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Window Shopping

Six months ago, neither of them could have imagined anything like what their lives would eventually become. Back then, Amy and Mike were just...normal. Ordinary in the best possible way. A couple who’d settled into each other like two stones smoothed by the same river, matching quirks and rhythms without even trying. They shared groceries, shared jokes, shared a bed—shared a life that felt steady and safe.

And the sex was good. Not legendary or cinematic, but real, hungry, regular. The kind other couples pretended they had. Mike loved to say they operated on “perfect natural alignment”—which, in his mind, meant he never had to beg or hint when he wanted a blowjob. Amy was enthusiastic, generous, and unembarrassed about it, happily kneeling between his legs in the shower or surprising him on the couch with her mouth warm around him before he could even drop the remote. His friends envied the hell out of him for that. They joked that he must have saved a village in a past life to deserve a girlfriend like her.

And Amy loved him just as fiercely. Loved the way he pulled her close in bed, the way he kissed her shoulders before they both drifted off, the way he whispered the sweetest, silliest confessions when he thought she was asleep. Neither of them felt deprived or restless; their sex life was steady, satisfying, fun. They had little rituals—her hand drifting between his thighs when she wanted to distract him, his fingers sliding into her panties at night in a silent question she always answered with her hips. They weren’t perfect, but they were good. Solid. Happy.

If someone had told Amy then that she would one day be texting another man about how wet she was, or that Mike would be the one urging her on, she would have laughed. Hard. That wasn’t them. That wasn’t their world. Their fantasies never strayed far from each other, and certainly never into anything dangerous or complicated or new.

Back then, they were just Amy and Mike. A normal couple with a normal life and a better-than-normal sex life, coasting comfortably on years of easy intimacy.

And then, one night, something small shifted—barely noticeable, almost playful—and everything that had once felt so simple began to tilt.

It started with a question. A joke that didn’t quite sound like a joke.

“You really want that? Are you sure?”

“Not if you’re not into it.”

Mike tried to shrug like it was nothing, casual and breezy, but Amy saw the tiny slip in his expression—the way his mouth tightened, the flicker in his eyes. He was disappointed. Worse, he was trying not to show it.

“Hey,” she said quickly, touching his arm, “I didn’t mean it like that. I’m not judging you. I’m just... surprised.”

He gave a soft exhale that wasn’t quite a laugh. “Yeah, I know. It’s...whatever.”

That hurt more than if he’d gotten defensive. Mike never hid from her. He teased, he joked, he overshared, but he didn’t hide.

“Talk to me,” she said, gentler this time.

They’d been dating three years, living together for two, and Amy was pretty sure she’d heard every fantasy he’d ever had—at least the ones he actually wanted to say out loud. She knew exactly what kind of porn he liked (creampies, amateur, couples who couldn’t keep their hands off each other), and none of it bothered her. Quite the opposite. It reassured her. His tastes were real, grounded in actual pleasure, not the bizarre stuff his friends chattered about after a few beers.

Sometimes they even watched videos together, her curled against his chest while he murmured filthy commentary that made her laugh and squirm. She loved the electric sense that there was almost someone else in the room with them—some imagined third presence that revved him up.

She’d even made a few videos for him—goofy ones, sexy ones, one where she tried to look sultry and ended up laughing halfway through. Filming them had been strangely freeing. Sure, technically he could ruin her life with a single upload, but she trusted him more than she trusted anyone. And besides, she preferred him stroking it to her face, not some random girl doing cosplay in bad lighting.

And Mike wasn’t exactly subtle with his own confessions. He’d told her all about Busty Beth at work—the Beth, whose tops were so low-cut Amy swore she could see her reflection in the cleavage. From the way Mike described her, Beth’s bras were doing the architectural work of small bridges.

Amy roasted him nonstop for it.

“So, did Beth’s boobs clock in before or after you today?”

“Do they get their own keycard? Seems fair.”

“Should I be worried her tits are going to unionize and demand better working conditions?”

Mike would laugh, shake his head, kiss her cheek, and threaten to report her for harassment. It was harmless, silly, the kind of teasing that made them feel like conspirators instead of competitors. And Amy would wear a low-cut top on their dates just to mess with him, leaning over the table dramatically until he choked on his drink.

Because they were solid. They could laugh about this stuff.

Which was why she’d admitted her extremely tiny, absolutely manageable, totally professional crush on Julian.

Mike had pounced instantly. “Wait, wait, wait—you’ve been fantasizing about other guys?”

Amy rolled her eyes. “Please. I need something to think about when Beth is over there performing Cirque du Soleil with her cleavage.”

Mike grinned. “Oh yeah? And what exactly is so hot about this Julian?”

And she gave it right back. “Well, I need something to keep my mind busy while Beth is practically motorboating the whole office on your behalf.”

Mike snorted. “Hey, it’s not my fault her boobs come with their own weather system.”

“Exactly,” Amy said, poking him. “So don’t blame me for needing... alternative entertainment.”

“Oh?” he said, eyebrows up. “What exactly is so entertaining about Mr. Tattoo Boy?”

Amy tried to play it cool, but her face warmed instantly. There was something about Julian that hit her right in the spine—the vines and skulls curling down his forearm, the tiny script across his knuckles that read Stay Soft, the contradiction of tenderness inked into a body that looked carved to intimidate. Those were hands that could pin her by the throat while whispering the filthiest things with a calmness that made her shake.

But how was she supposed to say that?

So all she managed was a helpless, “He has... nice hands.”

Mike burst out laughing. “Of course. You would thirst over someone’s hands.”

“Oh shut up,” she said, swatting at him, but smiling.

Before she could elaborate—or defend herself—he tugged her closer on the couch. “I get it,” he teased. “Bet you’d love to see those big tattooed hands all over you.”

“Maybe,” she said softly, a blush creeping up her throat.

Okay, fine, she might have thought about it once or twice.

Mike slid his hand up her thigh, deliberately slow. “Would you let him touch you here?” His fingers slipped under the hem of her skirt, brushing warm against the fabric of her panties. “Hmm? Or maybe... here?”

Her breath hitched as his thumb nudged the inside of her thigh.

Her only answer was a flustered little giggle, so Mike pushed it further, grinning, “What—gonna sneak into the supply closet and let him slide those magic hands under your skirt?”

That killed the mood instantly.

Amy’s brain slammed into the image—the flickering fluorescent light, the dusty mop bucket, that awful gray carpet that smelled faintly of toner. Nope. Absolutely not sexy. Way too real. Way too possible.

Ugh. She should never have mentioned Julian in the first place. She’d only blurted it out because she’d been practically vibrating with horniness after an endless day at work. And... fine... maybe she’d wondered what he was packing during that mind-numbing planning meeting. Maybe she’d briefly pictured those tattooed fingers curling in her hair while she knelt for him.

But he was a real human being. A coworker. He had definitely not signed up to be the star of her horny brain.

“God, no!” she sputtered, wriggling against Mike’s hold. “Are you kidding? I see him every day. I’d die.”

She tried to escape his arms, laughing in absolute mortification, but he only pulled her tighter into his lap. And the heat pressed against her—yeah, no mistaking that. He was getting hard.

“Not him, then,” he murmured into her ear, voice dropping low. “Pick someone else. I don’t care who. I just want to see you bouncing on another guy’s dick like my perfect little slut.”

Her heartbeat tripped.

That didn’t sound like a joke.

Not like the goofy stuff he said about Busty Beth.

This sounded... sincere. Hungry. Serious enough to scare her a little.

You really want that? Are you sure?

She swallowed hard. “Isn’t that, um... every guy’s nightmare?”

He cupped her face, brushing his nose against hers. “Nightmare? Babe, having you as my own personal porn star? That’s the single hottest thing I can imagine.”

That, weirdly, was grounding. Safe. Familiar territory. She knew how to play with that fantasy.

Amy tightened her grip on his shoulders and rolled her hips slowly against him, earning a sharp breath from his chest. “I am your personal porn star,” she teased. “Don’t pretend I haven’t put in the hours.”

“Mm.” Mike’s mouth trailed along the curve of her neck, warm and teasing, making her shoulders jump. She was just starting to melt into him when he murmured, lower now, “Yeah... I want you to keep leveling up those slutty skills for me. We’ll find you a nice, big dick to practice on.”

The words hit her square in the chest. Not the sexy part—she could handle crude talk—but the idea of other men, random men, wanting something from her. She’d already had more than enough “big dicks” in her past, and none of them had been the good kind. She’d been used, ditched, misled, and treated like the easiest solution to someone else’s hard-on.

Mike was the only one who’d made good on his promises. The only one who ever stayed. The only man who didn’t make her feel like she was just something warm and wet to leave behind afterward.

Why would she want to start from scratch with some stranger?

“You hate this,” he said suddenly, pulling back. “Okay. I’ll stop.”

His hands slipped from her waist, and something inside her twisted. She didn't hate it—not exactly. It just threw her off balance. And the last thing she wanted was for him to feel ashamed of sharing something that clearly meant a lot to him.

Plus... she still wanted to cum.

So she caught his hands and pressed them back to her hips. “No, I’m not upset. I’m just... trying to process. I didn’t know you were this into it.”

He swallowed. “Yeah. I figured you’d think it was weird. So I kept it to myself.”

That stung more than she expected. She trusted him with every embarrassing detail of her past, every fear, every insecurity—hell, even the stupid stuff, like how jealous she sometimes got about Beth and her two-man parade of a chest. But he hadn’t felt safe enough to bring this fantasy to her?

She cupped his face gently, guiding his eyes to hers. “Hey. You don’t have to hide anything from me. I love you.”

“I love you too.” But there was a wobble in his smile, a shadow of disappointment he couldn’t quite mask.

She wanted to chase the sadness off his face, wipe it away with her body if necessary. So she rolled her hips deliberately against him, feeling him thicken under her, and murmured, “Okay. Tell me. What exactly turns you on about it?”

He drew in a breath—relief, lust, maybe both. “I want people to see how sexy you are. And no matter how many guys want you, or how many you fuck—” his hand threaded into her hair with a slow, possessive tug that made her gasp, “—you still come home to me.”

A wave of goosebumps shot across her skin, leaving her shivering in his lap.

“Yes... I’m yours.” The admission trembled out of her. She hesitated, heat blooming under her skin, then whispered a word she’d never dared to call herself before. “I’m your little slut.”

