinned, breathing hard, sweat on his brow. "Happy New Year, Jules."

I leaned in, pressing my forehead to his, hips still moving, chasing something deeper, fuller, darker.

Three.

Two.

One—

The sound of champagne popping, laughter, applause, glasses clinking. The swell of music and shouts of "Happy New Year!" filled the air.

And right then, Dave gritted his teeth, his whole body tensing under me. He pulled me forward, mouth at my chest, arms wrapped around me like he didn't want me to disappear.

"Julie..." he groaned, voice ragged, "I'm close."

I kissed him hard and whispered, "Do it your way."

His breath hitched as he stilled me with strong hands, slid out, and took himself in hand—fast, rough, desperate. I sat back slightly, chest heaving, eyes locked on his.

Then he let go.

His cum came hot and thick across my stomach, over my breasts, streaking my skin in messy lines as the noise of celebration rose around us. Applause. Fireworks. Cheers and midnight kisses.

"Happy New Year," he breathed again, more ragged now, his eyes drinking me in as I sat over him, flushed, marked, satisfied.

I looked down at the trail he'd left on my skin, glistening in the dim light. I smiled, slow and breathless, as I ran my fingers through it.

"Yeah," I murmured, drawing a lazy line across my chest with one finger. "We made our own fireworks."

He laughed quietly, completely spent, pulling me down into him.

And for a moment, we just lay there, tangled up in heat and chaos, while the world beyond the door rang in a new year we had already started our own way.

Dave let out a long, heavy breath and collapsed beside me, chest still rising and falling in quick bursts. His skin glistened with sweat, and his arm fell loosely across his eyes, completely spent. The room was thick with heat and silence, broken only by the muffled laughter and music drifting in from the party.

I exhaled slowly, letting my head fall back onto the pillow, still catching my breath. My body was pulsing, heart racing, every nerve alive.

And then I glanced toward the door.

It was open.

Barely, just a few inches—but enough. Enough to see the figure standing there.

Kevin.

He was frozen in place, breath caught in his chest, his hand still at his waist. The light from the hallway caught the sharp angles of his face, and even in shadow I could see the wildness in his eyes. But it wasn't anger. Not shame. It was awe. And something else.

Satisfaction.

His lips parted slightly when our eyes met. His chest was moving fast, as if he'd run a mile. His body told me everything I needed to know. What he'd just done. What he'd just felt. What he'd just witnessed.

And still, he couldn't look away.

Neither could I.

A flush of warmth spread across my chest. It was part arousal, part affection, part disbelief that this man... my husband... had watched me fall apart under another man and still looked at me like I was the most precious thing in the world.

I didn't say a word.

I just smiled—soft, slow, real.

Then, without a sound, I shaped the words with my lips.

"I love you. Happy New Year, cuck."

And his expression shifted—not into a grin, not quite—but into something deeper. Something that said: "I know. I love you too."

He didn't move. He didn't speak.

He just stayed there, with the door cracked open between us, his eyes locked on mine like we had just shared something no one else in the world could ever understand.

And in that quiet space between us, still thick with heat and secrets and everything we'd dared to become...

That was enough.
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