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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Matt fucked me hard, and with seven inches of thick cock, my husband was no slouch. He knew what he was doing. He’d always known what he was doing — the angle, the rhythm, the way he read my breathing and adjusted before I had to ask.

On any other night, in any other version of my body, it would have been enough.

But I was twenty-six weeks pregnant, and nothing was enough.

My belly was in the way. It had been in the way for weeks, but now it was in the way — this round, tight, undeniable thing between us that turned every position into a negotiation. Matt kneeled on the bed, gripped my ankles and spread me wide, trying to get the depth I needed without pressing into the bump. I stared at him — his jaw set, his blue eyes locked on mine, the muscles in his forearms standing out as he held my legs apart.

“Spread me wider. Lift my ass up and fuck me harder.”

“I don’t want to hurt you, Penny.”

I loved him for it. I wanted to scream at him for it.

He thrust deeper, and it was good — it was always good with Matt — but my body had turned into something I didn’t recognize. The pregnancy had rewired everything. My cunt was wetter than it had ever been, swollen, hypersensitive, every nerve ending dialed up to a frequency I couldn’t turn down. My breasts ached against the sheets, already two cup sizes bigger and so tender that the brush of cotton felt like a hand.

I could smell us — his sweat, my arousal, the sharp sweetness that my body had been producing since the second trimester like a signal I couldn’t shut off.

I needed more. Not different. More. More depth. More force. More stamina. I needed someone to fuck me like my pregnancy wasn’t something to be careful about.

Matt came with a groan that started in his chest. His hips stuttered, and I felt him pulse inside me — warm, familiar, finished. He pulled out, and his hand went to my thigh, steadying himself. I hadn’t cum.

He knew.

He slid down between my legs without a word, because that was who Matt was. He didn’t need to be asked, and he didn’t need to be praised. His mouth found my clit, and he worked me — slow circles, then faster when my breathing told him to, his tongue flat and warm and practiced. I came. My fingers twisted in his dark hair, and I came, my thighs shaking, the orgasm rolling through me like a wave that crested but never broke all the way open.

It was a surface orgasm. The kind that relieved pressure without reaching the place I actually needed to be reached. Like scratching next to the itch.

I faked the sound. The satisfied moan, the long exhale, the way I let my body go slack against the pillows. Matt pressed his lips to my inner thigh and climbed up beside me, and we lay there in the dark with my belly between us like a planet.

He knew I hadn’t cum properly. I knew he knew. Neither of us said it.

His hand found my stomach. The baby shifted — a slow roll under his palm, an elbow or a knee dragging across the inside of me.

“Are you okay, Penny?”

“I’m fine.”

I wasn’t fine. I was twenty-six weeks pregnant, and my body was screaming for something my husband couldn’t give me, and the worst part wasn’t the frustration. The worst part was that Matt was doing everything right. He was attentive. He was generous. He was good in bed — objectively, verifiably good in bed. Seven inches good. He knew where my clit was. Went down without being asked. Any woman I knew would have killed for Matt’s mouth, Matt’s cock, and Matt’s willingness to put her first.

But my pregnancy had turned me into something that couldn’t be satisfied with good. Good was a warm bath when what I needed was an ocean. My body wanted to be split open, fucked until I forgot my own name, taken by someone who didn’t treat my belly like it was made of glass.

I lay there in the dark, Matt’s hand on my stomach, the baby rolling under his fingers, and I thought: This is going to break something if I don’t find a way to say it.

Matt said it first.

“You need more than I can give you right now.”

It didn’t sound like self-pity. That wasn’t Matt. He said it the way he said everything — like a man reading a structural report and noting where the load exceeded the beam’s capacity. A problem was identified. A problem to be solved.

I turned my head on the pillow. His blue eyes were open, watching me in the dark.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean what I said, Pen. Your body’s different. What you need is different. And I’m not getting you there.”

The silence sat between us. The baby kicked — a sharp jab under Matt’s palm that made us both flinch.

“It’s not you, Matt.”

“Yeah, it is. Not in a bad way. But it is.”

“You love me.”

“Too much to give you what you need.”

He pulled me closer, my back against his chest, his arm draped over my belly. His lips found the back of my neck.

“I’ve been thinking about something.”

“About what?”

“About fixing this problem.”

“Matt, you don’t need to fix—”

“—Yeah, I do. Because you’re lying there every night pretending you’re satisfied, and I’m lying here every night knowing you’re not, and that’s not us, Pen. That’s never been us.”

I turned in his arms and faced him. His blue eyes were steady, and I could see the thing forming behind them — the idea he’d been building, the way he built everything, one load-bearing wall at a time.

“What are you thinking?”

“A threesome.”

The word sat between us.

“With who?”

“A guy. Someone we find together. Someone who can give you what I can’t right now.”

“You want to bring another man into our bed?”

“I want you to stop faking orgasms in our bed.”

That landed. He said it without cruelty — just Matt, stating the structural report. I felt my cheeks flush.

“I don’t fake—”

“Penny.”

“Okay. Sometimes.”

“Every time. For the last three weeks.”

I didn’t have a comeback for that, because he was right. He knew my body. He knew the difference between the real sounds and the performed ones, and he’d been keeping count.

I placed a hand on his chest and stared into his eyes.

“You’d be okay with that? Watching another man fuck me?”

“I don’t know. But I know I’m not okay with this.”

The club was Matt’s idea, and by Saturday morning, he’d already found one.

He brought it up over breakfast, his coffee halfway to his mouth, casual as a man suggesting we try a new restaurant. He’d researched. He’d read reviews. He’d done the Matt thing — identified the problem, assessed the options, chosen the solution with the best load-bearing capacity.

“The club is called Velvet.”

“Of course it is.”

“It’s off Independence.”

“Between what, a nail salon and a vape shop?”

“A nail salon and a tax preparer, actually.”

I laughed. He grinned. And for a moment it felt normal — just us, making fun of the absurdity, the way we’d always made fun of things that scared us.

“Matt.”

“Yeah?”

“You could have suggested a woman. You didn’t.”

The grin faded. Not into sadness — into something more honest. He put his coffee down. Looked at the table. Looked at me. His ears were red, which meant he was either angry or embarrassed, and Matt didn’t get angry at breakfast.

“No. I didn’t.”

“Why?”

He looked down, inhaled sharply, then looked at me.

“Because that’s not what you need.”

“How do you know what I need?”

“Because I watch you when we make love, Penny. Every night. I watch what your body does when I’m inside you, and I know what it’s asking for, and it’s not asking for another woman’s mouth.”

The silence stretched. The baby kicked — a slow roll against my ribs.

“Okay.”

“Okay?”

“Okay. Book it. Whatever people do.”

Matt nodded. He picked up his coffee. His hand was shaking, just slightly, but I pretended not to notice.

The club was called Velvet, which was exactly the kind of name a swingers club in Charlotte would have. It sat in a strip mall off Independence Boulevard, between a nail salon and a tax preparer, behind a door that looked like it led to a dentist’s office. No sign. No neon. Just a brass number and a buzzer.

Matt pressed the buzzer. I stood beside him in a black wrap dress that accommodated the belly, my auburn hair down, my green eyes lined in a way that made me feel like someone I used to be before maternity leave turned me into a woman who measured time in weeks, scans, and doctor’s appointments. My legs were good — I’d run half-marathons before the pregnancy, and the muscle was still there under the new softness. I looked like a woman who’d been beautiful before she got pregnant and was still beautiful now, just rearranged.

Matt looked like a man who was pretending he wasn’t terrified. Charcoal shirt. Dark jeans. His lean frame held rigid, his blue eyes scanning the parking lot as if he were assessing load-bearing walls out of habit.

The door opened. A woman in her fifties with reading glasses on a chain and the particular calm of someone who had heard everything smiled at us.

“First time?”

“Yeah.”

“Come on in. You’ll be popular.”

The lobby was small, carpeted, and seemed deliberately ordinary. A desk. Two chairs. A clipboard. The woman — her name tag said Diane — sat us down and asked what we were looking for.

She looked at me. I pointed to Matt. She nodded.

Matt cleared his throat.

“We’re interested in a threesome.”

“MFM or FMF?”

“What?”

“Two guys and a girl or two girls and a guy.”

“Two men. Me and a guy for my wife.”

“And what are you looking for in the extra man?”

Matt’s mouth did the thing his brain hadn’t caught up to yet. He leaned forward. His hands were clasped between his knees. He looked at Diane the way he looked at subcontractors when he was laying out specs — precise, detailed, specific.

“Someone bigger than me. Longer and thicker. Someone who can go for hours without stopping. Someone who’ll focus entirely on my wife.”

Diane wrote it down without flinching. She’d probably heard it all. She’d heard this specific request a hundred times from a hundred men who looked exactly like Matt — decent, handsome, slightly panicked.

“Any preferences on build? Age range?”

“Tall. Athletic. We don’t care about age.”

“Just cock size? You want a man who can stretch your wife’s cunt and fuck her deeper than you can?”

And there it was. The utter truth of the matter was stated like a doctor’s diagnosis. Her eyes held on to Matt’s.

“Yes.”

“There is no shame in that.”

“He just needs to be able to keep going.”

“And your wife’s preferences?”

They both looked at me. I opened my mouth, and nothing came out, because I was still processing what Diane and my husband had just said. My needs were reduced to a set of requirements. My husband hadn’t described a threesome partner. He’d described a replacement. He’d listed, in specific, measurable terms, everything he couldn’t do — and he’d said it out loud, in front of me, to a woman named Diane who was writing it on a clipboard.

“Whatever Matt said.”

My voice sounded strange to me. Diane smiled. Professional. Warm.

“It’s not as easy as that, Penny.”

“Okay. What then?”

“Condoms?”

“Fuck no!”

I cringed and stared at my husband. He looked surprised. I reached a hand out and covered his.

“You know how much I hate condoms, Matt.”

“I—I—I know. It’s just a surprise.”

He looked at Diane.

“No condoms.”

“Will the bull be pulling out of your wife before he cums?”

We both gasped. I should have anticipated the question. I probably did, but pretended otherwise. I looked at Matt. Matt looked at me.

“Penny?”

“My preference is for him to cum inside me.”

Diane didn’t wait for my husband’s reaction.

“We’ll match you with someone from our regular list. You’ll get a confirmation text. Does Thursday night work?”

“Thursday works.”

She looked at me.

“Thursday is good.”

Thursday because Matt didn’t have site visits on Fridays, which meant he’d been thinking about the morning after, which meant he’d been thinking about this longer than two days.

We drove home. Our car was quiet for three blocks. Matt’s hand found my thigh at a red light.

“Are you good?”

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“You just told that woman your cock isn’t big enough for me.”

His hand tightened on my thigh. His jaw worked.

“That’s not what I—”

“Bigger than me. Longer. Can go for hours. Those were your words, darling.”

“I was describing what would work for—”

“You were describing everything you’re not. And you said it like you were ordering materials for a job site.”

Silence. A red light turned green. Matt’s foot found the gas.

“Are you angry?”

“No, Matt. I’m not angry.”

I was not angry. I was electric. My body was already responding to the idea of a long, thick cock stretching me — the wetness arriving on my sticky, swollen pussy lips before the man was even in our zip code, my hormones surging toward something my brain hadn’t fully processed. I put my hand over Matt’s on my thigh and felt him squeeze.

“I’m not angry at all.”

He asked for someone with a bigger cock.

He asked for someone who could go for hours.

He told a woman behind a desk what he couldn’t do for me, and he didn’t even flinch.

“You asked Diane to book me a lover who exceeds you.”

“Yes. I did.”

What are you, Matt? What are you becoming?

Thursday.

The house was cleaner than it had been since we moved in. Matt had vacuumed, changed the bed sheets, and put fresh towels in the bathroom. He’d bought wine we wouldn’t drink and cheese we wouldn’t eat and arranged them on the counter like props in a play neither of us had rehearsed.

I showered.

I shaved my legs, which at twenty-six weeks was an engineering challenge that left me breathless and annoyed. I rubbed cocoa butter into my belly and watched the skin stretch tight and shiny under my hands. Our baby was quiet. Sleeping, maybe. Resting up for whatever was about to happen.

I put on a black lace bra that barely contained my swollen breasts and matching underwear and the wrap dress again, because it was the only thing I owned that made me feel like a woman instead of an incubator.

My auburn hair fell past my shoulders. My green eyes stared back at me from the bathroom mirror, and I thought: You’re about to let a stranger fuck you while your husband watches.

My cunt was already wet. It had been wet since Tuesday.

Matt was in the living room. Sitting on the couch. Standing up. Sitting down again. He was wearing a gray T-shirt and jeans, and he looked handsome and scared, and I loved him so much it made my chest hurt.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Look at me.”

He looked. Really looked — the dress, the belly, the way the lace showed at the neckline.

“Are you sure about this?”

“Are you?”

“I asked first.”

He stood up. Crossed the room. Put his hands on my belly and leaned his forehead against mine.

“I’m sure I don’t want you lying next to me every night pretending. I’m sure about that.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

“It’s the only answer I’ve got right now, Pen.”

“What if I enjoy it?”

“That’s the point. I want you to enjoy it.”

“If his cock is bigger than yours—”

“—It has to be.”

“He’ll stretch me, Matt. When you fuck me, I won’t feel it. I’ll be shaped to his cock, not yours.”

“I’ve thought about that. I want you to be happy — not satisfied. Happy.”

“What if I enjoy him fucking me more than I enjoy you?”

He pulled back. His blue eyes found mine. Something moved behind them — fear, maybe, but threaded with something else. Something that looked a lot like anticipation.

“Then you enjoy it more than you enjoy me. And we deal with it.”

“You’re a strange man, Matt.”

“Yeah. I know.”

Our doorbell rang.

Matt opened the door, and every assumption either of us had made rearranged itself in the space between one heartbeat and the next.

“You’re black.”

He smiled at Matt.

“You are very observant. You are white.”

“Sorry. I didn’t mean it like that.”

Matt shook his hand.

“You booked through Diane at short notice. Ordinarily, she would send you my details and me yours. There wasn’t time. I am here for your wife, I believe.”

Deon was Black. Six-four. Broad shoulders that filled the doorframe. Shaved head. Rich mahogany skin. An easy smile that didn’t ask for permission and didn’t need it. He was wearing a simple white shirt and dark pants, and he looked like a man who lived in a gym but didn’t talk about it — the kind of body that happened through discipline, not vanity.

The club had sent exactly what Matt asked for. A man with a bigger cock and more stamina. A man focused on the wife. Matt hadn’t specified race. The club hadn’t asked. They’d matched the request to the man.

Matt was shocked. Not disgusted — the scramble of a man whose fantasy had just become specific in a way he hadn’t anticipated. His blue eyes went wide for half a second before his manners caught up.

I don’t know what my face did, but my body made its decision before my brain finished processing. My cunt clenched. My nipples hardened against the lace. The pregnancy hormones that had been screaming for weeks looked at Deon standing in our doorway and said yes, him, now.

“I’m Deon.”

His voice was deep. Calm. The voice of a man who’d done this before and didn’t need anyone to be nervous.

“Matt.”

My husband extended his hand again. Deon shook it again — firm, easy, no power games.

“Are you nervous, Matt?”

“Very.”

“Shall I lead? I’ve done this before.”

“Yes, please.”

His eyes moved past Matt to me.

“Penny.”

I said my name, and Deon’s gaze traveled — my face, my breasts, my belly. He didn’t flinch at the pregnancy. He didn’t look past it or around it. His eyes settled on the curve of my stomach, and something shifted in his expression. Not caution. Hunger. Hunger layered with something close to reverence, like a man who’d been told what to expect and found that the reality exceeded the description.

“You’re beautiful, Penny.”

I felt Matt go still beside me.

Matt had left the lamp on in our bedroom — warm light, not overhead. The sheets were the good ones, the ones we saved for nothing in particular but had apparently been saving for this.

Deon didn’t wait for the threesome to establish itself.

He walked to where I stood by the bed and put his hand on my belly. Just rested it there — palm flat, fingers spread, the warmth of his skin through the thin fabric of my dress. I looked up at him. Six-four to my five-seven. His dark eyes on mine.

“How far along are you?”

“Twenty-six weeks.”

“Do you feel good?”

“I feel like I’m going to lose my mind if someone doesn’t fuck me properly.”

Deon smiled. Not a smirk — a smile. The smile of a man who understood the assignment.

“Does ten inches work for you?”

“Oh yes.”

“Am I your first black lover?”

“Yes. That too.”

“And you don’t want me to wear a condom?”

“Fuck no!”

“And—”

“—Yes. I want you to cum inside me.”

“Your husband said you needed someone who could keep up.”

“My husband talks too much.”

“Is he right?”

I glanced at Matt. He was standing by the door, his arms half-folded, watching. He’d said that to Diane.

“Yes. He is right.”

Deon kissed me. His mouth was warm and unhurried, his hand still on my belly, and the kiss wasn’t a performance for Matt. It was for me. His other hand found the tie of my wrap dress and pulled, and the fabric fell open, and I stood in front of a stranger in my black lace bra and underwear with my pregnant belly between us and felt more desired than I had in months.

He knelt.

Right there on the bedroom floor. His hands on my hips. He pulled my underwear down — slowly, his fingers trailing my thighs — and pressed his mouth against my cunt before I could process that he’d skipped every step between hello and here.

I grabbed his head. His shaved scalp was smooth under my palms. His tongue was slow, deliberate, parting my swollen lips, reading me from my dripping wet entrance to my clit the way a man reads a woman when he’s not in a hurry and not thinking about his own cock.

He found my clit and clenched his lips around the base, sucking gently, and I gasped — too loud, too fast, my body betraying how badly I’d needed exactly this.

He hummed into my clit while his tongue dragged the tip from side to side. He lifted one thigh up, eased it over his shoulder, and opened me wider.

“Matt. Go behind your wife and hold her steady.”

“Okay.”

Deon licked me so perfectly I came in under two minutes. Hard. Harder than I had with Matt in weeks. My thighs shook against Deon’s ears, and I made a sound I didn’t recognize — something between a moan and a sob, the kind of orgasm that reached the place Matt’s mouth couldn’t find. Not a surface orgasm. The deep, whole-body kind that started in my cunt and rolled through my belly and chest and left me swaying on my feet.

Matt was standing behind me, his chest leaning lightly against my back.

I’d forgotten he was there. Not forgotten — pushed him to the periphery the way you push furniture to the edge of a room when you need the floor space. He was standing behind me with his fingers touching me, watching his pregnant wife cum on a stranger’s tongue, and he hadn’t been invited in other than as a prop.

Deon stood. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Looked at me with those dark eyes and reached for his belt.

His cock was — I don’t know how to say this without it sounding like the thing it was. His cock was immense. Not porn-movie exaggerated. Real. Thick and dark and heavy, hanging between his thighs with the weight of something significant.

“Your cock is much longer than my husband’s.”

“It’s a lot thicker, too. That was the point. To stretch you.”

“To stretch me. Yes.”

Deon’s cock made my already-swollen cunt clench just looking at it.

“Oh.”

That was my only thought.

He looked at my husband and smiled.

“Would you like to watch me fuck your wife, Matt?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you want to wank in another room? Get yourself a beer, or would you prefer to watch me satisfy Penny?”

Not: how shall we fuck your wife? Have you considered positions? Which end of the spitroast are you?

“I want to watch.”

“Good man.”

Deon guided me onto the bed. On my side first, my belly supported by a pillow, his body curving behind mine. He lifted up one leg, exposing my wet, swollen cunt to the air, and pressed his big black cock against my entrance, where it sat, like a kiss.

My husband stared. Not at me, but at the precise place where Deon’s cock head rested.

“Have you got a great view, Matt?”

“Yes.”

“Some guys like to kneel up close and wank.”

“Okay.”

“Don’t be shy, buddy. Let him come out.”

I was stunned. My body shuddered — I blamed the aftershocks of my lover’s tongue. I was so wet, so impossibly, pregnancy-drenched wet.

“I’m going to fuck your wife now, Matt.”

“Good.”

“I’m going to give her what you said she needs. Longer, thicker, and with more stamina.”

“I asked for better, too.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll fuck Penny better than you can.”

“Good.”

My husband dropped his jeans and boxers, then dropped to his knees and shuffled closer. I’d expected to suck Matt’s cock while Deon fucked me, but it wasn’t offered to me. My husband was fucking his fist.

Deon whispered in my ear.

“And so a new cuckold is born.”

“You knew?”

“Of course I did.”

“Fuck me, Deon. Please. I need you inside me.”

That first inch of thick, solid black cock slid inside me with a sound that filled the room. My husband’s eyes widened, his smile broadened, and he stroked his cock in a tightly gripped fist.

I gasped. Deon’s cock was stretching me. Not painfully — I was too swollen, too ready, the tissue too engorged — but in a way that made me aware of spaces inside me that Matt’s seven inches had never reached. Deon pushed deeper than my husband ever had. Fucking me slowly. Patient, as my tissues stretched and reshaped.

His hand stayed on my belly, holding me steady, almost like he was claiming me.

“Tell me if it’s too much, Penny.”

“Don’t stop.”

“How much do you want?”

“I need all of it.”