The word hung between them like a spark catching fire.

She pushed away the thought of other men—plural—and everything messy that came with it. That was too big, too far away. What she could handle was the pressure of his fingers curling tighter in her hair, the way he guided her to tilt her head just the way he liked. She leaned into it, breath catching.

“So tell me,” she murmured, “if he had me for a night... what exactly would you want him to do to me?”

Mike stiffened beneath her—instantly, unmistakably. His grip in her hair tightened, angling her head back until her throat was bared to him. He kissed a slow, deliberate line down the exposed skin, then spoke against her pulse in a voice that vibrated through her.

“I’d want you to take his cock,” he said, “and walk back to me with his cum running down your legs.” His hand slid lower, gripping her hip hard. “Would you do that?”

“Yes—” The answer tore out of her, half-shock, half-desire. The image was outrageous, the kind of thing she should have recoiled from... and yet her pussy pulsed, wet and insistent, betraying her completely.

He noticed. Of course he noticed.

“You’d let him finish inside you?” he asked, voice rougher now. “Let him fill you up for me?”

Her breath shook as she nodded. “Yes. If you want it... then yes.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Your slut can take it.”

The look that crossed his face was pure hunger. He pushed her back onto the cushions with a groan, bracing himself over her, one hand still tangled in her hair like an anchor. For a moment, the intensity in his eyes wavered—softening, searching her face.

“Hey,” he murmured. “Is this really okay? I know this might be more than you usually like.”

Amy paused only long enough to steady her breath. “Making you feel good... that’s my thing,” she murmured, sliding her hand down to squeeze him through his jeans. The way his hips jerked told her he felt it.

Mike let out a low, content moan, his smile turning hungry. “Yeah? You’re pretty damn good at making a guy lose his mind.”

She opened her mouth to fire something back, but he was already tugging off his glasses and leaning in, kissing her with a sudden heat that stole the thought right out of her head. His knee nudged between her thighs, pressing just right, and her skirt bunched at her hips as she rocked against him, shameless and needy.

“Fuck, Amy...” His voice cracked as he pressed a hand between her legs. “You’re soaked.” His fingers rubbed firm, slow circles over her clit through the damp fabric, and she gasped, hips twitching into his touch. “Talking about other men gets you this wet, huh?”

Oh god.

Maybe?

No?

Definitely don’t ask her that when she can barely form a sentence.

Instead, she pushed against his hand, breathless. “Take them off,” she begged. “Please.”

But he didn’t obey. Not yet. His thumb kept moving, maddeningly steady, teasing her higher and higher as he lowered his mouth to her inner thigh. He kissed upward, slow enough to torture, until his breath hovered right over her panties.

“You want him to finger this sexy little pussy?” he murmured, the words hot against her skin.

A sound escaped her—something between a whimper and a plea—as she bit her lip.

“I didn’t hear you,” Mike said, kissing her right on the wet fabric, then dragging his tongue over it in a slow, deliberate stroke. “Tell me you want him to finger you.”

She clawed at his wrists, trying to pull his hands where she needed them, but he didn’t budge. The restraint made her whine with frustration.

“Please,” she gasped. “Mike—finger me. Please, please.”

He shook his head slowly. “No, sweetheart. Say what I asked you to say. Tell me what you want him to do to you.”

Her mind spun, but when she closed her eyes, she didn’t see Julian. She didn’t see any stranger. All she saw was Mike’s face, flushed and eager and hungry for her. Maybe that was enough. Maybe that was the point.

So she forced the words out, breath hitching. “I want him to rip off my panties,” she said, voice tight, “and shove his fingers inside me.”

That did it.

He finally hooked a finger under the damp cotton, pulling it aside. His thumb found her bare clit and dragged a slow, deliberate stroke across it.

Her whole body jolted, hips snapping up toward him.

“Good girl,” he murmured, watching her fall apart at the first touch. Then he slid one thick finger inside her, sinking it to the knuckle as she gasped.

“Oh my god—”

He chuckled softly. “This needy little pussy’s begging for it, huh?”

“Yes,” she moaned, grinding down on his hand. “Yes, I need—”

A second finger joined the first, stretching her around the slick intrusion. He curled them just right, making wet, obscene sounds between her thighs as she writhed.

“Please,” she choked out. “Please, I want your cock. I want you to fuck me. I want— I want you to fuck me so everyone knows I’m yours.”

“That’s my girl,” he breathed. His free hand went to his belt, undoing it with practiced speed. The faint metallic click of the buckle made her shiver. “Still hungry after letting all those cocks use you?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Yes,” she said, voice wrecked with need. “Yes, I still need your dick inside me.”

Mike pressed the thick head of his cock between her slick lips, sliding in slow enough to make her gasp—and then he drove forward in three deep, hungry thrusts that stole the air from her lungs. She’d never heard him talk like this before, never seen this edge in him, but his body felt achingly familiar, stretching her perfectly, filling her exactly the way she craved.

He bottomed out inside her with a low groan, their hips slapping together, and she clung to his shoulders as the pleasure rolled through her.

“I’m yours,” she gasped, the words tumbling out of her. “I’m yours—I’m yours—”

His jaw tightened as he pulled back and thrust in again, finding a brutal, gorgeous rhythm. “Yeah? You’re my dirty little slut?”

“Yes,” she moaned, voice cracking. “I’m your slut—I’m yours—”

He hooked one arm under her back, hauling her tight against his chest as he fucked her harder. His breath dragged hot across her hair as he growled, “All those cocks you talk about... all those guys you say you’d let use this pussy—”

She whimpered, head falling back.

“Y-yes—yes—yes—”

“—and still you come home to me,” he finished, thrusting so deep she cried out.

She couldn’t remember the last time he’d fucked her like this—driven, possessive, almost desperate. Her climax hit fast and hard, a shudder ripping through her as her pussy clenched greedily around him. She lay trembling under him, gasping, barely able to think.

It’s fine, she told herself hazily as the aftershocks faded.

It’s just words.

I can say whatever he needs to hear.

But before the thought even settled, he wrapped his fist in her hair and snapped his hips forward, slamming into her with a force that shattered the last pieces of her composure.

Everything vanished except the way he fucked her—deep, relentless, overwhelming—dragging her straight into another helpless, rising wave.


A Blur

The next few days blurred into a delicious, filthy rhythm. Every night, Amy pushed herself to say the dirtiest things she could imagine if it meant making Mike groan and fuck her harder. It didn’t come naturally—she stumbled, flushed, lost her place—but she was learning. And every time she made him lose control with just her words, she felt a spark of pride, excitement, and something almost like mischief.

But even then, she never thought it would leave their bedroom.

On Sunday morning, coffees in hand and bagels warm in their paper bag, they wandered to the park and found a sunny bench near the big fountain. The place was alive—dogs tugging leashes, joggers stretching, kids shrieking on scooters. Amy lifted her cup for the first sip when Mike leaned in close, his lips brushing her ear.

“I wish I could pick someone out for you to go home with.”

She nearly inhaled her coffee. “Mike—Jesus—are you trying to get us arrested? Someone could hear you!”

He nodded toward the roaring fountain. “Babe, nobody can hear anything over that. Relax.” His grin was wicked, boyish. Impossible not to return. She felt her own lips twitch.

“Okay, then,” he murmured. “See anyone you like?”

“Um... I don’t know...” She stalled by biting into her bagel, chewing slowly as if carbs could buy her thinking time. How was she supposed to decide something like that in broad daylight?

Mike didn’t wait. His breath warmed the curve of her neck again. “What about the guy under the tree?”

She followed his gaze—and snorted. “Absolutely not.”

“Why not?”

“He looks like Adam Sandler.”

Mike shrugged. “Some women are into that.”

Amy bumped his shoulder. “Well, I’m not some women. And you’re way hotter.”

He preened a little, then scanned the park again. “Alright, alright... how about...”

Oh god. Did they have to do this now? Her stomach tightened with nerves and excitement and something she couldn’t name.

“...the guy with the Labrador?”

Amy watched the man and his dog trot past, trying—really trying—to imagine anything remotely sexual about him. Her mind went blank, then short-circuited entirely. She let out a slow hiss of frustration.

“I can’t,” she said finally. “I don’t know anything about him. For all I know he could be... I don’t know... an axe murderer. Or crawling with every STD listed in the CDC handbook.”

Mike gave her a look. “You think Golden Retriever Guy is secretly a serial killer?”

She crossed her arms and stuck out her lip. “He could be.”

“Amy,” he said, laughing under his breath, “why is your first thought always the worst possible scenario?”

Annoyingly, he had a point. That instinct was what made her so good at work—she could plan an event with eight backup contingencies—but it also made her tense, jumpy, catastrophizing over the smallest unknown. She knew it. She was trying to be better.

Mike wrapped an arm around her shoulders and kissed her temple, soft and sweet. “What if,” he murmured, “for once, the worst-case scenario isn’t the only one? What if it could be fun?” His other hand slipped onto her thigh. “What if it could be sexy?”

She gave a reluctant smile. “Maybe.”

He rubbed slow circles with his thumb, warm and steady. “You don’t have to do anything. You’re not signing up for anything. It’s just a game. Like... window-shopping.”

And he wasn’t wrong. They had sort of been playing a game already—dirty talking him into a frenzy, pushing his buttons in a way that made her feel bold, wicked, powerful. And here, in the middle of a park, there was no chance he could actually do anything about it. That made her feel braver.

She took a quick glance around to make sure no one was close enough to overhear, then leaned in with a wicked little grin. “So you just need to hear how I’d let one of these guys pound my pussy?”

Mike’s fingers tightened on her thigh. “Yes,” he said instantly.

Amy brushed her lips near his ear. “You want him to bend me over one of these benches and fuck me from behind with his nice, hard cock?”

His breath snagged in his throat. “Yes.”

When Mike discreetly shifted the bagel bag to cover his lap, Amy’s jaw dropped in delighted scandal.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, half laughing. “You’re unbelievable. You’re actually asking me to tease you in public.”

He didn’t even try to deny it. “What?” he said with a grin. “You don’t like being a little bad sometimes?” His hand drifted between her thighs just long enough for his knuckles to graze her pussy through her skirt before settling innocently on her leg again.

A shiver zipped up her spine.

Yeah. She really did.

