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Chapter One

◆◆◆

“Fuck! Wendell. What’s going on?”

My husband panicked. I didn’t. I watched Evelyn and knew what she was before Matt drew his next breath.

“She’s you, Matt. She was behind the mirror all the time, watching—not just me, but you. She needs the cuckold in the room.”

Evelyn stared at me and smiled. She glanced at Wendell, who nodded. Then she stared at me again.

“The cuckold husband is so important, Penny.”

“He is for me.”

“I need him too.”

Her eyes dropped to my gaping cunt, and her tongue swept across her lower lip—not performance, reflex. The involuntary response of a woman who had been watching my body from behind glass all night and was now close enough to smell it.

“Did you watch us at dinner?”

“Yes.”

“How?”

“My cage has cameras and screens. Audio too. I listened to my husband seduce you.”

“Your cage?”

“A self-imposed cuckold cage.”

“You’re a cuckquean.”

“A proud one.”

Matt was catching up. Floundering—because he believed he had the most to lose, and his face was doing the math in real time. Evelyn didn’t need the math.

She just knew.

She stepped toward my husband.

He stepped away.

Evelyn looked at me. I nodded. She stepped forward again.

Matt held his ground.

“I want you too, Matt. I need fellow cuckolds the way you need Wendell’s cock inside your wife.”

Her gown was mid-thigh length—thin, clinging, the fabric dark with moisture between her legs. The slick had traveled past the hem and was trailing down the inside of her thigh in a thread that caught the lamplight.

She had been behind that glass all night, watching her husband fuck me while mine held me open for it, and her body had been answering every minute of it without anyone in this room to witness.

Until now.

“I watched you hold your wife and give her away, Matt. Your arms were shaking. Your body underneath hers while my husband fucked her. I watched your hand find his over the baby.”

Matt’s jaw tightened.

“You saw that?”

“I see everything from behind the glass. That’s what I do. I watch. I’ve been watching Wendell fuck other women for three years, and none of them brought their husbands. None of them had what you have.”

“What do I have?”

“The need to be there. Not just watching—holding Penny while she gets what she needs. You held your wife’s legs open and pulled them wider apart. You felt my husband’s cock through her body. You laced your fingers through his over your baby while he came inside your wife.”

“That wasn’t for you.”

“Did you feel my husband’s cock pulsing inside your wife?”

Her voice cracked.

“Yes, but none of that was for you. It was all for Penny.”

“I know. That’s why it matters. You didn’t know I was watching, and you did it anyway. That’s who you are, Matt.”

“Who am I?”

“The man who stays. The man who holds your wife’s legs apart, giving her away to a man with a much bigger cock.”

“Is that a compliment?”

“It’s the highest compliment I know.”

Her hand moved under the gown. Not casually—urgently. Her fingers found her cunt, and her whole body responded, her shoulders dropping, her chin tilting back, the composure cracking from the bottom up.

“That’s my kink, Matt. Not the bull. Not the hotwife. The three of you. The triangle. The husband who stays, who offers his wife’s body to a man with a bigger cock—and keeps her heart.”

Her knees buckled.

She dropped to the floor—not gracefully, not performed. She dropped because her legs gave out while her hand worked between them, her fingers moving in fast, desperate circles against her clit, the gown riding up her thighs.

I could see the muscles in her forearm flexing. I could see the slick coating her fingers, the wet sound of a woman who had been aroused for hours finally touching herself with permission.

“I need what you have, Matt. I need the cuck who holds on to the most important part of his wife while giving up the right to the rest of her. I need his friendship. I need his trust.”

“Me?”

“Yes.”

Her voice was shaking.

Her hand hadn’t stopped.

She crawled to the bed. To me. Her knees left wet prints on the wooden boards—the arousal that had been running down her legs marking the path between where she’d dropped and where I lay.

Her face found my belly.

She kissed the baby bump.

Her lips were warm, trembling, pressing against the taut skin where our child was shifting underneath. A kiss that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with need—the need of a woman who watched her husband fuck and worship a cuckold’s wife.

The kiss undid her.

Her body seized.

A sound tore out of her—not a moan, not a scream, something between, pulled from a place she hadn’t shown anyone in this room before. Her thighs clenched. Her hand jammed between her legs, and I felt the tremor travel through her lips into my belly.

Evelyn squirted.

The gush hit the wooden boards beneath her knees—a sharp, wet percussion that filled the quiet room. Warm, visible, spreading outward in a dark pool that soaked through the gown where she knelt. The fabric clung to her thighs. The evidence pooled. Her orgasm was a confession written on the floor in front of three people who had never seen her lose control.

Wendell watched his wife without moving. His face carried the expression of a man who had seen this before—not the squirt, the need. The cracking open. He knew what lived behind Evelyn’s composure, and he was letting her show it.

He put an arm around my husband’s shoulder.

“That’s the first time my wife came so hard.”

“Really?”

“You gave Evelyn what she needed.”

Matt stared.

My husband stared at a woman on her knees, soaking the floor with her orgasm, her lips still pressed against his baby, and I watched something shift behind his eyes. Recognition. The same thing he’d felt when he first gripped Wendell’s cock—the shock of finding himself in a place he hadn’t known existed, and discovering it felt like home.

Evelyn lifted her face from my belly. Her cheeks were flushed. Her mouth was wet. The composure reassembled itself slowly—not a mask, a structure she needed the way Matt needed his chair.

She stood. Unsteady. Her gown was ruined—soaked from hip to knee, the thin fabric transparent against her skin.

“Evelyn.”

Wendell’s voice was quiet. Not a warning—an acknowledgment. The voice of a man who had watched his wife crack open and was letting her know he was still in the room.

“I’m alright, Wendell.”

“I know you are.”

He turned to me.

“I’m sorry for the subterfuge.”

“You filmed us, Wendell.”

The words came out harder than I expected. My body was still full of his cum, my cunt still sore from his cock, and I was staring at the man who had cooked me dinner and fucked me senseless and hidden his wife behind a mirror with cameras running.

“You filmed us without asking. You watched us at dinner—the conversation, the steak, the part where Matt told you he wanted to watch you fuck me. That was private. We gave that to you, not to a camera.”

“You’re right.”

“And Evelyn watched. Everything. My husband was holding your cock while I sucked it. Matt underneath me while you fucked me. The cum. The kiss. All of it.”

“Yes.”

“That’s not subterfuge, Wendell. That’s a lie.”

He didn’t defend himself. He stood still the way he stood still when he was giving someone the space to finish.

“Was any of this legal?”

He looked afraid. Evelyn looked afraid.

“No. I don’t think it was.”

“Then why?”

“Because I have never had a cuckold in this house, Penny. I’ve brought women here—women married to men who wanted to wait at home. Diane sent them to me. Their husbands dropped them off or put them in a cab, and I fucked them, and they went home. None of them brought what you brought.”

“Matt.”

“Matt. A husband who didn’t wait at home. A husband who sat in the room, who held your legs, who put his hand on his cock through his pants while another man was inside his wife. I have never seen that. Evelyn has never seen that.”

“And the pregnancy?”

Wendell was quiet for a moment. His eyes moved to my belly—the twenty-seven weeks of baby that had been between us all night, the belly his hands had held, the belly his cock had pressed against from the inside.

“Penny, you need to ask my wife that question.”

I looked at Evelyn. She was still standing in her ruined gown, her thighs wet, her composure halfway rebuilt.

“The pregnancy, Evelyn. What does it do for you?”

“Everything.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only answer I have right now. The belly. The way it moves when Wendell is inside you. The way Matt’s hands go to it before they go anywhere else. The way you carry another man’s baby while my husband fucks you—the proof that you belong to Matt even while Wendell takes everything else. I have never seen anything like it.”

“Have you wanted to?”

“I didn’t know I wanted to until I saw you walk through my front door.”

“And the cuckold? You said none of the others brought their husbands.”

“None of them did. Matt is the first cuckold I’ve ever watched. The first one I’ve ever needed.”

“Needed.”

“Needed, Penny. Not wanted. I can watch Wendell fuck a woman any night. I cannot watch a husband hold his wife open for it. I cannot watch a man lace his fingers through my husband’s over a baby that isn’t Wendell’s. That’s what I need. That’s what I was behind the glass for.”

The room was quiet. The pool of Evelyn’s orgasm was darkening on the floorboards. Wendell’s arm was still around Matt’s shoulder. My husband hadn’t spoken—he was listening the way he listened on job sites, absorbing load calculations before he decided whether the structure would hold.

“Matt?”

“Yeah.”

“Are you alright with this?”

He looked at Wendell. He looked at Evelyn. He looked at me, his wife, lying on a bed that wasn’t ours, full of another man’s cum, asking him whether the woman who had just squirted on the floor, kissing our baby, was someone we could trust.

“They lied to us, Penny.”

“I know.”

“And I’m angrier about that than I should be, because everything else feels right.”

“I know that too.”

“Yeah. I’m alright with this.”

Evelyn walked to the hooks on the wall behind the second bed and took down a gown. The same fabric as hers—soft, full coverage, long enough to reach below the knee.

She held it out to Matt.

“What is it?”

“I designed a cuck’s wardrobe. His and hers—yours and mine.”

“A cuckold uniform?”

“You’d be more comfortable in this than in clothes that smell like my husband’s cum.”

Matt took the gown. He looked at it. He looked at Evelyn—at the wet fabric clinging to her thighs, at the dark stain on the boards where she’d knelt, at the woman who had just shown him the inside of her need without asking permission.

He went to the bathroom and changed.

When he came back, he was wearing the cuck’s uniform. The fabric settled against his shoulders, fell past his hips. Evelyn had measured correctly—somehow, she had known his dimensions.

Two cucks wore matching gowns. One wet. One dry.

I had never been more aroused in my life.

Evelyn crossed to Wendell.

He stood where he’d been standing since she stepped through the glass—still naked, his cock softening, the shaft still glistening with the evidence of what he’d done inside me. My arousal and his cum mixed along the length of him, drying slowly in the warm air.

Evelyn knelt.

Her mouth found her husband’s cock with the ease of a woman who had done this a thousand times. Her lips closed around the head, and I heard the sound—wet, deliberate, the quiet work of a wife cleaning her husband after he fucked another woman.

As he got harder, she took him deeper, her tongue working the beautiful black shaft, gathering the compound taste of Wendell and me. My cum and his cum, mixed on the cock she shared. She was cleaning him and preparing him for the next time he entered me, and the knowledge of both sat heavily in my cunt.

She swallowed. The sound was small and certain.

Wendell’s hand rested on the back of his wife’s head—the same gesture he’d used with Matt during the blowjob. Holding. Not pushing. The quiet authority of a man who had two women’s mouths on his cock in one night and carried the knowledge without arrogance.

Evelyn cleaned him thoroughly. When she pulled back, his shaft was wet with her saliva, the evidence of me erased, replaced by his wife’s mouth. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand and looked at me.

“Your turn, Penny.”

She came to the bed. My legs were still spread—I hadn’t moved since Wendell slid his cock out, since the cum started its slow, warm trail from my cunt down over my perineum and anus onto the sheets.

The evidence was everywhere. My inner thighs were glazed, and my cunt still gaped, clenching for the cock that had reshaped me. The sheets beneath me were dark and wet. The smell of Wendell’s cum and my arousal filled the room—thick, compound, the scent of a pregnant woman who had been fucked thoroughly and hadn’t been cleaned.

Evelyn looked at Matt.

“This is your treat, not mine.”

“I know.”

“Can I help?”

“How?”

“Have you done this before? Cleaned Penny properly after her bull fucked her?”

“Not properly. Not when the bull was still in the room.”

“I can hold her open and make sure you get every drop of Wendell.”

Matt nodded and came to the bed. He looked apprehensive and excited when he knelt between my thighs—the position he’d learned when Diane had given him permission to lick me on the phone while my cum-filled cunt waited.

His mouth knew this work.

Evelyn’s hands got there first.

She slid her fingers along my inner thighs—warm, careful, the touch of a woman who understood the geography because she owned the same. Her hands found my cunt. Her fingers hooked under the swollen outer lips, and she pulled them apart.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

She peeled me open.

“There you are, Matt.”

“Thank you.”

My cunt gaped—stretched, wet, the inner walls still flushed and swollen from Wendell’s girth, the cum pooling inside me in a warm, thick reservoir that caught the light. I felt the air hit my exposed tissue, felt the cool draft find the cum where it sat against my cervix, felt every fold of myself on display for two people who were working together to empty my lover’s cum.

My whole body clenched.

Evelyn held my cunt open with both hands. Her fingers spread my lips wide—wider than Matt’s tongue needed, wider than necessary. She was showing him how to get the best access. Showing him the inside of his wife after another man, the stretched pink tissue, the white cum sitting thick and heavy in the channel Wendell’s cock had carved.

“There, Matt. Everything he left inside her.”

Matt’s mouth found me.

He licked the pink, sticky channel between swollen folds that Evelyn’s fingers held apart. The flat of his tongue dragged through the cum—Wendell’s seed, thick and salt-dense, pooled at my entrance—and I heard my husband swallow. The sound was loud in the quiet room. Wet. Undeniable. A man drinking another man’s cum from his wife’s cunt while that man’s wife held her open for it.

“Deeper, Matt. He came deep inside her. Much deeper than you can.”

Evelyn’s voice was steady. Instructional. The same tone Wendell used when he told Matt to hold his cock—the quiet authority of someone who understood the architecture and was placing pieces.

Matt sealed his mouth over my entrance and sucked. His lips pressed tight against the opening Evelyn held wide, and I felt the cum move—drawn from where it sat against my cervix, sliding through the channel in a long, thick string that his tongue couldn’t have reached but his suction could. The deposit Wendell had left in the deepest part of me, pulled out by my husband’s mouth, arriving on his tongue in a warm rope that he swallowed before the string broke.

He sucked again. And again. Each pull drew another thread of cum from deeper inside me than his cock had ever been.

I looked down and watched the pair working together.

“Can you taste him, Matt?”

“Yeah.”

“Is he deeper than you’ve ever been?”

“Yeah.”

“I need your mouth, though. Evelyn is right. This is perfect.”

“I know, Penny.”

“Good boy.”

Evelyn’s fingers held me open through all of it. She watched Matt’s mouth work—not the cum leaving my body. Matt’s mouth.

She leaned close to his ear.

“How does my husband taste, Matt?”

The cuckquean asked the cuckold a question only they could share.

Matt pulled back. His mouth was wet. His chin dripping.

“Like everything I’m not.”

“I know that taste. I know exactly what that tastes like.”

“You do this too?”

“Every time he comes home from another woman. I clean his cock the way you clean your wife’s cunt. We’re the same thing, Matt. I see you.”

He looked at her. His mouth full of her husband’s cum. Her hands holding my cunt open. Two cucks recognizing each other across the body of the woman they both served.

He went back down.

“Take your time, Matt. This is yours and mine.”

Matt cleaned me until the cum was gone. His tongue working the swollen tissue slowly, gathering the last traces from the folds and the entrance and the walls that were already beginning to tighten. When he pulled back, his mouth was wet, his chin slick, and Evelyn’s hands still held me open—as if she wasn’t ready to let the image close.