Deon didn’t stop. He filled me completely, and then he began to fuck me, and the difference between this and what Matt had done to me two nights ago was so vast, so physically undeniable, that my body answered before my brain could construct a comparison.

“You’re already better.”

“I know. Tell your cuck.”

I looked at my husband, who saw where Deon’s black cock disappeared inside me.

“Matt.”

He looked at me.

“Yes?”

“He’s already fucking me better than you can.”

“Good.”

As my husband stared at me, wanking himself, Deon slid more cock inside me. My eyes widened with the stretch.

“Oh fuck! The depth. I need this, Matt.”

“I know.”

The places Deon reached with his cock drove immense waves of pleasure through me. He was deep, insistent, the head of his cock pressing against something that sent shockwaves through my entire pelvis.

My pregnant cunt gripped his long cock like it had been waiting for exactly this, the swollen tissue clenching around his thickness, and the wet sound of him moving inside me was different from anything I’d heard in my own bedroom. Wetter. Louder. The sound of a bigger cock in a wetter cunt, and I couldn’t pretend I didn’t hear the difference.

He fucked me for a dozen or more strokes until my shape began to form around his cock, then he changed positions. Deon moved me onto my hands and knees, the belly hanging between my arms, a pillow underneath for support. From behind, he could go deeper, and he did — his hands gripping my hips in talon-like fingers, his thighs against the backs of my thighs, his cock filling me with a steady, relentless rhythm that Matt couldn’t have sustained for five minutes.

Deon sustained it for thirty.

He just kept fucking me, like a machine — a piston that filled me until his crown crushed my cervix with every stroke.

I looked at my husband and shook my head.

“I won’t feel you, Matt.”

“I don’t think you need me.”

“Oh god, that’s not true. I need your love. I don’t need your cock.”

I came twice before Deon finished inside me for the first time. Once with his cock balls deep and his arm reaching around, his fingertip on my clit, and once from the angle alone — a position where the head of his cock hit something inside me that made me scream into the pillow. Not performance or exaggeration. I screamed because my body had been starving, and this man was feeding it, and the relief was so intense it came out as sound.

“This is what I need.”

“I know, Penny. I’ve got you now.”

I’ve got you now. I knew what it meant. I wasn’t sure Matt did.

I could smell everything. The pregnancy had turned my nose into an instrument I couldn’t control. I smelled Deon’s skin — warm, clean, something faintly woody. I smelled my own arousal, richer and sharper than usual, the pregnancy making even my scent louder. I smelled the sweat forming between my breasts and the wet spot spreading beneath my knees on those good sheets.

Deon’s balls slapped against my clit as he drove deep inside me. He cared. I knew that. He cared enough to give me the fucking that my husband wouldn’t. I clenched my cunt and gripped his cock tightly, lost to him now, focused on milking his seed because my body needed it inside me.

I watched my husband as Deon came inside me with a low groan, his hips pressed tight against my ass, his cock buried to a depth that made me feel full in a way I’d forgotten was possible. He held there, pulsing, his cum splashing against my cervix, hot, and I felt every throb.

Matt kept wanking through it, watching Deon’s body filling mine. Watching his cum fill me.

He pulled out. I collapsed onto my side, panting.

“How long?”

“Not long.”

He looked at Matt.

“Don’t worry about Penny. I’ve got this.”

“I know.”

He was hard again in ten minutes. I looked at his cock and grinned from ear to ear.

“Already?”

Deon looked at me. That easy smile.

“I told you. I can keep up.”

“Matt.”

My husband’s name left my mouth before I could stop it. I wasn’t calling him over. I was — I don’t know what I was doing. Marking territory. Reminding myself whose bed this was. Or maybe I just needed him to hear the wonder in my voice.

“Yeah.”

His voice was tight. Dry.

“Deon’s cock is hard again.”

“I can see that.”

“Can you do that?”

The question landed in the room like a glass breaking. Matt didn’t answer. His jaw tightened, and his eyes didn’t leave mine, and the answer was written on his face before his mouth could construct a lie.

I looked at Matt. He was sitting on the edge of the bed now — not kneeling beside me, at the foot. The chair we kept in the corner of the bedroom was six feet away. He could have sat comfortably, but he’d moved to the bed instead, as close as he could get without being part of what was happening.

His face was — I don’t have a word for his face. His jaw was tight. His blue eyes were wide. His breathing was shallow and fast. And his cock was hard, visibly, unmistakably hard.

“Your cock is harder watching Deon fuck me than when you fuck me.”

“I know.”

“Why?”

“I don’t understand it, Penny.”

Deon saw it too. He didn’t comment. He just turned back to me, his big black cock already stiffening.

“You want to go again, Penny?”

“Yes.”

“How hard?”

“Fuck me as if there was no baby inside me.”

“I’ll claim you.”

“Yes. Do that.”

I stared at Matt. The look on his face reflected how I felt.

Our marriage had changed forever.

This time, Deon put me on my back, pillows under my hips, my belly rising between us until my slit was fully exposed. He gripped my ankles, spread my legs wide. The positioning was perfect.

“Are you comfortable?”

“Yes. Fill me up.”

He leaned over me, careful with the baby bump but not afraid of it. His hand rested on the curve of my stomach, and his cock slid back inside me with a wet, obscene ease that made us both exhale.

He fucked me, looking into my eyes. Deep, slow strokes that I felt in my throat. The belly between us — this visible, undeniable proof that I was carrying another man’s baby, that I belonged to the man sitting at the foot of the bed watching — and Deon fucked me anyway. His hand on the belly. His eyes on mine. The baby kicked against his palm, and we both felt it — a tiny foot pressing outward while his cock pressed inward — and neither of us stopped.

Matt made a sound. Small. Almost inaudible. The sound of a man watching something he’d asked for and discovering that the reality was larger than the fantasy.

Deon’s stamina was incredible. He didn’t flag. He didn’t slow. He fucked me through one orgasm, then another, adjusting angles, reading my body with the kind of attention that only comes from a man who isn’t worried about his own finish because he knows it’ll come when he’s ready.

“I feel your pubic hairs against my lips.”

“All of my cock is inside you.”

“I feel your pulse thumping against my walls.”

“Good.”

Matt was a generous lover. Matt cared about my pleasure. But Matt came in fifteen minutes and went down on me for the rest. The difference between that and a man who could fuck me for forty-five minutes straight was transformative — I couldn’t lie about it. Not to myself. Not to anyone.

Deon thrust his cock balls deep inside me, my eyes blown wide when he came again. I felt it — his cum, my body desperate for it. His cock jerked inside me as I milked it, and he smiled.

“I know what you’re doing, Penny.”

“I need it all.”

He pulled his cock out slowly, and the emptiness he left behind was the loneliest thing I’d felt in weeks.

As I lay on our bed staring at my husband, Deon cleaned up in our bathroom. He used one of Matt’s fresh towels and came back into the bedroom dressed, easy, unhurried.

He leaned down and kissed me.

“Thank you, Penny.”

He said it like a man who meant it. He looked at Matt.

“You’ve got a beautiful wife.”

“I know.”

“She’s something else.”

“Yeah. She is.”

Deon shook Matt’s hand at the door — same firm, easy grip — and left.

The room smelled like sex. Not our sex. Someone else’s sex in our bedroom, layered over the clean sheets and the fresh towels and the wine we never opened. The evidence was in the air, in the wet patch on the sheets, in the ache between my legs that was deeper and more thorough than anything Matt had left me with.

I lay on our bed. Matt sat beside me. Not touching even though he was close enough to touch. His hand rested on his thigh, inches from my hip, and neither of us moved to close the gap.

Silence.

The kind of silence that fills a room after something irreversible. I could hear Matt breathing. I could hear the clock in the hallway. I could hear my own heartbeat.

“Penny.”

“Yeah.”

“Was that okay?”

Matt’s voice was careful and reaching for reassurance, the way you reach for a light switch in a dark room — hoping it’s where you left it.

I should have said yes, it was fun, we should definitely do it again sometime. I should have folded him back in, told him I missed him during, told him next time we’d make sure he was more involved. That’s what a good wife would have said. That’s what the version of me from two hours ago would have said.

But my body was still humming with the aftershocks of orgasms I couldn’t have faked if I’d tried, and my cunt was sore in a way that felt like an honest answer, and I was too wrecked to construct a lie.

“It was good, right? You enjoyed it?”

“Matt. Don’t do that.”

“Don’t do what?”

“Don’t fish for the comfortable answer. You don’t want the comfortable answer.”

“How do you know what I want?”

“Because I watched your face, Matt. I watched your face the entire time he was fucking me. You weren’t suffering. You weren’t waiting for it to end. Your cock was hard the whole time.”

He was quiet. His breathing changed.

“Ask me the real question.”

“What’s the real question?”

“You know what it is.”

“Was he better than me?”

“Yes.”

The word sat between us. One syllable. No padding. No softening.

“I need you to know something, Matt.”

He turned his head. His blue eyes found mine in the lamplight.

“What Deon did to me — you can’t do that.”

The words hung in the room. I watched Matt’s face, and I already regretted them, already felt the cruelty of saying something so plainly true to the man I loved, the man whose baby was kicking inside me at that very moment.

“Not because you’re bad. Because his cock is bigger. Because he didn’t stop. Because my body needed what he gave me, and you can’t give me that right now.”

I waited for the damage. For his face to crumble. For the fight, the tears, the sleeping-on-the-couch silence of a man whose wife had just told him another man’s cock did what his couldn’t.

Matt’s pupils blew.

Not pain. Not anger. His pupils dilated until the blue was a thin ring around black, and his lips parted, and his breathing changed — shallow, fast, the breathing of a man on the edge of something.

His cock was hard. I could see it. Harder than it had been when he was watching. Harder than it had been when he was inside me.

I realized he liked hearing it.

I had to test it with something sharper. Something I shouldn’t have said, but my body was still raw and honest, and the filter between my brain and my mouth had been fucked out of me by a man named Deon.

“His cock is much thicker than yours. You felt it when you hugged me after, didn’t you? I was more open than you’ve ever made me.”

“Penny—”

“Your cock can’t reach where his does. You know that, don’t you?”

Matt’s hand found his cock. Not a conscious decision — his hand moved on its own, pressing against the hardness, and his eyes never left mine.

“Say that again, Penny.”

“Which part?”

“The part about where he reaches inside you.”

“Deon reaches places you’ve never been, Matt. Places I didn’t know existed until tonight. And he kept fucking me. He went again and again, and I came so many times I lost count. How many times do I cum with you?”

“Penny.”

“Once. Maybe twice if your mouth does the work, your cock can’t finish. Tonight I came — I don’t even know. Four times? Five? And he was still going.”

“Jesus.”

“Are you angry, Matt?”

“Does it look like I’m angry?”

It didn’t. His hand was moving against his cock. His breathing was ragged. His pupils were so wide, his blue eyes had gone almost black.

“Then what are you, Matt?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know what I am.”

“You’re hard, Matt. You’re harder right now than you were when you were inside me. I’m telling you another man’s cock is better than yours, and you’re sitting there with the hardest cock I’ve ever seen on you. What does that tell you?”

“Tell me more.”

“More what?”

“More about what he did. What I can’t do.”

I stared at him. My husband. Asking me to cut him open with the truth and watching his own blood with fascination instead of fear.

“His cock stretched me wider than you ever have. I could feel him in places I’ve never felt you. And when he was done — when he pulled out — I felt empty, Matt. I felt empty in a way I have never felt when you pull out of me. That’s the truth. That’s what you asked for.”

His hand moved faster now. He was stroking himself, openly, watching me, and the combination of vulnerability and arousal on his face was something I’d never seen in ten years of sleeping beside this man.

And the thing — the thing I couldn’t say yet, the thing I’d need weeks to understand — was that this wasn’t the worst moment of our marriage. It was the most honest and intimate. More intimate than sex. More intimate than the pregnancy, than the wedding, than any of the thousand ways we’d been naked in front of each other. I had told my husband the exact truth about his body’s limitations, and his response wasn’t heartbreak. His response was need.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Come here.”

He came to me. He kissed me — desperate, shaking, his hands on my face, my belly pressed against his stomach. I reached down and freed his cock, and he slid inside me, and he was — he was Matt. Seven inches. Familiar. The stretch that I knew, the depth that I knew, the rhythm that I knew. After Deon, he felt smaller. I felt the difference, and I couldn’t unknow it.

“You feel different, Penny.”

“Different how?”

“Wider. Wetter. He stretched you.”

“Yeah. He did.”

“Penny.”

“Yeah.”

“You’re mine.”

“I know.”

“Say it.”

“I’m yours, Matt. I’m yours. I love you, and I like him.”

He came in under a minute. Gasping against my neck. His cock pulsing inside me, where Deon’s had been thirty minutes ago. Matt’s was smaller, shorter, but it was his. The man who arranged my pleasure. The man who sat and watched me through it. The man who got harder hearing the truth than he’d ever gotten from being told comfortable lies.

I held my husband. My arms around his back, his face in my neck, the baby rolling between us. His breathing slowed. His hand found my belly.

“Penny.”

“Yeah.”

“I want to do that again.”

“I know you do.”

“Do you?”

“Matt. I’ve wanted to do that again since the moment Deon walked out of our door.”

“The moment?”

“My body knew before I did. It always does now. The pregnancy did something to me. I can’t control what I want anymore.”

“Good.”

“Good?”

“I don’t want you to control it. I want you to tell me. Every time. Everything.”

I kissed the top of his head. His dark hair against my lips. The room still smelling like Deon. The sheets still wet.

“Be careful what you ask for.”

“I’m not careful, Penny. Not anymore.”

He fell asleep with his hand on my stomach. I lay there in the dark, feeling the baby kick against his palm, and I thought about Deon’s hands on the same spot. About Matt’s face when I told him the truth. About the sound he made when he asked me to say it again.

He liked hearing it. He liked hearing that he wasn’t enough.

And I liked saying it.

The door to our entire future had just opened. Neither of us had the vocabulary for it yet. But my body knew. My body had known since the club, since Matt leaned across a desk and described the man he couldn’t be to a woman who didn’t flinch.

The baby kicked one last time. A goodnight. A punctuation mark.

I put my hand over Matt’s and closed my eyes.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Matt changed our bedsheets sometime in the night.

I knew because I woke up on the smoothest Egyptian cotton instead of the evidence, and because the room smelled like lavender instead of Deon. My husband had gotten up while I slept, stripped the bed around me, remade it with fresh sheets, and climbed back in without waking me.

That was Matt.

The man who solved the problem before you knew there was one.

He’d cleaned the sheets. He hadn’t cleaned me.

My body still carried everything Deon left inside me. I lay on my side in the gray morning light, twenty-six weeks pregnant, and took inventory.

My cunt was sore—not Matt’s cock sore. This was deeper. Structural. The tissue between my legs and inside me felt stretched and tender in places my husband’s seven inches had never reached. The soreness pulsed with a low, insistent rhythm that my pregnancy-heightened senses refused to let me ignore.

I was still wet.

Not aroused—leaking.

Deon’s cum had been inside me for hours, and my body was releasing it slowly, the way a sponge gives up water when the pressure eases. I could feel it on my inner thigh, warm and viscous, and the smell hit me before I fully registered the sensation.

His cum. My arousal. The compound evidence of a man who wasn’t my husband, still seeping from the place my husband had reclaimed four hours ago.

The pregnancy had turned my nose into something I couldn’t control. I smelled everything with a clarity that bordered on assault. I smelled the lavender detergent and underneath it the ghost of Deon’s skin—warm, woody, male in a way that was different from Matt.

I smelled my own body, still running hot, the sharp sweetness the second trimester had switched on like a signal. I smelled Matt beside me—coffee and soap and the familiar, clean scent of the man I’d married.

Two different men. One night. My body holding the evidence of both.

Our baby shifted. A slow roll under my ribs, an elbow or a knee pressing outward.

Good morning to you, too.

Matt was already up.

I could hear him in the kitchen—the coffeemaker, the clatter of a man who thought he was being quiet and wasn’t. I pulled myself upright, one hand on the headboard, the other cradling my belly, and sat on the edge of the bed.

My thighs ached.

Not from sex—from being held open. Deon had spread me wider than Matt ever had, and the muscles remembered.

I asked to be fucked hard.

Deon delivered.

I stood and walked to the bathroom. Sat on the toilet, and Deon’s cum left my body in a slow, undeniable trickle that made me close my eyes.

Another man was inside me all night. A stranger’s seed inside me while Matt held me.

I looked down and watched the last few drops of Deon’s cum drip, slower every few seconds. The physical evidence reinforced what I felt. Last night, a man fucked me relentlessly, and not so carefully as to miss the point.

And my husband had backed away.

Abdicated.

Not to a better man, but to a better lover.

Drip.

Drip.

Drip.

The evidence was undeniable.

I cleaned myself, looked at the mixture of both men’s cum on the tissue, but I only thought about Deon.

“I love you, Matt.”

Those two things were true.

I stood up, closed my eyes, and smelled the tissue.

“Deon.”

That was also true.

In the shower, hot water found every tender place and reminded me of how each one got there. The stretch where Deon’s cock had opened me. The sensitivity where his mouth had worked my clit with lips and a tongue so expert that he got me off in minutes.

“You would have been gentle. You would have taken half an hour.”

I cupped below my belly. The faint ache in my cervix pulsed where Deon’s crown had pressed against something Matt had never touched.

I dressed in maternity jeans and a T-shirt that stretched across my belly. My auburn hair was still damp. I looked like a pregnant woman making breakfast on a Friday morning, which was exactly what I was. The fact that another man’s cum had been inside me six hours ago was written nowhere on my surface.

My husband was at the counter. Coffee made. Toast in. He was wearing gym shorts and a faded T-shirt, and he looked like Matt—handsome in the way that didn’t announce itself, his lean frame propped against the counter, his blue eyes finding mine the moment I walked in.

“Good morning, Penny.”

“Morning, darling.”

He poured me decaf. I hated decaf. He knew I hated decaf. He poured it anyway because the doctor said no caffeine, and Matt listened to doctors the way he listened to structural engineers—with the respect of a man who trusted expertise over opinion.

He was cautious.

That was no longer a problem.

“How do you feel?”

I looked at him. The question floored me.

“What’s wrong, Penny?”

“I didn’t prepare.”

“For...?”

“A discussion about last night.”

I really hadn’t. Aside from the day we married, the day we discovered I was pregnant, this was the morning after the biggest night of our marriage. Bigger than birthdays. Bigger than Christmas.

Matt licked his lips.

The tension made my cunt pulse, clenching on nothing.

“I want to have a frank discussion, Penny. Full disclosure. I feel better today.”

“Why?”

He looked down at the floor. I stepped closer, cupped his chin, raised his face, and kissed him. Not a “please fuck me” kiss. My lips were soft, my tongue searching, my body saying: “God, I am glad we are married.”

When our lips parted, he licked his again as though the taste of me meant everything and he wanted to keep it.

“Shall I go first, Matt?”

“Yes.”

“I feel happy and relaxed in a way I haven’t for a long time.”

“Pregnancy long?”

“Longer.”

My heart skipped a beat. I searched his face and saw a smile.

“How do you feel physically, Penny?”

“Sore.”

The word landed between us. Matt didn’t ask what kind of sore. His ears went red, which meant he was either processing or aroused, and at seven in the morning over decaf, I couldn’t be sure which.

“Matt.”

“Yeah?”

“Did you sleep?”

“Some.”

“Did you think about what happened?”

“I haven’t stopped thinking about it.”

I set my coffee cup down, spread my legs wide on the kitchen stool, and pulled him between them.

“Last night you watched another man fuck me. And you liked it.”

“Yeah.”

“There’s a word for that, Matt.”

His ears went redder. His hands found my thighs. He didn’t look away.

“I know what the word is.”

“Does it scare you?”

“Not as much as it should.”

The toast popped. Matt stepped away, buttered the slices—mine with peanut butter, his with nothing—and slid the plate across the counter. We ate in the silence of a couple who’d done something irreversible the night before and were now standing in their kitchen pretending toast mattered.

Our baby kicked. A sharp jab above my hip bone.

“The baby’s active this morning.”

“Good.”

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Look at me.”

He looked. Really looked—not the quick check of a man making sure his pregnant wife wasn’t about to cry, but the long, open look of a man trying to read the verdict.

“I can still feel him inside me.”

His hand tightened around his coffee mug. His jaw worked. The red in his ears spread to his neck.

“Not his cock. What he left. It was inside me all night, Matt. While you held me. While we slept.”

“Penny—”

“I’m not telling you to hurt you. I’m telling you because you said you wanted to know everything.”

He set the mug down. His hands were flat on the counter. His breathing had changed—shallow, fast, the same breathing I’d heard last night when I’d told him about Deon’s cock.

“I do want to know everything.”

“Then you should know that I woke up sore. Not your kind of sore. The kind of sore you get from a cock that reaches places yours doesn’t. And I should be upset about that, but I’m not. What I am is confused, because my husband watched another man fuck me last night, and instead of destroying us, it feels like the most honest thing we’ve ever done.”

Matt looked at the counter. At his hands. At me.

“It does feel—”

“Good?”

“Yeah. Good.”