She was about to suggest they head home so she could climb into his lap properly when Mike’s voice cut in again, softer this time.

“Why don’t you pick someone?”

He must have sensed her hesitation, because he quickly added, “Only if it’s fun for you too. We’re just talking. You’re not auditioning axe murderers.”

Amy snorted. “We’re making a lot of assumptions here. Like any random guy I pick would even want to take me home.”

Mike gave her a look like she’d just confessed to a felony. “Are you serious? Babe—trust me. They want to take you home.”

She muttered, “Sure they do.”

He leaned closer. “Why do you think I want to show you off? You’re gorgeous.”

She tried to deflect. “What if some of these hypothetical axe murderers are married?”

“Doesn’t matter,” Mike said without hesitation. “They still wish they could take you home.”

Amy rolled her eyes, but she was already scanning the crowd—faces, bodies, little flashes of movement. She didn’t know what she was looking for, only that she’d recognize the spark if it hit.

Mike started to backpedal. “Hey, babe, seriously—it’s fine. You don’t have to—”

“Shh,” she said, lifting a hand without looking away from the passing crowds. “I’m thinking.”

Then she saw him.

Cutting across the grass with easy confidence, the sunlight catching on the fitted green polo stretched over his broad back. His stride had a subtle swagger, relaxed but purposeful. And his hands—god, he had good hands. Strong, capable, veined in a way that made her brain short-circuit.

“Green polo,” she murmured to Mike. “That’s who I’d let take me home.”

Mike let out a low, appreciative rumble as his hand slid higher on her thigh. “Mmm. You’ve got a thing for Black guys, huh? That what does it for you?”

She shoved him lightly. “Stop. Look at him—he clearly takes care of himself.”

Fresh fade. Beard lined up perfectly. Muscles that didn’t happen by accident. He looked clean, sharp, deliberate. He looked like he smelled incredible.

Hell—he looked like he tasted incredible.

“So you think he’s hot?” Mike asked.

Amy shrugged, even though her pulse had just doubled. “I mean... yeah. He’s objectively hot.”

Mike’s eyes were almost wild now. “But would you actually let him take you home and do dirty things to you?”

This time, the image came easily. Too easily.

The man wasn’t far—just a few yards ahead, close enough that she could imagine the weight of him, the control in his hands. He looked like he could lift her without effort, sit her down on his dick, and bounce her on it until she forgot her own name.

“Yes,” she whispered before her brain caught up. Then, because she was still Amy, she added in a rush: “But he’s just some guy. I don’t know anything about him.”

“That’s what makes it hot,” Mike breathed. “The idea of you wanting someone so bad you don’t even think, you just... go. No planning. Just pure need. Fuck.”

No planning.

Her entire nervous system recoiled.

Amy didn’t do unplanned. Unplanned was how you lost deposits, how the caterer disappeared, how the fire alarm went off during the maid-of-honor speech. Unplanned was... chaos.

But the heat in her body told her something else.

She couldn’t give Mike a stranger.

But she could give him a fantasy.

She could play this game.

“Okay,” she said softly. Then she stood.

“Oh fuck,” Mike hissed behind her, pure awe in his voice as she stepped away.

Amy didn’t let herself hesitate. She walked straight toward the man in the green polo, keeping her steps steady, confident. No overthinking. No second-guessing. Just movement. A clean, unwavering line until she was directly behind him.

“Excuse me.”

When he turned toward her, she caught a warm drift of his cologne—clean citrus cut with something deeper, almost oceanic. Oh god. He smelled incredible. She’d been half-afraid he’d fall apart up close—that he’d look sloppy or give off weird vibes and the whole fantasy would evaporate—but no. If anything, he was even hotter from two feet away. Shoulders that filled the shirt exactly right. Eyes sharp and curious. She had chosen very well.

“Um—hi,” she managed, her heartbeat thudding in her throat. “Sorry to bother you. I just—uh.”

He stared at her with polite confusion, waiting for her to get to whatever point she clearly didn’t have. Heat rushed up her neck. God, she felt clumsy. Nervous. Nothing sexy about this at all.

But Mike didn’t know that from across the park.

And she could still give him a show.

She tucked her hair behind her ear in a practiced, flirtatious gesture, stepping just a little closer than was strictly appropriate—close enough he’d feel the intention in it, even if the reason was innocent.

“Could you point me toward Jackson Street?” she asked, making her voice soft, inviting.

“Jackson?” He jerked his chin to the right. “About five blocks that way.” He pointed.

“Thank you,” she said, slipping just a hint of her bedroom tone into the words. “I got a little turned around.”

“No problem.” His lazy grin spread, and he took her in with an unmistakable up-and-down sweep of his eyes—slow, thorough, appreciative. On another day she might’ve felt objectified. Today it felt like being lit from within. She let herself look too, just long enough for their eyes to meet in a slow, charged moment that crackled between them.

Then he tipped his head and turned away. “Enjoy your day.”

“You too,” she breathed, barely audible.

She pivoted back toward the green, and her gaze locked with Mike’s instantly. He looked stunned. Turned on. Practically vibrating out of his seat.

But she wasn’t ready to go running back to him yet. She wanted to savor this—this delicious, wicked moment of possibility.

So instead, she held up her phone in a silent signal.

Check yours.

She turned her back to him again and started walking, thumbs flying as she typed.

He told me to meet him in the bathroom.

Mike’s reply hit her screen almost instantly.

Fuck, babe. You really are a sexy little slut.

A shiver ran through her. By the time she pushed into the women’s restroom and locked herself inside a stall, another message buzzed through.

Describe everything for me.

Amy leaned back against the metal door, breathing hard. Okay... think. Make him feel it. Her fingers hovered for a beat before she typed:

He’s got me pinned against the wall.

She closed her eyes and let her hands glide down her own body the way she imagined Green Polo would, palms skimming her sides, fingers brushing the curve of her waist. It was the first time since she’d met Mike that she’d touched herself while thinking about someone else. The transgression alone made her lightheaded.

Her nipples tightened sharply beneath her shirt.

She typed, He’s pinching my nipples. They’re so hard.

Her hands obeyed the fantasy—rolling, squeezing—until heat began pooling low in her belly. Her other hand drifted down, cupping herself through her leggings, pressing just enough to welcome the first edge of a moan.

A new idea sparked—something bolder, easier now that she had a moment to shape the words instead of blurting them out to Mike face-to-face.

I can feel his big black cock pressed up against me.

Mike’s answer came fast:

How big is it?

She froze for half a second, heartbeat hammering.

What did he want?

What would push him over that edge?

A slow, wicked smile curved her mouth. She decided to test him—to give him something he’d have to react to.

Urm..... ... bigger than yours.

The response was immediate:

Fuck yes. I want to see you take the biggest hardest cock you can. Then I want you to bend over and take that massive dick in your tight little cunt.

“Oh god,” she whispered as arousal flooded her. She couldn’t wait any longer. She shoved her leggings down her thighs, the cool air hitting her slick heat, and traced her wetness with a trembling fingertip.

She typed with her free hand:

I’m so fucking wet.

Mike answered:

I bet that big hard black dick will slide right into you.

Her breath caught at the words, her finger slipping deeper as she sagged against the stall door, thighs trembling.

Mike had to know every detail she was typing was pure fantasy—nothing real, nothing she could possibly be doing in a public park bathroom—but he didn’t seem to care. If anything, he was getting more turned on by the second. And her own pleasure was very real. The quick, trembling circles she stroked over her clit made her knees weak, made her feel like she was breaking a rule she couldn’t name.

He’s lifting my leg up over his shoulder, so he can get his big cock in me deeper.

She hit send fast, desperate to get her hands back where she needed them. She shoved her middle and ring finger inside herself, her slick heat swallowing them greedily. She imagined they were his thick, heavy cock—big, Black, stretching her open, bottoming out in hard, hungry thrusts she could barely take.

A flicker of reality intruded.

Someone walking past could glance down and see her feet angled wrong—no stream hitting the water—no telltale sounds of someone just peeing.

Well, whatever. Fuck it.

She squatted lower, using her own weight to drive her fingers deeper, her breath turning ragged. The closer she got, the harder her legs shook. Her free hand scrabbled for balance against the metal wall.

Almost...

almost...

But concentrating was torture. A sink was dripping—plink, plink, plink—like a metronome set to ruin her orgasm. And every time her phone buzzed, she had to stop long enough to glance at his messages and thumb out a filthy reply. This would be so much easier with two free hands—one on her clit, one filling her pussy—or better, with someone actually pounding into her, giving her the rhythm she couldn’t quite keep on her own.

She knew exactly what would push Mike over the edge.

What would make him drag her home, strip her, and fuck her stupid.

He just came in my mouth. I need you to take me home and finish me.

His reply appeared almost instantly.

Fuuuuuck that’s so hot.

And she smiled, breathless, her fingers working her clit harder at the thought. Because yeah... it was hot. Unbelievably hot.

And it was just a game, right?


Thoughts Running Wild

Amy started “window shopping” without meaning to. It just... happened.

The images rose on their own, vivid and intrusive, like her brain had decided to run its own private highlight reel.

When the cashier handed her card back, she imagined him gripping her wrist a little too tightly and hauling her across the counter. When the barista furrowed his brow while steaming her latte, she thought, That’s exactly the face he’d make with two fingers buried inside me.

She felt unhinged.

Absolutely, clinically insane.

But men had been eye-fucking her since she was thirteen years old, whenever she was just trying to live her life—buying groceries, waiting for a bus, tying her shoe. Maybe it was only fair that she finally got to do it back, quietly, secretly, for her own entertainment. And god, the thrill of it...

Of all the men who passed through these little fantasies, one kept returning until he became the default setting in her imagination. Maybe because she saw him every Saturday. Maybe because she’d already seen how he looked flushed and sweaty and breathing hard.

Twice a week, Amy did her hour at Planet Fitness before rushing home to throw together something vaguely resembling dinner. But Saturdays were her indulgence. On Saturdays she ran the long loop around the neighborhood—coffee shops, gardens, murals, the whole comforting, colorful circuit.

And lately, the view had included him.

Okay—“running buddy” was a generous label for someone she’d never spoken to. They stayed on opposite sides of the street. They didn’t pace each other. They didn’t even nod. But they passed in the same spots, at the same times, like clockwork. And he always noticed her. He always gave a wave at the corner of Jackson, paired with a grin so effortless it felt like a gift.