She released me. My lips settled together, swollen, tender. The cleanup was done.

Evelyn looked at Matt’s face—the wet mouth, the cum on his chin, the glassed eyes of a man who had just eaten another man’s seed from his wife’s body in front of the man’s wife.

She didn’t wipe his face. She didn’t kiss him. She squeezed his forearm once. The grip said: I understand what you just did. I understand what it cost. I’m the same thing you are.

“Come to our bed, Matt.”

“Our bed?”

“The cuckold’s cradle. Let the lovers fuck while we watch.”

Evelyn stood by the second bed—the cuckold’s cradle, the bed Matt had bounced on hours ago and declared comfortable. She smoothed the sheets the way Wendell had smoothed the sheets on the main bed before he fucked me.

The domestic echo was deliberate.

Matt pointed.

“You and me?”

“I want more for us, Matt.”

“I’m hard.”

“I want you to wear a condom.”

Matt stopped.

“Not for sex, Matt. We don’t fuck. That’s not what this is. But your cock has been hard for hours, and if you ejaculate while we’re spooning, I don’t want to deal with the mess. A condom keeps it contained. Keeps us both safe.”

She produced one from the nightstand drawer and handed it to him. Practical, not clinical—the way you’d hand someone an umbrella before a walk.

Matt took it.

He turned away and put it on under the gown. A condom on a cock that wouldn’t enter anyone tonight. The containment of a man whose arousal was permanent and purposeless and essential.

I watched my husband cross the room in his cuck gown, his shoulders different in the fabric—settled, unhurried, the posture of a man walking toward something he’d needed without knowing how to find it.

They got into the cuck bed. Evelyn, closest to my bed, turned her back to Matt—the invitation. He spooned her. His chest against her back, his arm across her waist, the gown between their bodies. His cock—condom-sheathed, still hard—pressed against her lower back through the fabric.

She smiled at me.

She registered my husband’s cock against her spine and didn’t comment. The architecture held.

“Are you comfortable, Matt?”

“Yeah.”

“How does this feel? Lying with another woman?”

“Strange.”

“Strange, bad?”

“Strange, honest. Like I’ve been waiting for this bed without knowing it existed.”

“I knew it existed. I’ve been watching through the glass for three years, wishing someone would lie in it with me.”

“Why didn’t you ever lie here?”

“Because the other wives never brought their husbands. They brought their bodies and left their marriages at home. You brought everything, Matt. That’s why I came through the glass.”

“I’m glad you did.”

“I’m going to hold your arm while my husband fucks your wife. Is that alright?”

“Yeah.”

Her hand found Matt’s forearm where it crossed her waist. Her fingers closed around it. The grip of a woman holding on to the thing she needed—not his cock, not his body, his presence. The cuckold in her bed. The man who understood her.

On the main bed, Wendell’s cock was hard again.

He had the stamina Diane had promised. The recovery that made my husband’s cock irrelevant—Wendell’s body was ready for round two, while Matt’s seven inches strained uselessly against a condom inside a gown pressed against another woman’s back.

Wendell’s hand found my hip. He turned me onto my side, my belly supported by a pillow, the position that worked best at twenty-seven weeks. My back pressed against his chest. His cock finding my entrance from behind—the head notching between my swollen lips, the heat of him radiating into tissue that was still tender from round one.

“Penny.”

“I’m ready. Fuck me hard, for us.”

“You and me?”

“Yes. They have each other now. We can be together without leaving them.”

He entered me slowly. The stretch was different the second time—my walls were already loosened, the tissue swollen and sensitive, every nerve amplified by what had come before. The head slid past my entrance, and I felt every ridge, every vein, the familiar girth that my cunt was learning to recognize the way my mouth recognized the taste of him.

“Matt.”

I stared at my husband, at the cuck bed three meters away.

“I’m here, Penny.”

“He’s inside me again. While you hold her.”

“I know.”

“Your cock is in a condom, Matt. His cock is inside me. Can you feel the difference from there?”

“I can see it.”

“What do you see?”

“Your face is changing. The way it always changes when he’s inside you. Pleasure. Your mouth opens. Your eyes close. You look like someone else.”

Evelyn’s grip shifted on Matt’s arm—her fingers pressing deeper into the muscle, her whole body tightening against his, the involuntary response of a woman hearing her husband’s cock described from the inside.

“I am someone else when he fucks me. You made me this, Matt. You gave me this.”

“Both of us did.”

Wendell’s rhythm built. His strokes inside me were longer the second time—slower, the urgency spent, the patience of a man who had already cum inside me and was now fucking for the pleasure of it. For me. For the two people watching from the other bed. For the cuckold who needed to see and the cuckquean who needed the cuckold to see.

Wendell’s cock reached my cervix on every stroke. The pressure was different at this angle—deeper, more direct, the head pressing the spot that made my vision blur, and my hands gripped the pillow.

My pregnant body amplified everything—the swollen tissue gripping his thick cock tighter, the increased blood flow making every vein register against my inner walls, the wetness that my pregnancy produced coating his shaft and leaking around the base.

He fucked me deep and held there.

My eyes went wide. The breath left me.

“He’s so deep inside me, Matt. Deeper than you. You know that?”

“I know.”

“And you’re lying in a bed with another woman watching your wife say it. Both of you in matching gowns. Both of you hard and useless while your spouses fuck.”

Evelyn’s grip tightened on Matt’s arm. I saw it from across the room—her fingers pressing into his forearm, the response of a woman hearing her own position named out loud by the woman her husband’s cock was inside.

Wendell fucked me for a long time. The sounds filled the room—the wet percussion of his cock inside me, the creak of the bed, my breathing breaking and rebuilding.

“Evelyn.”

“Yes, Penny?”

“Are you holding my husband?”

“I’m holding your husband.”

“Is he hard?”

“He’s been hard for hours. I can feel him through the gown.”

“His cock is in a condom against your back while your husband’s cock is inside me. Tell me how that feels.”

“It feels like the truest thing I’ve ever done.”

“Matt?”

“Yeah.”

“She’s holding you the way Wendell is holding me. Except Wendell’s cock is balls deep inside me, and you’re inside nothing. That’s the difference, isn’t it?”

“That’s always the difference, Penny.”

“Good boy.”

Across the room, the cuck bed was silent after that. Two shapes in the half-light, holding each other, watching.

I came twice.

The first was shallow—a surface crest that rolled through me and left me wanting. The second was the real one. Wendell’s cock hitting the angle that turned my cervix into a trigger, the pressure building, and building until it broke, and my cunt clenched around his girth in hard, rhythmic spasms that I felt all the way up into my ribs.

My walls gripped his shaft and pulsed, and my thighs shook, and the sound I made filled the room and reached the cuck bed where my husband heard it in another woman’s arms.

“He’s going to cum inside me again, Matt.”

“I know.”

“And you’re going to stay in that bed.”

“I’m staying.”

Wendell came.

The pulse hit my cervix—hot, thick, the second load pooling against the first, filling me deeper than before. His cock throbbed inside me, each spasm pushing more cum into the space where Matt had cleaned twenty minutes ago and would clean again. The evidence rebuilding. The cycle continuing.

Wendell’s mouth found the back of my neck. A kiss—slow, unhurried, his lips warm against the skin where my hair was damp with sweat. Not a lover’s performance. The quiet mouth of a man whose cock was still inside me, softening, his cum settling into the places he’d reached.

“Sleep, Penny.”

His arm tightened across my belly. His hand spread over the taut skin where my baby shifted—a single, soft kick against his palm. A goodnight from the child that wasn’t his, delivered through the body he’d just filled.

I looked across the room.

The cuck bed was three meters away. Matt and Evelyn, two shapes in matching gowns, holding each other in the half-light. Evelyn’s fingers still curled around Matt’s forearm. Matt’s eyes were still open. Still watching me.

His expression was not devastation. Not grief. Not shame.

It was settled.

The face of a man who had held his wife open for another man, cleaned her with his mouth, watched her get fucked a second time from another woman’s arms, and found at the bottom of all of it—underneath the cum and the gowns and the matching beds—the thing he was.

The man who stayed. The man who held.

“Are you okay, Matt?”

“I’m tired.”

“Do you want to go home?”

“No.”

“Do you need relief?”

“No. I came in my condom.”

“Good boy.”

I watched my husband hold another man’s wife, and I understood—for the first time, from this angle, from this bed—what Evelyn saw through the glass. Not the sex. Not the cock.

She saw the cuckold’s face while his wife was taken. The most beautiful thing in the room.

I closed my eyes.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The mirror house looked different in the morning.

The vaulted ceiling that had felt theatrical at night was just a ceiling now—white plaster, a hairline crack running toward the window. The dark glass panel that had hidden Evelyn’s cage caught the early light and showed fingerprints. The pool where she’d squirted had dried to a faint stain on the boards, the shape of it smaller than I remembered.

I was sore in two places and satisfied in neither.

My cunt carried the evidence of two rounds with Wendell—the deep, structural ache of tissue stretched wider than my husband’s cock could reach. The soreness pulsed with my heartbeat, a low, insistent rhythm my pregnancy-heightened body refused to let me ignore. Between my legs, the cum from both rounds had mixed with my arousal overnight and dried to a tacky film on my inner thighs.

I could smell it before I opened my eyes—Wendell’s salt-dense musk underneath my own sharp sweetness, the compound scent of a night I was still processing.

My ass was untouched. The one door nobody had opened. I’d felt it clenching in sympathy every time Wendell’s cock stretched my cunt, the ring tightening in rhythm with the walls on the other side of the thin partition. My body had been rehearsing an answer to a question nobody had asked yet.

Not yet.

Across the room, the cuck bed was empty. Matt and Evelyn were already up. I could hear them—voices in the kitchen, the clink of mugs, the low murmur of two people who’d shared a bed in matching gowns and were trying to be normal about it in the morning.

I pulled myself upright. One hand on the headboard, the other cradling my belly—twenty-seven weeks, tight, high, my baby shifting with a slow roll that pressed an elbow or a knee against my palm.

Good morning to you, too.

I found the bathroom. Sat on the toilet. Wendell’s cum left my body in the slow, warm trickle I’d learned to expect—the release that came hours after, when gravity and relaxation did what my cunt’s grip had prevented through the night.

Drip. Drip.

I cleaned myself. Looked at the tissue. Thought about what I was going to say downstairs.

The kitchen was Wendell’s. Granite counters, a six-burner stove, and copper pans hanging from a rack that caught the morning light. He was making eggs—shirtless, track pants, the broad dark back I’d pressed against while he fucked me.

The domesticity of it should have been jarring. It wasn’t. Wendell cooked the way he fucked—unhurried, attentive, a man who paid attention to what was in front of him.

Matt sat on a stool at the island. Still wearing the cuck gown. He hadn’t changed. His hair was pressed flat on one side from Evelyn’s pillow, and his eyes found mine the moment I appeared in the doorway.

I saw the question before he asked it.

“Morning, Penny.”

“Morning, darling.”

Evelyn was beside the coffeemaker. Her gown was fresh—she’d changed, the ruined one from last night presumably in a laundry basket somewhere. Her composure was fully rebuilt. The woman who’d squirted on the floor, kissing my belly, was standing in her kitchen, making coffee with the posture of someone hosting brunch.

She poured me a cup. Decaf. She’d noticed the decaf in the cupboard where Wendell kept the coffee and made the right choice without asking.

“Thank you, Evelyn.”

“You’re welcome.”

I sat beside Matt. His hand found my thigh under the counter—warm, steady, the grip of a man who’d been thinking. I covered his hand with mine and squeezed.

Wendell set plates in front of us. Scrambled eggs, toast, sliced fruit. He sat across from us with his own plate. Evelyn stood, leaning against the counter, coffee in both hands.

Four people.

Breakfast.

The morning after.

I ate. My baby was hungry—the pregnancy appetite never stopped, a relentless demand for fuel that made me eat like a construction worker and still wake up starving. The eggs were good. Wendell seasoned them with something I couldn’t name.

Matt ate slowly. Watching me. Waiting.

I set my fork down.

“Evelyn.”

“Yes?”

“Last night was extraordinary.”

“It was.”

“You designed something I’ve never experienced. The gowns. The beds. The way you held me open for Matt to lick me clean.”

I glanced at each one.

“I won’t pretend it wasn’t one of the most intense nights of my life.”

Evelyn’s eyes softened. She thought I was building toward gratitude. I wasn’t.

“But Matt and I need to talk about what this is. And we need to do that without an audience.”

The softness left. Not replaced by hardness—by stillness. The composure that was her armor locking into place.

“Of course.”

“I’m not finished.”

Evelyn set her coffee down.

“I want Wendell to fuck me this morning. Matt in the room. Just the three of us. The way it was before you stepped through the glass.”

“You want me to leave.”

“I’m not embarrassed to ask you to leave us in your own home while I fuck your husband. It’s what you asked for, what you agreed to. You added the voyeur and the other kinks. Matt and I need time to consider that.”

The kitchen was quiet. The coffeemaker ticked as it cooled. Wendell’s fork was still, suspended between plate and mouth. Matt’s hand tightened on my thigh—not warning, support. He’d been thinking the same thing. I felt it in his grip.

Evelyn looked at Wendell. Something passed between them—not the smooth, silent communication of last night. Something rougher. A negotiation compressed into a glance.

Wendell set his fork down. He crossed to his wife. Took her face in both hands—gently, the way he’d held my belly—and kissed her. Not brief. A real kiss, his mouth on hers, his thumbs on her cheekbones, the quiet authority of a man who loved the woman he was about to leave alone in her own kitchen.

“I’ll bring you a treat when I’m done.”

Evelyn’s breath caught. The composure cracked—not shattered, fissured. A line running through the surface that showed what was underneath: want. The specific want of a woman who knew exactly what treat meant and was already tasting it.

She looked at me. Not with resentment. With something closer to respect—the recognition of a woman who’d just been outmaneuvered by another player. Except I wasn’t playing. I was protecting my husband.

“I’ll be upstairs.”

“No cameras?”

“No cameras. I promise. You’re right.”

She took her coffee and left. Her bare feet padding on the stairs. The bedroom door closing above us.

The kitchen held only three.

“The bedroom, Penny?”

“The bedroom, Wendell. Fuck me before we leave.”

Matt stood. He looked around the kitchen—at the copper pans, the granite, the evidence of a life that was not his. He looked at the stool where Evelyn had sat beside him in matching gowns.

He looked at me.

“Where do you want me?”

“Where you’ve always been. The chair, unless you would rather be somewhere else, darling.”

“There’s no chair. Just a bed.”

“Then bring a stool from the kitchen. Or stand. Or sit on the floor. I don’t care where you sit, Matt. I care that you’re in the room. On your terms. Not wearing a gown. Not in a condom. Not in a bed someone else designed for you.”

His ears went the color of old brick.

He grabbed a stool.

The bedroom was unchanged from last night. The sheets on the main bed carried everything—cum, sweat, the compound evidence of two rounds of Wendell fucking me. The cuck bed was made. Evelyn or Matt had smoothed the sheets before coming downstairs—the domestic instinct of people who tidy even when the world has shifted underneath them.

