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My Wife’s Pretty Girl



Saturdays were my ritual. The guys came over with bags of greasy takeout and a cooler full of drinks, and I sprawled on the couch like a king while the game blared on the big screen. My living room smelled of nachos and pepperoni, and the table overflowed with chips, dip, and the kind of finger food that left your hands shiny with salt. We were loud, we were crude, and we didn’t apologize for it.

That was my element. A group of men yelling at players who couldn’t hear us, swearing over missed passes, clapping each other on the back when our team scored. I wasn’t the type to overthink anything. Work, home, sports—that was my cycle. I liked it that way. No one looking at me would’ve ever called me delicate.

But every now and then, I’d catch my wife’s eyes as she drifted past the living room. She wasn’t exactly subtle. A raised brow, a smirk, that little shake of her head when she spotted me with cheese dripping down my chin. She thought the whole spectacle was ridiculous. And God, I loved her for it.

Her name was Amber, and she was nothing like the women I grew up around. Witty, sharp, a little mischievous. She had this playful dominance in her, the kind of energy that made every conversation feel like foreplay even when it wasn’t. She’d toss her long hair over one shoulder, fix me with that knowing smile, and suddenly I was reminded that whatever happened in the living room, the real game started when the guys left.

Amber knew me better than anyone. She knew I got restless if things got too predictable, and she loved testing me. Sometimes in the bedroom. Sometimes in small, teasing ways that made me think about the bedroom. I can’t count how many times she whispered something filthy in my ear while we were at a family dinner, just to watch me squirm in my chair.

That Saturday wasn’t any different. My buddies were shouting at a bad call, but my eyes strayed to where Amber leaned in the doorway, watching me with a faint smile. She was barefoot, wearing one of those thin cotton dresses that clung to her curves, the fabric stretched over the swell of her breasts and skimming her thighs just enough to keep my focus there. She didn’t need makeup; her lips were already full, naturally pink, and her eyes had a wicked sparkle that told me she was thinking things she wasn’t about to share out loud.

“You boys having fun?” she called over the noise, her voice carrying a teasing lilt.

“Always,” I shot back, lifting my drink.

“Try not to wreck the couch,” she said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “I’d hate to think what all that grease is doing to the fabric.”

The guys laughed, and I grinned. This was our normal. Amber throwing shade, me giving it back, both of us enjoying the spark it created.

When halftime came and my friends piled into the kitchen for more food, Amber slid in next to me on the couch. She smelled like vanilla and warm skin, a soft sweetness that cut through the heavy salt and beer in the room. She leaned close, her lips grazing my ear.

“You’re disgusting,” she whispered, though her tone was more affectionate than scolding.

“Yeah, but you like me that way.”

Her hand brushed my thigh, casual, almost innocent. But I knew better. Amber never touched me without intention. “Maybe. Or maybe I’m just waiting for later, when I get you cleaned up.”

The words tightened something low in my belly. That was the thing about her. She could make the most mundane suggestion sound like a promise of sin.

She kissed my cheek, light and quick, then stood. “Don’t let them burn down the house,” she said over her shoulder, hips swaying as she disappeared down the hall.

I watched her go, heat pooling inside me, and turned back just as my buddies barreled into the room again. None of them noticed my distraction, but I was already counting the minutes until the game was over. Because as much as I loved my weekends, Amber was the reason they were my favorite part of the week.

She always had something planned. And I never knew if it would be tender, filthy, or a little bit of both.
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By the third quarter, we were yelling louder than the commentators, throwing cushions at each other, and swearing at the screen like it could hear us. The game was close, and that always made us cockier with our predictions.

“I’m telling you,” I said, pointing at the screen with a fry in hand, “he’s going to blow this kick. You can see it in his stance.”

“Bullshit,” my buddy Greg shot back. “Automatic. He’s solid.”

The others jumped in, half of them with me, half with him. It was the kind of stupid argument we lived for, and of course it needed a wager.

“All right,” Greg said, grinning. “Loser wears something embarrassing. Whole quarter. No excuses.”

The guys laughed, tossing out half-serious suggestions. A lampshade. A cheerleader wig. One of Amber’s dresses. The noise blended into a messy chorus until Amber’s voice cut through from the kitchen.

“Make it simple,” she called. “Loser wears my panties.”

The room erupted. My buddies cheered, hooted, and egged me on like we were teenagers again.

I leaned back on the couch, smirking. “Fine. If I lose, I’ll wear them. Doesn’t bother me.”

Greg slapped my shoulder. “Big talk, man. We’ll see.”

The play unfolded in slow motion, the ball flying, the stadium roaring. And when the kick sailed cleanly through the posts, I knew I was screwed. The guys whooped and pounded the coffee table like we’d just won the Super Bowl.

“Panties!” Greg crowed, pointing at me like a judge handing down a sentence. “Bring ‘em out, Amber!”

I shook my head, laughing. “You assholes. I swear, I knew it.”

Amber appeared in the doorway again, carrying a folded scrap of silky fabric between her fingers. Red lace, delicate and feminine. She dangled it like bait, her smile pure mischief. “Think you’re man enough?”

“Please,” I said, holding out my hand. “I’m secure enough in my manhood to survive a little lace.”

The guys laughed harder, jeering in good fun, but my eyes stayed locked on Amber. The way her gaze lingered on me made my skin prickle. She wasn’t just teasing; she was curious, like she wanted to see this as much as they did.

I took the panties from her, the lace soft against my fingers, absurdly light. “All right, gentlemen. Give me a minute.”

The room filled with catcalls as I ducked down the hall. Inside the bedroom, I shut the door and exhaled. It was supposed to be a joke, but slipping off my jeans and boxers, I realized my heart was thudding faster than it should have.

The panties clung as I pulled them up, the lace snug over my hips, the fabric holding me in ways my own underwear never had. They were cool at first, then warm as my skin heated, the sensation both ridiculous and strangely intimate.

I caught myself in the mirror and laughed under my breath. Broad chest, stubbled jaw, thick thighs, and that flash of crimson lace stretched across me. It should have looked silly. Pathetic. Instead, I felt a flicker of pride and possibly a hint of arousal. But I brushed those feelings away as soon as they appeared.

When I came back out, the room erupted in cheers. Greg nearly spit out his drink, and the others hammered the table, chanting my name. I raised my arms like a prizefighter, strutting for show. “You happy now?”

They howled, but my gaze slid past them to Amber. She leaned against the doorway again, biting her lower lip, her eyes fixed on me in a way that made my pulse jump.

“Better than I imagined,” she said softly, just loud enough for me to hear over the noise.

For the rest of that quarter, I sat with the guys, pretending not to care. I wore my boy clothes over the panties, making jokes about how well lace breathed compared to cotton, I acted like it was all nothing. But every time Amber walked past, her gaze lingered on my hips. And every time it did, I felt that arousal spark again.

It had started as a bet. A stupid forfeit. But the look in my wife’s eyes told me something else had just begun.
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By the time the final whistle blew, the guys were half-drunk on adrenaline and snacks, and I was the punchline of every joke. They couldn’t stop ribbing me about the lace riding my hips. I gave it back as best I could, shrugging and grinning like it didn’t matter.

“See?” I said, standing up, unzipping my jeans, and giving a mock twirl. “Told you I was secure in my manhood. Doesn’t get more confident than this.”