His smile wasn’t the only thing he had going for him.

His light-brown skin glowed under the sun, coppery curls matted with sweat at his temples and neck, freckles scattered across the lean, carved lines of his shoulders and arms as his cut-off tank revealed every tight ridge of his runner’s torso.

And his legs—god—those runner’s legs. Strong, tanned, powerful. His ass didn’t hurt to look at either.

In short: he looked nothing like Adam Sandler.

Amy felt a flicker of guilt for how much she enjoyed watching him. She reminded herself—sternly—that she still loved looking at Mike too. Mike wasn’t as carved or wiry as Running Buddy, but he wasn’t soft either. He hit the gym, played pickup basketball with his friends, cooked healthy meals with her, and kept his face clean-shaven because he knew she loved the way his jaw felt against her neck in the morning.

But everything about Running Buddy—his black skin, his messy hair, his long legs, the ease of his stride, the accidental glimpses of his lean torso when his shirt flared—felt wild. Unpolished. Out of control in a way Mike never was. That was exactly why it tugged at her. Wrong. Tempting. A little delicious.

He probably has a girlfriend, she assured herself. So it’s not like anything will ever happen. Looking isn’t cheating.

And anyway... maybe he deserved something nice to look at in return.

She stopped wearing her giant band tee on Saturdays and switched to just a sports bra and leggings. If the leggings occasionally created a camel toe—well, that was hardly her fault. She also started putting on a touch of makeup before her run—waterproof eyeliner and a lip stain she knew wouldn’t melt off her face. The additions were tiny, but they made her feel charged, aware of her own body in a way she normally only felt in bed with Mike.

One Saturday, when she reached the corner where she normally turned left toward home, she hesitated—and then followed Running Buddy’s path instead. Just a few blocks. Just to see.

From across the street, he lifted his eyebrows in surprise but matched her pace.

She sped up.

He sped up.

She slowed to a jog.

He did too.

A new game.

One she hadn’t expected.

One she definitely shouldn’t be playing.

When he cut a right at the next intersection, she mirrored him, heart hammering for reasons that had nothing to do with cardio.

When she realized he was heading toward the park, she forged ahead. The park had a water fountain. She was thirsty. Perfectly logical. Perfectly innocent. She told herself, You’re not following him—you’re hydrating.

As she stepped into the park, though, a hot flush crawled up her neck.

Oh my god. Am I being creepy? Is this creepy?

She considered turning back—but then scolded herself. It was a park. A free, open, public park. She had every right to be here. She wasn’t stalking him. She just... happened to be in sync with him.

To her shock—and secret delight—Running Buddy jogged directly to the fountain first. He bent to drink, broad shoulders flexing, shirt riding up just enough for her to glimpse the hard lines of his back. She tried not to pant like a dog as she queued behind him, but her breathing was ragged from more than the run.

His ass was perfect. Round and tight in his running shorts.

She wondered what it would feel like to smack it.

Or bite it.

Then he stood, turned toward her, wiped a hand across his mouth, and flashed that easy, sunlit smile.

“Hey.”

“Hi.”

The word barely made it out. Amy’s legs felt like overcooked noodles.

What the hell was she doing? She’d marched herself into this situation with zero plan—no script, no goal except see what happens—and now she was standing here sweaty, flushed, and praying she didn’t smell like gym socks.

Abort mission.

Abort mission immediately.

But Running Buddy didn’t seem to notice her internal meltdown. He just smiled at her like this was any other Saturday.

“You don’t usually come this way,” he said casually, like they were already mid-conversation.

Amy forced a swallow. “Needed water,” she blurted. “Hydration. Very important.”

“Definitely,” he agreed. “It’s brutal out today.”

Then, as if fate wanted to humiliate her personally, he stayed right where he was—blocking her path to the fountain, clearly expecting her to keep talking.

She froze.

What was she supposed to say?

Hi, I’ve fantasized about your ass for three weeks?

Hi, this is totally innocent but also not innocent at all?

Just as the silence reached critical awkwardness, he cleared his throat.

“Hey,” he said, sounding strangely nervous himself, “do you think we should just... run together sometime? I mean, we’re on the same route anyway.”

Holy shit.

Her stomach dropped and fluttered at the same time. She couldn’t tell if it was excitement or sheer, uncut panic, but her voice somehow came out steady:

“Sure,” she said. “You know... for safety. Buddy system.”

“Better safe than sorry,” he said with an easy grin.

Then—of course, because the universe hated her—he lifted the hem of his shirt to wipe sweat from his forehead.

Amy tried.

She tried to keep her eyes on his face.

But the shirt went up...

and her gaze went down...

and suddenly she was staring dead-on at the unmistakable outline of his dick through his running shorts.

Holy.

Actual.

Shit.

It was big.

Like—big enough that her brain briefly bluescreened.

When she managed to drag her eyes back to his face, he was wearing a slow, knowing smile.

Oh god.

He saw.

He definitely saw her checking him out.

But he didn’t call attention to it. Instead, he acted like nothing at all had happened.

“How does seven-thirty at Seventeenth and Green sound?” he asked smoothly.

“Perfect,” Amy squeaked, her voice betraying her completely.

He held out a hand, still smiling. “I’m Jordan, by the way.”

“Amy,” she breathed.

And that was it—Running Buddy had a name.

He wasn’t just a half-formed fantasy jogging on the opposite sidewalk.

He was a real man. A man with a life, a home, a job... and a body that looked sculpted by someone extremely horny. And—yes—he was absolutely sneaking glances at her tits, the perky, sweaty traitors.

“It was nice to officially meet you, Amy,” he said, stepping back. “See you next Saturday.”

“See you...” she echoed faintly.

He jogged off across the grass, legs long and powerful, and Amy stood there, dazed, pulsing between her thighs like she was about to melt into the pavement.

“Fuck,” she whispered under her breath. “Shit.”


Returning Home

Amy ran home like she was being hunted, not by danger but by her own spiraling thoughts. The faster she moved, the more she hoped the motion would settle her—anchor her back inside her own body. Everything had shifted too fast, too intensely, and she needed a second to breathe.

Jordan didn’t even know she had a boyfriend.

That alone made her stomach twist.

How was she supposed to bring that up now?

Hey, by the way, I’m taken, but let’s still run together and also please ignore the part where I blatantly checked out your dick?

Right. Perfectly normal.

And what if—on the impossible chance he was okay with it—it became something else? What if he caught feelings? Worse: what if she did? If she let herself get close enough to want him in a way that wasn’t just fantasy?

She didn’t think Mike would be into that particular plot twist.

Her mind was spiraling again. Catastrophizing. Classic Amy.

They weren’t planning a date. They were planning a run. Something they already did every Saturday. The only difference was... proximity. A few feet closer, that’s all.

It didn’t have to mean anything.

She could even skip it.

But the thought of not showing up made her chest ache with disappointment. And it wasn’t fair to Jordan, either—she had no way to tell him she wasn’t coming. He’d probably assume she overslept or got sick. Or worse, that she’d agreed and then chickened out. And he’d wonder why.

It also wasn’t fair to herself.

Because part of her wanted to see him again—wanted the rush, the thrill, the spark in her veins.

She’d boxed herself into a corner with no good exit.

Maybe she just needed to get it out of her system.

Maybe she just needed Mike.

If he fucked her hard enough—long enough—until she couldn’t hear her own thoughts, the noise in her head might finally quiet.

She imagined sliding onto the bed and straddling him while he slept, grinding against him until he stirred under her, until he hardened inside her hand, until she guided him into her wet, aching pussy. Deeper, deeper, taking him all the way inside her—full, stretched, held by the man who actually knew her, loved her, belonged to her.

The image alone made her pussy pulse with need.

Amy eased open the apartment door as quietly as she could, heart hammering with anticipation. She wanted to slip into bed exactly the way she’d imagined on the run—crawl on top of Mike, wake him with her body, feel him harden under her and stretch her open until she was full of him, warm with him, dripping with him.

She needed him to cum inside her so badly it felt like a physical ache.

She padded toward the bedroom, careful not to step on anything that might creak. She twisted the knob slowly, nudged the door open with her hip...

The bed was neatly made.

Perfectly made.

And empty.

Her stomach dropped.

Maybe he was in the bathroom.

“Babe?” she called, hopeful. “Baby—where are you?”

Silence.

She walked back through the apartment, pulse ticking higher with every step until she reached the kitchen. That’s where she saw it—a neon post-it slapped onto the fridge.

Went to GameStop early to beat the lines! Love you.

“Fuck!” she burst out.

Of course he picked today to leave early. Who knew how long he’d be gone? She was already practically vibrating. Waiting wasn’t an option. Waiting would kill her.

She needed to cum now.

Amy stripped in the middle of the kitchen, peeling her clothes off with frantic hands and kicking them aside. Her reflection glinted in the polished stainless steel of the refrigerator—slightly curved, like a funhouse mirror that still knew exactly how to flatter her.

Her breasts: soft, full, the pale skin so delicate she could see blue veins beneath.

Her waist tapering into generous hips.

The dark line of hair leading down to her wet, swollen pussy.

Mike was right.

She was hot.

Men should want to fuck her.

She dragged a chair across the floor, flipped it around, and straddled it, opening her legs wide toward her own reflection. The cool air on her pussy made her gasp.

Oh yes.

She was going to enjoy every second of this.

She started by twisting her nipples until they stiffened, pink and aching under her fingertips. If Mike were here—if she’d gotten to wake him up the way she wanted—his mouth would be on them right now. First one, then the other, sucking and teasing, rolling his tongue until she writhed for him. He was so good at that.

But when her hand slid down between her thighs, when her fingers traced the soft, slick folds of her pussy... she wasn’t thinking of Mike at all.

She was thinking of Jordan.

Usually she needed time to warm herself up, to coax her mind into the fantasy. Not today. All she had to do was imagine the way Jordan smiled at her, the way she’d blatantly stared at his bulge—and suddenly her pussy clenched around nothing.

She pictured him pushing down those running shorts, letting his cock spring free—long, thick, heavy enough to make her breath catch. She imagined him stroking himself lazily, almost casually, like he knew she couldn’t look away.

Think all of this will fit in that tight little pussy?

Her imagination put the words in his mouth, and the thought alone made a bead of wetness leak onto the chair.