Matt set the stool against the wall. Not at the foot of the bed—to the side. His angle. His distance. His choice.

He sat. Still wearing the cuck gown, his hands on his knees, his cock already hard under the fabric—I could see the shape of it, the familiar outline of my husband’s seven solid inches that had been irrelevant all night and was now the most important thing in the room.

Not because of its size. Because it was his. Because later—after this—it would be inside me without a barrier, without a gown, without anyone else’s rules.

Wendell closed the door.

The room became smaller.

Three people. One bed.

He undressed without performance. Track pants down. His cock was soft—the morning, the conversation, the departure of his wife all pulling him out of the urgency of last night. But as he crossed to the bed, as his eyes found my belly and his gaze traveled down to my cunt—still swollen, still carrying the ache of him inside—the shaft thickened. The head darkened. The width that had remade me returned.

I pulled the gown over my head. My body in the morning light—twenty-seven weeks, belly round and tight and high, breasts heavy, nipples darkened by the pregnancy, the skin between my thighs still flushed from last night. I lay back on the bed and spread my legs.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“He’s going to fuck me now. No gowns. No other bed. No one watching from behind glass or holding your arm or handing you a condom. Just you, watching your wife get fucked by a man with a bigger cock. Is this what you want?”

“This is what I’ve always wanted.”

“I know, darling. I know.”

Wendell came to the bed. His hand found my hip. He turned me onto my side—the position that worked at twenty-seven weeks, a pillow under my belly, his chest pressed against my back. His cock found my entrance from behind, the head notching between sticky, swollen lips that parted for him with the ease of a body that had learned his width overnight.

He pushed inside me.

The stretch and his shape were familiar inside me now. My walls opened around his girth, the swollen tissue gripping and yielding in the same breath, the ridges and veins registering against nerve endings the pregnancy had amplified past the point of reason. My lover filled me slowly—fucking me deeper than Matt, stretching me wider than Matt, the head pressing past the place where my husband’s cock stopped and into the space that belonged only to Wendell.

“Matt.”

“I’m here.”

“He’s inside me. All the way. In places you can’t reach.”

“I know.”

“Does it still feel the same? Without the gown? Without her holding you?”

“It feels like the first time. Like your bedroom. Like the chair.”

“Good. This is ours. Not theirs.”

Wendell’s rhythm built as he fucked me. His strokes were long and unhurried—the patience of a man who had all morning, who had already cum inside me twice, who was fucking for the pleasure of presence rather than the urgency of need. His hand rested on my belly. The baby shifted under his palm—a slow roll, not a kick, settling into the rhythm the way babies do, the movement inside answering the movement outside.

“He’s so deep inside me, Matt. You know that. You’ve always known.”

“Say it again.”

“Your cock can’t reach where his is right now. Not close. And I need this. I need the depth you can’t give me. You have a place inside me you share with him. He has a place that’s his.”

“I know he does.”

“But not in my heart where it matters.”

“Good.”

“But I need you watching. I need you in that chair—on that stool—wherever you are. I need you to see what I look like when a man fucks me deeper than you can. Because that’s yours, Matt. The watching is yours. No one else gets it.”

Matt’s hand found his cock through the gown. He gripped himself—not stroking, holding. The containment of a man whose arousal had no outlet except witness.

Wendell fucked me for a long time. The room filled with the sounds I’d missed behind the cross-bed dialogue of last night—the wet percussion of his cock slamming inside me, my breathing breaking and rebuilding, the creak of a bed that held two bodies and twenty-seven weeks of baby. Simple sounds. Honest sounds. The sound the triangle made without the fourth point.

I came once. Hard. The deep kind that started in my cervix where Wendell’s head pressed and radiated outward through my pelvis, my belly, my thighs. My cunt clenched around his girth in rhythmic spasms that milked his shaft, and I heard myself say Matt’s name—not Wendell’s. Matt’s. The name that belonged to the man watching, not the man fucking me.

“Matt.”

“I’m here, Penny.”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

Wendell came inside me. The pulse hit deep—hot, thick, the load pooling against my cervix in the space his cock had carved. His arms tightened around my belly. His mouth found the back of my neck. He held me through the last spasms, his cock softening slowly inside me, and then he pulled out.

The cum began its slow trail down my inner thigh.

Wendell stood. He dressed without rushing. He looked at Matt—at the man on the stool with his hand on his cock through a gown, his wife’s cunt leaking another man’s cum three feet away.

“Thank you, Matt.”

“For what?”

“For allowing this. For this morning. For knowing what you both need.”

Wendell left the room. I heard his footsteps on the stairs—going up, not down. Going to Evelyn. Going to bring his wife the treat he’d promised.

I lay still. The cum cooling on my thigh. Our baby quiet.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Take me home.”

The limo was already outside. The same one that had brought us here—black, tinted, the silent driver who asked no questions. I sat in the back with my legs pressed together, feeling Wendell’s cum leak slowly into the fabric of the dress I’d worn to dinner a lifetime ago. Matt sat beside me. His hand on my knee.

The city moved past the windows. Charlotte in the morning—gas stations, strip malls, the ordinary world that didn’t know what we’d done.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Unless you’re disagreeable, I want to be the one who controls this.”

“Controls what?”

“Us. This. The sex. The lifestyle. Whatever word fits what we’re building.”

He looked at me. Not surprised—curious. The practical man who asked questions before he decided.

“Why?”

“Because Evelyn built something beautiful. But it was hers. The gowns. The beds. The labels on the shower doors. She designed a life for us inside her house, and it was extraordinary, and I could live inside it. But I don’t want to.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’d disappear. You’d become the cuckold in her blueprint. The man in her gown, in her bed, with her rules. And you’re not that. You’re my husband. You’re the man who slipped at Velvet and started all of this. The life we’re building belongs to us—not to Wendell and Evelyn.”

Matt was quiet. The limo turned onto the highway.

“Did you enjoy last night, Matt?”

“You know I did.”

“The cuck bed. Evelyn holding you. The gown.”

“All of it.”

“The condom?”

He paused. Honest—he was always honest when I gave him space for it.

“I enjoyed cumming. I would have enjoyed cumming inside you more.”

“I know.”

“And I wouldn’t want the condom to be the only version of me. Or the gown. Or someone else deciding when and how I get relief.”

“That’s what I’m saying. Evelyn’s version is one version. I want more for us.”

“More of Wendell?”

“More of everything. Other men. Men we choose together. Men you arrange. My appetite hasn’t slowed down, Matt. If anything, last night made me hungrier. But I want the arranging to be ours. Not Diane’s matchmaking. Not Evelyn’s architecture. Ours.”

“And Wendell and Evelyn?”

“That door stays open. They’re good people. What Evelyn needs—the cuckold, the friendship, whatever she’s building with you—I’m not taking that away. But I’m not handing our marriage to her either.”

Matt squeezed my knee.

“You’re not being selfish, Penny.”

“I didn’t say I was.”

“You were about to qualify it. I know your face.”

I laughed. The tension broke—the relief of being known so completely that your husband catches the apology before it arrives.

“Alright, Matt. I was going to say I hope this doesn’t hurt Evelyn.”

“It won’t. She’ll understand.”

“How do you know?”

“Because she’s a cuckquean, Penny. She watches her husband fuck beautiful women. She understands wanting something you can’t control. She’ll wait.”

“Did you talk to her?”

“Yes.”

“What did she say?”

“Her preference is that Wendell fucks women who look like she does.”

“I see.”

“Also. She can’t have babies. It’s not him. It’s her.”

“That explains a lot.”

“I thought so too.”

I looked at my husband. His blue eyes. His dark hair pressed flat on one side. The cuck gown he was still wearing because neither of us had thought to bring clothes for the morning after.

“When did you get wise, Matt?”

“Somewhere between holding another man’s cock while he squirts seed inside you and sleeping in his wife’s arms.”

“Good boy.”

He smiled. I took his hand from my knee, laced my fingers through his, and held on.

Our house smelled like us.

Not Wendell’s cologne. Not Evelyn’s floral fabric softener. Not the compound of four bodies in a room designed by a stranger. Our house smelled like coffee and laundry detergent and the vanilla candle I’d left burning on the kitchen counter two days ago that had burned itself out.

I walked through the front door and felt something in my chest settle. Our baby felt it too—a kick, strong and definite, the punctuation of arrival.

Home.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Bedroom. Now.”

“What?”

“I want you to fuck me.”

He followed me. I pulled the cuck gown over his head in the hallway—the fabric that Evelyn had designed, the uniform she’d made for him. It landed on the floor. Underneath, he was naked except for the condom—still on, dried, the evidence of his contained orgasm from last night.

I peeled it off him. The latex sticky and spent. I dropped it in the bathroom trash.

“No more condoms. Not with me. Never again with me.”

“Penny—”

“You don’t fuck me through latex, Matt. You fuck me skin to skin. Your cum goes inside me. Not in a condom. Not aimed at a toilet. Inside me.”

His cock was hardening. Seven inches. Not Wendell’s width. Not Wendell’s depth. Matt’s cock—the cock I married, the cock that had been inside me a thousand times before any of this started, the cock that was enough and not enough and everything at the same time.

I pulled him to our bed. Our sheets. Our pillows that smelled like both of us.

I lay back and spread my legs wide apart. My cunt was still swollen from Wendell—the tissue puffy, tender, my entrance still carrying the shape of a wider man. Wendell’s cum sat inside me, thick and warm and undeniable. The evidence of a night that had changed us.

“Fuck me, Matt.”

He entered me.

The difference was immediate. His cock felt smaller, narrower—but better. The walls that had been stretched around Wendell’s girth closed around Matt’s seven inches with a grip that felt like relief—not the overwhelming fullness of the bull, but the familiar fit of the man who belonged inside me.

His cock slid into me easily, my cunt slick with another man’s cum, and the sensation of my husband pushing through Wendell’s seed to reach me—the real me, underneath the evidence—made my eyes close.

“I can feel him, Matt.”

“I know.”

“His cum is still inside me. You’re pushing through it.”

“I know.”

“And you’re the one I wanted to come home to. You’re the one I’m lying in our bed for.”

He fucked me slowly. Not with Wendell’s depth or width, but with Matt’s rhythm—the one my body knew, the one that had made me cum a thousand times before pregnancy made me want more. His cock reached the places it could reach and stopped where it always stopped, and the stopping was not a failure. It was the border of a man who gave everything he had and then gave something harder—the permission for his wife to get the rest from someone else.

“Cum inside me, Matt.”

“Penny—”

“Inside me. No condom. No gown. No one else’s rules. Just yours.”

He came.

I felt it—the pulse, the heat, the familiar warmth of my husband’s cum spreading inside me, mixing with Wendell’s, the two men’s evidence pooling together in the body that held them both. Matt’s orgasm was quieter than Wendell’s and shorter, with less cum, but it was his, and it was inside me, and the difference between this and the condom in another woman’s bed was the difference between a house and a home.

He collapsed beside me, his face in my neck, his hand on my belly. The baby kicked once—a soft thump against his palm.

I held him.

“We’re going to be alright, Matt.”

“I know.”

“This is ours. Whatever comes next—the next man, the next night—it starts here. In this bed. With you inside me.”

He kissed my neck. The same spot Wendell had kissed hours ago. The same skin. Different mouth. The mouth I chose.

I closed my eyes and smelled our sheets. Coffee. Detergent. Us.

Our baby settled.

We slept.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Normal lasted a few days. Then I was twenty-eight weeks pregnant, and the need for more sex than Matt could give me grew daily.

I hid it well. Matt, not so much.

From the sofa where I lounged like a beached whale, I watched him in the kitchen making another coffee. The domesticity of it ached. My man. My husband. My cuckold. A few days ago, that man lay on another bed with a cuckquean and watched her husband fuck me.

Then he watched again after I politely asked the wife to leave.

“That’s too much caffeine, and I say that as a woman craving it.”

“I don’t know what to do with myself.”

“Is it my pregnancy? The fact I can’t get around so easily?”

“Nothing like that.”

“Is it Evelyn?”

He looked at me and didn’t need to say a word.

“It’s the cuckquean. You need to bond with her.”

“I did bond with her, Penny. I just—”

I watched him sip coffee.

“It’s not over between them and us, Matt.”

“Then what?”

“I’m pregnant. I’m white, and I love to fuck Black men. Evelyn is white, and she can’t have children. I can’t have missed the way she looked at my belly, Matt. She kissed it and came. She spent an entire night pressed against a pregnant woman’s world, and I don’t think she knows what she needs from that yet. I just want us to go in with our eyes open.”

He was quiet. Processing the way he did — practically, turning the shape of it in his hands like a problem on a job site.

“I’m not accusing anyone of anything, Matt.”

“I know.”

“I just didn’t feel comfortable being orchestrated from the moment we walk through their front door. I want to see them again. I like Wendell, and I love him fucking me.”

“I like him too, Penny. He treats you well. He treats me well.”

“I don’t mind Evelyn watching. But I want to make sure we understand what’s at stake for all four of us. Hours into meeting her, and she revealed deeply personal facts to you.”

“Which means?”

“Dinner. The four of us and an honest discussion about what happened that night. What they want. What we want.”

“When?”

“You have Evelyn’s number. You arrange it.”

“Here?”

“No. We control what happens here. If Evelyn is involved, we concede something we never planned to give, and I’d rather not do that in our home.”

“Understood.”

“Do you, Matt? Do you understand?”

“You are not being unreasonable.”

It took Matt half an hour to call Evelyn and arrange dinner. She sounded conciliatory from the snippets I heard. I didn’t deliberately listen in. Matt and I never audited one another that way, and when he came off the phone, he smiled.

“She suggested Friday. She’s emailing us menus.”

“Wendell is quite the chef.”

“Evelyn says they’ll get someone in. She also asked me to apologize for her intrusion on our privacy.”

“She said that?”

“Those exact words. And, she suggested I meet her for coffee to discuss needs. She says she feels easier explaining herself to me.”

I was surprised. Then not surprised. I had slept comfortably in Wendell’s arms — far more comfortably than I was comfortable with — but that was because my husband was three yards away, wrapped in another woman’s arms.

“Do you mind if I meet her, Penny?”

I tilted my head and stared at him.

“This is what I feared most, Matt.”

“It’s just coffee.”

“And when did you ever ask me if you could meet someone for coffee? You do it. You do as you wish, and we trust each other.”

“Ahh.”

“This isn’t becoming Femdom, Matt. I don’t want it.”

“It’s not. I just thought — context, you know?”

His voice was steadier now. Not chastened. Recalibrated.

“You want to make a friend in the lifestyle. You’ve told me it’s kink-adjacent.”

“I don’t want to fuck Evelyn.”

“I know. I also know you don’t need my permission to have coffee with her. It’s not cheating.”

“I would never cheat.”

“Nor would I. But—”

My breathing hitched, and my heart pounded as the baby turned.

“But?”

“It wouldn’t hurt Evelyn to wank you off, Matt. She’s getting what she wants because of you, not because of Wendell and me. I can see it, and I think you know it.”