Greg groaned, covering his eyes. “Jesus, cover yourself before I lose my appetite.”

They laughed themselves out the door, still joking, and I stood by the window, waving them off like nothing about the night had unsettled me. When I closed the door, the house finally quiet, I exhaled in relief. My shoulders loosened. The chant of “panties, panties, panties” no longer echoed in my ears.

Amber appeared at the hallway entrance, her arms crossed beneath her breasts, a smile curving her lips. “You wore them well,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, tugging at the waistband. “Yeah, yeah. Fun’s over. Time to get back to normal.”

Her eyes glittered as she stepped closer. “Normal?”

“Boxers. Shorts. The usual.” Then I hooked my thumbs against the lace, ready to peel them down with my jeans, but she caught my hands before I could.

“Don’t,” she murmured.

I froze, blinking. “What?”

Her lips brushed my jaw, her voice a whisper. “Keep them on. For me.”

My brow arched, a laugh caught in my throat. “You’re serious?”

Her answer came in the way her hand slid down my chest, lingering just above where the lace stretched tight. The warmth of her palm through the delicate fabric made my cock swell instantly. She smiled when she felt it throb against her hand.

“I’m very serious,” she whispered.

I should’ve felt ridiculous. Instead, I was hard in seconds, my pulse racing. “You know I’d do anything for you,” I muttered as I lifted my arms so she could tug my T-shirt over my head.

Amber’s eyes drank me in as she stripped me piece by piece, but she left the panties. Her fingers traced the lace edge, her nails scraping lightly across my skin. The contrast of masculine muscle wrapped in something so feminine made her eyes darken with hunger.

She pressed against me, her lips hot on my mouth. Her kiss was slow at first, teasing, then deepened with a wet, hungry sound that had me groaning. I gripped her waist, tugging her closer, feeling her soft curves yield against me.

When her hand slid lower, rubbing me through the lace, I hissed. The thin fabric made every stroke sharper, the friction electric. My cock strained against it, desperate.

“Amber…” My voice was low, warning, but she only smiled against my lips.

“Don’t pretend you don’t love it,” she whispered, stroking harder.

I growled and tore at the straps of her dress, shoving the fabric down until her breasts spilled free. My hands closed around them, full and warm, her nipples stiff against my palms. She moaned when I squeezed, arching into me.

Her hand never stopped working me through the lace, her touch rougher now, making my hips jerk. I shoved her dress lower, dragging her panties down her thighs. She stepped free, naked before me, her skin flushed with heat.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I groaned, dipping my head to capture one nipple in my mouth, sucking until she gasped.

Her fingers tangled in my hair, yanking lightly, but when I tried to push the lace down, she slapped my hand away. “No,” she said, breathless but firm. “Leave them.”

Before I could argue, she hooked her finger and tugged at the lace until it gave way with a sharp tear. The sound echoed in the room, and suddenly the head of my cock pushed through, jutting out through the hole she’d made. The sight nearly undid me.

Her eyes glittered. “Perfect.”

I kissed her hard, teeth clashing, and shoved her back until her shoulders hit the wall. She gasped, her legs opening instinctively as I pinned her there. I slid my cock against her, the lace still tight around my hips, the ripped edges grazing my shaft.

“Amber…” I panted, lining myself up.

“Do it,” she begged, her voice raw.

I thrust inside her in one long, hard stroke. Her cry filled the hallway, her nails clawing my back. The heat of her wrapped around me, wet and gripping, and I slammed deeper, each movement harder than the last.

The torn lace rubbed against my skin as I fucked her, a constant reminder of how insane this was, how much it should’ve embarrassed me. But she was wild beneath me, moaning louder with every thrust, and all I could think was how much she wanted me this way.

Her legs wrapped around my waist, holding me tighter. I drove into her again and again, the wall rattling with our rhythm. My breath came harsh in her ear as I whispered how good she felt, how wet she was, how I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to.

She cried out my name, her body clenching around me as her orgasm ripped through her. Her nails dug into my shoulders, her voice hoarse with pleasure. The feel of her tightening around me sent me over the edge.

With a groan, I drove deep, spilling inside her, the lace digging into my hips, my cock pulsing as wave after wave of release shook me. I held her pinned to the wall, kissing her mouth, her neck, swallowing her cries until we both sagged, trembling, our bodies slick with sweat.

When I finally pulled back, she rested her forehead against mine, smiling. “I knew you’d look good in them,” she whispered, her voice still ragged.

I chuckled, catching my breath. “It was just a little bet,” I said, though the words rang hollow even to my own ears.

Her smile widened, wicked and knowing. “We’ll see.”
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A few days passed, and I almost convinced myself the panties had been nothing more than a wild one-off. Something we laughed about, then moved past. But when I came into the bedroom one evening after a shower, a fresh towel around my waist, I found a pair of lacy black panties folded neatly on my pillow.

Amber was stretched across the bed like she owned it, propped on one elbow, watching me with a slow, sultry smile. “Missed seeing you in them,” she said, her voice low, teasing.

I froze at the foot of the bed, towel dripping at the edge, heat creeping into my cheeks. “Again?”

Her grin widened. “Mmm. You looked too good last time. I’ve been thinking about it all week.”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “You’re insatiable.”

She tilted her head, her hair falling over one bare shoulder. “So are you. Put them on for me.”

I hesitated, telling myself I didn’t have to. That it was silly. That this wasn’t what men did. But her eyes were locked on me, sparkling with hunger, and beneath the towel my cock was already stirring. I dropped the towel with a sigh of defeat and slipped the panties up my thighs.

The lace was cool at first, then warm as it hugged me snugly. By the time I looked up, Amber was biting her lip, her hand drifting over her stomach, sliding lower.

“God, yes,” she whispered. “Walk for me. Just a little.”

I laughed under my breath, shaking my head, but I obeyed. Crossing the room, I let my hips sway more than usual, exaggerating it just to make her laugh. But she didn’t laugh. She moaned.

Her hand had slipped beneath her panties now, her eyes half-closed, watching me as her fingers moved between her thighs. “Look what you do to me,” she whispered, voice breaking with lust.

The sight of her—spread out, touching herself, eyes glazed with hunger for me in lace—made my cock strain against the delicate fabric. I swallowed, heat racing through me, and dropped to my knees at the side of the bed.

Amber propped herself higher, her breath coming faster. “Going to help me, baby?”

I nodded, leaning in. The scent of her arousal hit me before I even tugged her panties down. She lifted her hips, wriggling free of them, and I spread her thighs wide. Her folds glistened, wet and swollen, and my mouth watered.

I kissed the inside of her thigh first, slow and teasing, then dragged my tongue up to taste her. She gasped, her hands flying to my hair, tugging me closer. I buried my face in her, licking her slick heat, sucking gently at her clit until she moaned my name.

Her hips rocked against me, her breath breaking into gasps and sighs. I flicked my tongue faster, circling her clit, then plunging into her, lapping at every drop of her sweetness. Her thighs clamped tight around my head, her body trembling.

“Fuck, yes,” she cried, pulling harder at my hair. “Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”

I pressed my mouth harder against her, drinking her in, letting her grind against my tongue until she shattered with a cry, her body bucking as her orgasm tore through her. She writhed beneath me, panting, her thighs squeezing, and I held on, licking her through every shiver until she finally collapsed back against the pillows.