We ate toast. We didn’t talk about it for three days.

Three days of normal.

Three days of Matt going to job sites and me not going to the office because maternity leave had turned me into a woman who measured time in prenatal appointments and the slow, relentless growth of the belly between my hips.

Three days of domestic choreography—groceries, laundry, the rhythm of a marriage that had absorbed a grenade and hadn’t checked yet to see if everything was still standing.

The walls were standing.

I wasn’t sure about the foundations.

There might be cracks.

The problem was that I couldn’t stop thinking about Deon’s cock. Not in the abstract—in the specific, anatomical, I-can-still-feel-where-he-was way that my pregnant body refused to let me forget.

I’d be standing in the kitchen making lunch, and my cunt would clench around the memory of his thickness. I’d be in the shower, and the water on my swollen breasts would trigger a flashback to his hands on my belly.

I’d be lying in bed next to Matt, and I’d feel the absence of Deon’s depth like a phantom limb.

On Tuesday night, Matt fucked me. He was good. He was always good. Seven inches, generous, attentive, reading my body the way he always did. I came once from his mouth and once from his cock, but both orgasms were surface things—the kind that relieved pressure without reaching the place I actually needed reached.

I didn’t fake the sounds this time. I just let the real sounds be what they were—smaller, quieter, the sounds of a woman who’d learned what her body was capable of and couldn’t unknow it.

Matt heard the difference. I watched him hear it, lying in the dark with his hand on my belly, and I could see the thought moving across his face like weather.

I waited. He’d say it or he wouldn’t. I wasn’t going to be the one who opened this door a second time.

He didn’t say it.

On Wednesday, I had a prenatal appointment. Our baby was healthy. The doctor said everything looked perfect. I sat in the office in my paper gown with my belly exposed and the ultrasound gel cold on my skin, and I thought about the hands that had touched that belly.

Deon’s.

Large, dark, confident. Not medical. Possessive.

You’re losing your mind, Penny.

Maybe. But my body wasn’t confused. My body knew exactly what it wanted, and my body had been right about everything since the second trimester—right about the appetite, right about the frustration, right about the fact that my husband’s cock wasn’t enough, and right about the fact that saying so was the most intimate thing I’d ever offered him.

On Thursday evening—exactly one week after Deon had walked through our front door—I put my fork down at dinner and looked at my husband.

“We need to talk about it, Matt.”

He put his fork down. Slowly. Precisely. The way he did everything.

“Okay.”

“Not okay. We need to actually talk. No fishing. No comfortable answers. All our cards on the table.”

He leaned back in his chair. His blue eyes steady.

“Cards on the table, Penny.”

“I’ll go first.”

“Okay.”

I took a breath. The baby rolled inside me—a slow, heavy turn, like even the baby knew something was about to shift.

“I need more than you can give me. Not because you’re bad. Not because I don’t love you. Because my body has turned into something that requires more cock than one man can provide, and pretending otherwise is a lie I’m not willing to tell you.”

He didn’t flinch.

His eyes stayed on mine.

“I need to be fucked harder than you fuck me, deeper than you can reach, and longer than you can last. That’s the truth. I need lovers with bigger cocks and more stamina, and I need them regularly, not as a one-time thing we never mention again.”

“Lovers. Plural?”

“Plural.”

The word sat between us. His jaw tightened, and something moved behind his eyes, and his hands were flat on the table the way they’d been flat on the counter three days ago.

“That’s the first thing.”

“There’s more?”

“Two more things.”

“Go.”

“The cuckolding. What happened last Thursday—watching you in that room while Deon fucked me. Your face, Matt. The way your cock got harder the more I told you the truth about what he was doing to me. Watching you watch me—that turns me on. Not just the sex. Not just the bigger cock. The fact that my husband sits in a chair and watches his pregnant wife get fucked by another man, and his response is arousal, not heartbreak. That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced.”

“And?”

“And I need it.”

His breathing was shallow. His hands hadn’t moved from the table.

“And the third thing?”

“The third thing you might not want to hear.”

“Say it.”

“I need Black lovers, Matt.”

The silence that followed was different from the others. Not thicker—more charged. Like static before a storm.

“Not exclusively. Not as a rule. But Deon—watching his cock slide in and out of me. The color of him against my skin. The size of his cock. I can’t explain it in a way that sounds reasonable because it isn’t reasonable. It’s my body. My body wants what it wants, and what it wants is to watch a big Black cock disappear inside my white, pregnant cunt. That’s the truth.”

Matt stared at me. His face was unreadable for three seconds, then five more. I counted.

“Those are my cards, Matt. All of them. And I need to say one more thing before you answer.”

“What?”

“You can turn off this tap anytime. This is our marriage. Our baby. Those two things trump every cock in Charlotte. If you hear what I’ve just said and decide you can’t do this—that it’s too much, too fast, too anything—you tell me, and I put this in a box, and we never open it again. Marriage first. Always.”

“That’s it?”

“No. One more.”

He waited.

“I know there are things you want that you haven’t told me. Things I’m not doing for you. Things you haven’t mentioned because you’re too busy solving my problem to name yours. I want to hear them. Not tonight, not under pressure, but I want you to know that this goes both ways. I showed you my cards. When you’re ready, show me yours.”

The silence stretched. The kitchen clock ticked. The baby kicked—a sharp jab, like punctuation.

Matt looked at the table. At his hands. At me.

“I watched Deon closely, Penny.”

“I know.”

“He connected with you. I saw it.”

“Yes. He did.”

“When he fucked you on your side from behind, he had a hand on your belly.”

“Yes.”

His voice cracked, not from a tear about to fall.

“Deon felt for our baby’s kick while he fucked you, Penny.”

“I know.”

“I need this too, Penny.”

“Which part?”

“All of it.”

“Matt—”

“Let me finish. The watching. The hearing. The truth about what other men do to you that I can’t. Sitting in that chair while Deon fucked you was the most aroused I’ve ever been in my life, and I’ve been walking around for a week trying to understand why.”

“And?”

“I can’t explain it any better than you can explain the Black lover thing. My body knows. My brain hasn’t caught up.”

“You’re not just saying this because—”

“I’m not just saying anything. I’ve spent a week replaying every second of Thursday night. Not the sex. Your voice, and the way he felt our baby kick while he fucked you. I don’t do that. The things you said to me while he was inside you. The comparison. When you told me his cock reaches places mine doesn’t—Penny, I came in thirty seconds. From your words. Not from my hand. From hearing my wife tell me the truth.”

“You need the humiliation?”

“Don’t call it that.”

“What would you call it?”

“I don’t have a word for it. But it’s not humiliation. It’s—you trust me enough to tell me the worst thing. And the worst thing makes me harder than the best thing ever has. That’s not humiliation. That’s something else.”

I looked at my husband across the dinner table with the remains of pasta between a baby kicking inside me and us, and I felt something lock into place. Not a door closing. A door opening. The door that had cracked last Thursday was now wide open, and we were both standing in the frame looking through it together.

“Then we do this, Matt?”

“We do this.”

“I’ll call Deon.”

“Penny.”

“Yeah.”

“Ask him to bring a friend.”

The words hit me in the chest. Not the suggestion—the look on Matt’s face when he said it. The mixture of fear and want and absolute certainty. My husband, the man who solved problems before you knew they existed, had just created one neither of us knew how to solve. And his eyes were steady.

The baby kicked. A sharp jab, as if marking the moment.

I reached across the table and took his hand. His fingers closed around mine—tight, certain, the grip of a man who had just shown his cards and wasn’t taking them back.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“You want Deon to bring a friend here?”

“Two men. I want to watch you with two men.”

“Matt.”

“You said lovers, plural. You said your body needs more cock than one man can provide. So let’s find out how much you need.”

I stared at him.

The man who changed the sheets in the night. The man who poured me decaf I hated because the doctor said so. The man who had just asked me to call a stranger and request a second cock to fuck his pregnant wife.

“You’re sure?”

“You asked for cards on the table, Pen. Those are mine. For now.”

I called Deon on Friday morning.

Not the club. Not Diane. I called Deon directly — he’d left his number on the kitchen counter before he left, written on a torn piece of paper towel in handwriting that was surprisingly neat.

He answered on the second ring.

“Penny.”

Just my name. Low, unhurried, the way he’d said it when he was inside me. My cunt clenched at the sound. My body didn’t care that he was a voice on a phone — it remembered his mouth, his hands, the depth of him, and it responded the way a dog responds to a bell. Immediate. Involuntary.

I was wet.

“You remember me.”

“I remember every woman I fuck. But I especially remember the pregnant ones who cum five times.”

I laughed. Genuinely laughed — the kind of laugh that comes from being surprised by someone’s directness and realizing it matches your own. It felt like I was talking to my trainer about an aching muscle.

“I want to see you again, Deon.”

“Good.”

“And I want you to bring someone.”

There was a brief pause while Deon processed that.

“A friend?”

“A friend. Matt wants to watch two men fuck me.”

“Matt is evolving.”

“Matt is terrifying me.”

“In a good way?”

“In the best way.”

“Are you ready to be fucked by two men, Penny?”

The question went straight through me. Not through my brain — through the tissue between my legs, the swollen, pregnancy-flooded tissue that had been aching for Deon’s cock since the morning after he’d left. I looked at Matt and smiled.

“Is your husband listening?”

“He is.”

Matt’s eyes were locked on me. Not on the phone. On my face. Reading me the way he read everything — structural assessment, load-bearing capacity, the distance between what a thing could hold and what was about to be placed on it.

“What are you looking for?”

My breath hitched. I reached for Matt, found his fingers, and clung to them.

“I want to be fucked by two men while my husband watches.”

I heard myself say it. The words left my mouth and entered the room and became real, and Matt’s fingers tightened around mine, and I felt his pulse in his thumb — fast, hard, the heartbeat of a man hearing his wife say the thing out loud.

“Good. I have a few friends. Tell me what second man you want.”

I thought about it. I’d already thought about it — in the shower, in bed, standing in front of the fridge staring at nothing while my brain constructed the scene my body was already rehearsing.

“Different from you. Not smaller — just different. Different body. Different rhythm. I want the contrast.”

“White?”

“Yeah.”

“I know someone. His name’s Jay. He’s done this before. He fucks wives with husbands who watch. He’s good.”

“Umm… how big is his cock?”

“Not as big as me, but he’ll stretch you just fine.”

“Nobody’s as big as you, Deon.”

“That’s the nicest thing a pregnant woman has said to me so far this week.”

“It’s Friday morning.”

“Exactly.”

“I wondered about the second guy because—”

I stared at Matt. His blue eyes. The ears already going red. The man I loved more than breathing, listening to me negotiate the specifics of his own replacement.

“Because?”

“I want a man to fuck my throat.”

“Ahh.”

“Yeah.”

“You know that—”

“I do. Matt was supposed to be that second guy last time.”

“Yeah.”

“It’s fine, Deon. We talked.”

“Good. That’s important. You are a damn fine couple.”

I liked Deon. That was the thing nobody warned me about — that the man your husband asks to fuck you might actually make you laugh.

“When can you make it, Deon?”

“When would you like us?”

“Tonight. Can you do tonight?”

Matt stared at the phone, then at me, then at our baby. He was processing. I could see the calculations running behind his eyes — not whether, but what it would cost him, and whether the cost was something he wanted to pay. I already knew the answer. His cock was pressing against his shorts.

“Tonight works, Penny.”

“Eight o’clock?”

“Eight.”

“Penny.”

“Yeah.”

“Your husband is a good man.”

“I know.”

“Most men can’t do what he’s doing.”

“I know that too.”

“I’ll see you at eight. And Penny — wear something pretty. Jay appreciates the effort.”

I hung up. My hand was shaking. Not from fear — from the electricity of a woman who has just arranged her own pleasure, deliberately, consciously, without pretending it was anyone’s idea but hers.

I stared at Matt.

“Are you okay?”

“I was thinking, Penny.”

“About?”

“When these men leave, both their semen will be inside you. I’ll be gone.”

“And?”

“I never thought another guy would fuck your mouth. I know that was the reason we first visited the club. I was supposed to be the third. Deon took over. Here. In our house, and he knew… Penny, he knew. I wasn’t pushed aside because Deon doesn’t share.”

I held his hand. Lifted it and kissed the back. His knuckles against my lips. The hand that had gripped the armrest of a chair while another man fucked me.

“You knew too, Matt.”

“Yes.”

We sat there in silence while my husband processed. It was easier for me. I was already changing. Nothing but changing had happened to me for seven months. My hormones guided me through the change — not just the one that would dilate my cervix in two months, but the one that demanded a Black cock smash it to bits now. My body had already made its decision. It had made it the moment Deon’s voice said my name on the phone, and my cunt answered before my brain caught up.

Matt didn’t have that. Matt was doing this from standing still. No hormones dragging him forward. No biological imperative drowning out the voice that said this is your wife, this is your bed, this is your marriage. Just a man sitting in a kitchen, choosing to give away the thing every instinct told him to protect. And getting hard doing it.

Matt looked dazed. I kept hold of his hand.

“Two men, Penny.”

“That’s what you asked me for.”

“I know.”

“Have you changed your mind?”

“No.”

“One of them is the man who fucked me last week. A Black cock I love having inside me.”

“The other?”

“You heard.”

“I need to hear it from you, Penny.”

“The other guy coming here to fuck me tonight is white. His name is Jay. Deon says he’s good with couples.”

“How are you so calm about this?”

“I’m not calm, Matt. I’m vibrating. But one of us has to hold it together, and you’re sitting there scaring me.”

He laughed. The tension broke like a wave, and for a moment we were just us — the couple who made fun of things that scared them.

“Where did you go just then?”

“Nowhere. Forward. I was figuring out what I am.”

“And?”

“I don’t have a word for it yet. But I’m not afraid of it.”

I stood up awkwardly — twenty-seven weeks of belly requiring a hand on the table and a graceless heave that made me feel like a ship launching sideways.

“I need to clean the house.”

“You cleaned it three hours ago.”

“I need to clean it again.”

“I’ll do it. You shower and get ready for your lovers.”

He paused. A breath, a look, a smile.

“Is that what we call them?”

“No labels, Matt. I want us to learn this together. Our way. No blogs, no glossy magazines, no asking forums.”

“Just us?”

“Yes. And Matt.”

“Yeah?”

“We’re doing this.”

“Yeah. We are.”

I prepared my body the way a woman prepares when she knows exactly what’s coming and wants to be ready for every inch of it.

Shower. Shave — the legs were a twenty-seven-week engineering project that left me breathless and swearing. Cocoa butter on the belly, watching the skin stretch tight and shiny under my hands. The baby was quiet. Sleeping, maybe. Resting up.

I chose black lace again — the bra that barely contained my swollen breasts, matching underwear that rode below the belly. The wrap dress. My auburn hair down, falling past my shoulders. Green eyes lined carefully.

A dab of perfume on my wrists and the hollow of my throat.

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. A beautiful, pregnant woman. A wife. A mother in twelve weeks. A woman who had called a man and asked him to bring a friend so two men could fuck her while her husband watched from a chair.

Who are you becoming, Penny?

Someone honest.

Matt was downstairs.

I looked around. He’d changed the sheets again. Fresh towels. Wine on the counter. The chair — the one from the corner of our bedroom — was already positioned. Not at the foot of the bed this time. Closer to the wall. A deliberate distance. A viewing angle.

He came upstairs.

“You moved the chair.”

“I want to see everything.”

“You moved it further away.”

“I don’t want to be close enough to touch you. Not this time.”

That landed in my belly like a fist. Not pain — recognition. He was designing his own exclusion. Choosing the distance as the architect of his own inadequacy.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“That’s the hottest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

The doorbell rang at two minutes past eight.

I opened it.

Deon stood in the doorway in a black shirt and dark pants, his shaved head catching the porch light, his easy smile already in place. And beside him — half a step back, hands in his pockets — stood a man I’d never seen before.

Jay was white. Six feet, maybe six-one, with sandy brown hair, slightly too long, pushed back from a face that was handsome in a specific, American way. He had a strong jaw, light blue eyes, and a mouth that looked like it knew how to be patient. He was built lean, not massive — the body of a man who ran or climbed rather than lifted. His arms were tanned below the sleeves of a gray Henley.

He was looking at my belly. Not the way Deon had looked at it — with hunger and something close to reverence. Jay looked at it with curiosity. Interest. Like a man encountering a situation he’d handled before and finding this version more compelling than he’d expected.

“You must be Penny.”

“I must be.”

“Deon wasn’t exaggerating.”

“About what?”

“About any of it.”

Deon grinned.

“Penny, this is Jay. Jay, this is the pregnant woman I told you about. And somewhere inside, her husband is sitting in a chair trying to look casual.”

I laughed.

I stepped back.

They walked in.

Two men in my hallway — one Black, six-four, built like discipline; one white, six-one, built like endurance. My cunt was already wet. It had been wet since the phone call. Since Deon’s voice had said my name, and my body had answered like a traitor and a truth-teller at the same time.

Matt was standing by the couch. Not sitting. Standing, with his arms at his sides, looking like a man at a job interview for a position he’d already been given but couldn’t quite believe was real.

“Matt. This is Jay.”

Jay crossed the room and shook Matt’s hand. Firm, direct, easy, with a polite smile.

“Good to meet you, Matt. Deon told me what you two are exploring. I want you to know — I’ve done this before. Your wife is in good hands.”

“Two pairs of hands.”

“Two pairs of hands. And your wife makes three.”

“I’m right here.”

Jay turned to me. His light blue eyes held a particular calm — the calm of a man who understood the room and wasn’t rushing any part of it.

“Yes, you are.”

Deon was already moving toward the bedroom. He knew the way. He’d been here before, and the familiarity of his movement through our house — the ease of a man who’d fucked the wife and now walked the halls and stairs — sent a pulse through my body that I felt in my teeth.

“Are we fucking your wife in the same bedroom, Matt?”

“Same room.”

Deon walked into our bedroom and stopped.

“I see the chair’s moved.”

“I moved it.”

Deon looked at Matt. That easy smile, but underneath it, something that recognized what Matt was doing to himself.

“You’ll be further away this time.”

“I want to see everything.”

“You will.”

Matt’s jaw tightened. He looked at Deon, then at Jay, then at me — my belly, my breasts, the black lace visible at the neckline of my wrap dress. Two men standing in his bedroom. His wife between them. The chair against the far wall where he’d placed it that afternoon, measuring the distance with the precision of a man who builds things for a living.

“I’m laying my cards out.”

Deon stepped closer. Not threatening. Closer the way a man steps closer when he’s about to say something that matters.

“That’s great, and it’s good to push your boundaries. But not too far. If anything makes you feel uncomfortable, you tell me.”

“I will.”

“I care about you, too, Matt.”

Matt held Deon’s gaze. Two men of different height and different build and different purpose, standing three feet apart in a bedroom that smelled like clean sheets and anticipation. My husband and the man who’d fucked me better than my husband ever had. And between them — not rivalry. Recognition.

“I feel it.”

The bedroom. The good sheets. The warm light. The chair against the wall — Matt’s chosen distance, his self-designed exclusion. Deon walked in like he owned me. Jay walked in like a guest who intended to be memorable.

I stood by the bed. My belly between me and everything. My wrap dress still tied.

Deon came to me first. His hand on my belly — the same gesture as last time, palm flat, fingers spread. Familiar now.

“One week, Penny.”

“One week.”

“You’re bigger.”

“I’m always bigger. The baby doesn’t stop growing because you’re not here, Deon.”

He smiled and leaned down, then kissed me — warm, unhurried, the kiss of a man picking up where he left off. I felt his cock pressing against my thigh through his pants, already hardening, and my body’s response was immediate and total. My nipples stiffened against the lace. My cunt clenched. The pregnancy hormones surged like a tide.

Jay was watching from three feet away. Patient. Not jealous — interested. Studying the dynamic the way a musician watches another player before joining in.

Deon pulled the tie of my wrap dress. The fabric fell open. I stood in my black lace in front of two men and my husband, and I felt more beautiful than I had felt in months.

Jay’s eyes traveled. My face. My breasts. My belly. My legs. He didn’t rush the looking, and he didn’t pretend to be looking somewhere else.

“You’re stunning, Penny.”

“I’m enormous.”

“You’re both.”

Deon unclipped my bra from behind. My breasts fell free — heavy, swollen and veined, the nipples already hard and dark against my pale skin. Jay inhaled. A small sound, involuntary, and I liked that I’d caused it.

I glanced at Matt. He was in his chair. His hands on the armrests. His blue eyes were wide. His cock was already straining against his shorts.

“Two of them, Matt.”

“I can see that.”

“Two men are about to fuck me. And you’re going to sit there and watch.”

“Yes.”

“Does that make you hard?”

“You know it does.”

“Tell me.”

“I’m hard, Penny. I’ve been hard since the doorbell rang.”

“Good. Now watch how well these men fuck me.”

Deon knelt first.

His mouth found my cunt the way it had last Thursday — no preamble, no hesitation. His tongue traced the seam of my swollen lips from bottom to top, parting them slowly, gathering the slick that had been building since the phone call that morning.