My husband looked embarrassed. I wrestled with the sofa to rise. He rushed over and settled me back down, placing a hand on my belly as he knelt.

“You accept me, Penny.”

“There is nothing to accept, darling. You like watching other men fuck your wife — big deal. I like it too. We don’t need anyone’s approval.”

“But it would be nice to discuss these things with someone who shares my experience. That night when Diane told me it was totally okay for me to go down on you — I felt something.”

“Acceptance?”

“Yes. But not the acceptance of my wife, which I always get. Acceptance from someone inside the act. Your bulls accept me, but I’m a sideshow to them.”

“You are the main event for me, Matt. I wouldn’t do this with other men if you didn’t enjoy it. I’d invest in sex toys. Lots of them.”

“Evelyn accepts me, too, Penny. She understands. For her, I’m as essential in the cuckquean act as I am to you as a cuckold, but in a different way. Her husband reaches something inside you that you need—”

His voice trailed off, and I finally understood. This was about psychological kink. Not attraction. Not love.

“Evelyn gets inside your head?”

“Yes.”

I reached up from the sofa and put my hand on his face. His jaw was warm. His eyes were wet but steady — the eyes of a man who had just said the hardest true thing and was still standing.

“Then let her in, darling. Just make sure you bring yourself home.”

He made me dinner. Pasta with too much garlic and not enough salt, because Matt cooked with the same practical competence he brought to everything — functional, reliable, slightly graceless. I ate two plates. The baby demanded a third. I compromised with ice cream from the tub, standing at the freezer in a T-shirt and underwear, my belly pressed against the open door.

“Penny.”

“Hmm?”

“Are you better?”

I turned. He was leaning against the counter, arms folded, watching me with the expression I’d learned to read over the past month — the one where his jaw was set but his eyes were asking.

“Are you, Matt?”

“No.”

“Tell me.”

“I need to see you fucked, Penny. More often. If you can take it.”

The spoon stopped halfway to my mouth. Not because it shocked me. Because my body answered before my brain caught up — the low, heavy pull between my legs, the heat spreading through my pelvis, my cunt clenching around nothing. Twenty-eight weeks of pregnancy appetite surging at the sound of my husband’s voice saying the thing he’d been sitting on for days.

“I can take it.”

“I mean it. Not Wendell — not yet. Something that’s ours.”

“What are you thinking?”

“Velvet.”

The spoon went back in the tub. I closed the freezer.

Velvet.

The strip mall off Independence Boulevard. The brass buzzer. Diane at the desk. The place where Matt’s mouth had slipped before his brain caught up, where he’d asked Diane for something he hadn’t admitted he wanted, where everything had started with a sentence he couldn’t take back and didn’t want to.

“You want to go back?”

“I want to take you there. Different this time. Not a slip. Not an accident. I want to walk in there with my pregnant wife and watch her get fucked by men I helped choose, and I want to stand in the room while it happens. No gown. No separate bed. No one else’s rules.”

I looked at my husband. His arms were still folded, but his shoulders were square, his jaw was set, and his cock was hard against his jeans. The man who had heard “not Femdom” and adjusted. The man who was not asking permission.

“When?”

“Tomorrow night. If you’re up to it.”

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“I’ve been up to it since the morning we left Wendell’s house.”

He smiled. Not the sheepish smile from the sofa earlier. The smile of a man with a plan.

Velvet looked the same.

I wasn’t sure why I had expected it to change. Like I considered it a mystical place that appeared once, then was gone.

The strip mall hadn’t changed — the nail salon on one side, the tax preparer on the other, the brass number beside a buzzer that gave nothing away. The parking lot was half full. A Tuesday night in Charlotte, and the world behind that buzzer was doing what it had always done.

I was the one who’d changed.

Matt held the door. I walked through sideways — the belly made everything sideways now, doorways and aisles and the gap between parked cars. Twenty-eight weeks. My body announced itself before I did.

The interior was darker than I remembered. Low ceilings, amber light, the murmur of people who had stopped pretending they were somewhere else. Music — something with bass, not loud enough to shout over, just loud enough to feel in my sternum. The smell hit my pregnancy nose first: cologne, sweat, the sweet undertone of arousal that hung in the air like humidity.

Diane was not at the desk.

Diane was on the main club floor. Drink in hand, reading glasses pushed up onto her head, moving through the room with the ease of a woman who owned the space and everyone in it knew it. She wore a silk blouse — dark, wine-colored — and tailored pants. No lingerie or costume—Diane dressed like a woman who ran a business that happened to involve other people’s orgasms.

She saw us from across the room. Her eyes went to my belly first — measuring the weeks since she’d last seen me, calculating what the pregnancy meant for tonight. Then to Matt. Then back to me.

She crossed to us.

The crowd parted.

People knew Diane.

“Penny.”

She took my hand. Held it. Looked at the belly with something between professional assessment and genuine warmth.

“Look at you.”

“I know.”

“How far along?”

“Twenty-eight weeks.”

“And you’re here.”

“We’re here.”

She looked at Matt. He held her gaze — steady, square, the man who’d walked in with his pregnant wife and was not apologizing for it. Diane’s mouth curved. Not the desk smile. Something warmer. The smile of a woman who had watched a couple become what they were always going to be.

“What do you want tonight, Penny?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“I want men my husband will like as friends.”

Diane looked at Matt again. A longer look this time — reading him, reading the set of his shoulders, reading whatever she read in the faces of men who brought their wives here. Matt didn’t flinch. He didn’t look away. He stood beside me with his hand on the small of my back and let her see him.

“Matt.”

“Yes, Diane.”

“How could anyone not utterly adore you?”

“Thank you.”

“So, they must like you. Done. Cock size? Skin color. What would you like to watch sliding inside your wife this evening, Matt?”

“Penny loves Black men.”

“More than one, is it?”

He looked at me, and I smiled, my cunt clenching so tightly my eyes watered.

“Three. Big cocks. Penny must be stretched to really enjoy her lovers.”

“Oh my. You have evolved. Give me twenty minutes.”

She disappeared into the room. I watched her go — the silk blouse catching the amber light, the reading glasses bouncing on her head. A woman at work.

Matt guided me to a corner. A low sofa — deep cushions, dark fabric. He helped me sit, the process ungainly at twenty-eight weeks, my belly settling into my lap like a passenger with its own demands. He sat beside me. His hand found my thigh.

“Are you alright?”

“Matt, I’m sitting in a swingers club at twenty-eight weeks pregnant, waiting for a woman I met a few weeks ago to find men to fuck me while you watch. I’m better than alright.”

“That’s my girl.”

“Don’t start.”

He laughed. The sound was easy — unburdened. The sound of a man who had spent a week sitting on what he needed and was finally in the place where he could have it.

We waited. I watched the room. Couples at the bar. A woman in a short dress dancing alone, not performing for anyone, just moving because she wanted to. Two men in conversation, one older, one younger, the relaxed posture of people who came here often enough that the novelty had worn off.

Nobody stared at my belly.

Nobody stared at anything.

That was the gift of Velvet — a room full of people who had already decided not to judge, because judgment was the first thing you left at the door.

Matt’s hand tightened on my thigh. I followed his eyes.

Diane was coming back. Three men walked behind her.

Diane introduced them by first names only. Luke — tall, white, sandy hair, early thirties, a builder’s forearms and an easy grin that reached his eyes before it reached his mouth. Cal — shorter, thicker, white, dark hair, quieter than Luke, the watchful energy of a man who listened more than he spoke. Darren — Black, mid-thirties, lean and clean-shaven, handsome the way a well-dressed man in a good bar is handsome. Not imposing. Present.

Three men who looked like men you’d meet at a cookout. Men who’d help you carry a couch. Men who’d shake your hand and mean it.

Diane had listened.

She made the introduction simple.

“This is Penny. This is Matt. Penny is twenty-eight weeks pregnant, and she knows exactly what she wants. Matt will be in the room.”

No flinch from any of them. Luke’s eyes went to my belly — not with the predatory hunger I’d seen from men at the club before, but with curiosity. Interest. The interest of a man who found a pregnant woman attractive and had never had the chance to act on it.

Cal nodded at Matt. A nod between men — acknowledgment, not pity. The nod you’d give a man who was holding a door for you. I see you. I respect what you’re doing.

Darren smiled at me. Warm. Unhurried. His eyes moved from my face to my belly to my legs and back to my face, and the journey was honest — a man looking at a woman he was about to fuck and taking the time to see her first.

“Penny.”

“Darren.”

“When are you due?”

“Twelve weeks.”

“You look beautiful.”

“I look enormous.”

“Those aren’t different things.”

Matt’s hand left my thigh.

He stood.

I watched him extend his hand to each man in turn — Luke, Cal, Darren. A handshake. The project engineer meeting the crew. The cuckold meeting the men who were about to fuck his wife, and his grip was firm, and his eyes were level, and he was not performing anything except himself.

Diane pointed.

“There’s a room. Private with a bed, bench, and everything you need. I’ll be outside if you need me.”

She looked at me.

One last look — not checking, not approving. Seeing. Diane had watched us walk through this door as strangers a few weeks ago. Now she was watching us walk through a different door as the thing we’d become.

“Have fun, Penny.”

“Thank you, Diane.”

She touched my arm and turned to Matt.

“Thank you, Matt.”

“What for?”

“Leadership.”

Diane stepped closer and hugged my husband like a sister might hug her brother. It felt oddly profound. I wasn’t sure precisely what Diane meant. It might have been anything. I suspected it was something she saw in Matt that might help others.

I felt proud.

The room was small and warm. Amber light from a wall sconce. A bed set against the far wall — lower than a normal bed, wider, sheets pulled tight. There was a chair in the corner that I had the feeling nobody was going to use.

I stood in the center of the room. My belly between me and everything. My cunt already wet — the pregnancy arousal had kicked in at the first sign of what was coming, the blood rushing between my legs with a speed that still surprised me.

Matt leaned against the wall by the door with his arms folded and feet planted, shoulder-width apart. He was not sitting down. He was not taking a chair. He was standing in the room where his wife was about to be fucked by three strangers, and his posture said: I built this.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Watch these men fuck me and enjoy it.”

“That’s why I’m here, Penny.”

Darren and Cal stepped forward together. Not rehearsed — they read the room, read me, read the belly between us. Darren smelled like cocoa butter and clean skin — warm, rich, the scent of a man who took care of himself without making a production of it. Cal carried something sharper underneath his deodorant — sweat, the honest smell of a man already aroused. My pregnancy nose filed them both: not Matt. Not Wendell. New.

Darren spoke first.

“How do you want this?”

“Both of you fucking me at the same time. One at either end.”

“Penny—”

“Matt, I know what I want. I want to feel what it’s like to be taken by two men at once while you watch. I want your eyes on me the whole time. Can you do that?”

“Yes.”

“Even when I can’t talk to you. Even when my mouth is full of another man’s cock and I can’t say your name.”

“Especially then.”

The room shifted. I felt it in Cal’s breathing — a catch, then a steadying. Darren’s eyes held steady on mine. Luke took a step back. He understood without being told — he would wait.

I lay on the bed. On my side first, then settling onto my back with a pillow under my spine and another under my knees. The belly rose above me — tight, enormous, twenty-eight weeks of baby filling the space between me and the ceiling. I spread my legs wide and angled my neck so my head fell back.

Darren came to the foot of the bed.

Cal came to my head.

Two men. Two ends of me being fucked at the same time. The geometry my body was about to learn was already playing out in the emotions flickering across my cuckold’s face.

Matt was thrilled.

He moved forward. I smiled.

“Not spectating, darling?”

“I want to help you, Penny. I want to help you get what you want.”

“I want that too.”

Matt’s hands found my inner thighs. He spread me wider — slowly, reading my face. My cunt was on display for the room. Swollen, flushed, the arousal already running in slow threads down the crease of my thigh.

Darren unzipped, dropped his pants and boxers, and kicked them aside. His cock was longer than Matt’s and thicker — dark against my pale inner thighs, the head wide and smooth — and the sight of it between my open legs sent a clench through my pelvis that I felt in my teeth.

Cal stood beside my head. He’d freed himself from his jeans. His cock was thick and heavy, already wet at the tip. He smelled of clean sweat and heat. His hand found my hair — not pulling, resting. The weight of his palm against my skull, guiding without demanding.

“Matt.”

“I’m here.”

“Two men are about to fuck me at the same time. One in my cunt. One in my mouth. And you’re holding me open.”

“Yes.”

“Is this what you needed?”

“This is what I needed.”

Darren slid his cock inside me first. The head spread me open — not Wendell’s burn, not the stretch that remade my geometry.

I glanced at my husband.

“He’s stretching me. I need him.”

“I know.”

I locked my eyes with Matt’s, knowing the taking was important.

He watched me being taken.

Darren pressed forward. The first inch of his enormous Black cock opened me — slow, deliberate, the head spreading me wider than Matt ever had. My breath caught. Matt’s hands were still on my thighs, his thumbs sliding inward until I felt them frame the place where Darren’s shaft met my body.

He could feel it.

His fingers against the stretch of me around another man’s cock, the girth of Darren pressing against the edges of his thumbs.

His expression was love and deep joy.

Matt spread me with his thumbs — my swollen, sticky labia parting under his hands, reducing the resistance, giving Darren a clearer path to fuck me deeply. The intimacy of that gesture hit me harder than the cock inside me.

My husband’s hands, opening me for a stranger.

Darren pushed deeper. Three inches. Four, then seven and more. The stretch became fullness, the fullness became pressure, and the pressure settled into a place behind my navel that I didn’t know existed.

My husband stared at the sight where my body took Darren’s, and he smiled.

Then the cuckold stared at the Bull, and they both smiled.

“You have more cock that’s not inside her, Darren. Give it to her.”

Darren paused. Looked down at Matt’s hands framing his cock where it disappeared into me.

“Good. Keep pressing her thighs apart. Don’t mind me, touch what you need to touch for your wife to get what she wants.”

“She doesn’t just want you, Darren. My wife needs you to fuck her and cum inside.”

“Man… you are amazing.”

Matt cupped under my ass with both hands and tilted my pelvis upward — gently, reading my body the way he always did, careful of the bump. The angle of Darren’s stroke inside me changed. Everything changed. Darren pressed forward into the new geometry, and the remaining inches slid inside me in one long, unbroken push that emptied my lungs.

I gasped.

Not pain.

Fullness past what I thought was the limit. He was so deep inside me I could feel the pressure in my spine — a reorganization of everything inside me, every organ shifting to make room for what my husband had invited in. My hands found Matt’s wrists and gripped. My exhale came out in pieces — broken, shuddering, each fragment carrying a sound I didn’t recognize as mine.

The baby shifted. Not distress — just awareness. The space had changed. Everything had changed.

And Matt’s fingers were still there. I could feel them trembling against Darren’s shaft where it entered me, feeling the full length of what he’d helped put inside his wife. He hadn’t just watched it happen. He’d tilted my body, opened me, and guided another man’s cock to the deepest place inside me.