When I pulled back, my chin wet, I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, grinning. “All this from a pair of panties?”

Her smile was lazy, satisfied, her chest still heaving. “All this from you,” she whispered, tugging me up to kiss her, tasting herself on my lips.

The panties clung tight around me, my cock straining against them, but I didn’t say a word. Because deep down, I knew I liked the way her eyes lit up when she saw me in them.

Amber pulled me down over her, kissing me until I forgot how to breathe. Her lips were hungry, tasting herself on me, and her hands slid down my chest, lower, until she found me straining against the lace.

“God, you’re so hard,” she whispered against my mouth. Her palm pressed against me, rubbing slow circles over the soaked fabric. The friction made me groan, my hips jerking helplessly into her touch.

I braced myself above her, muscles taut, while she teased me through the lace. Every stroke was sharper because of the thin fabric, each drag of her hand making my cock twitch. I bit down on her shoulder, muffling a growl as my body fought to hold back.

“You look so good like this,” she murmured, her fingers working faster now, the lace darkening with wetness. “My strong man… in my panties.”

The words hit me like a spark, ripping away the last of my control. My hips thrust against her hand, the fabric pulling tight, and with a hoarse groan I spilled into the lace. Heat flooded the delicate material, soaking me, and my body shuddered as she stroked me through every pulse.

When it finally eased, I collapsed against her, panting, the ruined panties clinging to me like a dirty secret. She kissed my temple, smiling. “See? You like them more than you’ll admit.”

I laughed weakly, still catching my breath. “I’m only doing this for you,” I muttered, but even then, I wasn’t sure who I was trying to convince.

[image: ]


Amber had always been dangerous with that smile. It was the one that told me she was planning something wicked, something I’d never see coming. I came into the bedroom that evening, fresh from another shower, expecting to find her scrolling her phone or reading a book. Instead, she sat at the edge of the bed with a neat little pile beside her: black stockings, black panties, a matching lace bra, and a silky slip that shimmered like liquid in the lamplight.

I stopped in the doorway, towel still hanging low around my hips. “What’s all this?”

Her eyes roamed over me, slow and deliberate. “A little fun,” she said, lifting the slip by one strap. The satin caught the glow and gleamed. “You already looked incredible in my panties. Why stop there?”

Heat prickled at my neck. “Amber…”

“Don’t ‘Amber’ me,” she teased, rising gracefully from the bed. The slip dangled from her fingers as she walked toward me. Her bare feet made no sound against the carpet, but her intent filled the room like thunder. “You know you want to try it.”

“I don’t know about that.” My voice was rough, uncertain. “Panties were one thing.”

She pressed her body against mine, tilting her head back to kiss me. Her lips were soft, coaxing, her tongue teasing mine until I groaned. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with arousal. “You’ll do it for me,” she whispered.

The words curled low in my gut, making me ache. I swallowed hard, then let the towel drop. “Fine. For you.” I put on the matching panties, already used to the way they felt sliding over my cock.

Her smile lit up, satisfied and hungry at once. She held out the stockings next. “Step in.”

I sighed, but my cock was already swelling, betraying me. I placed one foot, then the other, and she rolled the stockings up my legs slowly, smoothing the fabric with both hands. The sensation was different than anything I’d felt before—sheer, tight, a whisper of silk sliding over my skin. I blushed, but Amber’s eyes shone with approval, and I stood taller under her gaze.

“God, look at you,” she murmured. She adjusted the band at my thigh, then reached for the bra.

That made me hesitate. “Really?”

She only smiled and held it out. “Arms up.”

I obeyed, my face hot. She fastened it around my chest, the straps snug on my shoulders. My muscles strained against the lace, absurd and arousing at the same time. Her fingers lingered, tracing the cups, her nails grazing my skin.

“You’re beautiful,” she said simply.

I barked a laugh, embarrassed. “That’s not the word I’d use.”

“It’s the only word I’ll use,” she countered, kissing me again.

Then came the slip. She held it open, guiding me to step inside. The satin glided down over my body, cool and weightless, brushing my thighs as it settled into place. The hem swished when I shifted, and Amber’s breath caught audibly.

“There,” she whispered. “Perfect.”

I looked at myself in the mirror across the room and nearly didn’t recognize the reflection. Broad shoulders, strong arms, and beneath the slip, the unmistakable bulge straining the lace panties she’d made me wear for the third time. It was ridiculous. And yet, the sight made my cock grow harder.

Amber slid behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist, resting her chin on my shoulder. Our eyes met in the mirror. “You know what you look like?”

“What?” I asked, my throat tight.

“My sweet little Lila.” Her voice was soft, playful, as she kissed my neck.

I huffed out a laugh, the name strange on my ears. “Lila?”

She nodded, her lips curving against my skin. “Pretty, isn’t it? Suits you.”

“Don’t get used to it,” I muttered, but the way my cock throbbed told a different story.

Her hands slid down, cupping me through the slip, rubbing over the lace. I groaned, bracing my hands against the dresser as she stroked me. The satin shifted with her movements, gliding against my skin, and my knees nearly buckled.

“You like it,” she whispered. “My Lila likes it.”

I tried to deny it, but her touch wrung the truth out of me. My hips thrust against her hand, chasing the friction. She smiled in the mirror, eyes gleaming with triumph.

When I spun around and kissed her, it wasn’t reluctant anymore. It was desperate. I grabbed her waist, pulling her against me, satin tangling with her bare skin. She moaned into my mouth, sliding her hands up my chest, over the lace bra, teasing the straps as if she wanted me to feel every inch of it.

I lifted her onto the bed, climbing over her, the slip brushing between us. She laughed breathlessly, her nails digging into my back. “That’s it,” she purred. “Show me how much you like it.”

I pressed her down and kissed her hard, the new name echoing in my mind. Lila. My wife’s little game. My wife’s fantasy. And maybe—though I wouldn’t say it out loud yet—mine too.
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The house was quiet the next day, sunlight filtering in through the blinds. It was the kind of lazy afternoon when Amber usually slipped out to run errands. I told myself I was only walking into the bedroom for a nap, but my feet carried me to her dresser instead.

The top drawer. The one where she kept the underwear.

My hand hovered above the knob, my chest tight. It was stupid. I didn’t need to do this. I wasn’t some teenager sneaking into his mother’s closet, for Christ’s sake. But the memory of how Amber had looked at me—hungry, glowing, like she wanted me even more when I wore her things—burned through me.

I opened the drawer.

Neat stacks of lace and satin greeted me, colors ranging from bold crimson to pale blush. The faint scent of her perfume drifted up, subtle but unmistakably hers. My cock stirred at just the smell, and I cursed softly under my breath.

“This is insane,” I muttered, but my fingers were already closing around a black lace bra, then sliding deeper to pull out a matching thong.

I stood there a long moment, heart hammering, before finally shedding my clothes. The air was cool on my skin, goosebumps rising across my chest. I stepped into the thong, dragging it up over my thighs. The lace hugged me tightly, delicate but firm, cupping me in a way that made my cock swell instantly against the fabric.

I groaned, running a hand down the front. The friction was sharper, more dangerous, every stroke making me twitch.

Then came the bra. I wrestled with the straps, laughing under my breath at how clumsy I felt, but when it finally settled against my chest, something inside me shifted. My reflection in the mirror across the room stared back at me. Broad shoulders, a hard chest, and delicate lace framing it all.