Enough teasing.

She shoved her fingers into her mouth, coating them in spit, then brought them to her entrance. Her thumb circled her clit, slow and deliberate, while her fingers pressed forward, slipping inside—bit by bit, deeper, deeper—until her knuckles bumped the heat of her body.

She widened her knees, pulled her fingers out, shoved them back in.

Harder.

Rhythmic.

Almost enough to feel like a real cock.

She imagined Jordan’s hand guiding her down to her knees, imagined herself licking up the length of his shaft, flicking her tongue around the head, taking him all the way to the back of her throat just to make him hard enough to ride. The image made her hips buck against her hand, her reflection blurring with every breath.

She stared at herself in the glossy steel door, imagining Jordan watching her—seeing every tremble, every pant, every needy grind of her hips.

He’d love it.

He’d love this.

Two sticky fingers withdrew... then three pumped back in, harder, faster, until her pussy clutched around them. She wanted him to see how much she could take. How much she could fit. How stretched and messy she could get for him.

And she wanted more.

God, she was close. Too close. She dragged her other hand up to her mouth and sucked her fingers messily, coating them in spit before dropping them back to her clit. One hand circling frantically, the other pistoning inside her, pleasure gathered in slow, delirious pulses that made her toes curl. Her head fell back, a low groan spilling out—

The apartment door opened.

Amy froze in place—three fingers buried deep in her pussy, her other hand pressed to her clit—as Mike stepped inside.

He stopped dead.

Then he let out a soft, stunned curse.

A slow, wicked smile broke across his face. “Hi, babe.”

Amy’s whole body locked up. She didn’t know whether to slam her legs shut, pull her hands away, or beg him to finish what she couldn’t. All she could manage was a desperate, needy sound in the back of her throat.

Mike kicked the door shut behind him. His GameStop bag hit the floor with a thud. He took in the whole scene—her straddling the chair, naked, trembling, dripping—and his expression darkened with hungry delight.

“My poor little slut was too horny to wait for me, huh?” he murmured, voice low and rough enough to make her pulse jump.

Her fingers moved on instinct, thrusting into the slick heat between her thighs. “I’m sorry,” she rasped. “I needed it so bad.”

Mike was on her in a heartbeat. He seized both her hands, dragged them up over her head, and pinned them to the back of the chair as he pressed his mouth to her neck.

“You had to fuck yourself right here in the kitchen?” he whispered against her skin. “What were you thinking about that got you this wet?”

Panic shot through her.

She wasn’t ready to say Jordan’s name—not when she didn’t even know what it meant, not when admitting it would make the whole thing terrifyingly real.

So she lied.

Badly.

“Nothing.”

It was the worst answer she could have given. The most suspicious. The least believable. But her brain wasn’t functioning in this state—all she could feel was the throb between her legs and the embarrassment rising hot in her cheeks.

Mike tightened his grip on her wrists. “Doesn’t look like nothing.”

She needed her fingers back in her pussy. Needed them desperately. She tested his hold—nothing. He wasn’t letting go. So she defaulted to the one thing that had always steered him where she needed him.

“Please fuck your dirty slut’s pussy, baby,” she begged, voice breaking.

“Oh?” he crooned. “This slut needs to be fucked?”

He lowered his mouth to her breast and circled her nipple with his tongue, slow enough to make her knees shake. She gasped, straining uselessly against the hold he still had on her wrists.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Please. I need you.”

He lifted his head, eyes locking onto hers with dark, focused intensity.

“That’s too bad,” he murmured. “Because I need to hear what you were fantasizing about first.”

Her mind scrambled for something safe, something plausible. The truth—Jordan’s smile, Jordan’s bulge, Jordan’s goddamn running shorts—was absolutely not an option. So she blurted out the first thing that wouldn’t ruin her life.

“I was thinking about your hard cock. How I wanted to ride it.”

Mike hummed, unconvinced.

He shifted both her wrists into one hand—easily holding them there—and let the other wander down her body. His fingertips ghosted over her ribs, her stomach, the soft inside of her thigh... until they finally reached the slick heat of her pussy.

He spread her open with his thumb, admiring her. Then he leaned in and spat directly onto her clit.

She moaned as the warm wetness trickled down into her slit—but before she could arch toward him, before she could even hope for his tongue, he sat back with that slow, knowing look.

“I don’t think that’s the full story.”

He slid one finger between her lips, dragging it up and down over her clit in maddeningly light strokes.

She couldn’t help herself—need tore its way up her throat. “Yes—please!”

The moment she tried to grind down against his hand, he pulled it away entirely, depriving her of even the smallest touch.

“Mm,” he said softly. “Sounds like I’m going to have to tease the truth out of you.”

With one hand still pinning her wrists, Mike used the other to shove his shorts and boxer briefs down, letting them fall around his ankles. His cock sprang free—thick, hard, and right in front of her face where she sat straddling the chair.

Her breath hitched.

As if he could hear her thoughts, he guided the tip to her lips. The moment it brushed her mouth, she opened eagerly, wrapping her lips around him and sucking him in deep. Her tongue curled under the head, stroking the sensitive underside as she bobbed her head, taking him further, wetter, sloppier.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Use that tongue. Get me nice and wet.”

She sucked like it was the only way to save herself—hungry, desperate, swallowing him down as far as she could. Her pussy clenched around nothing, throbbing with need. If she could make him lose control, he’d fuck her. She just needed to earn it.

When Mike finally pulled out of her mouth with a slick pop, a strand of spit clung from her lips to his cock. He crouched lower, bringing himself to her entrance... and hovered an inch away. Just out of reach. Her own spit dripped from him onto her swollen clit, making her jolt.

“Tell me,” he demanded.

“I was thinking about sucking dick,” she panted truthfully.

He pushed the tip inside her—just barely—and she gasped, hips arching for more. But just when her body tightened to pull him deeper, he withdrew completely. She tried to wrench her wrists free so she could drag him into her, but he caught them again—both hands now—holding her exactly where he wanted her.

“Whose dick were you thinking about, Amy?” His voice dropped, low and cold with intent. “Who do you want inside this pussy?”

The question hit like a shock.

Her mind scrambled—panicked—faulty.

The truth burst out before she could stop it.

“Jordan!” she cried. “His name is Jordan—I met him today!”

At that, Mike couldn’t stop himself from driving into her pussy. A rough sound tore out of him as he slid inside, his hands gripping her hips. “You’ve been such a tease. You were really gonna keep that from me?”

She couldn’t answer, couldn’t breathe, could only bite her lip as her whole body sagged with relief at finally being filled. She rose onto her tiptoes and pushed back against him, meeting every thrust with desperate little shoves of her hips.

The chair scraped across the kitchen tiles, inch by inch, until Mike growled and shoved them forward, pinning the chair against the edge of the table so nothing could move except his cock driving deeper into her.

“You want Jordan to fuck this sweet little pussy?”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned, her head rolling back, body shaking.

His hand wrapped lightly around her throat, not choking, just enough pressure to make her tremble all over. “I asked if you want Jordan to fuck this pussy.” He held himself right at her entrance, just barely inside, forcing her to feel the ache of waiting.

“Yes! Please!”

He rewarded her with a long, hard thrust that punched a sound out of her. Then another. Then faster. Wet, hungry noises filled the kitchen as her pussy clung to him, sucking him back in every time he tried to pull away.

“God, you’re soaked. Get over here.”

He slid out again, but didn’t leave her empty for more than a heartbeat. Mike lifted her straight off the chair, her gasp hot against his neck, and swung her around until her bare ass hit the counter. She flung her legs open, inviting him in, and they both groaned when he stepped between her thighs and shoved his cock back into her pussy.

As he drove into her, his mouth pressed to her ear, his voice low and rough. “You’d better be thinking about Jordan’s cock. I want you to open your legs for him just like this.”

“I will, I will,” she gasped, barely aware of the words spilling out. “He can fuck me however he wants.”

“Where’s he allowed to cum?”

“Everywhere.”

His breath hitched, his body tightening. “Oh god... I’m gonna cum.” A moment later she felt it, hot pulses shooting deep into the back of her pussy, each one making her shudder.

Amy locked her legs around him, holding him in place with a desperate squeeze. “No... don’t pull out yet, I still need to finish.”

“Shit, baby, I’m sorry. Hearing you talk like that... I couldn’t hold it.” He kissed her shoulder, still breathing hard. “I’ll get you off. I’m not leaving you like this.”

He glanced around for something to grab—paper towels, the dishcloth—but everything useful was just out of reach. Before he could move, she caught his wrist and whispered, “Leave it. Let it happen. We’ll clean up later.”

He slid out slowly, and a warm spill of cum eased out of her pussy and down the inside of her thigh. “Jesus... you look incredible.”

Her fingers were already moving, stroking her swollen, slippery clit, mixing her own wetness with the cum still leaking from her. “Ohhh god,” she groaned, her hips lifting toward her hand.

At that, Mike couldn’t hold himself back any longer. With a low, hungry groan, he drove himself into her pussy in one smooth, claiming thrust. “You tease. You were really gonna keep all that from me?”

She bit down on her lip, her whole body trembling as relief washed through her—raw, desperate relief at finally being filled. She lifted onto her tiptoes, pressing herself against him, grinding up to meet every hard stroke he gave her.

The chair scraped inch by inch across the kitchen floor, pushed steadily backward by the force of his thrusts, until Mike braced a hand on the table and shoved them both into it, locking the chair in place so he could take her deeper, harder.

“You want Jordan to fuck this sweet little pussy?” he growled against her ear.

“Uh-huh,” she moaned, her head rolling back, voice ragged.

Mike’s hand wrapped around her throat—not tight, just enough pressure to send a shiver ripping through her, goosebumps racing across her skin. “I said,” he murmured, his cock poised right at her entrance, “do you want Jordan to fuck this pussy?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

He rewarded her with a brutal, burying thrust. And then another. His hips hammered against her, the wet slap of her pussy getting louder, messier, as she pulled him in greedily with every thrust.

“Fuck, you’re soaked. Come here,” he muttered, breath hot against her cheek.

He pulled out, making her whine at the sudden emptiness—but he didn’t give her time to ache for it. Mike lifted her off the chair with a firm grip, turned, and set her bare ass down on the counter in one quick motion. She immediately threw her legs open for him, heels digging into his back as he stepped between her thighs and slammed back into her pussy, both of them moaning as he filled her again.