His cock was bigger than Matt’s. A Black man’s cock was stretching me the way Matt had told Diane I loved. The difference registered the way it always did — a door my husband’s cock couldn’t walk through, opened by a stranger in a room my husband had built.

While Darren fucked me and Matt helped, Cal’s cock found my lips. The head was smooth, warm, and I opened my mouth and took him in. The taste hit first — salt, skin, the faint musk of a man’s arousal — and then the weight of him on my tongue, heavy and thick, pressing toward the back of my throat. I sealed my lips around his crown, pulling against the rim, and felt him groan through his shaft, the vibration passing from his cock into my jaw.

I had no hands free.

One gripped my husband’s wrist because I desperately needed him to stay and help. The other cradled my belly — instinct, protection, the pregnant woman’s reflex even here, even now.

Two cocks. One fucking my cunt. One fucking my mouth. My body between them — twenty-eight weeks of baby rising above the two rhythms like an island between tides.

Darren fucked me with steady, patient strokes. His hands cupped my knees, his cock filling me in the unhurried rhythm of a man who was good at this and knew it. I could feel Matt’s fingers around my seal, keeping my cunt lips out of the way, making sure my thighs were as wide apart as they could be.

All so that Darren could fuck me balls deep.

And on every stroke he did. The wet percussion of his cock driving into my soaked cunt carried in the small room.

Cal matched him from the other end — slower, letting me set the depth, his hand in my hair guiding my mouth along his shaft in long, deliberate slides. The taste of his precum pooled behind my lower lip, thick and slick, and I swallowed around him.

I couldn’t speak to Matt.

My mouth was full of delicious cock.

But my mind spoke.

My mind never stopped.

Two men inside me at once, Matt. A cock in my cunt and a cock in my throat, and neither of them is yours. But your hands are on me. Your fingers are framing the place where Darren disappears inside your wife, keeping me open, making sure I take every inch. You tilted my hips so he could fuck me deeper. You told him to give me more. You’re not watching from across the room, darling — you’re in this. Your hands are shaking, and your cock is trapped in your jeans, and you’re helping another man fuck me deeper than you ever could.

That’s the thing about you, darling. The helping makes you more than the doing ever could.

Cal came first.

His hand tightened in my hair, and his hips stuttered — three short, desperate thrusts — and then his cock pulsed against the back of my throat. Hot, salt-dense, thick. I swallowed. The sound was small and wet in the quiet room. I swallowed again, and felt him shudder, and held him in my mouth until the last pulse had passed.

I let him go. My lips wet. My chin wet. The taste of him heavy on my tongue.

Matt looked at me. His hands were still between my thighs, still keeping me spread open around Darren’s cock. He leaned forward — careful, deliberate — and kissed me.

He tasted Cal in my mouth. I know he did. And he didn’t pull back. He kissed me deeper — slow, tender, his lips soft against mine in a way that had nothing to do with the cock still fucking me and everything to do with years of knowing exactly who I was. His thumbs kept my labia parted and out of Darren’s way.

Darren kept stroking—all the way out, then balls deep again. And my husband kissed me like we were alone in our kitchen on a Sunday morning.

I came.

Not from Darren’s cock, though it was deep inside me. From the kiss. From the impossible tenderness of a man who was holding me open for another man’s cock, tasting another man’s cum on my tongue, and kissing me like I was the only thing in the world he’d ever wanted.

The orgasm rolled through my belly, my thighs, the muscles of my pelvic floor clenching around Darren’s cock so hard he groaned. My back arched. Matt held the kiss while peeling my cunt open and stretching me wide.

I shuddered against his mouth and felt the tears hit before I understood they were mine.

Darren came.

His groan was low, honest — the sound of a man who didn’t perform his orgasms. I felt the pulse deep, the first hot jet hitting my cervix, his shaft throbbing between my walls. My cunt clenched around him, milking, drawing every drop deeper. The muscles that pregnancy had strengthened, gripping a Black man’s cock while my husband’s mouth was still on mine.

Matt pulled back. His eyes were wet too.

“I love you, Penny.”

“I know, darling. I know, and I love you too.”

Then my belly tightened.

It wasn’t the baby. It was something deeper—my uterus contracting—a slow, firm squeeze that started at the top of the bump and rolled downward, pressing the baby lower, pressing against my cervix where Darren’s cum was still pooling.

“Braxton-Hicks. Practice contractions.”

“Are you okay?”

“I will be in a minute. Hold me, Matt.”

He held me. Another came, harder than the ones I’d had before — my body’s opinion on two men fucking me and twenty-eight weeks, delivered without consultation.

While Matt stared at me, I breathed through it. In through my nose. Out through my mouth. The tightness held for thirty seconds, then another ten, then eased.

“I’m fine, Matt.”

“You’re sure?”

“Braxton-Hicks. Just my body reminding me I’m pregnant.”

“Do you want to stop?”

The room was quiet. Darren was dressing. Cal was buttoning his jeans. Luke stood against the far wall, still waiting, still hard, patient.

I looked at my belly. At the tightness that had just passed through it. At the soreness between my legs — the good sore, the stretched sore, but a sore that was reaching its limit. I looked at Luke, who was built for patience and deserved more than a woman who had nothing left to give.

I looked at Matt.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.”

It wasn’t defeat. My body was telling me what it could give tonight, and this was me listening. The pregnant woman’s prerogative — knowing when enough is enough.

Matt nodded. The architect accepting the blueprint’s limits.

Darren and Cal left the way decent men leave — a nod, a smile, a quiet closing of the door. Darren touched my knee on the way out. Cal said, “Thank you, Penny,” without looking back.

Matt stepped to the door and spoke quietly. A moment later, Diane entered.

She crossed the room before the silence could settle. She knelt in front of Luke, took his cock in her hand, and looked up at him.

“I have a nice, tight space for you to fill. But first—”

She took him in her mouth. Luke’s head dropped back. Diane knew what she was doing.

Matt wasn’t watching.

He was already at the sink in the corner, running warm water over a clean towel he’d pulled from the bag I hadn’t noticed him bring. He wrung it out, came back to me, and knelt.

“Legs apart, sweetheart.”

The cuckold was gone. This was my husband. He cleaned me with slow, careful strokes — Darren’s cum from my thighs, the mess of arousal and sex from my swollen lips, the tender places where the stretching still hummed. The towel was warm and soft, and I closed my eyes and let him work.

Diane led Luke out of the room by the hand.

The door clicked shut.

Matt reached into the bag again and pulled out a pair of my cotton underwear.

“You brought spare panties?”

“And these.”

“Panty liners?”

“I thought about the drive home in case I couldn’t clean you the proper way.”

My breath hitched, and my heart burst with pride and love.

“Leadership, Matt. Leadership.”

He’d thought about Darren’s cum leaking out of me in the car, and he’d packed for it the way he packed snacks for road trips — quietly, practically, without being asked.

He fitted the liner, helped me step into the underwear, and eased my dress back down over my belly. Shoes were slipped on as he knelt, my hair smoothed back from my face.

His hand was on my lower back as I stood.

His smile was confident and loving.

“Are you ready, Penny?”

“I am ready.”

Matt drove us home with one hand on the wheel and the other on my thigh. I leaned my seat back and watched the streetlights pass and felt Darren’s cum seep slowly into the cotton Matt had brought for exactly this purpose.

We pulled into our driveway.

The porch light was on.

Matt came around to my side, opened the door, and helped me out the way he always did, now — one hand under my elbow, the other on the bump.

We were home.

Matt opened the front door, and the smell of our house hit me — lavender from the plug-in diffuser I’d bought when my pregnancy nose turned everything into an opinion, the faint ghost of tonight’s garlic pasta, the clean linen scent of the washing Matt had folded before we left. Our smell. The smell of a life that belonged to us and no one else.

He walked me to the sofa. The same sofa where this had started — where he’d stood in the kitchen making too much coffee, and I’d told him the cuckquean needed boundaries, and he’d told me he needed to see me fucked.

That was hours ago.

It felt like weeks.

“Sit and relax, Penny. I’ll run the bath.”

“Tea first?”

“Tea first.”

He went to the kitchen. I heard the kettle click, the cupboard open, the familiar sequence of sounds that meant Matt was making tea the way he always did — milk in first, bag out early, too weak for anyone but me. I pressed my hand against my belly. The baby was quiet. Settled. Home too.

Matt came back with two mugs. He set mine on the side table and knelt to take my shoes off — the second time tonight he’d knelt for me, but this was different. This was the man I married. No architecture. No audience. Just my husband, on his knees on our living room floor, easing my swollen feet out of flats I should have stopped wearing a month ago.

“Thank you, Matt.”

“For the tea?”

“For all of it. For tonight. For the towel and the panty liners and the driving and the—”

“Penny.”

“Yeah.”

“You’re home.”

I was.

The cum seeping into Matt’s carefully packed cotton was Darren’s. The taste still faint on my tongue was Cal’s. The fingerprints on my inner thighs — the ones that had held me open, spread me wide, guided another man deeper than my husband could reach — those were Matt’s.

Everything that happened tonight happened because we walked out that front door together. And now we’d walked back through it.

Together.

I sipped my tea. Too weak. It was perfect.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Matt met Evelyn for coffee on a Tuesday morning, and I spent the two hours he was gone eating yogurt in my underwear and talking to our baby about drywall.

I didn’t feel jealous or anxious. It was something closer to the restless energy of a woman who had sent her husband to meet another man’s wife and was now sitting on the sofa waiting to hear what they’d said about her.

I was thirty-one weeks. My belly had dropped since Velvet — lower, heavier, the baby settling into a position that pressed on my bladder and made every trip to the bathroom feel like a negotiation. My breasts ached in the mornings now. My cunt was wet by noon most days without provocation — the third trimester running my body like an engine with no off switch.

I remember visiting Nora Callahan, my midwife.

“Is sex still advisable, Nora?”

“Advisable and encouraged, Penny. As long as it isn’t uncomfortable.”

“How much sex?”

I’d asked innocently, but Nora knew there was something behind my question. She set her clipboard down and looked at me over her glasses.

“How much sex do you want to have, Penny? Or should I ask how many men you want to have it with?”

“Six.”

She pursed her lips. The surprise lasted half a second before something warmer replaced it.

“A gangbang.”

“Yes.”

“And your husband?”

“He wants to watch.”

“Cuckolding within couples is more common than people think, Penny. I see it more often than you’d imagine.”

She smiled. Not judgment. Envy.

“You’ll be fine. Stop the moment anything feels wrong, stay hydrated, and listen to your body. Your body is smarter than any of us.”

It had been three weeks since the club, and I needed cock. Not Matt’s cock. Not a vibrator. Not the showerhead aimed between my legs at two in the morning while my husband slept. I needed a bull’s cock inside me — deep, thick, stretching me past the point where my body stopped recognizing the shape of my husband and started remembering the shape of someone else.

I’d endured three weeks of Matt going to work, coming home, cooking dinner, rubbing my feet, and looking at me with the expression of a man who had watched his wife get spit-roasted by two strangers and was quietly recalculating every assumption he’d ever made about what he needed.

I hadn’t fucked anyone except my husband since Velvet. Not by design. By logistics — the pregnancy slowed everything down, and my body needed the recovery time that my appetite refused to acknowledge.

I woke up wet every morning, my cunt throbbing for a big, fat cock. By noon, my morning underwear was soaked through — not arousal from a thought or a fantasy, just my cunt running hot, swollen, the third-trimester blood flow turning everything between my legs into a permanent state of readiness that had nowhere to go.

I masturbated twice a day. Sometimes three. Matt’s cock fucking me at night wasn’t enough. He came, I held him, I loved him, and twenty minutes later, my hand was between my legs in the bathroom because the need for his seven-inch scratch was a few inches short of the itch I actually had.

I finished the yogurt. Rinsed the spoon. Pressed my hand against the underside of my belly where the baby’s heel was pushing.

“Your father is having coffee with a woman who lies in bed with him, watching her husband fuck me. What do you think about that? God knows how I am going to tell you about this when you’re grown up.”

My baby kicked. Not an opinion. Just a foot.

Matt’s key turned in the lock just before noon.

He looked relaxed and very happy, his shoulders square, eyes steady. He was the man who had stopped apologizing for what he was and was now showing up to meet the woman who shared his position.

He dropped his keys in the bowl by the door and came to the sofa.

“How was it?”

“Great. She’s easy to talk to, Penny.”

“I know. Sit down. Tell me everything.”

He sat on the arm of the sofa. I sat in the cushions below him, belly between my knees, my hand on his thigh. My underwear was damp. I could smell myself — the sharp, sweet musk my pregnancy nose never let me ignore. I’d been wet since I woke up. I’d been wet since Velvet.

“She talked about you a lot.”

“Her husband is fucking me.”

“Not like that. She talked about your pregnancy. The belly, the body, what it’s doing to you. She watches you the way—”

He paused, looking for the right word.

“Try.”

“The way someone watches something they recognize. She said you look like her. Not identical — she meant hair and eyes, your build before the pregnancy, the fact that you’re both white and both married to men who—”

He stopped.

“Men who what?”

“Men who need this.”

“Wendell needs it, too?”

“Different from me, obviously. But yes. He wants to cuck his wife as much as she needs it.”

I processed that. Evelyn saw herself in me.

I didn’t finish the thought. I didn’t have the information to finish it.

“Did she say anything about herself? Why is she drawn to this?”

“Not directly. She talked about Wendell’s daughter coming home from college for spring break. How the house changes when she’s there. She got quiet after that.”

“Quiet how?”

“Like someone stepping away from a window.”

I filed it. Something under the surface with Evelyn intrigued me — something she wasn’t naming yet. My instinct said, wait. She would tell Matt when she was ready, because it seemed that Matt was the person she told things to in the dark.

“What else?”

“Wendell misses you.”

That landed in my body before it reached my brain. My cunt clenched — a slow, deep contraction that had nothing to do with Braxton-Hicks and everything to do with the memory of Wendell’s long, thick cock fucking me. I could feel the ghost of his width inside me. Three weeks, and the tissue between my legs still remembered the stretch — the way my walls had opened around him, the ache that lasted two days after, the specific soreness in places Matt had never reached.

“Evelyn actually said that?”

“She said he hasn’t been the same since the last time when she came out from behind the glass.”

“What did she say about you?”

“She misses me. It’s odd. She feels more comfortable lying with me watching you and Wendell fucking than when she’s behind the glass. She told me—”

He stopped, breathed in deeply, and let it out slowly.

“She told me I complete her.”

“Wow.”

“It’s nothing to worry about, Penny.”

“I know. I trust you.”

“She says Wendell talks about you often. Not about sex — about how you’re feeling, how the pregnancy is going. She said his other women never brought their husbands, and none of them were pregnant, and none of them came back.”

“We came back.”

“We did. We were the first to meet Evelyn.”

I looked at my husband. His hand had found my belly — palm flat, fingers spread, the way he held me when we were about to say something that mattered.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“I want Wendell to fuck my ass.”

His hand stilled.

“I’ve been thinking about it since he asked. Since I felt how wide his cock was inside me, and my body started rehearsing the answer to a question nobody asked. My ass clenched every time he stretched my cunt, Matt. Every single time. Like it was waiting. Like the thin wall between my cunt and my ass could feel what it was missing and wanted its turn.”