It should’ve looked wrong. Instead, it made my cock throb so hard the thong dug into me painfully.

I swallowed thickly, my pulse racing. “Just curiosity,” I told myself. “Just once.”

But I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

I found another piece, a silky pale pink slip that Amber wore sometimes, light as air between my fingers. I pulled it over my head, the satin sliding down to skim my thighs. The cool touch of fabric against my skin sent a shiver through me.

When I looked in the mirror again, I froze.

The man I’d always seen staring back, the one who drank beers, shouted at football games, and joked with the guys was gone. In his place stood something new. My body looked softer, stranger, and yet the sight made my cock jerk against the lace until wetness stained through the front of the thong.

Heat flooded me.

I stepped closer to the mirror, running my hands down my chest, over the satin, tugging the bra straps tight against my shoulders. My lips parted, breath coming shallow, and I couldn’t deny the truth anymore. This wasn’t just about Amber. This was about me.

My cock strained, desperate, and I slid a hand beneath the thong, gripping myself hard. The lace scratched against my knuckles as I stroked, the tightness of the fabric forcing my hand to work slower, more deliberate. Every pull sent a shock up my spine.

“Fuck…” I whispered, staring into my own eyes in the mirror as I pumped myself. Satin clung to my thighs, lace dug into my cock, and all I could think about was how good it felt to be wrapped in it.

I stroked faster, hips jerking, the thong stretching as I leaked into it. The sight was obscene and perfect, and I couldn’t stop. My body burned with heat, my chest tight, every nerve singing.

When the orgasm ripped through me, I bit down on my lip to stifle a cry, my cock jerking wildly as I spilled into the thong. The lace grew damp, clinging, and I shuddered, nearly collapsing against the dresser.

For a long moment, I just stood there, panting, staring at the reflection of myself in ruined lingerie. My cock softened slowly, still sticky in its delicate cage, and shame fought with arousal in my chest.

I should’ve felt ridiculous. Ashamed. But instead, a dangerous thrill pulsed through me. Because for the first time, I knew exactly what I wanted.

Not just for her.

For me.

I was still leaning against the dresser, chest heaving, the slip clinging damply to me where I’d spilled into the thong, when I heard the sound of the front door closing. My stomach dropped. Amber was home.

I scrambled, half-panicked, tugging at the straps of the bra as if I could get it off before she reached the bedroom. But the clasp caught, the satin tangled around me, and I was still fumbling when the door opened.

Amber stepped in, a shopping bag hanging from one arm. She froze, her eyes widening as they swept over me. The slip. The lace. The mess darkening the front of the thong.

For a moment, the silence was deafening. My pulse thundered in my ears.

“Amber, I—” I stammered, hands halfway to ripping the slip off.

But then her lips curved, slow and radiant, into the kind of smile that stripped the panic right out of me. She set the bag down and closed the door behind her. “Oh, baby,” she breathed, her eyes shining. “Look at you.”

I swallowed, my throat dry. “I… I wasn’t going to—well, I mean, I didn’t plan on—”

“Shh.” She crossed the room in a few quick steps and caught my hands before I could strip the fabric away. “Don’t you dare take it off.”

Her laugh was low, delighted. “You look so fucking hot right now.” She cupped my face, pulling me down into a kiss that was hot, hungry, full of approval instead of judgment. When she pulled back, her eyes sparkled. “You did this for yourself, didn’t you?”

The confession caught in my throat, but I nodded. “Yeah. I wanted to know what it felt like. Not just for you. For me.”

Her smile deepened, wicked and affectionate all at once. “God, that’s even hotter.” She ran her fingers down the satin slip, over my chest, lingering at the damp lace stretched over me. “You don’t even know what you’re doing to me right now.”

My cock twitched in the ruined thong, and her gaze dropped, catching it. She bit her lip, then looked back up at me with that spark I knew too well. “You know what you need next?”

“What?” I asked warily.

Her grin was pure mischief. “Makeup.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Come on, Amber.”

“Oh, come on yourself,” she teased, tugging at my hand, pulling me toward the vanity table near the window. “You’ve already come this far. What’s a little mascara?”

I hesitated, my pride warring with the arousal pounding through me. But the excitement radiating off her was impossible to resist. She was glowing, practically bouncing on her toes like a kid at Christmas.

“Fine,” I muttered, sinking into the chair she pushed me into. “But don’t make me look like a clown.”

She giggled, kissing the top of my head. “Baby, I’m going to make you gorgeous.”

She pulled out her makeup bag and got to work. First, foundation, the brush soft against my skin. I closed my eyes, the scent of powder and Amber surrounding me. Her fingers were gentle but sure, tilting my chin this way and that.

“Relax,” she murmured. “You’re in good hands.”

Then came the eyes. She traced liner along my lids, feathered color into the creases, brushed mascara over my lashes until they looked longer, darker. Each stroke made me shift uncomfortably. Not from dislike, but from the growing heat in my groin.

“Almost done,” she whispered, swiping gloss over my lips. When she leaned back, her face was flushed, her pupils wide. “Open your eyes.”

I did, and when I caught my reflection in the mirror, I nearly stopped breathing.

The man was still there with a strong jaw and broad shoulders, but he was softened, altered. My lashes framed my eyes dramatically, the gloss making my lips shine, the satin slip clinging to me like it belonged.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

Amber wrapped her arms around me from behind, her cheek pressing against mine. Our eyes met in the mirror, hers gleaming with satisfaction. “Told you. Gorgeous.”

My cock stirred again, pressing painfully against the sticky lace, and she noticed immediately. Her smile turned sly. “See what it does to you?”

I groaned, dropping my head back against her shoulder. “Amber…”

She kissed my ear, her tongue teasing the edge. “Say it. Tell me you love it.”

My pride faltered, but the truth tore out of me anyway. “I love it.”

Her hands slid down, gripping me through the lace, squeezing until I hissed. “Good girl,” she whispered, the nickname dripping from her lips like molten heat.

I gasped, my cock jerking at the words, and Amber laughed softly, delighted.

Amber wasn’t finished with me. Not even close. The makeup had been her opening move, but I should have known she’d want the full production.

While I was still sitting at the vanity, staring at my reflection like I didn’t recognize the man staring back, she went digging in the closet. When she came out, her arms were loaded with fabric, shoes, and something that made my stomach flip. A long auburn wig.

“Amber,” I groaned, half laughing, half terrified. “You’re kidding.”

Her smile was bright and wicked. “Not kidding at all.” She laid everything out on the bed like she was presenting an outfit for a runway show. A clingy black dress with a plunging neckline, silky panties with garters, sheer stockings, strappy heels, and the wig. “My gorgeous girl deserves the full look.”

I rubbed a hand over my face. “I don’t know if I can…”

“Yes, you can.” She came to me, straddling my lap, her breasts pressed against the satin slip I still wore. Her lips brushed my ear as she whispered, “You trusted me with the panties. The slip. The makeup. Trust me with this too.”

Her body heat, her scent, the way her hips shifted subtly over mine was impossible to resist. I kissed her, desperate, then muttered, “Fine. But only because of the way you look at me.”

She grinned, tugging me to my feet. Piece by piece, she undressed me, then dressed me in the new items.