Testing the Water

At that, Mike couldn’t hold himself back from her pussy. The second she felt the head of his cock push inside, a rough groan rumbled out of him, like he’d been holding himself on a leash all morning. He buried himself in her with one long thrust. “You tease... you were really gonna keep that from me?”

Amy bit down on her lip, helpless, her whole body softening around him. The relief of finally being filled hit so hard it almost made her eyes sting. She rose onto her tiptoes, hips lifting instinctively, meeting every push he gave her as if she was afraid he might pull away again.

The chair squealed across the kitchen floor with each slam of his hips, sliding an inch at a time until Mike finally growled in frustration and shoved her forward. The legs thudded against the table, locking her in place so he could drive into her deeper, harder, without losing an inch.

“You want Jordan to fuck this sweet little pussy?”

“Uh-huh...” she breathed, her head rolling back, voice barely a sound.

Mike’s hand curled around her throat—not enough to choke her, just enough to make her feel caught, held, claimed. Goosebumps rushed over her skin. “I said,” he murmured against her ear, “do you want Jordan to fuck this pussy?” He pulled almost all the way out, letting the tip rest at her entrance, hovering there like a threat.

“Yes!” The word tore out of her, desperate and unfiltered.

His answer was a vicious, rewarding drive straight into her. Then another. His hips snapped forward again and again, the wet, hungry squelch of her pussy echoing off the kitchen tiles as she clung to him, panting.

“God, you’re soaked,” he groaned. “Come here.”

He pulled out but didn’t let the emptiness last more than a heartbeat. In one smooth motion he lifted her from the chair, her breath catching, and swung her around until her bare ass landed on the cold counter. She spread her legs without thinking, feet bracing on the cabinets, and moaned when he stepped in close. His cock slid back into her in one deep, claiming thrust as she leaned into him, open and trembling, right where he wanted her.

As she reached for her shoes, Mike said, “Wait.” She glanced over her shoulder and saw him pushing upright in their bed, blankets bunched under his bare chest. He held up a pair of her black slip shorts, dangling them between two fingers. “Wear these.”

She let out a shaky little laugh. “Babe, those are for under dresses. They’re super thin. If I’m outside in daylight, they might even be a little sheer.”

“Perfect,” he said, like it was the best news he’d heard all morning.

Her first instinct was to shut it down. No, I should stick to the plan. Maybe next time. The excuses lined up neatly in her mind—but her hands betrayed her, reaching out to take the shorts from him before she could stop herself.

Mike slid his glasses on, settling them low on his nose so he could watch every move she made. Amy hooked her thumbs into her leggings and eased them down her hips, letting them stretch over her thick ass before peeling them down her legs. She lingered there, giving him the view he wanted, turning so he could appreciate the shape of her body in the soft morning light. Only then did she step into the slip shorts, tugging the clingy spandex up until it hugged her curves.

“You look incredible,” he murmured, eyes warm, hungry. “He’s not gonna stand a chance.”

Or he might take one look and walk away the second he learned she had a husband.

“We might not even click,” she cautioned, smoothing the hem over her thighs. “I could go out there and... nothing happens.”

“That’s fine,” Mike said. “I’m not asking for anything else. Just show up and see where it goes. You don’t owe anyone anything.”

Right. She could say no. She could come home after ten minutes. Mike wouldn’t be angry. He’d still be here, still in her corner, even if it all fell flat. She inhaled deeply, trying to settle the tremor across her shoulders.

Then he lowered his voice. “But tell me you’re at least a little excited.”

Her stomach fluttered, betraying her again. “A little.”

Mike’s grin spread slow and satisfied as he fell back onto his pillows. “Then get out there, you slut. I’ll clear out so you’ve got the apartment to yourself.”

“I don’t even know if—”

“Just in case,” he cut in, eyes glinting.

Amy ran at a faster clip than usual, her breath quickened not just from the exertion but from nerves. She couldn’t settle into her pace. What if he’d changed his mind? What if she showed up and he just... wasn’t there?

But as she rounded the corner of 17th and Green Street, she saw him. Jordan stood exactly where he’d said he’d be, balancing on one leg while stretching the other behind him. The muscles of his thigh bunched and elongated with every shift of his weight, and even in that simple pose she could see the outline of his cock straining against his shorts.

She swallowed hard, forcing a smile. “Hi.”

“Hey,” he said, letting his leg down. “You look great.”

“Thanks. Uh... I hope you weren’t waiting long.”

He wiped a hand across his jaw. “I make sure I never come too early.”

The words hit her like a spark to dry tinder. She was still processing the heat in that line when he jogged a few steps ahead and called back, “You ready? Come on.” He began running, easy and controlled, and she had to push off quickly to fall in beside him, replaying the tone of his voice. Slip of the tongue? Or not a slip at all?

Jordan eased his stride to match hers. “Gorgeous morning. Glad you made it.”

“Me too,” she managed. “You’re sure I’m not slowing you down?” His legs were practically made for running; he could leave her in the dust if he wanted to.

He shot her a quick grin. “I’ve been matching your pace for weeks. You think that was by accident?”

Heat bloomed in her cheeks and trickled lower. Oh god. He wasn’t just being friendly—he wanted her. Wanted her enough to actually notice her, plan around her, run with her on purpose. For a dizzy second she considered not mentioning Mike at all. Let herself pretend, just for today, that she was the single woman he thought she was.

But maybe the fact that it had an expiration date made it easier. Cleaner. No expectations, no pressure. Just the thrill of being wanted and the freedom of knowing it didn’t have to go further than she allowed. She could enjoy this while it lasted, and then go home and devour her husband.

Already her mind flickered to Mike—how wild he’d been since Jordan entered the picture. After this run, she was going to climb him the second she walked through the door.

She’d been afraid it might be awkward meeting Jordan like this, but running made everything strangely simple. They talked here and there—little bursts of conversation between breaths—and it felt natural, easy, almost soothing. The burn in her legs settled into a rhythm, nearly pleasant. Amy focused on keeping pace, keeping her breathing steady, and every now and then letting herself steal a quick look at him before fixing her eyes back on the path and trying not to think too hard about what could happen after the run ended.

The next time she dared a sideways look at Jordan, she found him already watching her, that relaxed, warm smile aimed right at her. It shot straight through her—pure, stupid happiness. God, she wanted him too. The realization hit so hard she didn’t notice what was directly in her path.

A sharp jab speared the sole of her foot, making her stumble and grind to a halt. “Ouch!” The sound burst out of her more from shock than pain. She shifted instantly to her other foot and hopped toward the edge of the sidewalk.

Jordan was beside her almost before she stopped moving. “Hey—hey, you okay? Did you roll your ankle?”

“No, something... in my shoe...” Whatever it was, it definitely wasn’t a pebble.

“Here,” he said, stepping closer. “Lean on me.”

“Thanks.” She caught his shoulder, fingers curling into the muscle for balance as she lifted her foot. When she looked under her shoe, she hissed out a breath. A nail head was wedged deep in the sole.

She started working the shoe off carefully, and that was when Jordan’s arm came around her waist. He held her steady, his palm warm against her hip. The nail was almost a blessing—without it she might’ve melted from how close he suddenly was.

She brushed her fingers over her sock. No blood. No puncture. Relief loosened her shoulders. “Looks like it didn’t get through.” Only the very tip of the metal had pushed into the inside of the shoe. She dug her nails under the head, pried it loose, and popped it out.

She was about to toss it into the bushes when Jordan reached out his free hand. Without thinking, she dropped the nail into his palm. He slipped it into his pocket. “So no one else steps on it,” he muttered. “I swear, people just leave crap like this everywhere.”

“Yeah, that could’ve been bad.”

“I thought I was about to haul you over my shoulder and take you to the hospital for a tetanus shot.”

She raised a brow. “Carry me? All the way to the hospital?”

“Well,” he said with a shrug, “I could try.”

They both laughed, the sound a little breathless... and then they looked at each other. Really looked. The laughter faded, but neither of them glanced away.

Jordan’s arm was still firm around her waist, holding her steady. His other hand came up slowly, settling on her opposite hip. His thumb brushed small circles over the thin fabric of her shorts, each stroke sending a shiver up her spine. He shifted a half step, angling them so they weren’t side-by-side anymore. Another step, barely anything, and suddenly they were chest-to-chest, bodies aligned, his hips pressing directly into hers.

Amy’s breath stuttered out of her. She felt lightheaded, heat pooling so quickly between her legs she worried she might actually melt right there on the sidewalk.

He kissed her. Soft at first, testing, then deeper as one hand slid to the small of her back. When he pulled away, he caught her bottom lip gently between his teeth before letting it go. The tug hit her so hard she nearly leaned into him again, chasing the taste of him, chasing the sensation of his hands on her until they were tangled up in the grass somewhere, her knees dirty, her body rocking against his.

Jordan’s voice cut through the fantasy. “How was that?”

“I think...” She swallowed. Words jammed together in her head.

I think I’m going to lose it if you kiss me again.

I think I’m one breath away from falling for you, and that’s the last thing I should let happen.

“I think this might be a good place to stop our run,” she finally managed, every nerve in her body still buzzing.

“I was thinking the same thing,” he said, letting his hands fall away but staying close. “You wanna get out of here and grab coffee?”

She was so thrown by how confidently he misread the situation that a nervous little laugh escaped her. “I guess I’ll have to check with my boyfriend.”

There. The truth, dropped between them like a stone.

Jordan blinked at her, confusion stretching out the moment—two, three long seconds—before he gave a slow, easy smile, clearly deciding she had to be kidding. “Well, then you better warn him I’m buying.”

And with nothing else to offer, nothing that wouldn’t make this suddenly messy, she forced a light tone. “In that case, he probably won’t mind.”

...

Through a covert text exchange, Mike confirmed that of course he didn't mind, was she kidding? He wasn't going to save her by changing his mind and pulling back in a panic. She'd have to pull the plug herself...soon, probably. Maybe.

Amy sat with her legs stretched across Jordan's lap while he idly massaged her tight calves. She told herself that her goosebumps were from the AC.

As they drank their coffee, Jordan told her about growing up as the middle of three brothers, his work as a dentist, and some of the countries he'd visited. In return, Amy told him about being an only child, her work in event planning, and her tabby cat, Garbanzo.