“Penny—”

“Would you like to go first?”

“No.”

I nodded.

“I had to ask, Matt.”

“And I appreciate that, but Wendell fucks you so much better than I do. He knows what your body can take. I’d much prefer he fucked you in the ass first.”

“Me too. If you wanted us to go to Wendell’s this afternoon — both of us — I’d be ready. But only if it’s what you want too.”

I had made an offer with an exit ramp. My signature. The thing I said when I was terrified and wanted something so badly my teeth ached.

Matt’s thumb traced a circle on my belly.

“I want to watch Wendell fuck you in every hole.”

“I know you do, but I can’t do that in one session. I’d like to stay over, fall asleep in my bull’s arms, and watch you in the cuck cradle.”

“Call Evelyn.”

“You call her, Matt. She’s your friend, and you are the cuck. It’s a role. Unless you don’t want to play it.”

It didn’t sound like a question, but it was.

“I want more cuckolding, not less.”

My husband pulled his phone from his jacket and made the call in front of me. I listened to his side, short and practical, the project engineer confirming a site visit.

“This afternoon? ... Both of us. ... Tell Wendell.”

He hung up.

“Three o’clock. Evelyn is sending a car.”

“I’ll shower.”

“Penny.”

“Yeah.”

“You’re shaking.”

I looked down at my hands. He was right. It wasn’t fear — it was the vibration of a woman whose body had just been promised what it wanted, and the hours between now and then felt like days.

“Good shaking, Matt. The best kind. I need a good fucking.”

“I’ve been too gentle.”

“Yes. I need longer, thicker, and black, but it’s our rules, our afternoon.”

“Your rules, Penny. You are at the center of everyone’s pleasure. The nexus.”

The arousal had started in the shower — hot water on my breasts, the soap between my legs, my fingers finding my clit and circling it twice before I made myself stop. I wanted to arrive at their house hungry for Wendell’s cock.

I wanted to arrive so wet that Wendell could smell me before he touched me.

I could smell myself now. The sharp, sweet musk that the pregnancy had turned into a permanent broadcast — my cunt announcing its needs to my nose every hour of every day. The car seat was warm under my ass. My underwear was soaked through the liner, and I could feel the fabric sticking to my swollen lips every time I shifted my weight. Between my legs, the tissue was flushed and heavy with blood — thirty-one weeks of pregnancy keeping everything down there in a permanent state of readiness, like an engine idling in a parking lot, waiting for someone to put it in gear.

“Wendell can fuck me into a peaceful sleep tonight.”

“And I will watch.”

“So will Evelyn.”

My ass clenched.

I’d been doing it since the sofa — involuntary, rhythmic, the ring of muscle tightening and releasing as if it were practicing for what I’d asked for. The thin wall between my cunt and my ass hummed with every clench. Both holes wanting my lover’s cock. Both holes about to get what they’d been promised.

Matt’s hand was on my knee. He was driving with the calm focus of a man taking his pregnant wife to another man’s house to be fucked, and the bulge in his jeans told me exactly how calm he wasn’t.

Evelyn opened the door wearing jeans, a cream blouse, and bare feet. She’d been cooking — my pregnancy nose caught garlic and rosemary before I was through the door, and underneath it, something else. Something warm, female, and slightly sharp.

Evelyn was aroused.

She’d been waiting for us the way I’d been sitting in the car — wet, ready, her body ahead of her brain.

“Penny.”

She hugged me. Careful of the belly, her arms going wide, her cheek pressed against mine. I felt her breasts against the top of my bump, and her breathing was faster than it should have been.

“Look at you. You’re bigger.”

“I’m enormous.”

“You’re beautiful.”

She meant it. Her eyes dropped to my belly and stayed — not measuring, admiring. The look Matt had described from the coffee. A woman was watching something she recognized and wanted.

“What are you thinking, Evelyn?”

“Honestly? How deep inside you my husband’s cock will reach?”

“Great minds…”

Wendell was in the kitchen, shirtless, wearing track pants. I admired the broad dark back I remembered from a bed I’d been fucked in three weeks ago. He turned when we came in, and his face opened — not a grin, not a performance—just the quiet recognition of a man seeing someone he’d missed.

“Penny.”

“Wendell.”

He crossed the kitchen and put his hands on my belly. His palms were warm through my dress, his fingers spreading wide across the bump, and my cunt clenched so hard my breath caught. This was the man whose cock I’d been grinding my pillow against at two in the morning.

His hands stroked the belly that held my husband’s baby, and all I could think about was the thick, black cock behind his track pants and what it was going to do to me in twenty minutes.

“The baby’s dropped.”

“Three weeks lower than when you saw me last.”

“You’re carrying well.”

“I’m carrying constantly. That’s the problem.”

He smiled. His eyes moved to Matt.

“Matt.”

“Wendell.”

A handshake. The grip of two men who had been inside the same woman and stood on the same side of that fact.

Matt excused himself. I watched him walk down the hall toward the bedroom — the one with the dark glass panel and two beds, the room where everything had changed. He knew where the gowns hung. He’d slept in one with another man’s wife pressed against his back.

He came back wearing it.

The cuck gown. Mid-thigh, soft fabric, the cut Evelyn had designed for two people to hold each other without crossing a line. Matt had changed — his jeans and shirt were folded over his arm. Underneath the gown, he was naked, and his cock was hard, tenting the fabric, the familiar shape of my husband’s seven inches outlined against the soft material. The gown was designed for cuckolds, and the cuckold was ready.

“I feel more comfortable wearing this.”

No justification. No apology. The man who’d had this gown pulled off him in our hallway three weeks ago was now choosing it the way he’d choose a favorite shirt. Because it fit. Because in this house, with these people, the gown was what he was.

Evelyn’s eyes went to the tent in the fabric, then to Matt’s face. She softened.

Wendell nodded.

“I’ll follow Penny’s lead as you asked, Matt.”

“Good. Everyone will.”

I was mildly but pleasantly surprised as I watched my husband stand in another man’s kitchen wearing a garment designed for cuckolds, his cock straining against the cloth, and what I felt was pride. My man. My cuckold. Completely himself.

Wendell led us to the bedroom. The late-afternoon light came through the windows at a low angle, catching dust motes, making the room golden and warm. The dark glass panel reflected the four of us — two couples, one bed, the belly between us.

“Can I fuck the baby hole first?”

Wendell said it, looking at me. Not crude — specific. The language of a man who had been inside my cunt and mouth was naming what he wanted. My cunt. The pregnant part of me. The part that kicked when he stretched it.

Matt stepped forward.

“Let me.”

Wendell looked at him. Evelyn went still.

“I want to get you ready for her.”

Matt knelt.

I watched my husband kneel in front of another man while wearing a cuck gown, on the floor of a bedroom that wasn’t ours. He reached for a bull with a cock that was wider than anything his own body had ever offered me.

Wendell was still in his track pants.

Matt hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pulled them down — slowly, the fabric catching on Wendell’s thickness before sliding free. His cock hung heavy, black, half-hard, the shaft thick with veins I could see from across the room.

The smell hit me before the sight settled — warm, male, the dense musk of Wendell’s skin and the scent of a cock that has been growing hard inside cotton, trapped and hot. My pregnancy nose filed it instantly.

Not Matt.

Darker.

Heavier.

Matt took him in his hand. His fingers couldn’t close around the shaft. His grip circled what it could, and the rest was girth — the physical fact of a man built wider than my husband, and both of them knowing it.

As I watched breathlessly, Matt stroked Wendell’s cock, the head, flushed, dark, smooth, the slit already wet with the first clear thread of pre-cum that caught the light and broke across Matt’s knuckle.

“I want to send my baby a kiss.”

My cunt clenched so hard my thighs trembled.

Matt leaned forward and took the head of Wendell’s cock into his mouth.

His lips stretched around the rim — I saw them whiten at the corners, accommodating the width the way my cunt had accommodated it three weeks ago. His jaw opened wider. His eyes closed. His tongue — I could see it moving under his cheek — worked the underside of Wendell’s crown, coating the head in spit.

I heard the sound — wet, intimate, the sound of my husband’s mouth working another man’s cock — and my cunt flooded. I felt the arousal let go inside me, a hot rush of slick that soaked through my already-ruined underwear and ran down my inner thigh.

My husband was on his knees with another man’s cock in his mouth, and my body was answering for me.

His saliva on the cock that reached places inside me his own cock couldn’t. His mouth was readying the thick, dark shaft that would stretch me open while he watched.

Matt pulled back. A string of spit connected his lower lip to Wendell’s crown and broke, falling to the floor. His mouth was wet. His chin was wet. Wendell’s cock was slick and hard now — fully erect, the head flushed almost black, the veins raised along the shaft, gleaming with my husband’s spit from crown to root.

Matt’s eyes found mine.

“He’s ready and has a message to deliver.”

Evelyn had not moved. She stood by the wall, her mouth wide open, hands at her sides. I saw the pulse in her throat — fast, visible. Her nipples were hard through the cream blouse. She’d wanted this. The cuckold readying the bull. She was seeing it for the first time, and her body was responding the same way mine was — wet, flushed, the involuntary confession of a woman watching something she’d fantasized about in the dark.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“That was the most devoted thing I’ve ever watched you do.”

“It’s what I’m for, Penny.”

I reached for him. Held his jaw in both hands — his mouth still wet with Wendell’s taste, the musk of another man’s cock on my husband’s lips — and I kissed him. I tasted Wendell on Matt’s tongue. Salt and skin and the faint bitterness of pre-cum. I kissed him deeper, chasing the taste, and felt my cunt clench around nothing.

“Now get out of the way, darling. I need what you just put in your mouth to fuck me hard.”

I pulled my dress over my head and peeled off my underwear. The gusset was soaked — a dark, wet stain that mapped the last two hours of my arousal from the sofa through the car to this room. I dropped them on the floor and climbed onto the bed.

Evelyn darted in, lifted my soiled panties, scrunched them, and held them to her nose.

I went straight onto my hands and knees. The position that worked at thirty-one weeks when the belly needed to hang free, and the weight needed somewhere to go. My arms took the strain. My knees spread wide on the mattress, and I felt the cool air hit my cunt — swollen, wet, the lips parted and open from arousal alone. The belly swung beneath me — heavy, tight, the baby shifting in the hammock of my uterus.

Wendell came behind me.

The bed dipped under his weight, and then his hands were on my hips — warm, broad, his thumbs finding the divots above my ass. He positioned me the way he always did — patient, precise, tilting my pelvis until the angle was right to receive his width. I felt the heat of his cock before it touched me — the warmth radiating from his shaft against the slick skin between my legs.

His crown pressed against my entrance. The head was wide and smooth and wet with Matt’s spit, and I felt the rim drag against the inside of my lips as he spread them and notched himself into position. My cunt opened for him before he pushed — the muscle memory of three weeks ago, my body recognizing his shape and surrendering to it.

He slid his cock inside me.

The head spread me open — slow, thick, his rim dragging against the inside of my lips as they stretched around him. I felt every ridge and the ripples sent pleasure through me. The head was wider than anything my husband had ever put inside me, and the stretch burned in the specific, structural way that told my body this was not Matt, this was not close to Matt, this was the cock my cunt had been aching for since the last time it was inside me.

My walls gripped and yielded and gripped again, the swollen tissue of my thirty-one-week pregnancy clamping around his girth as he pressed deeper, taking me inch by inch. The ridged skin of his shaft dragged against nerve endings the pregnancy had amplified past the point of reason. Past the place where Matt’s cock stopped, into the space that had belonged to Wendell since the first night he took it.

The baby kicked.

A hard, definite thump against my front wall — the baby’s foot pressing outward as Wendell’s head slid inward. His width triggering the kick, the kick confirming the width. My body holding both answers at once.

“Matt.”

“I’m here.”

“He’s inside me. Three weeks since the last time I had a good fuck, and my cunt remembered him before my brain did. She opened up for him, Matt. My cunt opened for his cock the way it opens for yours, except wider. So much wider. I can feel him in places you’ve never been, and the baby just kicked because of how deep he is.”

“I know. I can see your lips stretching around him.”

“Then come closer. I want your mouth on my clit while he fucks me.”

Wendell fucked me with long, unhurried strokes. His hands on my hips, his cock filling me completely on every push, the wet percussion of his shaft slamming into my soaked cunt carrying in the room — a thick, slick sound, rhythmic and obscene.

Each time he pulled back, I felt the drag of his head against my walls, the rim catching on the ridges inside me. Each time he pushed in, I felt the air leave my lungs, and my cunt gripped him from entrance to cervix.

I dropped to my elbows. The angle deepened. My belly hung lower, brushing the sheets, and Wendell’s cock found the place behind my cervix that made my vision blur.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“Come here. I want your mouth on my clit while he fucks me.”

“How?”

“From the side underneath me.”

Matt looked at me. At Wendell’s dark shaft sliding in and out of his wife from behind. At the mess of arousal and spit coating the cock and running down my inner thighs. At the space beneath my belly, where my clit was swollen and throbbing and untouched.

He understood.

He lay on his back on the bed and slid beneath me — his head beside my spread knees, his face directly below my cunt. From where he was, he could see everything. Wendell’s black, thick cock fucking his wife inches from his face. The stretched, flushed tissue of my entrance gripping the shaft on every stroke. The slick mess of my arousal and his spit coating Wendell’s cock and dripping down — onto Matt’s chin, his cheeks, his lips.

Wendell’s heavy balls swung forward with each thrust, grazing Matt’s forehead. The underside of my pregnant belly hanging above him. I was being fucked by a bigger man, close enough for my husband to taste.

His tongue found my clit.

The sensation split me in two. Wendell’s width inside my cunt, filling me, stretching me, the head pressing deep — and Matt’s tongue on my clit, circling the swollen bud with the soft wet heat of his mouth.

The combination was devastating. Every time Wendell drove in, the force pushed my cunt down onto Matt’s face. Every time he pulled back, my clit dragged across Matt’s tongue. Two men. Two rhythms. One body between them.

I gasped.

“Matt. Don’t stop. Whatever drips on your face — Wendell’s cock going into me, his balls on your forehead, my cunt leaking onto your mouth — don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t stop.

His lips sealed over my clit and held — pressure, heat, the vibration of a groan that traveled through his mouth into my pelvis. His hands came up and gripped my thighs, holding me steady, keeping me positioned over his face while Wendell drove into me from behind. I could feel the wetness running down — my arousal, Matt’s spit from Wendell’s cock, the slick compound of everything — dripping steadily onto Matt’s chin and pooling in the hollow of his throat.

I rose up, arched and looked down between my arms, past the belly, and saw Matt’s face — my husband’s face — between my thighs. His chin was wet. His cheeks were wet. His eyes were open and looking up at me, and what I saw in them was not shame. It was the purest expression of want I had ever seen on a man’s face.

My husband was exactly where he wanted to be.

“My husband is licking my clit while another man fucks my cunt. Inches apart, Matt. Your tongue and his cock. You can feel him, can’t you? Every time Wendell pushes in, you feel my cunt stretch around him.”