The stockings slid up first, her hands smoothing the sheer fabric over my legs until they gleamed in the light. The garters snapped into place, making me swallow hard. Then the panties, snug and lacy, holding me tightly, followed by the dress. The black fabric hugged me everywhere, clinging to my chest, tapering down over my thighs. It was snug, almost too snug, and yet the moment I felt it settle over me, my cock pressed hard against the panties beneath.

Amber purred as she zipped it up. “God, this is better than I dreamed.”

The wig was next. She adjusted the strands with careful fingers, auburn locks tumbling over my shoulders, brushing my jaw. My reflection in the vanity mirror shifted again, softer, stranger, hotter.

Then came the heels. I wobbled stepping into them, earning a giggle from Amber. “Careful, baby. One foot in front of the other. You’ll get it.”

When I finally stood tall, heels clicking on the hardwood, Amber clapped her hands like she’d just unwrapped the perfect present. “Turn around. Look.”

I turned slowly, heart pounding, and faced the full-length mirror.

The image staring back at me stole my breath. The strong jaw and broad chest were still there, but everything else was transformed. Black dress hugging every line, wig framing my face, eyes darkened with makeup, lips glossy. Stockings and garters gleamed beneath the hem when I shifted. I looked absurd. I looked incredible.

“See?” Amber whispered, sliding behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist. Our eyes met in the reflection, hers gleaming. “You’re gorgeous.”

The words shot straight through me. My cock twitched violently, straining against the lace.

I turned, kissing her hard, but she pulled back with a sly grin. “Not yet. I want you to see yourself. Really see.”

She pushed me gently back toward the mirror, and before I could ask what she meant, she knelt at my feet. My breath caught.

“Amber…”

Her fingers slid up the hem of my dress, bunching it around my thighs. She hooked her fingers into the side of my panties, pulling the fabric aside until my cock sprang free. The sight of it hard and leaking, jutting out from beneath a black dress was obscene. And it made my knees weak.

Amber licked her lips, eyes burning into mine through the mirror. “Watch.”

She leaned forward, taking me into her mouth, and I nearly collapsed. The heat of her tongue, the suction of her lips, the obscene wet sounds filled the room. My reflection stared back, wide-eyed, wig brushing my cheeks as I panted, hands braced on the dresser.

“Fuck,” I groaned, watching her head bob between my thighs, my cock sliding in and out of her mouth. The mirror showed me everything—her red lips stretched around me, the dress riding high, the stockings gleaming, my face contorted with pleasure.

I didn’t last long. My hips began to thrust, my cock pulsing in her throat. “Amber—I’m going to—”

She pulled back suddenly, grinning, stroking me with one hand. “Not like this. Sit.”

I stumbled back, confused, until she pointed at the floor in front of the full-length mirror. My cock twitched at the authority in her voice, and I obeyed, sinking onto the carpet, legs spread, heels digging into the floor.

She straddled my lap in one smooth motion, lifting the hem of her own dress and guiding me inside her. We both groaned as I slid deep, her heat clamping around me, slick and tight.

“Look,” she whispered, her forehead pressed to mine.

I forced my eyes open, and there it was—the image of us in the mirror. Me in the dress, wig framing my face, cock buried inside her as she rode me, her body moving in wild, desperate rhythm.

The sight undid me.

Amber moaned, bouncing harder. I tugged down the top of her dress and her breasts pressed against my chest, nails digging into my shoulders. Her cries echoed in my ears, her body squeezing mine, dragging me toward the edge.

“See yourself,” she gasped, her eyes wild in the reflection. “See how beautiful you are when you fuck me like this.”

I panted, hips thrusting up to meet her, my cock slamming deeper. Sweat slicked my back, satin clung to me, the wig sticking to my damp forehead. Every thrust made the mirror rattle, and every glance at my reflection sent me closer to the brink.

Amber’s orgasm hit first. She cried out, grinding down, her body spasming around me as she collapsed against my chest. The clenching heat tore me apart, and I shouted her name, my cock jerking wildly as I spilled deep inside her.

We clung together, trembling, watching ourselves still joined in the mirror. My cock slowly softened, slipping free, and Amber kissed me breathlessly, her lips swollen, her face radiant.

“God,” she whispered, still shivering. “You’re everything I ever wanted.”

I laughed weakly, brushing a strand of the wig from my eyes. “And you’re trouble.”

“Delicious trouble,” she corrected, kissing me again.

And as I stared at the reflection of us—me in satin and lace, her glowing and triumphant—I knew there was no denying it anymore.

I wanted this. I wanted more.
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The following week, game night came and went, and I barely cared. The guys piled into the living room with their usual noise—cheering, swearing, spilling chips on the couch—but it felt different. Hollow. I went through the motions, drank a couple with them, shouted at the refs, even laughed at the same stupid jokes. But my mind wasn’t on the score.

It was upstairs, in the bedroom. On the silky slip folded in Amber’s drawer. On the wig waiting in the closet. On the way I’d looked in the mirror with her riding me, moaning my name, calling me beautiful.

When the guys left, slapping me on the back and promising next week’s rematch, I closed the door and didn’t even bother cleaning up the mess in the living room. Amber was waiting on the bed, lounging in a camisole that barely covered her hips, a glass of water in her hand and that knowing smile curving her lips.

“Didn’t sound like you were into the game tonight,” she teased, sipping slowly.

I shrugged, tugging my shirt over my head. “Wasn’t much of a game.”

She arched a brow. “Or maybe… you’d rather lace up stockings than watch touchdowns.”

I barked out a laugh, trying to deflect, but heat crept up my neck. “Don’t get cocky.”

Her grin widened. “Baby, you’re the one who gets cocky. Every time I pull out a pair of panties.” She set the glass aside and crawled toward me on the bed, hips swaying, eyes sparkling. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. My cock was already swelling, proof enough.

Amber’s fingers trailed down my chest, pausing at the waistband of my jeans. “Say it,” she whispered.

I groaned, tipping my head back. “Fine. I’d rather be in your stockings than watch the damn game.”

Her laugh was soft, triumphant. She kissed me, slow and deep, then tugged me onto the bed. Within minutes I was stripped bare, my body thrumming with need as she rummaged in the drawer.

When she slid the stockings up my legs, fastening them with gentle precision, I moaned. The sheer fabric tightened, hugging me, and I shuddered when she pressed a kiss to my thigh through the nylon.

“See?” she murmured against my skin. “This is where you belong.”

I didn’t argue. I couldn’t. The ache in my cock was too sharp, the hunger in her eyes too intoxicating.

By the time she had me in panties and a bra, her lips were swollen from kissing me, her nipples hard beneath the camisole. She straddled my lap, rubbing against me through the lace, and I groaned into her mouth, thrusting up desperately.

The thought of my friends out there, still focused on the game, while I sat in stockings only made me harder.

“I told you that you’d like this,” she murmured. And I nodded, breathless, because I couldn’t deny it any longer.

We lay tangled in the sheets, the scent of sex still hanging in the room. Amber was still straddling me, her camisole bunched around her waist, my cock pulsing against the lace she’d trapped me in. Her lips were swollen, her hair a mess, and her eyes burned with the kind of satisfaction that told me she’d won again. She always won.

Her fingers traced idle patterns over my chest, pausing every so often to tug lightly at the bra strap biting into my shoulder. She was smiling a lazy, dangerous smile that I’d learned to fear and crave in equal measure.