She did not tell him, No, really, I have a boyfriend, but he's totally fine with us meeting like this and kissing, probably, and in fact he'd be so happy if you bent me over this table and railed me.

Because that would be insane.

And because she was enjoying talking to him. He was nice—decidedly not an axe murderer—but more importantly, he made her laugh.

He also made her wet. She wished his hand would slide higher up her leg.

She wanted desperately to talk to Mike about all this. She felt unmoored and completely out of control.

When her empty cup hit the table, Jordan said, "Can I walk you home?"

Amy felt equal parts disappointed and relieved that he didn't offer to take her back to his place instead. Either way, she couldn't think of a reason to say no. As they walked and talked, he slung his arm around her waist again, and she couldn't think of a reason to say no to that either.

"Well...this is me," she announced when they came to her front steps.

"So that boyfriend..."

Ah, so they were going to talk about it after all. Amy supposed it was a good thing she'd gotten to kiss him before the entire thing collapsed—it had been a really nice kiss. She braced herself.

"...How do you think he'd feel about me taking you on a second date?"

The first thing that came to her mind was the truth. "He'd probably be okay with that."

"Good, because I'd really like to see you again—soon."

Fuck, how was she supposed to resist that? Amy smiled foolishly, pussy tingling in anticipation.

"Here, put in your number." He handed her his phone.

That was good, she decided. It would be easier to clear things up and let him down firmly over text, where she wouldn't have to see the look on his face. It would also be proof for Mike that this had all happened, a trophy for their game.

When she handed Jordan back his phone, he said, "You're a little shy, aren't you? You seemed nervous when I kissed you."

"Oh, um..."

"It's okay. I don't have to come up this time. I'm not in a rush for anything."

"That's...really sweet of you."

He closed the distance between them. "I would like to kiss you again though, if that's alright."

She nodded mutely, already reaching for him.

As he kissed her, she looped her arms around his neck, pressing herself to his chest. When he slipped her a bit of tongue, she couldn't help moaning a little.

He finally drew back, and asked, "How was that?"

"Really good," she murmured.

Jordan kissed her again, and again. When they pulled apart, he drew her against him and rested his chin on the top of her head. "There's no rush," he said again. "We can go as slow as you need to. We have all the time we need."

He was too good. He deserved someone who could actually give all it back to him, not a coward who already had a boyfriend.

She pulled away while she still had the willpower. "This has been a really nice morning. Thank you." And then she ducked inside and took the stairs at a run to distract herself from how much she regretted not bringing him up with her.


Opening The Door

When she pushed open the apartment door and stepped inside, she let out a startled yelp—Mike was sitting at the kitchen table, scrolling through his phone like he’d been there all morning. Her heart lurched. He could've looked out the window at any moment and seen her kissing Jordan in the middle of the street. “I thought you weren’t going to be here.”

He lifted his head with a slow smirk. “Do you need me to clear out?”

“No. Uh... he just left.”

Mike sat up straighter, eyes bright with anticipation. “How was it? What did he do to you? Tell me everything.”

“We just got coffee,” she said, wincing. “Sorry.”

He exhaled through a crooked smile, amused and exasperated all at once. “I guess that’s what I should’ve expected from my sweet, anxious girlfriend. That’s alright. I was imagining so many filthy things...”

“Well...” She swallowed. “He did kiss me. Is that... okay?”

“Yeah! Of course it is.” When he saw the tension in her shoulders, the way she wouldn’t quite meet his eyes, his voice softened. “Are you okay with it?”

She picked at her fingernails. “I don’t know. It feels like it would be really easy to catch feelings, and that’s... kind of freaking me out.”

“You’re standing miles away,” he said gently. “Come here.”

She drifted toward him. Mike wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her down enough to press his face between her breasts, breathing her in before looking up with a grin. “Sounds like you’ve got a little crush.”

“Doesn’t that bother you?”

“You still love me?”

“Yes.” She cupped his face with both hands, firm and certain. “Of course I do.”

“Then I trust you,” he said simply. “If it ever feels like too much, you can stop. You can walk away anytime.”

“Okay,” she murmured, though doubt still sat heavy behind her ribs.

That was the first moment Mike’s expression shifted—just slightly, a flicker of uncertainty. “You would end it if you needed to... right? If you felt yourself getting too invested?”

“Absolutely,” she insisted. “Nothing’s even happened yet. There’s nothing to lose.”

He leaned back, thinking, then let out a low breath. “Honestly? I bet most of this is just sexual tension. You probably need to fuck him and get it out of your system.”

Amy laughed, the sound half-relief, half-nerves. “Maybe.” She doubted it worked that way, but the suggestion weirdly calmed her.

“So...” Mike’s hands slid to her hips, gripping a little tighter. “You gonna see him again? You gonna finally fuck him for me?”

“He has my number,” she said, shrugging lightly. “I’ll see if he uses it.”

“Oh,” Mike said, certainty threading through his voice, “he’ll text you.”

...

Sure enough, as she and Mike were getting comfortable in bed, her phone buzzed against the sheets.

I know it's probably bad form to text so soon, but I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I can’t wait to see you again.

“Oh my god.” She sat straight up, holding her phone as if it might explode in her hands.

Mike pushed himself onto one elbow. “Is it him?”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “It’s him.”

“He wants you so bad, babe.” His hand slid over her thigh, then cupped the side of her ass, lifting it so the softness rippled under his fingers. “Of course he does. Look at you. So... what are you gonna say to him?”

“Um...” Her cheeks burned before she even finished the thought. “I could tell him I regret not bringing him upstairs.”

“Oh, you definitely should’ve gotten that pussy filled today,” Mike said, voice low and hungry.

“So I should send that? You’re sure?” She thought back to their earlier talk, that tight knot of worry still lodged under her ribs.

“Yes,” he said without hesitation. “Do it.”

Her fingers trembled as she typed it out and hit send before she could second-guess herself.

Jordan replied within seconds. Mike scooted closer, shoulder brushing hers, reading the message with her.

I don’t know how I held myself back. You looked so good today in those little see-through shorts.

“Oh my god, I told you!” she yelped, swatting Mike’s arm, half-scolding, half-thrilled. “I can’t believe you let me wear those outside. I bet half the neighborhood saw my ass.”

“I bet they enjoyed every second,” Mike said. “Sounds like he did.”

Another buzz.

They were making me think some inappropriate thoughts.

The response came easily this time, her pulse fluttering. What about yours? They gave me quite a view too.

Mike pressed a trail of kisses along her hip, nudging the fabric of her sleep shorts aside. “What kind of view, babe?”

“I could... see the shape of him through his shorts.” Saying it aloud made her face go hot.

“Yeah? You liked sneaking a dirty look at him out there in public?”

Her phone vibrated again.

Like what you saw?

Amy giggled, breath catching as she angled her phone so Mike could read it too.

“You’d better let him know how much you liked the view. Come here.” Mike tugged her back down, guiding her onto her side until she fit tight against him. His cock was already rising, firm against her ass, and the angle gave his wandering hand plenty of room.

I did, she typed. I kinda want to see more of it.

“God, you’re such a slut,” Mike murmured, and there was nothing judgmental in it—only heat, only pride. His hand skimmed over her hip, fingers tracing the curve of her waist. “You get off on watching a guy get hard for you, don’t you?”

“I... yeah,” she whispered, cheeks burning as the truth spilled out. “I want to see it.”

“I knew it,” he breathed. “Bet he’d send you a picture the second you asked.”

Her phone buzzed.

And here I thought you were shy, Jordan wrote.

Mike’s fingers drifted lower, brushing lightly over the pink silk between her thighs. The touch was soft, teasing, sending a ripple of heat through her. Her legs parted without conscious thought, inviting more. When she reached back for his cock, needing to feel him, he caught her hand and guided it firmly back to her phone.

“Not yet,” he said against her ear. “You focus on making him hard.”

Her voice came out small but hot. “Does it turn you on when I text him stuff... to get him worked up?”

“Fuck yes,” he growled, hand rubbing her in slow, maddeningly light strokes.

She swallowed hard. “Do you want me to... make him cum?”

“Yes,” he groaned, hips pressing against her.

His fingers didn’t push harder—they stayed soft, slow, torturing her with just enough pressure to make her breath hitch. Amy forced herself to look at the screen, to type through the electric tension in her body. Maybe I can make up for it now. I’m getting wet thinking about you...

The reply landed almost instantly. Getting you wet makes me hard.

Her pulse jumped, her thighs tightening around Mike’s fingers. She bit her lip and typed back: I want to see that.

While she waited for the next message, Mike kept tracing slow, deliberate circles over her clit, outlining every sensitive ridge through her now-soaked panties. The pressure was barely there, maddeningly light, but enough to wipe her thoughts clean. Focusing on her phone felt impossible when her whole body wanted to arch back into him, to give in and let the heat swallow her.

Then her phone buzzed.

She blinked herself back into the moment—and there it was. A photo. Jordan’s hand wrapped around a thick, heavy black cock, the head flushed dark and full, framed by his fingers like he’d been aching to show her.

Mike’s touch shifted lower, pressing right where her panties were wettest, nudging at her entrance through the thin fabric. “You want to feel that cock right here, baby?” he murmured against her neck.

“Yes,” she breathed, instinctively rolling her hips back against the hardness of his cock behind her.

Another buzz.

How wet are you?

The second Mike read it, his fingers slipped beneath the edge of her panties, skin to skin, finally touching her. The moan burst out of her before she could swallow it down.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered, stroking slowly from her clit down to her slit and back up again—only a few strokes, far too few—before he withdrew. He lifted his hand in front of her, letting her see how glossy his fingers were.

Really, really wet.

Jordan’s next message appeared. Show me.

Her breath hitched. “Is that okay with—?”

“Give me your phone,” Mike said, voice low and sure. “Spread those legs for me.”

She followed his instruction without hesitation, parting her thighs while he angled her phone and took several slow, deliberate photos. When he finished, he showed her the screen. The image was a tight close-up of her panties, the fabric nearly transparent at the center where the wet spot had grown dark and glossy.

“Oh wow... I didn’t realize it was so obvious.”

Mike’s fingers slipped back under the hem of her panties, stroking her with a lazy confidence that made her whole body tense. “Let him see it,” he said.

She sent the picture.