“I can feel the vibration through your body. And I can taste it — your arousal mixed with his pre-cum, dripping onto my tongue while he fucks you.”

“He’s fucking me deeper than you ever have.”

He groaned against my clit. The sound was enough of an answer.

“Your cock is under that gown, hard and useless, and your mouth is doing the only job you’ve got left. You can’t fuck me the way Wendell does. Your cock can’t reach where his is right now. So you’re underneath me, licking my clit like a good boy, with another man’s balls dragging across your face and another man’s cock stretching your wife’s cunt open inches from your mouth. And that’s what you wanted, Matt. That’s exactly what you wanted.”

Wendell’s rhythm was building. He fucked me with longer strokes, pressing his cock deeper and harder inside me, his patience giving way to feral need. I spread my knees wider, ground my clit down onto Matt’s mouth, and presented my slit for even harder and deeper.

“God, I need this.”

“Me too.”

My bull’s hands tightened on my hips. My cunt was a mess — swollen, slick, gripping him on every stroke while Matt’s tongue circled my swollen nub below. The arousal was running freely now, dripping from where Wendell’s cock entered me down onto Matt’s face in a steady, warm stream.

Evelyn moved.

I caught it at the edge of my vision — a body stepping forward from the wall with purpose. She came behind Wendell. I craned my neck and watched. Her hands found his back — sliding down the dark skin, over the muscles that flexed with each stroke into me. Her cheek pressed against his shoulder blades. She kissed his spine.

Then her hand slid between his legs, past his balls, and disappeared.

I couldn’t see what she was doing — not from this angle, not on my hands and knees with my husband’s mouth on my clit and my lover’s cock fucking my cunt. But I felt the result inside me.

Wendell’s rhythm changed.

The smooth strokes stuttered. His cock swelled inside me — not the gradual thickening of a man approaching orgasm, but a sudden, thick jump, a widening that stretched my walls another fraction and made me cry out.

His hands locked on my hips.

His breathing turned ragged.

Evelyn had found her husband’s prostate.

I knew because his cock told me. Every time her finger pressed, his shaft kicked inside me — a pulse, a swell, the head nudging my front wall from the inside while the baby pressed it from the other side. And then I felt it — hot, slick, a flood of pre-cum leaking from his slit deep inside me, the first evidence of what Evelyn’s fingers were doing. His body releasing before the orgasm, his prostate weeping thick fluid into my cunt while his wife’s finger milked it out of him.

“Evelyn.”

Wendell’s voice was low and exposed and broken. The name of the woman behind him, who knew exactly where to press.

“Do you want this, Penny?”

“Yes. Milk him into me.”

She pressed harder. I felt it — my lover’s cock throbbing inside me, each pulse wider than the last, the cum building at the base of his shaft where I could feel it through my walls. My body gripped him harder, the involuntary clench of tissue responding to pressure it had never felt at this intensity.

Evelyn’s fingers were milking her husband into me. The cuckquean’s hand on the bull’s prostate, pushing his orgasm toward my cunt while my cuckold’s tongue worked my clit from below.

Four people. One act. Every role filled.

“Matt.”

He groaned against me.

“Evelyn is behind him. Her fingers are fucking his ass. She’s milking him into me, darling. She’s pushing semen out of her husband and into your wife. She’s making his cock leak inside me — I can feel it, hot and thick and slippery — and when he cums, she’s going to squeeze every drop of it through his cock and into my cunt, and it’s going to run out of me onto your face. You’re going to taste her husband’s cum on your lips while your tongue is on my clit. And you’re going to swallow it.”

Wendell came.

His cock swelled and kicked inside me. I felt the first pulse before I heard him groan — a hot jet hitting the deepest part of me, spreading outward, flooding the space at my cervix with thick, warm cum.

His hips slammed against my ass and held, grinding his cock as deep as it could go while his shaft throbbed between my walls. The second pulse was harder — I felt it hit, felt the cum pool and spread, felt the sheer volume of it filling me in a way that was different from every other time.

Evelyn’s fingers were driving it out of him. Prostate-milked cum — thicker, hotter, more of it than his body would have released on its own. Her fingers squeezed, and his cock kicked, and he moaned as another jet flooded into me.

I could feel it pooling at my cervix, thick and dense, too much for my cunt to hold.

His hips ground into me with each spasm. Evelyn’s hand kept working — I felt the aftershocks, each squeeze of his prostate sending another pulse into the cum already overflowing inside me. She was wringing her husband dry. Milking out everything he had, driven through his cock by his wife’s fingers, deposited as deep inside me as my anatomy allowed.

Matt’s tongue never stopped. Through every pulse, every spasm, every groan from Wendell — my husband kept his mouth sealed over my clit and worked me with the steady, patient rhythm of a man who understood that his job was not the cock. His job was the anchor.

The orgasm that had been building in my pelvis since Matt knelt in front of Wendell and opened his mouth broke.

I came with Wendell’s cum inside me and Matt’s mouth on my clit. The contraction started deep behind my cervix, where the cum was pooling — and rolled outward through my pelvis, my belly, my thighs. My cunt clenched around Wendell’s softening shaft, and the cum that had been sitting inside me squeezed out around the seal of my lips in a thick, warm rush.

Onto Matt’s face.

I looked down. Wendell’s cum — white, thick, heavy — falling from my cunt onto my husband’s chin in slow drops. His lips. The corner of his mouth. A thick thread stretched from my swollen cunt to his lower lip, catching the light before it broke.

Matt’s mouth opened.

His tongue came up and caught the next drop — the taste of another man’s cum, fresh from my gaping cunt, landing on the same tongue that had been circling my clit. He swallowed. The sound — small, wet, unmistakable — traveled through my body. He swallowed again. Another drop fell, and he caught it, and his eyes never left mine.

My husband’s face was painted with another man’s cum. His chin. His lips. The hollow of his throat. And his tongue was still working my clit, still circling, still giving me the steady rhythm that only he could give, while Wendell’s cum ran down his cheeks and pooled in his ears.

I shuddered. A second orgasm, smaller, tighter, rolling through my pelvis on the tail of the first.

I collapsed forward onto my elbows. Wendell pulled free — slowly, the head dragging against my oversensitive walls, the rim catching at my entrance before it slipped out. My cunt gaped. I could feel it — the open, stretched absence where his cock had been, the muscle too swollen and too used to close.

Cum spilled from the open hole in a thick, slow pour — white against the flushed, swollen tissue of my entrance — and Matt caught it with his tongue. He licked the cum from my gaping cunt, his tongue pushing inside me, gathering what Wendell had left from the walls, from the entrance, from the place at my cervix where the deepest pool sat.

Evelyn devoured her husband’s cock.

The room settled.

Wendell sat on the edge of the bed, his wife’s head bobbing up and down in his lap. He was breathing hard. His cock was wet and softening against his thigh, still glistening with the mixture of my arousal and his cum.

Matt slid out from beneath me. His face was a mess — my arousal, Wendell’s cum, the mingled evidence of four people mapped across his skin. His chin was white. His cheeks were streaked. The cum had run into the lines around his eyes and dried in the stubble on his jaw. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and looked at the wet smear across his knuckles.

He didn’t wipe again.

He sat up.

I rolled onto my side. The belly settled against the mattress. My cunt throbbed — sore, stretched, gaping, the cum still leaking from me in slow threads that ran down the crease of my thigh and soaked into the sheets.

My clit was raw from Matt’s mouth — oversensitive, swollen, still pulsing with the aftershock of two orgasms. I could smell the room — sex and cum and sweat and the sharp sweetness of my arousal, all of it layered over the garlic and rosemary that still drifted from the kitchen.

Evelyn had finished cleaning her husband’s cock and was looking at me.

Not at my face.

At my cunt.

Her eyes were fixed on the place where her husband’s cum was leaking from me. My cunt was still open — the lips swollen and flushed dark pink, parted, the entrance gaping from Wendell’s width, and inside the gape she could see the cum.

Her mouth was open.

Her breathing was shallow.

I could see the pulse hammering in her neck, and I could see the dark stain spreading between the thighs of her jeans. She was soaked. She’d been soaked since the preparation ritual, and now she was looking at my open, cum-filled cunt with the hunger of a woman who had been watching for too long and needed to taste.

She wanted to clean me.

“Evelyn.”

Her eyes came up.

“I can see what you want.”

“Yes.”

“You want to eat my cunt.”

“More than I’ve wanted anything in a long time, Penny.”

I looked at Matt. He was watching us — his face still painted with Wendell’s cum, his cock hard under the gown, the cuckold’s permanent state of arousal at his own exclusion.

I looked back at Evelyn.

“Then wank my husband off.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

The room went still.

“What are you suggesting, Penny?”

“You want my cunt, you take care of his cock first. No condom. No gloves. Your bare hand on my husband’s cock. Into the toilet if he wants it. You empty him, and then you eat me. That’s how this works. I decide who touches what.”

Evelyn’s eyes moved to Matt. Matt’s eyes were on me.

“Penny—”

“Those are my terms, Matt. She pushed her husband’s cum into me while your mouth was on my clit. She earned something tonight. But she earns the rest by giving you what you need. Her hand. Your cock. The toilet or wherever you wish.”

“Yes.”

“We all get what we want, Matt. Do you want to fuck me?”

“No. I want Wendell to fuck you.”

The room held its breath.

Evelyn looked at me. Not with resistance. Not with surprise. With the recognition of a woman who had just been told the price of admission by the only person in the room with the authority to set it.

“Agreed.”

I smiled.

Her husband’s cum was still cooling inside me, leaking in slow threads onto the sheets. Wendell’s hand was on his knee. Matt’s face was still wet with the evidence of everything we were.

Evelyn moved first.

She crossed the room to the nightstand on the far side of the cuck cradle, opened the drawer, and pulled out a box of tissues. She set the box on the mattress and looked at Matt.

“Not the toilet. Here. Sit on the bed and watch Wendell fuck your wife while I take care of you. You’ll be more comfortable.”

Matt looked at me. The check-in—his version, always his eyes, never the words.

I nodded.

“Go, Matt.”

He crossed the room. The cuck gown shifted against his thighs as he walked—the fabric she had designed for this, for him, for a man who needed a uniform for what he was becoming. He sat on the edge of the cuck cradle, and Evelyn moved behind him.

She positioned herself comfortably, her legs wide apart, and drew him back against her chest. Her arms came around him. Her chin found his shoulder. Her legs wrapped around the outside of his, bare feet hooking over his calves. She held him the way she’d held him three weeks ago—spooning, contained, but facing forward now, and the hand that had rested on his forearm was reaching for something else entirely.

“Is this alright?”

“Yeah.”

“Good.”

“Are you okay with me wanking you off, Matt?”

“I am. Are you?”

“I want to do it, but most of all, I want to please your wife.”

Her right hand slid beneath the hem of the gown.

I watched her fingers disappear under the fabric and find my husband’s cock. Matt’s breath caught—a small sound, barely there, the sound of a man being touched by a woman who was not his wife for the first time since we’d started any of this.

Her grip closed around him. I couldn’t see the stroke, but I could see what it did to his face—my husband’s jaw slackening, his eyes dropping to half-mast, his hips shifting against her as his body registered a hand that held him differently than mine. She had smaller fingers and wanked Matt with a different rhythm—a woman learning his cock for the first time while his wife lay three meters away with another man’s cum cooling inside her.

“You’re hard, Matt. You’ve been hard all night.”

“Since before dinner.”

“Since before dinner. That’s a long time to want something.”

“Yeah. It is.”

Wendell’s hand found my ankle.

“On your back, Penny.”

I was already moving—rolling, settling, my belly adjusting with the slow protest of thirty-one weeks. Wendell stood at the foot of the bed. He pulled my legs toward him until my ass reached the edge of the mattress, my feet on either side of his hips, my cunt open to the room.

He was hard again.

His cock hung heavy between us—dark, thick, still wet from the first round. The head swollen and gleaming with my arousal and his cum and the spit Matt’s tongue had left behind.

“Ready?”

“Yes.”

He positioned himself closer, his crown pressed against my entrance, and my body remembered—the width, the burn, Wendell’s girth parting tissue that the pregnancy had made impossibly sensitive. He slid his cock inside me. My soft, fluttering, sticky walls opened around his solid shaft. I was wetter than the first time, softer, his own cum acting as lubricant inside a cunt he had already filled once tonight.

I watched Evelyn pull my husband’s gown up and off. She tightened herself against him before reaching around, gripping his cock, and continuing her stroke work. Matt’s cock was huge, bulging, and I loved the fact that one cuck was wanking the other because I had asked.

Wendell’s re-entry balls deep inside me was easier and harder at the same time. Easier because my body knew his shape. Harder because the tissue was tender, swollen from the first round of fucking, and the stretch that had felt like discovery an hour ago now felt like cost. I breathed through it. My hands gripped the sheets. My baby shifted low—a slow roll, adjusting, settling away from the pressure.

“Penny.”

“I’m fine. Don’t stop fucking me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Make the most of it, Wendell. You probably can’t fuck that hole again tonight.”

“I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You’ll fuck my ass later. That will hurt.”

“Are you sure?”

“Don’t ask me that ever again.”

Wendell’s right hand came forward and found my belly. His palm pressed flat against the tight drum of skin, his fingers spread wide, the dark of his hand covering the place where my baby lived.

I reached up and laced my fingers through his.

Our hands entwined over the bump.

His dark fingers between my pale ones, both palms pressing against the life my husband had put inside me while the cock that wasn’t my husband’s filled me from below. The baby kicked—a definite thump against both our palms. The response I’d come to expect when a better lover fucked me. The width of Wendell’s cock triggered the kick, the kick confirming my pleasure.

From across the room, Evelyn’s voice sounded like a low murmur, close to Matt’s ear.

“Look at their hands, Matt.”

Her whisper carried. Not meant for me, but the room was small enough and quiet enough that I heard every word she fed my husband while her hand worked his cock from glistening, precum-soaked tip to hairy root.

“My husband’s fingers are threaded through your wife’s, cradling your baby while he fucks her. Do you see that?”

“I see it.”

“Your wife is beautiful when she’s being fucked, Matt.”

“I know.”

“She needed this. You gave it to her. You’re braver than you know.”

“I enjoy watching your husband fuck my wife.”

“So do I. I love rewarding you for it, too. When you cum, don’t worry where it shoots. I’ll catch it.”

Evelyn’s rhythm was steady, and she wanked my husband off completely unhurried, her wrist turning at the crown, her palm polishing his glans like a brass doorknob. She wasn’t racing him. She was holding him exactly where he needed to be held—hard, aching, watching, while her husband fucked me long and hard.

Her voice carried warmth, not authority. Evelyn was not above him. She was behind him, around him, a cuck holding another cuck, and the words she chose were words of recognition, not command. Fellow-feeling from a woman who understood exactly what it cost to watch and exactly what it gave back.

“You have a lovely cock, Matt. I mean that.”

A pause. Her hand tightened around his shaft. His hips pushed into her grip.

“It’s just not what your wife needs tonight.”

“She needs your husband.”

“I need your wife to fuck him. This is a pleasure on top.”