The flat of his tongue dragged through my folds — thick, warm, deliberate — and I could feel him tasting me, tasting the pregnancy-sweetness my body produced in quantities I couldn’t control. He reached my clit and his lips sealed over it, and the hood peeled back under his gentle suction.

When the raw nerve met the soft heat of his mouth, I grabbed his shaved head with both hands and gasped.

My pregnant body swayed. Twenty-seven weeks of belly pulling me forward while Deon’s mouth pulled me down. My thighs were already trembling.

Jay moved behind me. His hands on my shoulders first — light, testing. Then sliding down my arms. Then around, cupping my breasts from behind, his palms lifting their weight, his thumbs finding my nipples through the lace.

His touch was electric — my breasts were so swollen, so tender, so pregnancy-wired that the pressure of his thumbs sent a current straight down through my belly and into the place where Deon’s tongue was working.

I leaned back against Jay’s chest. His body was different from Deon’s — leaner, warmer through the cotton, the angles sharper, his heartbeat against my shoulder blades faster than I’d expected.

Two men touching me at once.

Deon’s mouth on my cunt — his tongue flat against my clit now, the vibration of his breathing against the most sensitive part of my body. Jay’s hands cupped my breasts, lifting, kneading, his thumbs circling my nipples until a fine, clear wetness leaked through the lace, and his fingers found it and spread it.

My husband sat in a chair six feet away.

I could smell everything. The pregnancy had turned my senses feral. Deon’s skin — warm, woody, the same scent I remembered from last Thursday, the scent my cunt had clenched at before he’d even touched me. Jay’s cologne — something cleaner, sharper, unfamiliar. My own arousal — the thick, sweet, second-trimester signal that was already soaking Deon’s chin and running in a slow thread down my inner thigh toward my knee.

I came in under a minute.

It wasn’t a surface orgasm like Matt gave me.

It was the deep kind, the kind that started where Deon’s tongue was sealed against my clit and detonated downward into my cunt, through the swollen tissue, through the belly where the baby shifted once and settled, up through my chest where Jay’s hands were holding the weight of my breasts.

My knees buckled.

The orgasm rolled through me in waves that contracted my cunt around nothing — around emptiness, around the aching need to be filled — and Jay caught me, his arms wrapping under my breasts, holding me upright while my thighs shook against Deon’s ears.

“I’ve got you, baby girl.”

“Fuck. Fuck.”

“Easy, Penny. That’s just the start.”

Deon stood. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand — his chin wet, his lips swollen, my taste on him.

He looked at Jay.

“She’s ready for cock.”

“She sounds ready.”

“I’ve been ready since this morning.”

Deon stripped.

His body — I’d seen it before, but the sight of him still hit me somewhere below my ribs. The broad shoulders. The dark skin. The cock that hung heavy between his thighs, already thickening, already longer soft than Matt was hard.

The weight of it.

The way it moved when he stepped out of his pants — dense, real, the physical fact of what was about to be inside me. Jay watched, then pulled his Henley over his head. Lean, tanned, with a trail of light brown hair running from his navel down.

He unbuckled his belt.

His cock was different. Not Deon’s length, not Deon’s thickness, but bigger than my husband’s — thicker than average, curving slightly upward, the head flushed dark and insistent, a bead of pre-cum catching the lamplight at the slit.

Two cocks.

Neither of them my husband’s.

Both of them bigger.

The room smelled like three different bodies and the compound of my arousal — richer now, heavier, the scent my pregnancy-heightened nose couldn’t escape. My cunt was throbbing from the orgasm Deon’s mouth had given me and already clenching toward the next thing. My inner thighs were slick. The sheets would be ruined within minutes.

I looked at Matt.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“That’s what two real cocks look like.”

His hand found his own through his shorts. His jaw tightened. His blue eyes were locked on the three of us — his wife standing naked and pregnant between two naked men — and his pupils were blown so wide the blue was nearly gone.

“Your cock can’t compete with either of them. You know that?”

“I know.”

“Say it.”

“My cock can’t compete.”

“Good boy.”

The words left my mouth before I knew they were coming. Good boy. I’d never called Matt that before. But his face — the way his lips parted, the way his breathing stuttered — told me I’d found something. Something new. Something to file away and use again.

Deon guided me onto the bed. On my side, pillow under the belly — the position my pregnant body needed, the one that let the weight settle and freed my hips. His body slid in behind mine, the heat of his skin against my back, his cock pressing against my throbbing entrance. I could feel the head — broad, blunt, impossibly warm — resting against my swollen lips, parting them with its weight alone before he’d even pushed.

Jay knelt on the bed in front of me — his cock at the level of my mouth, not demanding, just present. The smell of him this close was different from Deon — cleaner, lighter, the musk concentrated at the base of his shaft where his pulse beat visibly.

“Penny.”

Deon’s voice behind me. Low, calm.

“Yeah.”

“I’m going to fuck you now. And Jay is going to let you taste him.”

“What about Matt?”

“What about Matt?”

I looked at my husband in his chair against the wall. Six feet away. A deliberate distance. He couldn’t touch me from there. He could only watch.

“Nothing about Matt. Matt watches.”

“Good girl.”

Deon slid inside me.

The stretch — I remembered it, but memory was the shadow of a thing, not the thing itself. Deon’s thick Black cock opened me in a long, slow push that I felt in every inch of swollen tissue. My cunt gripped him — not resisting, welcoming, the pregnancy-flooded walls clenching and yielding at the same time.

He was already deeper than the orgasm had reached. Deeper than Matt had ever been. The head of his cock pressed past the places my husband knew existed but only Deon had found. My body recognized him — recognized the stretch, the depth, the particular fullness of a cock that filled me completely — and the recognition made me wetter.

A fresh rush of slick coated his shaft, and I heard it, the obscene wet sound of my body accepting him, louder than last time, more urgent, the sound of a pregnant cunt that had been waiting a week for exactly this.

I gasped — loud, involuntary, the sound of a woman receiving what she’d been craving since the morning after he’d left.

“Tell Matt what my cock feels like.”

“You’re deeper than my husband reaches, Deon. You fucked me deeper than Matt could last time, and you’re deeper now.”

“And thicker?”

“So much thicker. Matt’s cock feels like a finger after yours.”

“Did he fuck you after I left?”

“Yes.”

“And?”

“I felt nothing except love.”

I heard Matt’s breathing change from across the room. Shallow. Fast. The sound of a man receiving exactly what he’d asked for.

Jay was patient. He knelt in front of me, his cock hard, his hand stroking slowly, waiting for me to come to him. I reached for him. Wrapped my fingers around his shaft — thicker than Matt’s, the skin warm and smooth, a vein pulsing under my ring finger. The weight of him in my hand was different. Heavier than Matt. The curve pressing against my palm.

“You’re bigger than my husband, too.”

“Your husband is above average.”

“It’s not enough for me.”

“Most men won’t be, Penny.”

I took Jay’s cock in my mouth.

The head slid past my lips, and the taste hit my tongue — clean, salt, and burning with the intensity of pre-cum that had been building since he’d watched Deon go down on me. It pooled behind my lower lip, thick and slick, and I sucked gently and felt the slit pulse against my tongue as more leaked out. His hand rested on my head, not pushing, not guiding. Letting me set the pace.

Behind me, Deon began to fuck me.

He used slow, deep strokes. The full length of him dragging inside me — the head pulling almost to the ring of my lips and then filling me again, all the way to the back of my cunt, his crown pressing against my cervix with a pressure that sent shockwaves through my pelvis.

My body knew Deon’s rhythm now. It had learned him in one night and spent a week remembering, and the recognition made everything louder — the wet sound of his cock inside me, the slap of his thighs against the backs of mine, the involuntary moan that traveled up my throat and around Jay’s shaft and made Jay groan and grip my hair.

I could taste Jay and feel Deon and smell all three of us — the compound of two men’s skin and my own pregnancy-sweetness filling the room until the air was thick with it. My nose couldn’t separate the scents anymore. They merged into something new. Something that smelled like what I was becoming.

I had a cock in my mouth, and a cock in my cunt, and my husband was watching from a chair, and every part of my body was alive in a way I had never experienced. Two rhythms inside me — one fucking each end — my body improvising to keep both men satisfied at once. My hips rocking back against Deon as my mouth worked Jay’s head, and the dual motion found a frequency that made my whole body hum.

I pulled Jay from my mouth to speak.

“Matt.”

My voice was thick, wrecked. A thread of spit connected my lower lip to Jay’s cock and broke.

“Yeah.”

“This is what I need. Two cocks. One in my mouth and one in my cunt. Can you give me this?”

“No.”

“No. You can’t. And that’s okay, darling. That’s okay because you give me something they can’t.”

“What?”

“You give me permission to be this.”

Deon’s pace increased. His cock was harder now. His hands gripping my hips, his fingers digging into the flesh, his thighs slapping against the backs of mine with a rhythm that shook the bed. My belly swayed with every thrust — this round, tight proof of my husband’s baby moving with the force of another man’s cock. Jay reached down and placed a hand on it. Steadying me. Steadying Matt’s baby. His palm flat against the curve of the pregnancy while Deon fucked me from behind and I took Jay back into my mouth and sucked him deep enough to feel his crown nudge the back of my throat.

I choked.

My baby kicked against Jay’s palm. A small, definite thump. Jay didn’t pull away. His hand pressed back, the way Matt’s hand pressed back, and the tenderness of that gesture — a stranger holding my pregnancy while another stranger fucked my cunt — cracked something open in my chest that I wasn’t ready to examine.

I came with Deon balls deep inside my cunt and Jay fucking my mouth. The orgasm started where Deon’s cock was buried against my cervix and broke in both directions — forward through the belly and up through my chest, backward through my pelvis and down my thighs.

My cunt clamped around Deon’s shaft in rhythmic contractions that I felt in my teeth, and my mouth closed involuntarily around Jay, and I heard both of them react — Deon’s groan low and guttural, Jay’s sharper, surprised — and I felt both of them push deeper into me at the same time.

My whole body was a clit.

Every nerve ending firing at once.

The pregnancy had made me louder, and the orgasm was the loudest thing my body had ever produced — a wave that contracted my cunt and my throat and my belly simultaneously, the baby rolling once inside me as the wave passed through.

“Jesus Christ, Penny.”

That was Matt. Barely a whisper.

“Watch me, Matt. Don’t you dare look away.”

“I’m watching.”

“Your wife is cumming on a Black cock with a white cock fucking her mouth. And you’re harder than you’ve ever been. Tell me I’m wrong.”

“You’re not wrong.”

“Tell me what you see.”

“I see — I see my wife. Getting what she needs.”

“What else?”

“Two men. Bigger than me. Better than me. Giving you what I can’t.”

“Yes. And how does that make you feel?”

“Alive.”

Deon came inside me.

I felt the first pulse before I heard his groan — a hot jet hitting the deepest part of me, spreading outward, filling a space my husband’s cock had never reached. His hips ground against mine with each spasm, his shaft throbbing between my walls, and I could feel the cum pooling where his head met my cervix — thick, warm, more with every pulse.

I clenched around him and milked it, the muscles of my cunt working his shaft in rhythmic contractions, because my body craved the flood. It craved being filled completely, and Deon filled me completely. The heat of his cum pulsing inside my pregnant body was the most satisfying thing I had felt in weeks.

He groaned — low, deep, the sound of a man finishing inside a woman he’d earned.

He pulled out slowly.

The head dragged against my swollen walls, and the emptiness he left was immediate and devastating — a void where fullness had been, the stretched tissue closing slowly around nothing. His cum began to leave me before Jay had moved. I felt it — a warm, thick slide toward my inner thigh, the first evidence of what had just happened beginning its slow migration out of my body.

“Your turn to fuck her, Jay.”

Jay positioned himself behind me. The same side-lying position, his cock finding my entrance — and the difference was there before he pushed inside. The head was shaped differently. Narrower than Deon’s blunt crown, but curved, and when he pressed forward, he slid through the cum Deon had left inside me with a wet, obscene ease that made us both inhale.

The sound — I will never forget the sound.

A second cock entering a cunt already full of another man’s cum. Slick, dense, the fluid displaced and rearranged by Jay’s shaft as he pushed deeper. I could feel Deon’s cum being pushed further inside me, redistributed by Jay’s cock, some of it leaking around the shaft and running down my thigh in a warm trail that reached my knee.

And the angle — the angle hit something Deon hadn’t reached. Not deeper. Different. Jay’s curve pressed against my front wall, against the rough, swollen patch of tissue behind my pubic bone, and the pressure was so specific, so targeted, that I cried out.

“Oh fuck. Fuck.”

“Different?”

“Different. Not better, not worse. Different.”

“I’m going to fuck you differently than Deon does.”

“Show me.”

Jay’s rhythm was nothing like Deon’s.

Where Deon was depth and power — long strokes, the whole shaft, the head hitting the back of my cunt — Jay was precision. Shorter strokes, concentrated, the curve of his cock working my G-spot with every thrust. He reached around my belly and found my clit with his fingers — circling, pressing, matching his strokes to the rhythm of his hand. The dual stimulation — inside and outside, his cock on the front wall and his fingers on my clit — split my concentration in two and destroyed both halves.

My cunt was making sounds I hadn’t heard before. Not the deep, wet sound of Deon’s thickness — a higher sound, faster, the slick friction of Jay’s curved shaft working through Deon’s cum and my own arousal in a rhythm that was tighter and more targeted.

The sheets beneath my hips were soaked. I could feel the wet patch spreading under me, the compound evidence of Deon’s cum and my own pregnancy-slick and now the fresh arousal that Jay’s angle was pulling from me in quantities I couldn’t control.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Jay’s cock feels different from Deon’s. Deon reaches deeper. Jay — Jay hits something else. Something on the front wall. I can feel every stroke in my clit.”

“Penny.”

“Two different cocks, Matt. Two different shapes. Two different kinds of pleasure. And neither of them is yours.”

“I know.”

“How many times have you cum watching me?”

His silence was its own answer.

“Matt. How many?”

“Twice.”

“You came twice watching two men fuck your pregnant wife.”

“Yeah.”

“And you’re still hard.”

“Yeah.”

“That’s because this is what you are, darling. This is what we are.”

Jay fucked me harder.

The precision gave way to urgency — his strokes longer, deeper, his curve dragging against the front wall on every withdrawal and pressing into it on every thrust. His hand still on my clit — circling faster, the pressure building toward something concentrated and blinding.

The smell in the room had changed — heavier, denser, the compound of Deon’s cum leaking from me and Jay’s sweat and my own body producing arousal faster than it could leave me. I could smell all three men.

Four bodies in one room.

The air was sex.

I came again — a different orgasm from the ones Deon gave me. Not a wave. A detonation. Concentrated. Specific. My cunt clamped around Jay’s curved cock in a grip so tight he groaned against my shoulder, biting me, while the orgasm radiated outward from my G-spot in concentric rings that made my vision white and my legs lock straight and my belly contract once, hard, the baby startling inside me.

“I’m going to cum inside you, Penny.”

“Yes.”

“On top of Deon’s.”

“Yes.”

“Your husband is watching.”

“My husband is always watching. That’s his place.”

Jay came.

His cock pulsed inside me — shorter, sharper pulses than Deon’s, the curve pressing his cum into a different place, against the front wall rather than the cervix. I could feel it mixing — Jay’s cum and Deon’s cum finding each other inside my pregnant body, the compound fullness of two men’s loads in a cunt that could still feel the shape of both of them.

The warmth spread and pooled, and I lay there holding it inside me, my muscles clenching, keeping it, refusing to let any more escape.

He pulled out. The head slipped free with a wet sound, and the dam broke — cum slid from me in a slow, thick rush that I felt along the entire length of my cunt and down my inner thigh. Not one man’s cum. Two. Mixed together, indistinguishable, the evidence of an evening written on my body in fluid and heat.

I lay there.

Wrecked.

My cunt aching, stretched, tender in two different places — deep, where Deon had been, and shallow, where Jay’s curve had worked. The distinction was precise. My body had cataloged them separately. Two men, two sensations, two kinds of soreness that would remind me tomorrow in two different ways.

The sheets were ruined. The room smelled like sex — not one man’s sex, not two men’s sex, but the complex, layered evidence of an evening that could not be taken back or apologized for. My skin, Deon’s skin, Jay’s sweat, the smell of cum and pregnancy-slick that had soaked into the cotton beneath me. I could taste Jay in my mouth still — the salt, the musk, the ghost of his cock on my tongue.

Deon was already dressed. Jay was pulling on his jeans. The ease of two men who’d done their job — not callously, but with the casualness of men who understood that the aftermath belonged to the couple, not to them.

Deon kissed my forehead.

“Same time next week?”

“Ask my husband.”

Deon looked at Matt. Matt looked at me. I shook my head slightly — just a fraction, barely perceptible.

“We’ll call you, Deon.”

“You’ve got my number.”

Jay shook Matt’s hand at the bedroom door. Firm, direct.

“You’ve got a hell of a wife, Matt.”

“I know.”

“Take care of her.”

“I will.”

They left. I heard the front door close. The house settled into the particular silence of a place that had just held four people and now held two and a half.

Matt sat back down in his chair. I didn’t move from the bed. The distance between us — his chosen distance — felt enormous and necessary.

I lay on my side with my hand on my belly. The cum of two men was inside me, and it was leaving me slowly — a warm, thick slide from my cunt onto the sheet, pooling in the crease of my thigh, the evidence of Deon and Jay mixing as it left my body. I could feel the trail of it. I could smell it — salt and musk and the density of semen layered over my own pregnancy-sweetness, filling the room the way smoke fills a room, settling into everything.

My cunt was sore.

Not one kind of sore — two. Deep, where Deon had been. Shallow, where Jay’s curve had worked the front wall. Two different shapes of tenderness, two maps of two men drawn on the inside of my body.

And between those two maps — nothing.

Matt’s seven inches would fall between them. Not deep enough to reach where Deon reached. Not curved enough to find what Jay found. If he were inside me right now, he would slide through the cum of two bigger men and touch nothing that they had touched. He would feel the looseness they left, and I would feel —

I would feel him. Familiar. Warm. Smaller.

He can’t touch the sides.

The thought arrived without warning, and my tears came with it.

Not pretty tears. Not the kind that rolls down your cheek and makes you look vulnerable and beautiful. The ugly kind — the kind that twists your face and shakes your shoulders and comes from a place so deep you can’t name it because it isn’t sadness and it isn’t guilt and it isn’t regret. It’s the physical fact of your husband’s body not being enough for you anymore, held up against the physical fact that you love him more than you have ever loved anything.

I pressed my face into the pillow and cried.

Matt didn’t move. I could feel him watching me from his chair — six feet away, his chosen distance — and I didn’t want him to come to me. Not yet. I needed to be inside this for a minute. Inside the contradiction. Inside the truth that my body had outgrown my husband’s cock and my heart hadn’t outgrown him at all, and those two things were going to live side by side for the rest of my life.

The baby rolled. A slow turn under my ribs, unbothered.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

I didn’t look at it.

It buzzed again.

I wiped my face with the back of my hand and reached for it, expecting nothing — a notification, an email, the outside world intruding on a room that smelled like sex and sorrow.

Diane.

Her name was on the screen. The woman from the club. Reading glasses on a chain. The calm of a woman who had heard everything many times.

I looked across the room at Matt. He was leaning forward in the chair, his elbows on his knees, his eyes on me. He’d heard me crying. He hadn’t come to me. I didn’t know yet whether that was cruelty or wisdom or the instinct of a man learning when to hold still.

I answered. Put it on speaker.

“Penny. It’s Diane.”

“Hi, Diane.”

“Deon texted me. Told me you had a good evening.”

“We did.”

“How are you feeling, sweetheart?”

The word undid me.

Sweetheart.

The warmth of a woman who wasn’t my mother and wasn’t my friend and wasn’t anyone I’d ever have met if my husband hadn’t walked into a strip-mall swingers club and described the man he couldn’t be.

“I’m — I don’t know how I’m feeling.”

“You’ve been crying.”

It wasn’t a question. She could hear it in my voice — the thickness, the ragged edges, the frequency of a woman who has just been fucked by two men and can’t stop weeping.

“Yeah.”

“That’s normal, Penny. More normal than you think.”

“It doesn’t feel normal.”

“Tell me what happened.”

I looked at Matt.

He was watching me. His blue eyes steady, his hands clasped between his knees. The man who sat in a chair and let two strangers fuck his pregnant wife and hadn’t touched her since.

“They left.”

“Were they good?”

“Amazing.”

“And?”

“And I’m lying here. And I can feel everything they did to me, Diane. I can feel where Deon was and where Jay was, and my body is — it’s different now. It’s shaped to them. And Matt—”

My voice broke.

“Tell me, Penny.”

“Matt’s right here. And I love him. And his cock can’t reach where they reached. He can’t touch the sides anymore, Diane. He physically cannot touch the sides of my cunt after what those two men did to me tonight, and I’m crying because that’s the truth and the truth is supposed to hurt, but it doesn’t hurt the way I expected it to.”

“How does it hurt?”

“It hurts like something opening. Like something being born.”

Silence on the line. Not empty. Full. The silence of a woman who’d heard this before and knew exactly where it led.

“I’m afraid.”

“Penny. Is Matt listening?”

“He’s listening.”

“Matt.”