“You know what I was thinking?” she asked, her voice soft, deceptively casual.

I groaned, closing my eyes. “Every time you say that, I get nervous.”

She giggled, kissing the corner of my mouth. “Relax. Just a thought.”

I cracked an eye open. “Go on.”

Her finger trailed lower, circling my nipple through the lace cup. “You looked so good tonight. All dressed up for me. Gorgeous. I almost wished someone else could’ve seen you.”

I froze, my pulse jumping. “Someone else?”

“Mmhmm.” She rolled onto her side, propping her head up with her hand, her other hand still resting on my chest. Her grin widened. “Maybe a friend. Just to show you off. Nothing crazy. Just… let someone else see how hot you are like this.”

Heat surged through me, half panic, half arousal. “Amber, are you serious?”

“Of course.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “But only if you wanted it. Only if it made you excited too.”

I swallowed hard, the idea making my cock twitch even as nerves clawed at me. The thought of one of my buddies seeing me in panties, when it wasn’t just a bet, made my stomach knot. But the image flashed hot in my mind: me standing there, dressed, Amber beaming with pride, someone else’s eyes drinking me in.

“You’re insane,” I muttered, though my voice came out hoarse.

She smiled sweetly, kissing my jaw. “Maybe. But admit it…you’re thinking about it.”

I laughed weakly, shaking my head. “You’d love that, wouldn’t you? Showing me off like your dirty little secret.”

Her hand slid lower, slipping beneath the lace to stroke me, and I hissed. “Not a secret,” she murmured, her breath hot on my ear. “Something to be proud of.”

My hips jerked into her hand, my body betraying me. “Amber…”

She kissed me then, deep and slow, her tongue teasing mine, her grip tightening around me. When she pulled back, she looked me straight in the eyes. “It doesn’t have to happen. Not unless you want it. But just imagine…”

Her words lingered in the air, thick with possibility. And as much as I wanted to deny it, my cock throbbed harder in her hand at the thought.
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Amber picked the timing, of course. She always did. She told me in advance and I’d agreed, though my nerves nearly ate me alive. She promised it would be just one friend, someone we trusted, someone who wouldn’t run his mouth.

That someone was Ryan. We’d known each other for years, played ball together, spent more Sundays in front of the game than I could count. He was easygoing, loyal, and maybe most importantly, he already adored Amber. If anyone could handle this, it would be him.

Still, when the doorbell rang, my stomach flipped.

Amber squeezed my hand. “Relax,” she whispered. She was glowing, dressed in a slinky little dress that clung to her curves, her hair falling in waves. Her confidence steadied me.

I was already dressed—the wig, the stockings, the panties, and a soft blue dress that hugged my chest and thighs. Makeup darkened my lashes, gloss shone on my lips. My cock strained beneath the lace, betraying me even as shame curled tight in my chest.

Ryan stepped inside, grinning as usual. “What’s up, man?” he said, slapping my shoulder before his eyes landed fully on me. His grin faltered. “Uh…”

Amber slipped smoothly into the silence. “Surprise,” she said, her voice playful. “Doesn’t he look gorgeous?”

Ryan blinked, mouth opening, closing. His gaze flicked from her to me, lingering on the dress, the wig, my legs in stockings. My face burned.

“Amber—” I started, but she silenced me with a look.

Ryan exhaled, raking a hand through his hair. “Wow. I… damn. I didn’t expect that.”

“Not bad though, right?” Amber teased, sliding her arm around my waist, pressing me to her side. Her smile was wicked, but her voice was warm, coaxing. “Be honest. He’s beautiful like this, isn’t he?”

Ryan’s eyes lingered, softening. His lips curved slowly. “Yeah,” he said finally. “Yeah, he is.”

Heat surged through me, a mix of embarrassment and something sharper. My cock throbbed hard against the lace.

Amber leaned closer to Ryan, her lips curving into a wicked smile, her voice dropping into that low, velvet purr that always made my skin prickle. “You can touch him if you want.”

My eyes flew wide. My heart thudded painfully in my chest. But before panic could take root, Amber turned her head and kissed my cheek—soft, reassuring, grounding. “Only if he wants it,” she murmured against my skin, her breath hot and sweet, making me shiver.

Ryan hesitated. I could see it in the way his jaw flexed, his shoulders tense, as if his body was at war with his brain. His eyes darted between me in my dress and Amber’s unshakable confidence. Then, slowly, he stepped closer, close enough that I felt his heat.

His hand lifted, hovering in the air like he was afraid of spooking me. Then his palm settled against my hip. Tentative. Careful. The warmth bled straight through the thin dress, searing me, and my breath caught in my throat.

Amber’s smile deepened. Her voice was honey poured over fire. “Go ahead. He likes it.”

Ryan’s touch grew bolder, his fingers tracing the curve of my hip before sliding around to cup my ass. He squeezed lightly, testing, as if waiting for me to pull away. Instead, a groan ripped out of me, unbidden, helpless. My body betrayed me, pressing back into his hand.

That broke his hesitation. He grinned—nervous but hungry—his other hand rising to my chest. His fingers pinched through the dress, tugging at the lace bra beneath until my nipple stiffened beneath the pressure. The sudden spark of sensation made me gasp, my cock jerking violently against the cage of my panties.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my voice rough, shamed and turned on in equal measure.

“Shit,” Ryan breathed, staring at me like he’d never seen me before. “Why is this so hot?”

Amber’s eyes gleamed with triumph, her excitement practically vibrating through the air. “If you think this is hot, wait until you see what I have in store.” She slid between us, taking both our hands, threading our fingers together with hers. Her grip was firm, commanding, pulling us toward the bedroom with the confidence of someone who had already imagined every second of what was about to happen.

I swallowed my nerves, my mind racing. Was Ryan really going to be down for this? For me? For us? Every instinct told me this should be impossible. And yet his hand still clutched mine tightly, his breathing ragged, his cock visibly straining against his jeans.

But mostly, I was surprised by myself. Surprised that beneath the nerves, there was no urge to run. No panic to undo the dress or rip off the wig. I was hard—achingly, desperately hard—and ready. Ready for anything my wife wanted to give me.

Amber turned to me, her lips curling into that teasing, sultry smile that always undid me. “Honey,” she cooed, “why don’t you bend over the bed for us?”

The words made my knees nearly buckle. A tremor shot through me, part fear, part desire so sharp it felt like pain. I turned, slowly, deliberately, and bent forward over the bed. The mattress dipped beneath my weight, the sheets cool against my palms. My dress rode high, bunching around my waist.

Amber’s hands followed immediately, smoothing up my thighs, firm and claiming. The sheer fabric of the stockings rasped under her touch, making my nerves spark alive. She tugged the hem higher, inch by inch, until I was fully exposed. Then, with a wicked little hum, she hooked her fingers into my panties and tugged them to the side.

Cool air rushed over my bare skin, a shocking contrast to the feverish heat in my body. My breath hitched, trembling, as I felt both their eyes on me—Amber’s loving, proud, hungry; Ryan’s stunned, wide, dark with lust.

I had never felt so vulnerable. Or so alive.

Amber reached for the bottle on the nightstand, her movements unhurried, almost tender. The faint click of the cap made my chest tighten. Her voice was calm, steady, the same way she’d reassure me before something big. “It’s okay, baby. We’ll take it slow.”