“Really?”

“I was stuck behind that mirror, and it was good watching, but now, I can be part of the architecture, Matt. You gave me that. I’ll do anything to you that Penny asks.”

Wendell fucked me with long strokes. The wet sound of his thick cock fucking my thirty-one-week cunt carried through the room. He went slower than the first round, probing deeper, his patience built on the fact that he’d already cum once and was taking his time with the second.

“Are you enjoying watching Evelyn wanking Matt?”

“It doesn’t matter to me, Penny. Only you matter to me right now.”

His fingers tightened around mine over the belly. I tightened back. My cunt gripped his long, thick cock on every outward stroke, the swollen tissue dragging against his ridged shaft, and the pregnancy sensitivity turned every vein into information I couldn’t ignore.

“Matt.”

“Yeah.”

“He’s fucking me hard and deep again. Can you feel what she’s doing to your cock while he fucks me?”

“Yeah.”

“Your cock is in her hand, Matt. His cock is inside me. Tell me that’s what you wanted.”

“That’s what I wanted, Penny.”

“Say it again.”

“That’s exactly what I wanted. You deserve to be fucked the way you ask for. I can’t do that.”

I turned my head toward the cuck cradle and looked at Matt’s face. His jaw was loose, his eyes wet, Evelyn’s chin on his shoulder. He was watching Wendell’s cock disappear into me with each stroke, watching the belly move, watching the dark fingers laced through mine over his baby.

Evelyn whispered something. I caught the shape of it—her lips moving against the shell of his ear.

“What did she say, Matt?”

“She said I’m leaking precum.”

“Are you?”

“Yeah.”

“Leaking in her hand while her husband’s cock fills your wife. How does that feel?”

“Like I am exactly where I’m supposed to be.”

“Good. Stay there and watch.”

Wendell’s next stroke was deeper, my back arched and belly tightened—a Braxton-Hicks contraction ghosting across my abdomen. I breathed through it the way I breathed through everything at thirty-one weeks—slowly, deliberately, waiting for my body to decide whether this was protest or participation.

The contraction passed. Wendell had paused, with his cock balls deep and pulsing against my walls—his hand on my belly feeling the tightening, reading my body.

“I’m fine, Wendell.”

“Sure?”

“I’m sure. Keep fucking me.”

He resumed. And my eyes went back to Matt.

“Your cock can’t do what his is doing right now. You know that?”

“I know, and I am glad.”

“He’s deeper than you’ve ever been. He’s wider than you’ll ever be. And you’re sitting over there letting another woman wank your cock while mine stretches around the bigger and better one. That’s where we are tonight, Matt.”

“I know where we are.”

“Are you okay?”

“I’m more than okay, Penny.”

Evelyn’s mouth was at his ear again. Her voice carried this time—still not meant for me, but I heard it.

“Your heart is pounding, Matt. I can feel it against my chest.”

“Yeah.”

“You’re shaking.”

“I know.”

“That’s not fear. I know what fear feels like. That’s want.”

“I want to cum.”

“Good.”

She was right. I could see it from the bed—Matt’s body trembling against hers, his hands white on her thighs, his cock straining in her grip. Not fear. Want. The deep, structural want of a man watching his wife get fucked by a cock he couldn’t match and feeling more alive than he’d ever felt holding her himself.

“She’s telling you what you feel, Matt. Can you feel what I feel?”

“Tell me.”

“I feel full of cock. Stretched wide and sore from the first round, and I don’t care. My cunt is wrapped around a cock that’s wider than yours, and the baby is kicking against my lover’s hand, and I can feel his cum from the last time still inside me, mixing with what he’s putting in me now. I don’t want him to stop. I don’t want you to stop watching. I don’t want her to stop touching you. I want everything exactly like this.”

“I want everything exactly like this, too, Penny.”

Wendell’s stroke inside me deepened on every push now. His fingers crushed mine over the belly. His other hand gripped my hip, pulling me onto him, and the angle shifted—his head pressing my cervix, making my vision blur and my mouth open.

“Wendell.”

“I’m right here.”

“Fuck me deep, right there. Don’t move. Stay and fuck me.”

He held his cock deep and throbbing inside me. His width filling me completely, the head grinding against the place that sent heat radiating outward through my pelvis. The baby kicked again—hard, against both palms. A protest or an answer.

Matt came first.

I was watching his face when it happened. Wendell was inside me, balls deep, grinding his cock head against my cervix, his fingers crushing mine over the belly, and across the room, on the cuck cradle, my husband’s body arched backward against Evelyn’s chest.

Matt’s mouth opened. His hands gripped her thighs on either side of his hips. His cock pulsed in her hand, and I watched my husband’s cum arrive somewhere that wasn’t inside me.

Evelyn caught it, but she made sure I could see. Her left hand appeared with a wad of tissues, ready, positioned beneath the head of his cock before the first spurt landed. She gathered everything carefully, smiling as though she were enjoying the moment.

Every pulse, every drop of my husband’s semen was gathered, the tissues pressed against his crown while her right hand milked the shaft. Base to head, repeat, with a twist at the bottom. She went slowly, using thorough strokes. Squeezing gently along the vein on the underside, releasing what his body had been holding since he’d knelt in front of Wendell and taken my bull’s cock head into his mouth.

She milked him with care. Patiently. Her thumb rubbed the slit with a soft pressure that made his thighs tremble against hers. One more drop. Then one more. Every trace of my husband’s cum was drawn from his cock and gathered into tissue.

She folded the tissue closed and set it on the nightstand.

“Your wife can deal with that however she sees fit.”

Wendell’s cum was inside me. Pooling at my cervix from the first round, warming against the second load already building. Matt’s cum was soaking into a tissue on a nightstand three meters away.

I held both facts. I didn’t need to say them out loud. The room was saying them for me. But I said them anyway, because the saying was the kink, and Matt needed to hear it, and I needed to give it to him.

“Matt.”

My husband’s eyes opened. Post-orgasm. He was spent, his cock softening in Evelyn’s hand, his body slack against her chest.

“Are you watching Wendell fuck me?”

“I’m watching, Penny. You made me cum.”

“Your cum is in a tissue on the nightstand. My bull’s seed is inside me. Deep inside me, Matt. Pooled at my cervix. Can you picture that?”

“Yeah.”

“Your cum went into cotton, and his went into your wife. That’s the difference, isn’t it?”

“That’s the difference.”

“And you chose this.”

“I chose this.”

“Every time. You’d choose this every time.”

“Every time, Penny.”

His face was settled. Blown pupils, slack jaw, the expression of a man who had stopped fighting what he was. The man I loved, emptied and held by another woman, watching another man fuck me, and not a single part of him wanting to be anywhere else.

Wendell had slowed down after Matt came, the patience, the watching, the attention of a man whose kink was the husband’s experience as much as fucking the wife’s body.

His rhythm built again. Longer, deeper strokes, fucking me harder, his hips driving into me with increasing urgency. His hand pressed mine against the belly. The baby was still—settled low, sleeping through the percussion above.

He came explosively.

First, his thrust deepened. The head grinding, not stroking, his pelvis flush against mine, his cock buried to the root. I felt the first pulse of seed against my cervix—hot, dense, the kick of his cum hitting the deepest part of me and spreading outward. His fingers crushed mine over the belly, and his jaw clenched, and the groan he gave me was low and honest and real.

I stared up at him.

“No tissues for you.”

“Definitely not.”

Each spasm pushed more bull semen inside me.

Wendell’s cum accumulated—thick, warm, two loads layered deep inside me, more than my body could hold at this angle. It leaked around the seal of his cock, warm threads running down the crease of my ass onto the sheet.

Wendell held still. His cock softened inside me slowly, the width reducing by fractions, my walls gripping what remained.

He withdrew. His cock head dragged against my entrance, and the absence was immediate—structural, the emptiness after his girth a thing my body protested. More cum leaked from me in a slow, warm trickle.

He kissed my belly. His lips on the tight skin, right where our hands had been laced. Then he stepped back from the bed.

Evelyn unwound herself from behind Matt. Gently, one leg at a time, her hand leaving his softened cock, her body separating from his with the care of a woman who understood that the man she’d just held needed to keep sitting exactly where he was.

She crossed the room. Three meters. The cuck cradle to the main bed. Leaving my husband to me.

She knelt at the foot of the bed, between my legs, where Wendell had been standing thirty seconds ago.

Her eyes found my cunt.

“Penny. May I?”

“Go ahead.”

“Thank you.”

She said it, looking at me. Not at my cunt—at my face. The price was paid, my terms met, and the woman who had paid them was about to pay more respect to the woman who had set them.

The mess Wendell had left inside my gaping cunt was visible—I could feel it leaking, and I knew what she was seeing. Swollen, wide-spread lips, flushed tissue, the cum leaking from my well-fucked hole in threads, the evidence of two rounds pooling on the sheet beneath my ass.

My clit was raw from Matt’s mouth in the first round. My inner thighs were wet. My cunt was open, sloppy, and softened, the muscle memory of Wendell’s width still holding the shape.

Evelyn lowered her mouth to me.

Her tongue was different from Matt’s.

Matt cleaned me with hunger. His mouth sealed over my entrance, his suction drawing cum from deep inside me, the devotion of a man drinking from a well he’d never find on his own. Matt’s cleanup was need.

Evelyn’s tongue was knowledge.

She started at the edges, licking around my inner thighs—long, flat strokes gathering the cum that had already escaped, the dried threads and the fresh ones, her tongue following the trails back to their source. She worked inward. My labia—parting them with her tongue, the geography was familiar because it was shared. She knew where the cum sat. She knew how to draw it out.

Her tongue entered me. Not deep—she didn’t need depth because my flow was sufficient. She used breadth. The flat of her tongue pressed against my entrance and held, warm and patient, and my body responded—it released. Wendell’s cum flowed onto her tongue in a slow, dense wave. She swallowed.

The sound was small and certain.

A woman retrieving what her husband had lent.

“Evelyn.”

She paused. Her mouth an inch from my cunt, her breath warm against the swollen tissue.

“Yes, Penny?”

“You’re good at this.”

“I’ve had practice.”

“With his other women.”

“No. Before we met.”

“Am I the first hotwife you’ve cleaned up?”

“Yes.”

She went back to work.

She licked with slow, rolling passes of her tongue over my cunt, gathering and swallowing and gathering again. Her hands pressed against my thighs, her thumbs stroking the sensitive skin. No urgency. No performance.

I was the first.

The orgasm built without my permission. Not from the cleaning, but from the fact of everything. Evelyn’s mouth on my cunt. Matt, watching from the other bed, spent his cum soaking into a tissue. Wendell had left the bedroom.

I came. Slow, rolling, deep, and structural—the kind the pregnancy gave me when my body was already wrecked, moving through exhausted tissue in waves that made the baby shift. My cunt clenched against Evelyn’s tongue, and the last of Wendell’s cum drained out of me into her mouth, and she took it, and I held her head between my thighs and let it finish.

“Stay there.”

She stayed. Her cheek against my inner thigh. Her mouth was wet. Her eyes were closed.

“Evelyn.”

“Mm.”

“How did I taste?”

“Like him. And like you. And like the baby.”

“You can taste my pregnancy?”

“It’s different. Sweeter. Thicker. I tasted other women, and none of them tasted like you.”

Her cheek pressed against my thigh. Her breathing was slowing. She looked like a woman who had just finished something she’d been waiting to do for years.

Wendell came through the door with two beers. Bottles, not glasses. He’d pulled on his track pants. No shirt. The broad dark chest catching the low light from the bedside lamp.

He crossed to the cuck cradle and sat beside Matt, offering him a bottle.

Matt took it.

“Thanks.”

“We earned it.”

Wendell’s arm went around Matt’s shoulder, and Matt didn’t shift away from it. They drank. The sound of two men swallowing beer in a quiet room.

“Are you good?”

“I’m good, Wendell.”

“She’s good at that.”

“Evelyn?”

“Yeah.”

“I agree.”

“She’s doing a good job of cleaning Penny, too.”

“I like sharing. As long as Penny gets what she wants.”

Matt looked at the beer, then at Wendell. At the casual way a man could talk about his wife licking another man’s cum from another man’s wife while sipping from a bottle. Wendell smiled. The first time I’d seen him smile after sex—not the composed, patient expression, but a real smile, the kind that reached his eyes and stayed.

“I know you do, Matt. Penny told me.”

I watched from the main bed. Evelyn had climbed up beside me—curled against my side, her head on the pillow next to mine, her mouth still carrying the taste of her husband’s cum cleaned from me. Her hand found my belly and rested there. The baby shifted under her palm.

Two beds. Two beers on one. Two women on the other.

The dark glass panel reflected all four of us—amber light, tangled sheets, the room smelling like cum and sweat and linen spray and the hops from two open bottles.

“How long have you been doing this, Wendell?”

Matt’s voice was quiet. Not a challenge—a question from a man sitting inside another man’s arm, drinking another man’s beer.

“The women?”

“All of it. The house. The mirror. Evelyn watching.”

“Three years. Since we married.”

“Was it her idea or yours?”

“Hers. The first night she told me, we were in this bed. She said she wanted to watch me fuck another woman. Not a threesome. She wanted to be behind the glass. She wanted to feel it from a distance.”

“Why?”

“Because the distance is the kink. You know that, Matt. You sit in a chair across a bedroom and watch your wife get fucked by a stranger. You don’t join in. You watch. The distance is the thing.”

Matt was quiet. I could see him turning the bottle in his hands, the label peeling under his thumb.

“The cameras?”

“Mine. Evelyn wanted to be closer. I wanted her contained. We compromised.”

“Some compromise.”

“It worked. Until you.”

“What changed?”

“She stepped through the glass. She’s never done that before. Not for any of them.”

Matt looked across the room at Evelyn. She was curled against me, her hand on my belly, her breathing slowing toward sleep. She didn’t open her eyes.

“She stepped through for me.”

“For both of you. But yes, Matt. For you.”

They drank. The silence sat between them—comfortable, unhurried, the silence of two men who had run out of small talk long ago and were sitting in the thing itself.

“What will you do with your husband’s cum in the tissue?”

“Dispose of it. I have him inside me permanently, now I want your husband in there too.”

Evelyn reached across me. Her arm extended to the nightstand, and her fingers found the folded tissue. She picked it up. Leaned over the side of the bed. Dropped it into the wastebasket.

The gesture was quiet. A woman tidying up after the evening.

My husband’s cum in the wastebasket. Her husband’s cum inside me, and in her mouth, and on the sheets beneath me.

I watched the tissue fall, and I turned into Evelyn and whispered.

“That’s what this is, Evelyn?”

“What?”

“You can’t have babies.”

“No. I can’t.”

Wendell took another pull of his beer. The swallow. The exhale. He looked at the bottle for a moment, then turned his head toward Matt.

“I enjoyed your lips around my crown more than I expected to, Matt.”

The room held the sentence.

Matt looked at him. At the man whose cock he had knelt for earlier tonight. Whose width he had taken in his mouth and coated with his spit so that the first stroke inside me would carry something of my husband with it.

“So did I.”
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