Matt’s voice was hoarse. He hadn’t spoken since Jay left.

“Yeah.”

“Your wife is lying on your bed right now, full of two men’s cum, crying because she loves you and your cock isn’t big enough for her anymore. Do you understand what’s happening?”

“I think so.”

“She’s not crying because she’s sad. She’s crying because the thing you two are discovering is real, and it’s bigger than either of you expected. That’s a good thing, Matt. That’s a healthy thing.”

“Okay.”

“I want to ask you something. And I want you to answer honestly.”

“Okay.”

“When Deon and Jay left tonight, what did you want to do?”

The silence was long. Matt’s hands tightened between his knees. I watched his throat work — the swallow, the gathering of a man about to say something he hadn’t said to himself yet.

“I wanted to taste her.”

“Say it properly, Matt.”

“I wanted to — I wanted to lick Penny. After. I wanted to put my mouth on her and taste what they left.”

“If you want to eat your wife’s bull’s cum, Matt, you shouldn’t feel any shame.”

The sentence landed in the room like a hand on a Bible. Diane’s voice — warm, professional, the absolute absence of judgment. She said it the way a doctor says this is normal. She said it the way a priest says you are forgiven.

“There is no shame in wanting to be close to your wife after she’s been with another man. There’s no shame in wanting to taste the evidence. Some husbands need it, Matt. It’s how they come home.”

Matt was staring at me.

I was staring at him.

Six feet between us.

His chosen distance. The distance he’d measured that afternoon with the precision of a man who builds things for a living.

“Go to her, Matt.”

He stood.

“Go to your wife. She’s crying, and she’s full, and she needs your mouth. Not your cock. Your mouth. Can you do that?”

“Yes.”

“Then go.”

Matt crossed the room. The six feet he’d chosen that afternoon — the deliberate distance, the viewing angle, the architecture of his own exclusion — he crossed it in three steps. He knelt at the end of the bed. His hands found my thighs, and I opened for him — not a performance, not a controlled gesture, just my legs falling apart because my husband was finally where I needed him, and the relief of it made me sob.

“That’s it, sweetheart.”

Diane’s voice came from the phone, soft now, steady.

“Matt. Start slowly. She’s tender. Those men worked her hard, and her body is still carrying everything they left. You’ll taste it. Don’t pull back.”

Matt’s mouth found me.

Not my clit first. Not my lips. The place where the cum was leaving me — the slow, warm trail that had been sliding from my cunt since Deon pulled out. His tongue flattened against my inner thigh and dragged upward through the slick evidence, gathering what had escaped, and I felt the heat of his mouth following the trail backward toward its source.

He swallowed. Once. A small wet sound in the quiet room.

“Good, Matt.”

Diane was still there. Still steady.

Then my husband’s mouth was at my gaping entrance. The cum was still leaking out of me — two men’s loads, mixed and heavy, and my body released it the way a sponge gives up water when the pressure eases.

Matt’s tongue pressed against my well-fucked hole, then slid inside, and my cunt obliged — another warm rush of seed flowing directly onto his tongue. The taste of Deon and Jay and my own pregnancy-arousal, all of it passing from my body into my husband’s mouth.

Matt didn’t flinch. He didn’t pause. He swallowed again, deeper this time, a sound I felt in my cervix more than I heard.

“How does he feel, Penny?”

“He feels like my husband.”

“Is he doing it right?”

“He’s — yes. He’s doing it right.”

“Matt, use your whole mouth. She’s been stretched tonight. Cover her. Seal your lips around her entrance and draw it out with a gentle suck. She needs to be emptied, and you need to be the one who empties her.”

Matt’s lips sealed around my cunt.

The suction was gentle but complete — his mouth covering my entrance, his tongue working inside me, and I felt the cum moving. Drawn out of me. Out of the deep places Deon had reached. Out of the shallower places Jay’s curve had pressed it. Their seed moved through me in a slow tide toward my husband’s mouth.

Matt accepted every drop.

His hand came up and rested flat on my belly. Palm wide. Fingers spread. The same gesture Deon had made when he was inside me. The same gesture Jay had made when he steadied the baby. But Matt’s hand was different. Matt’s hand was the hand that had been on this belly since twenty weeks.

Matt’s hand was home.

“Penny.”

“Yeah.”

“Let it go, sweetheart. Whatever you’re holding — let it go.”

I let it go.

I stopped clenching.

I stopped trying to hold the cum inside me, stopped trying to control what left my body and when. I released, and the flood came — everything Deon and Jay had put inside me, the sticky evidence of two men, leaving me in a slow, unbroken rush onto my husband’s tongue.

Matt drank.

His mouth working steadily, his throat swallowing, his hand pressing gently against the belly where our baby turned once and settled. He was patient. He was thorough. He was Matt — the man who solved problems, who identified the load and found the beam to carry it. This was his beam. This was his load. And he carried it.

I cupped my hand around the back of his head and held him there, his dark hair against my fingers, his mouth on the place two men had been. I didn’t need to push. He wasn’t going anywhere.

“I’m going to leave you two now.”

Diane’s voice was quiet. The warmth of a woman stepping out of a room she’d been invited into.

“I’ll call back tomorrow. There’s something I want to talk to you both about. Someone I think you should meet. But that’s tomorrow.”

“Thank you, Diane.”

“Take care of each other tonight.”

The line went silent.

The phone screen dimmed.

There was just us. Just the room. Just Matt’s mouth on my cunt, drawing the last of two men’s cum from my body with the devotion of a husband who had found the thing he didn’t know he needed.

My orgasm arrived quietly.

Not the seismic thing Deon had given me or the concentrated detonation Jay had found. Something else. Something that built slowly from the place where Matt’s tongue was working — his tongue, his mouth, the rhythm of a man who knew my body and was learning it again from the inside.

It rose through me in a long, slow wave that crested gently and held.

I came with my husband’s mouth on my cunt and two men’s cum on his tongue and my hand in his hair and our baby turning lazily under my ribs.

I came, and I cried, and they were the same thing.

Matt didn’t lift his head. He stayed there working me, his mouth softening against me, his tongue slowing, his hand still on my belly.

The room was quiet.

The phone was dark.

The cum was gone — from inside me, into my husband.

I closed my eyes.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

My phone rang at nine-fifteen.

I was on the couch with my feet up and a pillow wedged behind my lower back, trying to find a position that didn’t remind me of last night. My cunt was sore in two places — deep, where Deon’s cock had been, and shallow, where Jay’s curve had forced his crown against my front wall.

Two maps drawn on the inside of my body.

Two men’s signatures in tissue and ache.

Matt brought me coffee. Decaf. He set it on the side table and looked at me, and I looked at him, and neither of us said anything about the fact that twelve hours ago his mouth had been between my legs, swallowing two men’s cum while a woman on speakerphone told him how.

The phone rang again.

Diane.

I answered and put it on speaker.

That was how we talked to her now — the three of us, me, my husband, and the woman from the strip-mall swingers club who had somehow become the steadiest voice in our marriage.

“Good morning, Penny.”

“Morning, Diane.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Sore.”

“Good sore or bad sore?”

“Two kinds of good sore.”

She laughed. The warm, unhurried laugh of a woman who’d heard every version of this conversation and still found it worth having.

“And Matt? Is he there?”

“I’m here.”

Matt’s voice was careful. The voice of a man who hadn’t fully reassembled himself since last night and was doing his best to sound like someone who had.

“How are you doing, Matt?”

“I’m okay.”

“Are you?”

A pause. Matt sat down on the arm of the couch. His hand found my ankle — a reflex, the way he always touched me when he was thinking.

“Yeah. I’m okay.”

“I want to ask you both something. About what happened after my phone call.”

My stomach tightened. Not anxiety — anticipation. The tension of knowing someone is about to name the thing Matt and I had been circling since dawn.

“Matt came to me after Deon and Jay—”

“—I know. I was there. On the call with you.”

“Of course.”

“You’re nervous.”

“Excited.”

“Tell me how it was. For you, Penny.”

The room got very quiet.

I looked at my husband.

His hand was on my ankle. His blue eyes wide and full of love. He smiled with the lips that had been sealed over my swollen, cum-filled cunt eight hours ago, drawing two men’s semen from my body with a patience I hadn’t known he had.

I didn’t have the words.

That was the truth of it.

I had words for the sex — for Deon’s depth and Jay’s curve and the fullness of two cocks fucking me from both ends. I had words for the orgasms, for the soreness, for the explicit reality of what my pregnant body had taken and given and demanded. Those words came easily. I’d been speaking that language for over a week.

But the cleanup.

The cleanup was the part where the words stopped, and something else started.

“I cried, Diane.”

“I know, sweetheart. I heard you.”

“I don’t think I know why.”

The silence stretched. Matt’s thumb brushed against my ankle bone. A small circle. The same circle he’d been drawing on my skin since we first started dating — his thinking gesture, the thing his hand did when his brain was working something through.

He didn’t know he did it.

I’d never told him.

“Penny. You know why.”

“Maybe.”

“Tell me.”

I looked at the ceiling. At the water stain above the kitchen door that Matt kept promising to fix. At the ordinary house where extraordinary things had been happening for three weeks.

“The sex is my body getting what it needs. Deon and Jay gave me something Matt can’t give me right now. I understand that part. My body understands it. That part has words.”

“And the cleanup?”

“The cleanup doesn’t have words yet. It has — Matt’s mouth on me. The way he came to me. Not because you told him to, Diane. You gave him permission to feel good, but he was already moving. Before you said, go to her. He was already standing up.”

Matt’s hand stilled on my ankle.

“And?”

“He knelt between my legs, and I could feel everything they’d left inside me, and his mouth — Diane, his mouth on me after those men was the part where I understood what we’re becoming. I just don’t have a name for it.”

“You don’t need a name for it, Penny.”

“No?”

“Labels come later. They come when the thing is already built, and you’re just putting a sign on the door. You two are still building.”

Matt’s thumb started circling again.

He hadn’t looked at me during any of it. He was looking at the phone, at the voice of a woman who’d heard him swallow another man’s cum, sucked directly from inside me, who was now telling his wife it was architecture.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“How are you feeling? Don’t just say okay. How are you really?”

My husband’s jaw tightened. His ears went red — the ears that always betrayed him, the first part of his body to announce what the rest of him was still processing.

“I’m the same person I was yesterday, Diane. Except yesterday, I hadn’t done that. And today I have. And the thing I can’t figure out is why I feel better, not worse.”

“That’s because you are better, Matt. Not everyone arrives at that. Most men in your position spend months trying to understand what you understood on your knees last night.”

The room held its breath.

I held mine.

Diane let the moment sit exactly as long as it needed to sit. Then her voice changed — the same warmth, but the gears shifting underneath. She had something to say, and everything before it had been the assessment that told her we were ready to hear it.

“I have someone I want you to meet.”

Matt’s hand tightened on my ankle.

“He isn’t like Deon. Not a referral from the club. This is someone I’ve known for years. Someone I trust with couples I believe in.”

“Who is he?”

“I call him the Bull.”

The way she said it. The weight. This wasn’t a man who left his phone number on a paper towel. This was someone Diane had been holding in reserve, running her quiet assessments until she was certain.

“He’s Black. He’s established, with his own home and his own life. He doesn’t come to you. You go to him.”

“We go to him?”

“He’ll send a car. He wants to cook you dinner first.”

I looked at Matt.

Matt looked at me.

The distance between Deon’s doorbell at eight o’clock and a man who sends a car and cooks dinner was the distance between wading and open water.

“Dinner.”

“Yes.”

“And what about my husband?”

“That’s how he works. He meets the couple. He feeds them. He reads the room. If it’s right, it happens. If it isn’t, you go home full and flattered.”

“And if it’s right?”

“Then you’ll both know.”

“When?”

“Tonight. If you’re ready.”

I put my hand on my belly. The baby was quiet. Sleeping through negotiations, the way babies do.

“Matt?”

My husband stared at the phone. His engineer’s brain was mapping variables — the evening, the house, the car, the stranger who cooked for a man whose wife he might fuck moments after dessert. He was thinking about everything he couldn’t control, which was everything. His ears were red. His cock was pressing against his jeans.

“We’re ready, Diane.”

“Good. The car will arrive at six. Dress for a dinner, not a club. He’ll notice the difference.”

“Diane.”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet.”

The line went dead.

I stared at the phone. Matt stared at the phone. Our baby kicked — a sharp, definite thump against my ribs.

I looked at my husband as he looked at me.

“Dinner, Matt.”

“Dinner.”

“A man is sending a car to pick us up and cook us dinner and decide whether he wants to fuck your pregnant wife.”

“Yes.”

“And we’re going.”

“We’re going.”

I put my hand on my belly and felt the baby settle.

“I need to find something to wear.”

I showered and stood in front of the closet for twenty minutes.

The closet where every item was chosen with a husband and wife in mind had very little for whatever we were becoming. I chose black lace because Matt bought it, and I needed him close to my skin, and I lifted three wrap dresses that would show me off for my bull. I was dressing for a dining table, not a bedroom, and the distinction made me more nervous than anything since the night Matt walked us into Velvet.

I chose the dark green dress. Fitted through the chest, with an empire waist that let my belly breathe, hemline above the knee. I looked like a woman going to dinner.

I looked like someone’s wife.

I was someone’s wife — even tonight.

But I was another man’s prize.

I slipped on small gold earrings and dabbed perfume on my wrists.

Matt appeared in the doorway. Navy button-down. Gray pants. He’d shaved and wore the best of what he had, and the effort of choosing it was its own confession — a man who builds things for a living doesn’t own many nice shirts, and the one he’d picked had been ironed.

“You look gorgeous, Matt.”

“You look beautiful.”

“I look enormous.”

“Both.”

The smile between us was the smile we used when we were scared — small, real, aimed at each other like a flashlight in a dark room.

“If you don’t want to go, we’ll stay home. Thai food. Bad television.”

“Penny.”

“I’m serious, Matt.”

“We’re going to dinner. We’re having a meal with a man. That’s all we have to agree to right now.”

“That’s not all we know.”

“No. But it’s all we have to carry through his front door.”

I kissed him.

His mouth was warm and clean, and underneath the toothpaste tasted so faint I might have imagined it — the ghost of last night. The trace of what his tongue had drawn from my body while I wept and came and held his head between my thighs as he sucked dutifully.

My cunt remembered before my brain caught up.

I kissed him harder.

“We need to go in twenty minutes.”

“Then stop kissing me.”

“You stop.”

He held my face. His thumbs on my cheekbones. His blue eyes close, memorizing something.

“Whatever happens tonight. You come home to me.”

“I always come home with you, Matt.”

“I know. I just need to hear myself say it.”

The car arrived at six.

It was a black town car with tinted windows. A driver opened the rear door without speaking. It was the kind of car that belonged to a different tax bracket from our life — from our Charlotte, our construction sites, franchise restaurants, and the swingers club wedged between a nail salon and a tax preparer.

Matt helped me in.

Twenty-seven weeks of belly required a hand on the roof and a controlled lowering that was neither graceful nor dignified.

I managed.

The leather seat was cool against the backs of my thighs.

Matt slid in beside me. The door closed.

We watched Charlotte change through the window.

Our neighborhood fell behind — the traffic, the franchises, the ordinary clutter of a city that worked for a living. The roads got quieter. The houses got larger. Trees appeared — old ones, the kind that take fifty years to reach the size of their canopy, lining driveways that curved out of sight behind hedges and iron gates.

Matt held my hand on the seat between us.

His palm was damp.

“You’re nervous, Matt.”

“Terrified.”

“You don’t look terrified.”

“I build things for a living, Penny. I know how to stand still while the ground shifts.”

The baby kicked against my ribs. A slow, deliberate press — an elbow or a heel. I took Matt’s hand and placed it on the spot. His fingers spread over the curve. The baby pressed back against his palm.

His hand on my belly. The same hand every time. The hand that had not changed, feeling the baby that was his, but the seed swimming inside me wasn’t.

The car turned onto a street with no sidewalks.

The house was not what I expected.

Not a mansion. Not the glass-and-chrome thing I’d been constructing in my head since Diane said established. It was a house — large, solid, built from red brick and wood, and the kind of taste that doesn’t need anyone’s approval. A wide porch. A garden that someone tended with care — not a landscaper’s precision, but the attention of a person who enjoyed being on their knees in dirt. Window boxes with something green trailing over the edges.

It was the kind of house that had a life inside it.

The driver opened our door. Matt got out first, then helped me — his hand steady, his grip the only part of him that wasn’t shaking.

We walked up the path together.

Matt rang the bell.

The door opened.

He was taller than I’d expected. Broader than Deon — not in height, in substance. Built like a man who had kept himself in shape without making a career of it. Late thirties, maybe early forties. Dark skin. Darker than Deon, with a face that was handsome the way a well-built house is handsome — not the features, the structure. The bones underneath. He carried himself the way Matt described load-bearing walls — planted, certain, the kind of thing you look at and know it will still be standing long after you’ve gone.

He looked at Matt first.

Not at me.

Not at the belly.

At my husband.

His eyes held Matt’s for a beat longer than polite, and something passed between them that I couldn’t read — not hostility, not warmth exactly. Assessment. One man taking the measure of another in the space between a handshake and a sentence.

Then he looked at me.

His eyes went to the belly. Not hunger — that was Deon. Not curiosity — that was Jay. Something that settled. The expression of a man who had been expecting exactly what he found.

“Hello. I’m Wendell.”

He extended his hand to Matt first. Their handshake was firm and unhurried.

“Matt. And this is Penny.”

“Penny.”

My name in his mouth had a weight I wasn’t ready for. Not the low, sexual weight of Deon saying it on the phone. Something steadier. The weight of a man who would remember what he heard tonight and carry it precisely.

“Come in. Dinner’s almost ready.”

We stepped inside.

The house smelled like food. Garlic, wine reduction, something roasting that hit my pregnancy nose and went straight to my chest.

Real cooking.

The kind of smell that takes hours to build and fills every room. Underneath it — a candle that had been burning for a while, the warmth of good heating, and something else. Something floral. Faint, layered into the fabric of the house the way certain scents settle into curtains and cushions and the arms of chairs over the years. Not a spray. Not a candle. The ambient trace of someone who lived here and wasn’t Wendell.

I caught it for half a second. Filed it under the house and kept walking.

Matt was already looking around. The engineer in him was reading the structure — ceilings, molding, the quality of the build. I watched his eyes move and saw him notice things I noticed and a few things I didn’t. The coat hooks by the front door — two of them, one at Wendell’s height, one lower, empty.

The living room to the left — bookshelves, a deep couch, an end table with a paperback lying facedown. Something with a pale blue cover. Not a book Wendell would read, I might have thought, if I’d been thinking about anything other than his shoulders.

The dining room was off the kitchen. A long wooden table, four chairs, three places set. The fourth chair had a cushion on it — worn to someone’s shape, the kind of cushion that takes a body’s impression over years of daily use. Wendell didn’t sit in that chair. Didn’t move it. Didn’t explain it.

I didn’t notice.

I was watching Wendell pour wine for Matt, water for me. The water had a slice of lemon in it. He’d known without asking.

“Sit. Please. Make yourself at home.”

We sat. Matt was more curious than me. He always had been.

“This is a large house.”

“Eight bedrooms.”

“How do you keep it so clean?”

Wendell laughed.

“I have a lady who takes care of that. Three mornings a week. Five when my daughter is home from college.”

Matt sipped his wine.

“I hope you both eat steak.”

“We eat steak.”

“Medium rare?”

“Good guess.”

“Good. Five more minutes.”

He moved in the kitchen the way he seemed to move everywhere — unhurried, specific, the body of a man who enjoyed physical work and didn’t rush it. He plated the steaks with greens and something roasted that smelled like rosemary and heat, and brought the plates to the table himself.

No performance.

No showing off.

Wendell was a man who cooked because he liked feeding people.

The steak was perfect.

I ate with the appetite my pregnancy had installed in me — the relentless second-trimester hunger that never turned off, amplified tonight by nerves and good food and the emptiness of a body that had been thoroughly used the night before and was rebuilding itself. I ate, and Wendell watched me eat, and there was something in his face that I couldn’t read. Satisfaction, maybe. The quiet pleasure of a man watching a pregnant woman devour the meal he’d cooked for her.

Matt relaxed before I did.

It started with the wine, but it wasn’t the wine. It started with Wendell asking about Matt’s work — the construction firm, the sites, the difference between commercial and residential. And Wendell listened. Not the polite listening of a host filling the silence before the main event. He listened the way a man listens when he respects the craft. He asked questions that proved he’d heard the answers.

“Load-bearing walls. That’s what you assess?”

“Among other things. Whether a structure can hold what you’re asking it to hold.”

“How do you know before you test it?”

“Experience. Materials, design, and age. You calculate the load. But mostly you develop an instinct. You walk into a building, and you feel whether it’s sound.”

Wendell nodded. Something crossed his face — not a smile, not quite.

“That’s a useful skill in more places than buildings.”

Matt looked at him.

A beat passed between them.

The beat where two men recognize that they’re talking about the same thing without either of them having named it.