The slick sound of her pouring lube into her palm filled the quiet. Behind me, Ryan’s breath hitched, sharp and raw. “Jesus…” he muttered, his voice thick with awe.

Amber’s fingers, warm and slippery, pressed between my cheeks. The cool gel made me shiver before the first gentle push had me gasping into the sheets. My muscles clenched around her, instinctive, defensive, but her free hand smoothed over my lower back in soothing circles.

“Relax,” she whispered, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “You’re perfect. Just breathe for me.”

I buried my face into the bedding, clutching the sheets until my knuckles ached. Slowly, carefully, she worked me open, her fingers stretching me with deliberate patience. The sting faded into pressure, then into a strange, needy fullness that made my cock throb against the lace panties still clinging to me.

Ryan was silent, but the rustle of fabric told me he was stripping down. The clink of his belt hitting the floor. The soft thud of his jeans dropped in a pile. My pulse hammered harder. When I dared a glance back, my breath caught.

He was stroking himself, thick and flushed, his hand working over the length with nervous, hungry precision. His chest rose and fell fast, his jaw tight as his eyes devoured me bent over the bed, ass exposed, Amber’s fingers still teasing me open.

Amber smiled, radiant with mischief and pride. She beckoned him closer. “It’s okay. He wants this.” Her gaze flicked to me, hot and commanding. “Don’t you, baby?”

Shame and desire collided so violently I could barely speak. My throat worked, dry, but the word broke out of me anyway. “Y-yeah.”

Her smile widened, soft and wicked all at once. “See? He’s ready.”

She wrapped her hand around Ryan’s cock, slicking him with lube, guiding him forward. The heat of his body loomed over me as she pressed him down until the blunt head of his cock nudged against me.

I cried out, clutching the sheets tighter, my entire body tensing around the foreign pressure.

Ryan groaned low, guttural. “God. He’s so tight.”

Amber stroked my hair, kissed my temple, her voice soft and unwavering. “Shh, you’re okay. Just breathe. Let him in.”

Ryan pushed slowly, inch by inch, forcing me to open around him. The burn was sharp at first, stretching me wider than Amber’s fingers had, my body shaking as it fought to adjust. Then, as my muscles yielded, the sting melted into raw heat, into fullness so overwhelming my cock spasmed against the mattress, leaking helplessly into the lace.

Amber’s lips pressed to my temple again, her breath shaky now, her arousal as thick as mine. “That’s it, baby. Take him. You’re doing so good.”

Ryan began to move. Hesitant at first, his strokes shallow, testing. Each push made me gasp, each pull left me aching, empty, desperate for more. Then his confidence grew. He thrust deeper, harder, filling me to the hilt, rocking my body against the bed.

The sheets muffled my moans, but the sound of my cock grinding against the mattress gave me away. The lace clung damp and sticky, each rub a spark of agony and bliss.

“Fuck,” Ryan panted, gripping my hips, his fingers digging into me hard enough to bruise. “This is insane. He feels amazing.”

Amber’s nails raked down my back, sharp enough to sting. Her voice broke, hoarse with her own hunger. “That’s because he is amazing. Look at him. My beautiful girl, taking you so well.”

Her words splintered something inside me. A whimper escaped my throat, high and needy, my cock jerking painfully as Ryan slammed deeper. Sweat slicked my skin, the room filled with the sharp scent of sex, the heavy sounds of his grunts mixing with my cries.

Each thrust sent shocks of pleasure ricocheting through me, my body no longer resisting but begging for more. My moans turned into pleas, muffled into the sheets, incoherent, but Amber understood.

Her hand stroked my hair, tender even as Ryan pounded me. “That’s it, baby. Give it to him. Show him how good you are.”

I came undone first. The orgasm ripped through me with violent force, my cock jerking against the lace, spilling hot and messy into the fabric. My cry broke into the mattress, my whole body shuddering as Ryan groaned above me.

Seconds later, he slammed deep and held, shouting as he came, flooding me with heat I’d never felt before. His cock pulsed inside me, filling me so full I gasped at the sensation.

Amber clutched my shoulders, panting like she’d climaxed just from watching, her lips trembling as she pressed frantic kisses over my face and neck. Her eyes glowed when Ryan finally pulled out, collapsing onto the bed beside us, his chest heaving.

The silence that followed was thick, broken only by our ragged breaths. Sweat cooled on my skin, the sheets damp beneath me. Then Ryan chuckled, half dazed, shaking his head. “So… when can we do this again?”

My face flushed, but pride swelled in my chest, overpowering the shame I’d expected to feel. For the first time, I didn’t feel like a joke. I felt wanted. Desired. Claimed.

And maybe I wouldn’t have to hide this part of me as much as I’d thought.

Amber stroked my hair, her lips curving into a wicked, breathless smile. “As often as we want,” she purred, her voice low and playful. “Trust me, boys—this is only the beginning.”

It didn’t take long before the old rhythm of weekends was gone. The games still played in the background, the guys still came over with takeout and a cooler, but it wasn’t the same. Not for me. Not for Amber. Not for them, either.

By the fourth quarter, none of us cared about the score. The real game always started after.

That night, I was already dressed before they even showed up—black lace panties, thigh-high stockings clipped into a garter, and a red dress Amber had picked out just for me. She brushed a little gloss over my lips, curled the wig so it framed my face, and kissed me deeply before the doorbell rang.

“You ready?” she whispered against my mouth, her eyes glowing.

I swallowed, nerves buzzing, but nodded. “Yeah.”

The guys filed in with their usual noise—jokes, shouts, the smell of beer and pizza. They barely glanced at the TV. Their eyes kept sliding to me, perched on the edge of the couch, legs crossed, the dress hugging every line of me. The smirks on their faces told me everything: they were here for me, not the game.

When the final whistle blew, Amber clicked off the TV with a wicked smile. “Game’s over, boys. Who’s ready for the real fun?”

The room shifted instantly. The laughter quieted, the air thick with anticipation. Amber took my hand, leading me toward the bedroom. I heard the shuffle of their feet behind us, felt their eyes burning into me as my heels clicked down the hall.

Inside, the lights were soft, the bed already turned down. Amber guided me to stand in front of the mirror, smoothing her hands down my dress. “Look at you,” she whispered, kissing my ear. “Our beautiful girl, ready for all of them.”

Heat surged through me, shame and pride tangled together. I watched my reflection—lips glossy, lashes long, cock hard and trapped in lace—as the first of my friends stepped closer. Amber’s voice guided them, soft but commanding, threading through the charged air like silk. “Go on. Touch her. She loves it.”

The words were all the permission they needed.

Hands closed over me at once, stroking my thighs through the sheer stockings, sliding higher, gripping the swell of my ass, tugging at the garter straps. Fingers brushed over the lace stretched tight across my cock, pressing, rubbing, teasing until I moaned helplessly. The lace grew damp against my skin, clinging and sticky, my cock leaking freely as they explored me with hungry curiosity.

Their touches overlapped, rough and gentle, tentative and greedy. A thumb pressed into the hollow of my hipbone. Palms kneaded the curve of my ass. Nails scraped lightly across my chest, pinching at the lace-covered peak until it ached. The sensation of so many hands on me, different strengths and rhythms, made my knees tremble.

“Bend over,” Amber whispered, her tone low but firm, her palm pressing at the small of my back.