I watched them, and I felt something I wasn’t prepared for. My husband was interesting. Seen through Wendell’s attention — the steady, undivided focus of a man who knew things about the world and was genuinely curious about what Matt knew — my husband was not the man in the chair watching his wife being fucked. He was the man who built things. Who assessed loads and walked into structures and felt whether they could hold.

The reframing sat in my chest and wouldn’t move.

“Penny.”

Wendell turned to me. The shift was gentle — not a pivot from the interesting person to the wife, but an expansion.

“When are you due?”

“Twelve weeks. Give or take. Our baby has opinions about schedules.”

“Do you know what you’re having?”

“We decided not to find out.”

“Names?”

I put my hand on my belly. Our baby was quiet. Sleeping through dinner at a stranger’s house, the way it slept through everything — unbothered, trusting, a passenger in a body that had been making all sorts of decisions without consulting it.

“Henry, if it’s a boy. Clementine, if it’s a girl.”

Wendell smiled. The first one that reached his eyes fully.

“Clementine. That’s a name with some weight.”

“That’s the idea.”

“And Henry?”

“Henry is Matt’s choice. Solid. Steady. A name you can build on.”

Matt looked at me.

I looked at Matt.

The tenderness of two people discussing baby names at a stranger’s dinner table, the steak half-finished, the evening ahead of them carrying a weight neither of them was addressing.

The baby kicked gently under my palm. As if to say: I’m Henry. Or I’m Clementine. You’ll find out when I’m ready.

Our plates emptied. Wendell cleared without ceremony — stacking, moving to the kitchen, the ease of a man who did his own dishes. He brought coffee without asking whether we wanted it.

“Decaf for you, Penny.”

It wasn’t a question.

He cared.

I smiled. Matt nodded.

We moved to the living room. To deeper seats, lower light, the kind of room where conversations go when the formal structure falls away. Matt sat beside me on the couch. Wendell took the chair across from us — the geometry deliberate, the distance considered. He wasn’t sitting beside either of us. He was sitting where a man sits when he wants to see both halves of something at once.

“How long have you two been doing this?”

He was quiet. No judgment. The question of a man taking inventory.

I looked at Matt. Matt looked at me. The answer was absurd.

“Weeks.”

“Weeks?”

“Since the club. Since Diane. Three weeks. Maybe four.”

“How many times?”

“Twice. Same man, his friend joined in yesterday.”

“May I ask how?”

“My mouth and my cunt.”

Wendell’s expression didn’t change. It confirmed. As though he’d already known and needed to hear it spoken.

“You’re early.”

“We’re early.”

“That’s not a bad thing. Early means you haven’t learned the wrong habits yet.”

“What are the wrong habits?”

“Performing. Competing. Treating this like a sport instead of a conversation. Most couples who’ve been doing this for years are worse at it than couples who just started, because they’ve learned to fake the thing instead of feeling it.”

He was looking at Matt when he said it. Not at me. His eyes kept returning to my husband the way they’d found him first at the front door — the assessment, the recognition, the particular attention of a man who understood that the husband is the architecture.

“You don’t perform, do you, Matt?”

“I don’t know what I do, Wendell.”

“That’s the best answer.”

The room settled into a quiet that wasn’t awkward. Three people at the edge of something honest, deciding whether to step in.

Wendell leaned forward. Forearms on his knees. Hands clasped. The posture of a man about to ask a question he already knows the shape of.

“What’s the best part for you, Matt?”

Matt didn’t answer.

I watched him.

My husband.

Sitting beside a wife twenty-seven weeks into a pregnancy that had broken open our marriage and rebuilt it in a shape we didn’t recognize. The man who’d sat in a chair and watched Deon fuck me. Who’d heard me compare his cock to a stranger’s and gotten harder from the comparison. Who’d opened the door for Jay and shaken his hand and then watched two men fuck his pregnant wife in ways he couldn’t replicate in a thousand years.

He was looking at his hands.

“Watching Penny.”

Wendell waited. The silence of a man who knows the first answer is never the real one.

“It’s not just about watching her.”

“No?”

Matt’s hands opened and closed. The hands that gripped armrests. The hands that found my thighs in the dark.

“I arranged it. I called Deon. I said yes to the club. I moved the chair. I’m the reason she’s in that room with those men.”

“And?”

“And she comes back to me.”

His voice cracked. Not dramatically — a hairline fracture in the word back that I felt behind my ribs.

“She goes somewhere I can’t follow. My body can’t take her where those men take her. But she comes back every time, and she’s — she’s more. More herself. More alive. More here.”

He stopped. Looked at his hands again.

“I built that. I built the thing Penny needed, and she lives in it, and she comes home.”

The room was very quiet.

My eyes were wet. Not crying. The sting of a woman hearing her husband describe their marriage from inside his half of it for the first time, and it didn’t sound like humiliation or inadequacy or the chair.

It sounded like the hand on my belly. The same hand every time. The hand that hadn’t changed.

Wendell nodded. Once. Slowly. And his face did something I couldn’t decode — a shift behind his eyes, private, weighted. The expression of a man hearing something he recognized from a long way inside himself.

“That’s the part most men never get to.”

“What do you mean?”

“Most men in your position get stuck on what they lose. The size. The stamina. The things they can’t do. They measure themselves against the bull as an instrument of sexual satisfaction and come up short, and that’s where they stay — in the measurement.”

“And?”

“And they never see what they’re building for themselves and the woman they love.”

His eyes were steady. Warm. Offering something without naming it.

“The men who get there — the ones who understand that what they do isn’t lesser, it’s different — those men are rare. And what they build is something most marriages don’t survive long enough to find.”

I sat beside my husband on another man’s couch and heard something true about love that neither Matt nor Wendell nor I had a word for. The word existed. Somewhere, in a book or a forum or a conversation between people who’d lived this longer than we had, the word was sitting and waiting.

But we didn’t need it tonight.

Tonight we had Matt’s hands and Wendell’s nod, and the baby kicking gently under my palm.

Wendell saw my eyes. He didn’t comment. He smiled — a private smile, aimed at something behind us that we couldn’t see yet.

“I think we’re going to get along.”

Something in his posture changed. Not aggressive. Not predatory. Decided. He’d been reading the room since we walked through his front door — reading Matt at the handshake, reading me over steak, listening to my husband describe something Wendell recognized from the inside. Whatever assessment had been running behind those steady eyes had returned its answer.

He stood.

“Would you like to see the rest of the house?”

My body answered before my brain. The baby shifted. My cunt — quiet all evening, behaving itself through dinner and conversation and the unprecedented experience of talking to a bull instead of fucking one — woke up. A pulse, low and warm, starting from the places that were still sore from last night and spreading toward the places that wanted to be sore again.

Matt stood and looked at me.

The look between us was the swingers-club look. The precipice. The are-we-doing-this moment. But it felt different, because this time Matt had words for what we were. He’d said them at a stranger’s dinner table and from his couch, and the stranger had nodded, and the thing we’d been building in the dark had been held up to light, and it hadn’t burned.

I took Matt’s hand.

We followed Wendell down a hallway, past a bathroom door ajar, a strip of light across the tile. Two toothbrushes in a holder by the sink. The detail entered my eye and left it, crowded out by the warmth of Matt’s hand and the sound of Wendell’s footsteps and the fact that my cunt was wet and we hadn’t touched anyone.

A door at the end of the hall.

Wendell opened it.

I saw an enormous bed with white sheets and a lamp left on — warm, amber, the light of a room that had been prepared for Matt and me. The air smelled like clean linen and, underneath it, that floral trace again. The one I’d caught at the front door and in the hallway and was now too full of other things to question.

Against the far wall — a panel of dark glass. Floor to ceiling. It caught the lamplight and gave the room back to us, three figures in a doorway reflected.

Matt squeezed my hand.

I squeezed back.

Wendell stood behind us. Patient. The stillness of a man who had cooked us dinner and listened to a husband find words for love and decided.

“Take your time. Both of you.”

We stood on the threshold.

The dinner was behind us. The bedroom ahead. The steak, the wine, the question, the answer — all of it settling into the quiet of a house that held more than we knew.

The baby kicked.

Matt’s hand in mine.

“Do you both still want this?”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

The question hung in the air.

Do we still want this?

Do I still want another man to fuck the wedding vows out of me?

Does Matt want the same thing?

Matt answered for both of us.

“Yes.”

One word. It was the same voice he used on job sites when someone asked whether the foundations would hold. Not bravado. He spoke with certainty tested against its own weight.

He looked at me.

“You look amazing, Penny.”

“Are you giving me to Wendell?”

“I’m giving you each other.”

“I want to be fucked very hard, Matt.”

“There has been a seduction. I felt it too.”

“He made us dinner.”

“He’s going to take you, Penny. I want you both to have the best sex ever.”

“Thank you.”

Wendell stepped past us into the bedroom. He moved the way he’d moved all evening — unhurried, deliberate, each gesture considered and placed. He turned down the lamp until the light warmed the walls without sharpening anything. He drew back the white sheets on the enormous bed and smoothed them with one hand, the way a man smooths a surface he has prepared before.

I stood in the doorway and took inventory.

Two beds. Not one. The enormous bed against the center of the far wall, and a second, smaller bed against the side wall, made up with the same white sheets, two pillows where one would do. The second bed sat in the lamplight’s edge — not hidden, not displayed.

Present.

Waiting.

Six pillows on two beds. Three people in the room. The arithmetic registered.

But I still raised an eyebrow.

“Two beds?”

“In case we fall asleep, Penny.”

“And this bed.”

I pointed at the smaller one.

“The cuckold’s cradle. Or mine, if you prefer.”

“Oh god. I —”

“— No decisions. Take each step as it comes. You and Matt are new. That’s what I want.”

I filed it the way I’d filed the lower coat hook and the worn cushion on the fourth dining chair, and my pregnancy brain moved on.

Against the far wall, a panel of dark glass caught the lamplight and gave me back my own reflection — a pregnant woman in a green wrap dress, twenty-seven weeks of belly, flushed cheeks, eyes wider than I wanted them to be. A television, maybe. Decorative. The kind of thing a man with eight bedrooms and a cleaning lady installs because the house demands a certain scale.

On the nightstand, a glass of water was already poured, the ice not yet melted. Someone had set it there recently — within the hour, while we ate steak and talked about load-bearing walls.

I didn’t think about who.

My body was already thinking about other things.

Wendell sat on the edge of the bed. Not in the center — on the edge, his wide knees apart, his hands resting on his thighs. The posture of a man making himself available without making himself imposing. He was still fully dressed. The dark fabric of his shirt pulled across his shoulders, and the breadth of him in the low light made something in my chest tighten.

He looked at Matt. Then at me.

“Come sit with me, Penny.”

I walked to him.

My ankles ached from the short heels I’d worn to dinner, and my lower back had the deep, specific throb it carried every evening now. The pregnancy pressed against my spine, redistributing every ounce of weight the baby added. Between my legs, the arousal that had been building since the dining room had soaked through my panties and was working on the lining of my dress.

I could smell myself.

The sharp, sweet signal the second trimester had switched on, and the third had amplified. If I could smell it, Wendell could smell it. If Wendell could smell it, Matt could smell it from across the room.

Matt stayed in the doorway.

Not frozen.

Deciding.

He was choosing his position the way he’d chosen the chair in our bedroom, except this wasn’t our bedroom and there was no chair.

He stepped inside and closed the door behind him but didn’t lock it.

The click of the latch was quiet and certain.

Wendell watched Matt the way he’d been watching him all evening — with the patient attention of a man who understood that the husband was the architecture.

“Before anything happens, I want to talk to you both.”

“Okay.”

“Sit down, Matt.”

Matt sat on the second bed like he’d chosen it — across from us. The geometry was immediate — husband on the small bed, wife beside the bull on the bed intended for fucking on.

My husband knelt, reached out, and slid my shoes off carefully. The pads of his thumbs pressed into my arches — a small, automatic kindness that made my throat tighten. Wendell kissed my shoulder, and the touch traveled down through my chest, through my belly, and detonated between my legs. A clench so hard my thighs pressed together.

Matt went back to his bed. His territory.

He set my shoes beside his feet.

“I need to know what you want. Both of you. Not what you think I want to hear.”

Matt’s hands were on his knees. His jaw set. The blue eyes steady.

“I want to watch you fucking my wife.”

“And?”

“And I want her to tell me about it while it’s happening.”

“Good.”

Wendell turned to me.

“Penny. What do you want?”

“Everything Matt can give me as a cuckold. Everything he can’t comes from you.”

“That’s honest.”

“I’m tired of being anything else.”

His hand found my knee — warm, heavy, his fingers resting on the bare skin below my hem. My pregnancy-heightened senses registered every ridge of his fingerprint, the heat of his palm, the faint callus on his thumb. The heat from his hand spread up the inside of my thigh like a slow pour of warm water, and my body answered before my brain had permission to.

My cunt pulsed. A single, heavy clench that I felt all the way up to my ribs. I was leaking — soaking my panties, making my thighs sticky and wet, filling the room with my aroma. The smell of a pregnant woman’s arousal is not subtle. It is loud and animal and specific, and every man in that room knew exactly what it meant.

“There’s something I want to say to you. Just to you.”

I waited.

“I want to fuck you anally, Penny.”

The words landed in my body before they landed in my brain. My anus clenched — tight, involuntary, a ring of muscle reacting to the word before the thought had formed. I felt the clench radiate outward, down through my perineum to my cunt, which clenched in answer. A pulse of heat spread between the two — anus and cunt, both responding, the tissue between them flushing hot.

“I have never had anal sex. Not with Matt. Not with anyone.”

“It’s a place nobody has been?”

“A tongue. That’s it.”

“Does it appeal to you?”

I stared at him, the silence deafening.

My ass was the place no one had been — the one opening I’d kept closed through everything our marriage had become in the last three weeks. And Wendell — whose cock was broader than Deon’s, whose defining physical fact was the girth I hadn’t even seen yet and was already imagining — was telling me he wanted to be the first.

“I don’t… I don’t —”

“Not tonight, necessarily. Not now. But I want you to know that I want it.”

Wendell read my face the way he read everything. With patience. Without rushing toward the answer. Whatever he saw — the flush crawling up from my chest and spreading across my neck, the widening of my eyes, the way my thighs pressed together hard enough to trap the wet heat between them — he took it in and waited.

I opened my mouth.

I closed it.

The truth was that I didn’t know what to say because my body was already answering. My anus was clenching and releasing in a rhythm I couldn’t control — a muscle I’d never thought about during sex now contracting in slow, deliberate pulses, each one sending a thread of warmth deeper into my pelvis.

My brain was saying his cock is wider than Deon’s. My brain was showing me the image — specific, anatomical, terrifying — of that girth forcing open the tight ring of muscle that had never been asked to stretch around anything.

And underneath the fear, in the place where my body made its decisions before my brain granted permission, something was softening. Loosening. The muscle rehearsing an answer I hadn’t spoken.

I didn’t say yes. I didn’t say no.

“Can we —”

“— I won’t mention it again until you do.”

He said it plainly, without performance. A man who had offered something and would not offer it twice.

His hand left my knee. The warmth it left behind cooled slowly on my skin.

The conversation was over. He would not bring it up again. The decision was mine, carried in a part of my body I could still feel pulsing quietly underneath every other sensation, and I would be carrying it for the rest of the night.

“Matt.”

Wendell looked at my husband.

“Come here.”

Matt crossed the room. The three feet between the beds might have been a mile. He knelt in front of me — between my legs, his hands on my thighs, the automatic position of a man whose mouth had learned its purpose over the last three weeks.

“Prepare your wife for me.”

Five words that changed the room’s temperature.

Matt’s hands slid my dress up over my thighs. The fabric gathered above my belly. Underneath — the black lace he’d bought me was ruined. The gusset stained dark and heavy with the arousal that had been building since the dining room, since the conversation about load-bearing walls, since Wendell’s hand on my knee.

My smell rose as soon as the dress cleared my thighs — my cunt, sharp and sweet and unmistakable, the pregnancy signal broadcasting at full volume in the quiet room.

Matt hooked his fingers into the waistband of my panties and pulled. The lace peeled away from my cunt with a wet, clinging sound that made my cheeks burn — the soaked fabric stuck to my swollen lips, separating with a thread of slick that caught the lamplight and broke. The cool air hit my exposed skin, and I felt every fold of myself — puffy, engorged, the pregnancy blood-flow making my lips fat and tender, the wetness already trailing down to the crease of my ass.

My husband looked up at me, his blue eyes full of something I recognized but couldn’t name — the thing that lived between devotion and devastation, the place where my husband found himself every time he knelt between my legs and another man sat beside me.

“You’re soaking, Penny.”

“I know.”

“From dinner?”

“From everything, Matt. From hearing what you said to Wendell about me. From his hand on my knee. From the word anal still sitting in my body. From all of it.”

“He made you wet.”

“Yes, darling. Not you. It was Wendell.”

“And you want him?”

“I do. I want my taste on your lips while he fucks me.”

“What else do you want?”

“I want you to do as Wendell asked. Prepare me for him.”

His breath caught. His fingers tightened on my thighs.

His mouth found my cunt. Not tentatively. My husband was hungry. The flat of his tongue parted my lips, tracing the seam from bottom to top, gathering the slick that had pooled at my entrance.

My arousal flooded his mouth — thick, sharp, the sweetness the pregnancy had installed — and I heard the sound of him swallowing. Wet. Audible. A man drinking his wife’s need for another man with the lights on while another man watched from two feet away.

My hips rose off the bed.

Wendell’s mouth found my neck. His lips pressed against the place where my pulse was hammering — slow, warm, the deliberate kiss of a man tasting the skin he was about to own. His tongue traced the tendon from my collarbone to my jaw, and the sensation split me in two — Matt’s mouth working between my legs, Wendell’s mouth working the hollow of my throat, two men’s lips on my body at once, and my pregnant belly between them rising and falling with breaths I couldn’t steady.

Wendell’s hand came down. Found the back of Matt’s head. His dark fingers settled into my husband’s hair — not pushing, not guiding. Holding. The quiet authority of a man placing a husband’s mouth exactly where it belonged. Matt didn’t flinch. His tongue didn’t stop. He kept working me with the steady, practiced rhythm of a man who understood his role, and Wendell held him there the way you hold something you’ve decided to keep.

I reached for Wendell’s hand. My fingers threaded through his — pale through dark, my wedding ring pressing against his knuckle — and together we held my husband’s head between my thighs. Matt’s mouth on my cunt. Wendell’s hand on Matt’s skull. My fingers laced through the fingers of the man who would replace my husband inside me within minutes.

Matt’s tongue found my clit. He circled the hood first, coaxing it back, then pressed the flat of his tongue against the exposed nerve — the raw, swollen bud that the pregnancy had turned into a detonator. The sparks ran up through my belly, through the baby, and burst behind my sternum. His nose crushed against my mound, his chin slick, the sound of his mouth on me filling the room — wet, rhythmic, obscene in the quiet.

I came. A surface orgasm — the pressure-relief kind that rolled through my body and crested without breaking all the way open. The kind that scratched next to the itch. My cunt clenched around nothing, the walls gripping air where they wanted cock, and the contraction rippled downward through my perineum to my anus, which pulsed once in answer — a reminder. A question I hadn’t answered yet.

Matt knew the difference. I felt his tongue slow, felt the slight pause where he registered what he already knew — that his mouth could give me release but not the thing my pregnant body actually needed. Not the depth. Not the width. Not the stretch that only came from a cock bigger than his inside me.

He pulled back. His lips glistening. My arousal on his chin, his cheeks, the ridge of his nose. The taste of me on a mouth I’d been kissing for years.

“It wasn’t enough.”

“Not even close, but it was important. You have to watch now. I have to be taken properly. Thank you, Matt.”

Matt wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and stood. His cock pressed hard against his pants. His ears were red. The ears that always betrayed him — the first part of his body to announce what the rest of him was still processing.

Wendell stood.

He undressed without ceremony.

The shirt came off first — unbuttoned, one button at a time, not pulled over his head. Underneath, his body was what his clothes had promised. Broader than Deon. Darker. The shoulders and chest of a man who had maintained himself quietly for decades — not a gym body, not sculpted, but dense. Muscle sitting close to the bone, the skin smooth and dark, a sheen of warmth across his chest that my pregnancy nose caught before my eyes had finished looking.

He handed his clothes to my husband, who folded them and stacked everything neatly on the cuckold’s cradle beside him.

Wendell smelled like the dinner he’d cooked — garlic, wine, heat — and underneath that, his own skin. Woody. Male. A scent that was darker than Deon’s, and my cunt, still wet from Matt’s mouth, clenched at the smell before I’d finished processing the sight.

His pants came off.

His boxers were next.

My husband took them.

“My god. Your cock! It’s fucking huge.”

I had prepared myself for size. After Deon — after the length that had reached places inside me Matt had never been, the thickness that had stretched my cunt wider than I’d thought possible — I thought I knew what size meant.

Wendell was different.

Not longer than Deon. Wider.

The shaft was thick and dark, heavy with blood, the head broader than the shaft in a way that made my eyes fix and my breathing stop. His skin was smooth, darker at the head, the slit already glistening with a bead of precum that caught the lamplight.

“Do you like it, Penny?”

“I fucking love it. How the hell —”

“It fits. It stretches, but it fits.”