I obeyed instantly, leaning over the bed. My dress slid upward, bunching around my waist, baring the stockings, garters, and panties beneath. Cool air rushed over my exposed skin, shocking against the feverish heat of my body.

Amber’s fingers curled into the waistband of my panties. She tugged the lace aside with a deliberate slowness, baring me completely. I shivered, my cock twitching against the fabric, as a chorus of low groans rose behind me.

One by one, they took me. Each time Amber slicked me with lube, her touch tender even as my body tensed. She guided them in with her hand, her voice soft at my ear: breathe, baby… relax for him… you’re beautiful like this.

The first push always burned, stretching me wide, but Amber’s hand stroked my hair, grounding me. Then came the fullness, the deep, hot slide that left me clutching the sheets, gasping as each man pressed all the way inside.

The rhythm blurred together, thrusts deep and hard, then shallow and teasing, hips slamming against me, their grunts mixing with my moans. My cock ground against the mattress, trapped in wet lace, aching and raw until I spilled into the fabric, again and again, messy and helpless.

The air grew thick with sweat and musk. The sheets beneath me dampened with lube and precum. Every time I thought I was finished, another body pressed close, another cock stretched me open, Amber whispering in my ear how proud she was, how gorgeous I looked taking them all.

“That’s it, baby,” she purred, her nails raking down my back as another man drove deep. “Take him. Take all of them. Look at yourself—so gorgeous, so wanted.”

I risked a glance toward the mirror. The sight undid me, my wig sticking to my damp forehead, my lips parted, painted eyes wild with need, the red dress bunched to my waist while one friend gripped my hips and another pinched at my chest. My reflection looked like someone else. Someone shameless. Someone free.

By the time the last of them finished, my body was trembling, my legs weak, my thighs slick with their release. My hair clung to my face in damp strands, my lips swollen from Amber’s fierce kisses.

Amber slid in behind me, wrapping her arms around me from behind, pressing her soft breasts into my sweat-slicked back. Her face was flushed, her breath ragged, her eyes shining with acceptance and arousal so fierce it nearly undid me all over again. She kissed my temple, her lips trembling.

“My beautiful girl,” she whispered. “You were perfect.”

The guys sprawled across the bed and floor, their bare skin glistening with sweat, their chests heaving as they laughed and teased one another. The smell of sex clung to the air, thick and unmistakable, mixing with the faint tang of beer still lingering from earlier. They traded easy jokes about the game as if this had been any other Saturday, but the glances they cast at me told a different story. There was no denying what we had just shared.

I pushed myself upright on shaky arms, my thighs sticky, my wig sliding crooked against my damp forehead. My stockings were torn, ladders running down my legs. My dress was bunched high around my waist, clinging in damp folds. My body bore the marks of all of them—red imprints where hands had gripped too hard, scratches from eager fingers, the dull ache deep inside me that still pulsed with every breath.

I caught my reflection in the mirror across the room and froze. My lips were swollen from Amber’s kisses, my makeup smeared, my chest rising and falling fast. I looked ruined. I looked transformed. I looked like someone I didn’t recognize, and yet someone I had always been waiting to meet.

The noise around me faded, replaced by the thud of my heartbeat and the certainty dawning in my chest. Weekends would never be just about sports again. They would be about this—about me, about the woman I was becoming under Amber’s careful hands, about the pride I felt when my friends looked at me with hunger instead of mockery.

They would be about the bond we had just forged, raw and unbreakable, in sweat and pleasure and acceptance.

And they would be about the part of me I had finally stopped hiding.

[image: ]


By the time the last of them left, the house was quiet again. The living room was littered with empty bottles and greasy boxes, but neither of us cared. The only thing that mattered was the bedroom, what had happened there, and what lingered still in the air.

I sat on the edge of the bed, my body loose and trembling, stockings ripped and dress clinging damply to my skin. Every muscle ached, but it was a sweet ache, the kind that left me floating. My reflection in the mirror across the room was a mess of smudged makeup, flushed cheeks, and damp hair, but Amber’s smile, soft and knowing, told me I had never looked more beautiful.

She came up behind me, draping her arms around my shoulders, pressing a kiss to the crown of my head. Her body was warm and soft against my back, her scent unmistakable even through the haze of sweat and sex. Vanilla and skin, the smell of home.

“You were perfect,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear.

I swallowed hard, my throat thick. “I can’t believe we… I can’t believe I…”

“You did,” she murmured, kissing the side of my neck. “And you loved it. Don’t deny it.”

I met her eyes in the mirror. They gleamed, not with smug triumph but with pride, with love. The kind of love that saw me in ways I had never dared to see myself.

“They wanted me,” I said, the words spilling out unsteady. “All of them. And you…” I broke off, shaking my head, overwhelmed.

“And I,” she interrupted gently, “wanted you most of all.”

Her hand slid down my chest, tracing the lace still clinging to me, dipping lower until she cupped the damp bulge at my crotch. I groaned, my cock stirring even though I thought I had nothing left to give. She grinned against my neck.

“See?” she teased softly. “You’re not finished. Not for me.”

I turned my head, kissing her hard, hungry despite the exhaustion weighing on my limbs. She kissed me back with the same heat she always had, her tongue tangling with mine, her nails scratching lightly over my chest. When she pulled back, her lips were swollen, her breath uneven.

“Lie back,” she ordered.

I obeyed, sinking into the pillows as she climbed over me, straddling my hips. Her camisole had long since been abandoned, and her skin gleamed in the dim light, flushed and tempting. Her hair spilled forward, tickling my chest as she leaned down to kiss me again.

“You’re still mine,” she whispered, her voice rough with arousal.

“Always,” I rasped.

Her hand slipped beneath my dress, tugging the ruined panties aside, freeing me. My cock was sticky, half-hard, but her fingers worked with practiced ease, stroking me back to life. I groaned, hips jerking into her hand, the fabric of the dress swishing around us.

She smiled down at me, radiant. “One more,” she murmured. “Just us this time.”

I reached up, cupping her face. “Just us.”

When she sank down onto me, slow and steady, I gasped, clutching her hips. The heat of her was overwhelming, wrapping me in a familiar, perfect grip that reminded me no matter how far she pushed me, no matter how many eyes watched, no matter how many hands touched, at the end of it all, I belonged here. Inside her.

Amber leaned forward, pressing her lips to mine, moving her hips in a rhythm that was intimate, unhurried. Not the frenzy of before, but something deeper, sweeter. Her nails scraped my chest, her breath hot against my mouth.

“Mine,” she whispered again, her body clenching around me.

“Yours,” I groaned, thrusting up into her, losing myself in her warmth.

The world outside did not matter, the mess in the living room, the laughter of my friends, the weight of what had just happened. What mattered was Amber, rocking against me, claiming me, her love fierce and unshakable.

When release came again, it was not violent or desperate. It was a surrender, a gift, spilling inside her as she trembled, climaxing with me. She collapsed against my chest, panting, her skin slick, her heartbeat racing against mine.

We lay tangled together, her hair damp against my cheek, my arms wrapped tight around her. She kissed my jaw, soft and lingering.

“You’ll never just be mine in stockings or lace,” she whispered. “You’ll always be mine in every way that counts.”

I held her tighter, eyes closing, peace settling over me. “And I wouldn’t want it any other way.”
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