“I want to be stretched. I want you to fuck me all night.”

“And if we sleep?”

I looked at Matt. He bounced on the cuckold’s cradle.

“This is comfortable. I’ll be right here.”

Wendell’s cock hung with a weight I could already feel in my womb. He had the kind of mass that changed the shape of whatever it entered. I could see the veins pulsing. Thick, branching, carrying the blood that made him this hard, this heavy.

The girth. The defining physical fact of this man was his girth. The stretch, not the depth. His circumcision was beautiful, and the head was slick with a mess that made my mouth water.

And my anus clenched again.

Involuntarily.

The conversation from two minutes ago echoed in a part of my body I’d never thought about during sex — the image of that enormous cock forcing open the tight ring of muscle that had never been asked to yield. The flush of heat that spread down through my perineum was not fear. It was not excitement. It was my body asking a question I wasn’t ready to hear.

I looked at Matt.

His eyes were on Wendell’s cock.

His face held no expression I could read — just the stillness of a cuckolded husband absorbing information, measuring, the engineer comparing specifications. His cock was straining against his zipper.

His hands were fists at his sides.

“I want to suck his cock, Matt. I want to feel it fucking and stretching my throat.”

“He’s —”

“I know. I want him to cum down my throat before he fucks my cunt.”

“And then?”

“I want to kiss you.”

My husband knew.

He could see the width of Wendell’s cock.

Matt could see what his wife was about to take in her mouth and then inside her cunt, and his body was responding to the knowledge with the arousal that lived at the intersection of inadequacy and love.

Wendell sat on the edge of the bed. His cock resting against his thigh — heavy, patient. He spread his knees. Settled. The posture of a man who was about to be serviced and knew it and carried the knowledge without arrogance.

He looked at Matt.

Not at me.

At my husband.

“I want you to hold my cock while your wife sucks it, Matt.”

The sentence hit the room like a hand on a table.

My cunt clenched.

A hard, sudden contraction that I felt in my teeth. I closed my eyes and saw it. My husband’s hand around Wendell’s black shaft, feeding it to me, his fingers wrapped around the cock that was about to replace his inside me.

It detonated in my pelvis before my brain had time to process the words.

Matt didn’t move.

His hands were at his sides. His cock straining.

His face held the expression I’d seen at the swingers club, and when Deon walked through our front door, the scramble of a man whose fantasy just became specific in a way he hadn’t anticipated.

Watching me sucking off another man was one thing. Holding another man’s cock while his pregnant wife took it in her mouth was a threshold Matt had not imagined crossing.

Wendell didn’t repeat himself or push. He gave my husband the same patience he’d given me with the anal conversation — silence doing the work, the space expanding to hold whatever Matt needed to feel before he decided.

I looked up at my husband.

My eyes found his. And I didn’t say the words, but my face said them — giving him the choice, leaving a door open for him to close if he needed to.

“What do you want, Penny?”

“It’s up to you.”

“I know. But tell me.”

“I want your hand there, all the way.”

“All the way?”

“At the end, wank his cock into my mouth and feel it pulse.”

Matt knelt beside me.

He didn’t reach out to hold Wendell’s cock. Not yet. Just kneeling. His body moving before his brain had decided, the way his mouth had moved at the swingers club, the way his hand had moved to the chair, the way every truth in our marriage arrived through Matt’s body first and his words second.

I turned to Wendell’s cock.

The slick, throbbing head was inches from my lips. Heat radiated off the shaft and touched my face before he did. I could feel the warmth on my cheeks, the way you feel a stovetop before you touch it.

Precum glistened on the slit, a thick bead that trembled and stretched and didn’t fall.

“I want this so badly. It’s perfect.”

“Take your time, Penny. It’s much bigger than your husband’s cock.”

“Oh, damn right it is.”

My lips closed around the head of Wendell’s cock.

I trembled from head to toe.

The salt hit my tongue first — sharp, clean, the burn of his precum spreading across my taste buds. Then the deeper musk underneath, darker than Deon’s, the taste of a man whose body ran hotter, denser, whose chemistry flooded my mouth with a flavor I would be tasting for days.

My jaw stretched wider than it had for any man. Far wider than for Matt. Wider than for Deon. The corners of my lips burned as they spread around the rim of his head, and I breathed through my nose and took more.

The smell of him filled my sinuses. His skin. His musk. The faint trace of soap underneath and the animal heat on top. My pregnancy nose amplified every layer until I was breathing him as much as tasting him.

I couldn’t take all of his cock.

Not at this angle, not with my belly pressing against my thighs and his shins as I leaned forward. My hand wrapped around the base — the part my mouth couldn’t reach — and the shaft pulsed against my palm. Hot. Thick. The vein on the underside thumped against my fingers with a heartbeat that wasn’t my husband’s.

I worked him slowly.

My tongue ran flat along the underside, my lips stretched around the head, my hand stroking the base. Precum leaked from his slit — thick, slick, pooling behind my lower lip. I swallowed. The wet sound was loud in the quiet room.

I pulled back to breathe and looked at him, wanking his shaft slowly, each stroke from root to tip.

“You taste different from my husband, Wendell.”

I said it with my lips still touching the head. The words vibrating against his cock.

“Better?”

“Stronger.”

Matt made a sound beside me. Not a word. The exhale of a man hearing his wife compare tastes while her mouth was still wet with the new one.

I looked at him and smiled.

“You okay?”

“Tell me more, Penny.”

“Can you see how wide my mouth has to open for him?”

“Yeah.”

“Your cock doesn’t do this to my jaw.”

His breathing broke. I heard it — the ragged catch, the swallow, the sound of a man metabolizing his own inadequacy as fuel.

I returned to my bull.

I took Wendell’s cock deeper. His head pushed past my tongue toward my throat, and I gagged — once, the reflex sharp and involuntary, spit flooding around his shaft, tears pricking the corners of my eyes.

I didn’t pull back.

I spread my knees wider apart on the floor. I felt my throbbing cunt open to the air, felt the slick gathering on my swollen lips, and starting to run down my inner thighs.

Matt was beside me.

On his knees.

His hand on his own thigh, gripping the fabric, his knuckles white. I could see his cock from the corner of my eye — hard, straining, seven inches of husband pressing against the zipper while his wife gagged on a cock his hand could not have circled.

Then his hand moved.

Not because Wendell asked again.

Because Matt’s hand, like his mouth at the club, told the truth before his brain caught up. His fingers found Wendell’s rock-hard shaft — the part below my fist, the base where Wendell’s cock was thickest.

I removed my hand.

Matt touched my bull’s cock first with his fingertips — the tentative contact of a man reaching for something he’d been afraid to touch. The pads of his fingers against another man’s skin. The heat. The pulse.

Then his fingers closed around Wendell’s cock like a promise.

The shock of it ran through both of us. I felt Matt’s grip change the angle — his hand gripping tight around the base, completing the circuit my mouth and fist had started. The thickness that Matt could feel now with his own fingers — wider than his own cock, wider than his wrist, the pulse of blood through a shaft that belonged to the man who was fucking his wife’s throat.

I saw Matt’s wedding ring. The gold band on the fourth finger of the hand that was wrapped around another man’s cock. The ring I’d put on him ten years ago at the altar, catching the lamplight as his fist gripped the shaft. My husband’s promise circling the hand that was feeding me someone else.

I pulled off again and memorized the moment.

“Your hand fits around him, Matt.”

Matt’s grip tightened. I saw the pressure change through the cock, a change in hue — his fist squeezing the base, the shaft stiffening further.

Matt stared at me.

“Do you feel how thick his cock is?”

“Yeah.”

“Feel the vein pulsing? The one on the underside?”

“I feel it.”

“That vein’s been throbbing against my tongue for the last five minutes. Now it’s throbbing against your fingers. Can you feel the difference between his heartbeat and yours?”

A sound from Matt that wasn’t a word.

“Your cock doesn’t feel like this in my hand. You know that.”

“I know it.”

“Imagine that inside me, reshaping me, taking away every memory you left inside.”

“Yes.”

“That’s why reclaiming me is so important, Matt. Wendell is for now. You are forever.”

“It’s like starting over every time.”

My husband’s free hand found his own cock through his pants — pressing, measuring, the fingers tracing the outline of seven inches while his other hand gripped nine.

“He’s bigger than you, Matt. Your hand knows it now. Your hand is wrapped around the proof.”

I sealed my lips around Wendell’s cock. Matt’s hand moved, stroking, pulling. Wanking Wendell’s cock into my mouth with a rhythm he was learning in real time — the rhythm of a man who had never touched another man’s cock, discovering how to feed it to his wife.

I drove my lips down the thick, black shaft, taking him deeper. My jaw screamed, the head forcing my throat open, spit running down the shaft to Matt’s knuckles. The taste of Wendell’s precum and my own saliva mixing in my mouth, the flavor thick and dense and filling every corner of my senses.

“How does my cock feel in your hand, Matt?”

“Heavy.”

“Heavier than yours?”

“You know it is, Wendell.”

“Say it.”

“Your cock is heavier than mine.”

“And thicker?”

“And much thicker.”

“Good cuck. Keep wanking me into your wife’s mouth. She sucks cock like a lady. Slow, diligent, and with a tongue like silk.”

Those words.

My bull calling my husband good cuck while his cock was in my mouth — and my husband’s hand tightened on the shaft instead of letting go. The cruelest gift Wendell could give him, and Matt took it with his fist and his silence and his cock straining against his zipper.

I put a hand out and felt Matt’s crotch.

His cock kicked against his zipper. His hips jerked. His hand tightened around Wendell’s shaft hard enough that I felt the squeeze through the head against my tongue.

Matt’s hand learned how to wank another man off.

His grip found Wendell’s rhythm — loosened when Wendell’s breathing eased, tightened when it quickened. He was reading the cock the way he read structures — by feel, by instinct, by the feedback traveling through the shaft to his palm. The vein throbbed against his ring finger. The shaft thickened further.

The head swelled in my mouth.

“I’m close, Matt.”

Wendell’s voice was low and controlled, but the control was fraying at the edges.

“When I cum, I want you to pull back hard. Grip the base. Hold it tight. I want you to feel every pulse through the shaft while your wife swallows my cum.”

Matt’s hand shifted.

He gripped tighter and locked in.

I felt the change in pressure — his grip a vise now, his fingers clamped around the base, his thumb pressing the underside vein flat.

Wendell’s hips adjusted. The slow grind of a man whose discipline was measured and specific and about to shatter.

I looked up at him.

His dark eyes were on Matt. Not on me. On the husband whose hand was wrapped around his cock, whose wife’s mouth was sealed over the head, whose marriage was being rebuilt one threshold at a time in a house that smelled like another woman’s perfume.

I lifted off one final time.

“Watch my husband’s hand, Wendell.”

Wendell’s eyes dropped to Matt’s fist.

“He’s never touched another man’s cock before tonight. He’s doing it for me.”

I went back down on him, taking Wendell’s cock until my lips kissed my husband’s fingers. Matt did as he was asked and pulled all the way back. My nose filled with the musk of pubic hair.

Wendell’s breathing broke.

He came.

The first pulse hit the back of my throat before I heard the sound — a low, quiet groan that started in his chest and didn’t rise. The cum was thick. Hotter than Deon’s, hotter than Matt’s, landing in heavy spurts against the back of my throat.

I pressed my tongue against the slit and felt the second pulse, the third — each one kicking through the shaft, each one transmitted through the rigid flesh to Matt’s clenched fist.

I knew because I felt Matt’s grip react.

Each spurt — the swell, the kick, the rhythmic clenching — traveled through the shaft to Matt’s fingers, and Matt’s fist tightened in answer. My husband was milking the cock that was emptying into my throat. His hand was no longer hesitant. His hand worked with a purpose that had forgotten to be reluctant, pulling back hard the way Wendell had asked, feeling every pulse, every contraction, every jet of cum as it traveled through the shaft past his grip and into my mouth.

I swallowed and swallowed.

The cum flooded my mouth faster than I could take it — thick, salty, coating my tongue, filling the space between my cheeks and his head. It leaked from the corners of my lips, slid down my chin in a warm trail that dropped onto my chest, onto the swell of my breasts above the gathered dress.

The taste of Wendell filling me while Matt’s hand fed him to me was a moment I will never forget.

My husband’s fingers were wrapped tightly around the shaft, feeling the man cum into his wife’s mouth, feeling each pulse the way you’d feel a heartbeat through a wall.

And I came.

Not from a touch. No hand between my legs, no friction, no contact. My cunt clenched around nothing — a sudden, violent contraction that I felt all the way up into my ribs. The orgasm hit me from inside, from the cervix outward, radiating through my belly, through the baby, through my thighs.

My inner walls gripped and released and gripped again, the spasms rippling through tissue that was swollen and wet and aching for a cock that wasn’t in my mouth. My thighs pressed together. The slick that had been pooling between my legs squeezed out, running down the inside of my thigh to my knee.

I was dribbling.

My orgasm crested quickly, and I held Wendell’s cock in my mouth through it — swallowing the last of him while my body shook, while the contractions rolled through my cunt, while the taste of his cum and the grip of Matt’s hand and the image of my husband’s pale fingers locked around that dark, thick shaft burned behind my eyes.

It wasn’t a thought that tipped me.

It was the sight. Matt’s fist wrapped around Wendell’s cock while it emptied down my throat. The image entered my body through my eyes, and my cunt answered with a violence I hadn’t known it was capable of, and there was nothing I could do about it and nothing I wanted to do about it.

Matt’s hand didn’t let go for a long time.

I cleaned Wendell’s cock after Matt milked every drop of cum out of him. My tongue traced the head slowly, gathering the last threads of cum from the slit, from the ridge, from the softening shaft that still carried the heat of what he’d done.

I licked my husband’s fingers where they still gripped around the base — tasting the salt that had leaked down onto Matt’s knuckles, the stickiness of Wendell’s cum and my own spit pooled in the creases of my husband’s hand.

Then I looked at my husband, Wendell’s cum coating my lips and tongue.

“What now? We have a few minutes before Wendell is ready to fuck me.”

Matt’s hand finally released Wendell’s cock. His fingers were wet. His eyes were glazed and wide and locked on my mouth — on the white film covering my lower lip, on the thread of cum caught between my teeth that I let him see.

He didn’t speak.

He took my face in both hands — the hand that had been holding Wendell’s cock and the hand that had been gripping his own through his pants — and pulled me to him.

His mouth found mine.

Not gentle. Not tentative. His lips pressed hard against mine, and his tongue pushed past my teeth and into my mouth. He was searching. I felt it — the deliberate sweep of his tongue across my gums, along the inside of my cheeks, under my tongue where the cum had pooled thickest.

My husband found it. The taste of Wendell — heavy, salt-dense, still warm — gathered on his tongue, and he didn’t pull back. He pressed deeper. His tongue curled against mine, and I let the cum pass between us, the thick residue sliding from my mouth into his.

Matt swallowed.

The sound of him swallowing another man’s cum from his wife’s mouth filled the room.

My husband was eating Wendell’s cum out of my mouth, and his cock was the hardest it had been all night. I could feel it pressing against my belly as he pulled me closer — seven inches of husband, rigid, desperate, responding to the taste of another man’s seed on his wife’s tongue. The contradiction that drove everything we’d become: the worse the truth, the harder his cock. The more he tasted what Wendell had left inside me, the more his body told him this was exactly where he belonged.

He kissed me harder. His hands shaking against my cheeks, his thumbs on my cheekbones, the grip of a man holding on to something he was afraid would end. His tongue swept my mouth again — slower this time, thorough, finding the traces Wendell had left in the spaces between my teeth, against the roof of my mouth, in the back of my throat where the taste was deepest.

I kissed him back.

My hands touched his jaw. My mouth opened, letting him in, letting him take what Wendell had left. The taste moving between us — Wendell’s cum and my saliva and Matt’s tongue, the three of them mixed in the space between our lips.

When he finally pulled back, his mouth was wet. His eyes were red. Not tears — the rawness of a man who had just crossed his own mouth with another man’s cum and found out it tasted like the truth.

“You taste like him, Penny.”

“I know.”

“I can taste his cum.”

“I know, darling.”

“I wanted to.”

“I know that too.”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

“Water, please.”

“Is your mouth burning, Penny?”

“Yes, but I need water because I’m thirsty.”

“And the cum?”

“Mmm. Tasty.”

Wendell laughed.

Then he poured a glass from a pitcher on the nightstand. He handed another to Matt. The domesticity of it—a man pouring water for the wife whose mouth he’d just fucked and the husband who’d kissed her afterward.

The same hands that had gripped my hair while he fucked my throat now held the glass steady while I drank.

I sat on the edge of the bed and caught my breath.

Matt’s hand found my knee.

“Are you okay, Penny?”

“My jaw aches, but yeah, that was the best—”

I looked at him. He smiled.

“Go on.”

“—the best cock I’ve ever had in my mouth. And the tastiest cum.”

My husband’s smile widened.

The soreness was deep and structural—in the hinge of my jaw, the kind that comes from holding your mouth open wider than it was designed to go. My throat was raw. I could still feel the path his cock had taken, the tissue remembering his width.

“Can you still taste him, Penny?”

“Salt and musk—and man.”

“Good.”

“Do you want these details, Matt?”

“Every time.”

A thick residue coated the back of my tongue, layered underneath the taste of Matt’s mouth from the kiss. Two men’s flavors mixed in my throat. I swallowed, and the taste shifted but didn’t leave.

Our baby shifted. A slow roll under my ribs, the elbow-or-knee drag I’d been feeling for weeks.

Then a contraction. Not the baby—my uterus. The muscles tightening across my belly like a belt being cinched, the pressure building and holding and slowly releasing. My cunt clenched in sympathy—the swollen tissue still throbbing from the orgasm, still wet, still open in a way that made the contraction feel deeper than it was.

I breathed through it. In through the nose, out through the mouth, to the count of eight.

Wendell noticed before Matt did.

“Are you alright?”

“Braxton-Hicks. Practice contractions. My body reminding me it has a schedule.”

My bull watched me breathe through it. Not panicked. Not indifferent. The attention of a man who noticed limits. He registered the cost when he saw my hand press against the underside of my belly, understanding that the pregnant body he wanted to fuck all night had its own demands. The fact that he noticed was its own complication. Matt noticed too—but Matt was my husband, and his noticing was reflex.

Wendell’s noticing was choice.

“Take your time, Penny.”

“I’m okay.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. The baby’s fine. I’m fine. My jaw hurts more than my uterus. And—”

“—And?”

“I want you to fuck me. I’m yours now.”

He glanced at Matt, then back to me.

“Yes. You are mine.”

Wendell smiled. The first real smile since dinner—not the measured, patient expression he’d been wearing all evening, but something that reached his eyes and crinkled the skin at the corners. He was handsome when he smiled. Not in the way Matt was handsome—steady, familiar, the face I’d loved for a decade. Handsome in a way that made me want to open my legs again before the contraction had finished easing.

“Your jaw will recover.”

“Will it? Your cock is wider than my dentist’s speculum.”

“When I fuck you, you won’t remember.”

“I want to feel you inside me for days.”

“I want you both to feel it for days.”

Matt laughed. The sound broke something open in the room—the tension that had been building since Wendell came down my throat, the residual charge of the kiss, the strangeness of three people in a bedroom after what we’d done. Matt laughed, and I laughed, and Wendell’s smile deepened, and for a moment we were just people. A pregnant woman with a sore jaw, a husband with another man’s cum on his tongue, and a bull pouring water in his own bedroom.

“Isn’t it odd?”

“What, Penny?”

“The three of us, now. We are all waiting for your erection. It’s the focus of everything.”

He crouched down, cupped my chin, and looked into my eyes. Not the way he’d looked at me when his cock was in my mouth. Something behind it. Something that had nothing to do with fucking me and everything to do with the belly between us.

He kissed me.

He glanced at my belly and smiled again, then leaned down and kissed me there. His lips were warm against the taut skin, and the baby shifted under them—a slow roll toward the pressure of his mouth, as if answering.

The contraction eased. I unclenched my hands from the sheet.

“Matt.”

My husband looked at me. His lips were still swollen from the kiss. His chin still carried the faintest sheen of my arousal from when he’d prepared me.

Wendell beckoned Matt.

“Come here.”

My husband knelt between my thighs. His tongue parted me gently before Wendell had finished stepping back. Matt’s mouth on my cunt had become the bridge between us and whatever came next—the offering he made before another man took what he was preparing.

I was soaked—not from sex, from want. The blowjob, the kiss, the whole evening had turned my body into something I barely recognized. My pregnancy arousal had thickened into a slick, heavy heat that Matt’s tongue found immediately, and I heard his breathing change.

“You’re so wet, Penny.”

“I know.”

“Is this from—”

“From all of it, Matt. From sucking his cock. From you kissing me after. From knowing what’s about to happen.”

His tongue pressed deeper. Slow and tender. Matt wasn’t building me toward an orgasm—he was opening me. Warming the tissue, coaxing the blood flow, his lips soft against my swollen folds as he worked me with the patience of a man who understood that his mouth was making me ready for something wider than he could give me.

“I can feel how swollen you are, Penny.”

He paused. Looked up at me. His blue eyes between my thighs.

“The pregnancy is making everything—”

“Bigger. Fuller. More sensitive. I know, Matt. And Wendell’s cock is going to find out exactly how much.”

“I need to prepare you.”

“Exactly.”

His ears went red. His tongue pressed deeper.

Wendell moved behind Matt. I felt his presence before I saw him—the shift in the air, the heat of a larger body in the space between the beds. His hand rested on my hip. Briefly. His fingers close to the curve of my ass, the warmth of his palm radiating through my skin to the muscle underneath.

My anus tightened.

The conversation echoing in muscle.

The question my lover asked and closed and would not ask again—alive in the tight ring of tissue where no one had ever been, answering him in a rhythm I couldn’t control. The heat from his hand spread inward, through my perineum, meeting the warmth of Matt’s tongue from the other side.

Wendell’s hand moved away.

He’d said he wouldn’t mention it again. His hand didn’t need to mention it. My body was having the conversation without either of us speaking.

I breathed.

“Matt. Stand behind your wife.”

Wendell’s voice was quiet. Instructional. The tone of a man describing something he’d already built in his mind and was now placing into the room piece by piece.

“Put your chest against her back. Your hands under her thighs, and lift her.”

Matt looked at me. I looked at him.

“He wants you to hold me up in a seated position while he fucks me, Matt.”

“I know what he wants.”

“Can you do it?”

“I can do it.”

“I’m heavy.”

“You’re pregnant. There’s a difference.”

“Is there?”

“Yeah. I’d carry you forever.”

Wendell was using my husband as a human swing. My pregnant belly would be exposed. My cunt exposed. My legs wide, my weight in Matt’s arms, my body offered to another man by the body of the man who loved me.

Matt moved behind me. His chest pressed against my back—the familiar warmth, the shape I’d slept against for ten years, the heartbeat I knew better than my own. Except his heartbeat was faster and harder now. The kind of fast that had nothing to do with effort and everything to do with what he was about to do.

“You’re offering me, Matt. Really offering me.”

“It feels right. Your pleasure…it’s—it’s—”

“Tell me. Please.”

“It means everything to me, Penny.”

Matt’s arms slid under my thighs, and his hands locked around the backs of my knees.

He lifted.

I was heavy.

Twenty-seven weeks of baby and belly and the density of a pregnant woman’s body—the water weight, the blood volume, the child inside me pressing down against my pelvis like a stone. My center of gravity had shifted months ago, and Matt’s arms felt it immediately. His forearms shook. His jaw set—I felt the clench of it against the back of my head. His grip adjusted, readjusted, and found the hold.

“Matt.”

“I’ve got you, Penny.”

“If you can’t—”

“I need this.”

His arms burned—I could feel the tremor in his biceps against the backs of my thighs, the muscles firing and failing and firing again—but he held. The structural engineer solving a load problem with his own body. The husband holding his pregnant wife open for another man to fuck because his body had chosen this before his brain could refuse.

My legs were wide.

As my husband parted them wider, my cunt opened to the cool air, the draft finding my wet, swollen tissues and making me shiver. The slick that dribbled while I waited for Wendell’s cock was cooling on my inner thighs. I could feel every fold of myself—exposed, engorged, the pregnancy blood flow making me puffy and hot and visibly, obscenely ready to be fucked.

I caught my reflection in the dark glass panel across the room. A pregnant woman held aloft by her husband—legs spread wide, belly round and taut, cunt glistening between her open thighs. The image was pornographic, domestic, and devastating.

Wendell stepped forward.

He positioned himself between my open thighs. His thick, long, black cock—hard again, fully recovered, the stamina that Diane had promised and delivered—pressed against my entrance.

His head notched between my swollen lips. The heat of him radiated against my opening, sending a pulse through my pelvis that traveled up my spine and into Matt’s chest. My husband felt it. I felt him feel it—the involuntary tightening of his arms, the catch in his breath against my hair.

“Are you ready, Penny?”

“Yes.”

“Matt?”

“Please fuck my wife.”

Wendell slid his cock inside me.

Our eyes were locked.

I was his.

For now.

The girth. My cunt stretched around him—the rim of his head dragging against my inner walls as they yielded, the tissue opening wider than it had opened for Deon, wider than it had opened for Jay. The stretch itself was the dominant sensation.

Not depth.

Width.

The feeling of being opened from the inside, my walls forced apart by the sheer mass of him, the slick resistance giving way inch by thick inch until the fullness reached a place that made my vision blur.

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck, Matt.”

“I’m here.”

“He’s inside me. He’s stretching me open while you hold me.”

“I know, Penny. I can feel you shaking.”

“Your cock doesn’t do this. You know that. You can feel the difference through my body.”

“I can.”

Matt’s arms tightened. His grip under my thighs pulling me wider—not just holding me now. Offering me. Opening me further. The man who said I don’t want to hurt you, Penny was pulling his wife’s legs apart to give another man’s cock a clearer path.

“Wider, Matt. Pull me wider open for him.”

Matt obeyed.

My thighs spread further, the angle changing, Wendell sinking his cock deeper inside me as the geometry opened. I felt the head press against my cervix—not painful, not gentle, the specific pressure of a cock that was wide enough to fill every inch of the space and deep enough to remind me where my body ended.

Wendell fucked me standing.

He leaned back and drove into me with long, deep strokes that my husband’s body absorbed—every thrust transmitted through my hips into Matt’s chest, the vibration traveling through his ribs, the wet sound of cock in cunt filling the room with a rhythm that was Wendell’s, not ours. Matt wasn’t watching anymore. He was the structure the fucking happened inside. His body was the frame, his arms the beams, and I was the wife being fucked in the scaffolding of my own husband.

“Your arms, Matt.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re shaking.”

“I said I’m fine.”

His jaw was against my hair. His breath was hot on the back of my neck. His arms were failing—the muscles spent, the weight of me and the baby grinding his strength down—but he held. He held because holding me open for another man to fuck me was the thing his body had chosen, and Matt’s body always told the truth.

“Can you feel him through me, Matt? Can you feel his cock hitting the places yours can’t reach?”

“Yeah.”

“Is that what you need?”

“Yeah.”

“Good boy.”

His cock kicked against my lower back. The two words that undid him every time.

We lasted that way for five minutes, maybe six. It became the physical limit of a man holding a pregnant woman in the air while another man fucked her. Matt’s arms were done—not failing, finished. His tremor had become a shake, the shake a judder that traveled through my body and into Wendell’s rhythm.

Wendell cupped my ass cheeks, helping Matt while he ground his crown against my cervix, his cock pressing every vein into my soft tissue walls.

But Matt was carrying too much.

My orgasm hit without warning. Not the slow build I was used to with Matt. This one clenched around Wendell’s girth like a fist, my walls gripping the shaft in hard, rhythmic spasms that I felt all the way up into my ribs.

The stretch made it different.

My cunt was so full of my lover’s cock that every contraction squeezed against something solid, something that pushed back, and the pressure doubled the sensation until my thighs shook and my head dropped back against Matt’s face.

The sound I made was animal.

Low and broken and pulled from somewhere beneath my lungs. Matt’s arms tightened around me—reflex, and I felt his chest heave against my spine as my body shook in his grip. My cum escaped around the seal of Wendell’s cock, slick and warm, running down the shaft and dripping onto the floor between Matt’s feet.

Wendell read it.

He withdrew his cock slowly, the girth pulling back through my entrance with a slick, obscene sound that I felt in my teeth. The stretch easing. The fullness leaving my body in a rush that made me gasp and left me empty and dripping.

He helped me down. Matt’s arms dropped to his sides, the muscles spent, his hands hanging at his thighs like they belonged to someone else.

“That was enough, Matt.”

Wendell’s voice carried no pity. Just acknowledgment that both men had played their part in my pleasure.

“I could have held Penny longer.”

“You held exactly long enough. Your wife came while you held her. Not from your mouth. Not from your fingers. From my cock alone.”

Matt was quiet. His chest was still heaving.

I kissed him softly, once, with the shape of Wendell’s cock still imprinted inside my cunt.

“You felt it, Matt. Through my body. Through your arms. I came on another man’s cock, and your body was the reason I could take it.”

“I felt it.”

“Good.”

Wendell pointed at the bed.

“Lie down, Matt.”

Wendell’s voice was gentle. The instruction of a man who had watched a husband’s arms give out and was offering the next position as a gift, not a demand.

Matt lay down on the bed. On his back. Arms at his sides, chest rising and falling, the sweat darkening the collar of his navy shirt. His cock pressing upward through his pants—still hard, still straining, seven inches that had been rigid since he’d first gripped Wendell’s shaft and hadn’t softened.

“Penny. Lie on top of your husband. On your back.”

I understood.

I lowered myself onto Matt. My back against his chest. My head resting on his chin. I felt his breath on my cheek—warm, fast, the breathing of a man whose arms had just failed and whose wife was settling onto him like a blanket made of everything he’d ever wanted.

My belly pointed upward majestically.

Twenty-seven weeks of our baby rising between my hips. My legs were wide apart, my cunt exposed—swollen, glistening, Wendell’s precum and my arousal smeared across my inner thighs, the evidence of the standing carry still wet on my skin.

Matt’s arms came around me.

Not under my thighs this time—around my body, his hands finding the backs of my knees, pulling my legs wide. He was holding me open the way he’d held me in the air, except now the bed carried our weight and his body was the surface I was pinned against.

I felt everything.

Matt’s familiar warmth along my spine. The rise and fall of his breathing. His cock—hard, pressing against my lower back through his underwear, the outline of it specific and hot against my skin. The heartbeat that was my husband’s, drumming against my shoulder blade. The smell of him underneath me—sweat and soap and the faint trace of Wendell’s cum that was still on his lips from the kiss.

And in front of me, Wendell.

He knelt between my spread legs. His dark body between my pale thighs. His cock still hard and heavy, glistening with me, the shaft still slick from being inside me thirty seconds ago. He aimed it at the opening my husband was holding wide.

“Look at me, Penny.”

I looked at Wendell.

“Now look at your husband behind you.”

I turned my head and saw Matt’s face. His blue eyes were inches from mine, his lips parted, his breathing shallow.

“Now look at me again.”

I did.

“This is what I want. Both of you. Together. Your cuck underneath, feeling me fucking you. You on top, taking everything. That’s my gift to your marriage.”

Wendell entered me slowly.

The girth surprised me again. The stretch that started at my entrance and didn’t stop—my walls yielding around him, the tissue pulled taut, the fullness building deep inside my pregnant body. The angle was different in this position—Matt’s body beneath me changing the geometry, my pelvis tilted, Wendell’s cock finding a path that was deeper and more direct than the standing carry. His head pressed past the place where Matt’s cock ended on a good night and kept going.

My head pressed back against Matt’s shoulder. My mouth opened. The sound I made was involuntary—a long, shaking exhale that carried the truth of what was happening.

“Matt.”

“I’m here, Penny.”

“Can you feel him?”

“I can feel everything.”

“He’s deeper than you’ve ever been. You know that.”

“I know.”

“His cock is stretching me while you hold me open. Your body underneath me, his cock inside me. Can you feel the difference, Matt? Between what you give me and what he gives me?”

“I can feel it.”

“Tell me.”

“He fills you. I can feel it through your body. Your whole body changes when he’s inside you.”

“And your cock?”

“My cock can’t do what his does, Penny.”

“No. It can’t. But you’re the reason I can take this. You’re the bed I’m lying on.”

Wendell started to fuck me. His strokes were slow and thorough. Each one reached something Matt had never reached—the depth where width mattered more than length, the place where my cervix felt the pressure, and my whole body clenched around the sensation.

I could feel every ridge of his shaft against my inner walls, the veins dragging through my slick tissues, the head pushing deep and withdrawing with a wet, heavy sound that I knew Matt could hear from underneath me.

I turned my head and found Matt’s ear. My lips against his skin, close enough that he could feel the heat of my breath and the wetness still on my mouth.

“He’s better at fucking me than you are, Matt. Right now. In this moment. His cock is better than yours.”

Matt’s whole body tightened beneath me.

“And you’re holding me open for him. You’re the reason I can be fucked like this.”

My husband’s breath caught. A sound that lived between grief and want.

“That’s the part you need, isn’t it?”

“Yeah.”

“Good boy.”

Matt’s cock kicked against my lower back. His hips jerked. His whole body responded to those two words the way it responded to nothing else—the cruelest and most loving thing I could give him, delivered with my lips against his ear while another man’s cock split me wide open.

Wendell watched us.

His dark eyes moved between my face and Matt’s, reading the marriage as he fucked the wife. This was his thing. Not the cock. Not the stamina. The couple. The husband holding his wife while another man fucked her. The words between them. The closed circle opening its doors and discovering what lived inside.

Matt let go of my legs.

His hands moved to my belly. His palms stretched flat against the curve, holding our baby the way he’d held our baby every night since the first pregnancy test showed positive. Our child. The life we’d made together.

Our baby moved under his palms. A slow roll. Not a kick—a settling, our baby adjusting its position inside me while Wendell’s cock occupied the space below.

Then Matt’s right hand moved lower.

His hand rested below the belly, below the navel, to the place where my body met Wendell’s cock—the stretched, swollen tissue of my entrance gripping the shaft, the slick mess of arousal and precum that had gathered at the join. He pressed his fingers there and his palm upward against the skin of my lower belly, below the baby and above the cock.

And he felt it.

Wendell’s girth, from the outside. My lover’s shaft bulging through the thin wall of my cunt—the stretch visible and tactile under Matt’s fingertips, his wife’s tissue pulled tight around another man’s cock. I imagined the outline of it moving as Wendell fucked me—in, out, in—the shape pressing against Matt’s hand with each stroke, the hard ridge of the shaft traveling beneath his fingers.

“Oh my god, Penny.”

“You can feel him fucking me.”

“I can feel his cock inside you. Through your skin.”

“That’s what he does to me, Matt. That’s what you can’t do. That’s the stretch. Can you feel how wide he makes me?”

“I can feel it.”

“Does it scare you?”

“No.”

“What does it do?”

“It makes me want to hold you tighter.”

Matt was holding both.

One palm on our baby, the life that belonged to us. One palm on the cock—Wendell’s girth, the stretch, the evidence of another man’s body reshaping his wife’s. His child and another man’s cock separated by inches of my flesh, both under his hands, both part of the same woman.

I felt my husband’s hands.

I understood what he was holding. Our baby and my bull, held in a husband’s palms, on the body of the wife who connected them.

Wendell’s rhythm changed.

He fucked me deeper.

The slow strokes shortening, the control that had governed every movement all evening, finally cracking. His breathing broke. His hands found my hips, his fingers gripping the curve, and the thrusts came harder and faster, and I felt the difference in every part of my body—in my cunt, in my spine, in the place where Matt’s chest rose and fell beneath me.

“He’s going to cum inside me, Matt.”

“I know.”

“Can you feel it? Can you feel him getting close?”

“His cock is getting harder. I can feel it through you.”

“He’s going to fill me. Right here. While you hold our baby above it.”

“I know, Penny.”

“Do you want it?”

“I want it.”

“Good.”

Wendell came.

The first pulse hit deep—a hot jet against my cervix, his cock swelling and kicking inside me with a force that Matt’s lower hand felt through my body. I felt it too—the sudden heat, the thick pressure of cum hitting the deepest part of me, spreading outward, filling the space where my husband’s cock had been that morning and couldn’t reach.

Wendell’s shaft throbbed between my walls, each spasm pushing more cum into me, and Matt’s fingers pressed against my lower belly. I felt every pulse from the outside—the shaft kicking, the cum pooling, the evidence of another man’s orgasm registering under his fingertips through the thin wall of his wife’s body.

And Wendell looked at me.

Not at his cock.

Not at the belly.

My lover stared at my face. His dark eyes held mine, and in them I saw something I didn’t expect—not triumph, not satisfaction—something private and heavy. Something that lived behind the sex and behind the dinner and behind the patient way he’d read my husband all evening. A need I couldn’t name. A hunger that wasn’t about the woman he was fucking but about something he was reaching for through her.

His hand came forward and found Matt’s hand. The one on the baby. His dark fingers slid between Matt’s pale ones—threading through, lacing together, palm against the back of Matt’s hand over the curve of my belly where our child lay.

He held.

His cock was still pulsing inside me. His cum still filling me. His fingers interlocked with my husband’s over the baby that belonged to Matt—not to Wendell, not to anyone but the man whose chest was pressed against my spine. Two men’s hands were woven together, holding the life that had started everything.

Our baby kicked.

Sharp and sudden. A definite thump under both their palms—Wendell’s dark fingers and Matt’s pale ones woven together over the spot, the baby announcing itself between two men’s hands while one man’s cum pooled deep inside the baby’s mother.

Wendell’s grip tightened for one breath. His fingers pressing Matt’s against my belly, our baby kicking between them, the cum settling inside me. And his face—I saw it change. The composure cracked for half a second. Something raw underneath. Something that looked, from where I lay, like grief wearing the mask of tenderness.

Then he let go.

Withdrew. Slowly. The girth pulling back through my entrance, the stretch easing, the fullness leaving my body with a wet, heavy sound that left me gasping. His cum followed—a thick, warm rush that spilled from my cunt the moment his cock was clear, running down over my perineum in a trail that I felt reach Matt’s body underneath me.

He stepped back from the bed.

The room was quiet.

Only breathing.

I lay on Matt. Neither of us moved.

Wendell’s cum leaked from me in a slow, warm tide—starting at my entrance, sliding down over my perineum, pooling in the space between my thighs and Matt’s legs underneath. Soaking through his pants, marking his body with the evidence of what had happened inside mine. My husband was lying beneath me in another man’s cum, and neither of us moved to clean it.

Matt’s arms came around me again, his face buried in my hair. His breathing was uneven—the shaky exhale of a man whose hands had just held a baby kick and a cock pulse in the same moment and didn’t know which one had broken him.

I found his hand. The one that had been threaded with Wendell’s. I held it. Our fingers interlocked the way Wendell’s had interlocked with his—the echo immediate, deliberate, the same gesture reclaimed. My husband’s hand. My fingers through his. Taking back what Wendell had held.

“Matt.”

His arms tightened around me.

Just his name. The words that meant I love you and I’m sorry and I’d do it again and are you still with me?

“I’m here, Penny.”

“Are you okay?”

“I don’t know what I am.”

“What do you feel?”

“Everything. I feel everything. His cum is soaking through my clothes, and my cock is harder than it’s been all night, and I can still feel his hand on mine, Penny. Over the baby. I can still feel where his fingers were.”

“I know.”

“Why did he do that?”

“I don’t know.”

“It felt like—it felt like more than sex.”

“It was more than sex, Matt.”

“What was it?”

“I don’t know yet. But I felt it too.”

We lay there. Our baby settled inside me. Wendell’s cum settled inside me. The room smelled like his cum and my arousal and clean linen, and underneath it all—faint, persistent, woven into the fabric of the pillows and the sheets—that floral trace. The one I’d caught at the front door, in the hallway, and in the bedroom. The scent of someone who lived in this house and wasn’t the man who’d just been inside me.

I filed it under the house. The way I’d filed the coat hook and the cushion and the glass of water and the six pillows and every other detail my pregnancy brain had noticed and set aside.

My body was too full of other things to question it.

Matt pressed his lips to the back of my neck. The same spot he kissed every morning. The same lips that had tasted Wendell’s cum from my mouth an hour ago. The same mouth that would taste it again—because Wendell’s cum was leaking from my cunt onto Matt’s body, and the night was not over. The cuckold’s cradle was waiting.

I stared at the dark glass panel. Something shifted. A breath. A creak. The sound a house makes when it settles.

Then I heard a click.

A seam of light opened in the glass—a door I hadn’t seen because I hadn’t been looking, because the panel had been dark and flat and I’d been too full of Wendell and Matt and my own body to question what was behind it.

The seam widened.

Light from another room spilled across the floor.

A woman stepped through.

I smelled her before I saw her face. The floral trace—the one from the front door, the hallway, the pillows, the scent I’d filed under the house, and the daughter and the cleaning lady and every other explanation that wasn’t this. It wasn’t the house. It was her.

She was white. Younger than Wendell—late twenties, maybe thirty. Dark hair pulled back. Dressed simply.

She looked at Wendell first. He didn’t move. He didn’t look surprised.

He smiled.

She looked at me. Her eyes moved across my body—the belly, the cum drying on my thighs, my husband underneath me. She looked the way a woman looks at something she has studied from a distance and is now seeing close enough to touch.

“I’m Wendell’s wife.”

“Wh—”

“—My name is Evelyn.”

Her voice was steady, composed. The voice of a woman who had rehearsed this moment or had lived with it long enough that it no longer required rehearsal.

“I watched your dinner. I watched my husband seduce you both. I watched him fuck you while your husband held you open for him. I’ve been behind that glass all night.”

She stepped closer.

Not toward me.

Toward Matt.

She kneeled and leaned forward, inches from my husband’s face. He was still on the bed. Still beneath me. Still wearing another man’s cum on his clothes and his lips.

Evelyn looked down at him the way Wendell had looked at my belly—with something behind her eyes that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with need.

“You understand me, don’t you, Matt?”
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