Jordan responded almost immediately, message after message appearing in a rush. Wow, you’re dripping everywhere. I want to see everything. Please. Let me see more of you.

Mike snapped her waistband with a quick flick and growled low against her ear, “You want to give him what he’s begging for?”

She paused only long enough to recognize the truth humming through her... yes. She wanted this. She had both of them worked up, both of them wanting her, and for the first time she felt the power of it—warm, intoxicating.

With Mike guiding her, she slid her panties down her legs and let them fall off the edge of the bed. She brought her fingers between her lips, gasping softly at how slick she already was, and circled her clit before using her free hand to spread herself open for the camera. Mike stripped beside her, tossing his clothes aside, and by the time she pressed send, he had moved behind her again, bracing an arm near her shoulder so he could watch Jordan’s reply as closely as she did.

It came fast. That pussy looks yummy.

Her heartbeat kicked hard, a full-body throb. She felt even wetter, the desire curling low in her stomach.

“Would you let him eat that pretty little pussy?” Mike asked, lifting her top leg to open her further. His cock slid between her slick folds, rubbing along her entrance without pushing inside, the thick pressure making her arch.

A raw groan tore out of her as she rocked back against him. “Yes...” She clamped her thighs around him, grinding her clit along the length of him, need spiking sharp and bright.

“Yeah, babe,” he said, voice tight. “I want you to ride his face until you cum. Don’t stop. Keep texting him.”

Her breath came fast, her fingers trembling around her phone. “What... what should I text him next?”

“Whatever turns you on,” Mike said, rubbing slow and heavy between her folds. “Tell him exactly what you want.”

She hesitated for just a breath, then let the words spill through her fingers.

I’d love to let you lick me up and down, painting my clit with your tongue.

Jordan’s reply came fast.

Yes, I need to taste you. Do you like your clit being sucked on?

Mike pushed her shirt up and caught her nipple between his fingers, rolling and pinching until a sharp gasp escaped her. At the same time, he kept sliding his cock through her folds, coating himself in her slickness.

She typed back,

Yes, I love it.

Another buzz.

What else do you love?

Her breath caught. Her thighs tightened. She wrote what she was thinking.

Having a big dick inside me.

Mike laughed softly behind her, warm breath on her neck. “You can’t have it yet,” he murmured, giving her nipple a firmer pinch that made her whole body jolt. “You’ve gotta earn it.”

She swallowed and typed,

I’d love to take your dick all the way down my throat... get you so slick and hard for my pussy.

“Yeah... that’s perfect,” Mike groaned. His hand slid down again, two fingers dipping between her lips and dragging a fresh drop of wetness upward. He circled her clit with it, tight and slow, while she pushed her ass back against him, chasing more pressure, more friction, more anything.

Her phone vibrated again.

Is anything inside your pussy right now?

Before she could type a response, Mike eased one finger into her, slow and steady, making her back bow and her breath catch.

Her hands trembled around the phone. Thinking felt impossible.

There might be some fingers, she managed to write.

Mike kept a deliberate rhythm, curling his finger so it brushed her G-spot every single time—exactly the way she loved it.

Jordan replied.

How many?

She swallowed hard.

Just one right now. Should I try to fit another?

Even typing it sent a pulse of heat through her. She wanted it—wanted to feel more.

Yes. Then another message followed immediately: God, Amy, you’ve got me so hard. I’m stroking myself so good.

Mike leaned in, voice a rough whisper against her ear. “You need more fingers in that slutty pussy, babe?”

“Yes... yes. Give me more. Please.”

He didn’t make her wait. He pushed a second finger in beside the first, working them slowly past her tight resistance until both slid deep into her soaked heat.

She typed with a shaky exhale.

That’s two.

Jordan’s response came fast.

Good. Now can you get three?

A dirty, quivering rush of pleasure rolled through her, tightening every nerve. She loved the way he guided her, the way his voice curled around her mind and told her exactly how to touch herself, how Mike should take her. It made her feel open, reckless, greedy for him.

Do it, please, she whispered, breathless with need.

Two fingers had stretched her beautifully, but the slow push of a third made her gasp and arch, her body clenching around the growing pressure. The thickness was nearly the size of Mike’s cock now, and the hunger for more—deeper—rose sharp and hot inside her.

You’re so damn tight, he growled against her ear, voice fraying with lust.

She felt him easing those three fingers into her again, her slick heat swallowing every slow thrust. Her breath stuttered. Her body trembled. Every push made her want him harder.

Fuck, Amy... you’re so hot like this. I want to cum with you.

His voice broke on that last word. Then he yanked his fingers free, grabbed her hips, and drove into her in one deep, desperate thrust that made her cry out.

Yes—oh God, yes.

Better not stop, he warned, panting against her neck. Don’t stop texting him. Little slut. Make him cum while I fuck you.

Her thoughts scattered as he slammed into her again, deeper, harder, until she felt him almost bottom out, exactly where she needed him.

I want to feel your cock all the way inside me... please...

I’ll fuck you so deep, he growled back. I’ll make you feel so good.

Yes. That was it. That pounding, filling, overwhelming rhythm. Her voice shook as she begged him for more, her body tightening, winding up toward the edge.

Yes—fuck—don’t stop... fuck me until I cum.

She pushed back onto Mike’s cock with every hard, steady thrust, losing herself in the rhythm. With him pressed tight behind her, hidden from sight, it was too easy for her mind to swap him out for Jordan—Jordan’s hand on her nipple, Jordan’s bigger, heavier black cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy, Jordan’s breath at her neck as he used her.

I’m so close, he told her. Where can I cum?

Mike’s hips snapped against her, the impact sharp enough to jolt her forward. His grip clamped around her thigh, rough, possessive, already promising bruises.

Tell him to cum in your pussy. Tell him to creampie you.

Her thumbs fumbled. She could barely see the screen. Cum inside my pussy, she typed, the words blurring as pleasure climbed higher.

Mike’s hand suddenly slammed onto her shoulder, forcing her down. Her phone slipped from her fingers just as she scrambled to get her hand between her legs. She managed to land on her belly before he flipped fully over her, his weight pinning her into the mattress as his cock drove relentlessly into her.

She spread her legs wider, grinding her hips up to meet him. Her fingers tore over her clit, frantic, desperate, as he held her down by the hair. His breath hit the side of her neck, hot and ragged, and every thrust felt like it went deeper, dragging a cry out of her that dissolved into the pillow.

I’m gonna explode in this pussy, he groaned.

She was right there with him, her body wound so tight she felt close to screaming. When she felt the sudden rush of heat flooding her, filling her, her mind snapped to Jordan—Jordan holding her open, Jordan pumping his thick load deep inside her—and that fantasy pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm tore through her so hard she shook beneath him.

They lay tangled and panting until Mike finally pushed up onto one elbow and brushed his lips over the back of her neck.

You felt so good cumming on my dick. Did you cum really good, babe?

That was... God, that was amazing, she breathed, still trying to catch her breath.

I’m pulling out.

What about—?

Use this for now. He shoved a wad of fabric—his shirt, she thought—under her hips before sliding out of her. Fuck, I came so much. I’ll grab you a washcloth.

The bed dipped as he stood, and she stayed where she was, thighs trembling, cum already slipping out of her. She reached blindly through the sheets until her fingers brushed her phone. Several missed messages lit up the screen.

Sorry, she typed quickly, I was blissed out. I’m gonna sleep so hard tonight.

Jordan’s reply came back after a moment. I bet. Sleep well, Beautiful. We’ll talk soon.

Beautiful. The word hit her like a warm hand then immediately twisted. A small, cold knot tightened in her stomach, but she shoved it down before it could settle.

She’d talk to him soon. She owed him honesty—real honesty—and once they cleared that, she could make this work.

After a night like this, there was no pretending anymore. No fantasy could compete. She needed him—needed Jordan—burying his cock all the way inside her.


Home Run

Two days later, on Monday evening, her chance finally landed in her lap.

She dropped her laptop bag onto a kitchen chair and kicked off her work shoes, rolling her tired ankles as she exhaled. Mike swept into the kitchen in a blur, tossing things into his backpack with zero precision—skates, a battery pack, a jacket half hanging out the side. He grabbed a water bottle from the counter and jammed it in on top.

The boys are playing street hockey tonight, he said, already halfway distracted.

You’re heading out?

Yeah—shit, where are my keys?

He darted around the apartment, opening drawers and patting down pockets. Amy sank into the other chair, her body softening with the first breath of quiet she’d had all day. She unlocked her phone and, before she could talk herself out of it, typed a message to Jordan.

You busy tonight?

He could very well be busy, she reminded herself. And if he was, she’d just have to—

I was just thinking about you, came the reply almost instantly. What did you have in mind?

Her pulse jumped. Warmth bloomed in her stomach and then twisted into a nervous, fluttery knot. Her fingers moved before her thoughts caught up.

Come over? I have a bottle of wine we could open.

She hit send before she could second-guess a single word.

You gonna be alright here by yourself?

She jolted, nearly dropping her phone. Mike stood in the kitchen doorway, smiling like he hadn’t just stepped directly into the middle of her spiraling nerves. He had no idea what she’d set into motion. Was it really this easy—this normal—to be on the verge of crossing a line?

Well, not behind his back.

Actually, I think I might have some company, she said lightly, forcing her voice to stay even.

His eyebrow arched, slow and knowing. Jordan?

At that, Amy felt her practiced calm splinter. A tiny, nervous smile tugged at her mouth. If that’s still okay, she managed, even though her voice didn’t sound like her own.

Mike didn’t answer right away. He stepped directly into her space, closing the distance with a slow, deliberate certainty that made her stomach drop and tighten at the same time. His hand slid to the back of her neck, pulling her close until his breath warmed her cheek.

In a low, controlled growl, he said, I want you to let him fuck that slutty pussy bareback and creampie you, and then I want to fuck you while you’re still slick with his cum. Can you do that for me?

She went still. The words weren’t new—he’d said versions of them during sex, when she was half out of her mind and willing to whisper anything back—but hearing them now, steady and intentional, made something deep inside her flip. This wasn’t a throwaway fantasy. This was a line he genuinely wanted her to step over.

And pregnancy wasn’t the worry; her IUD had that covered. It was Jordan—she didn’t know the first thing about his testing status. The thought shot a cold ribbon of panic through her... but panic didn’t have to stop anything. She could ask. She could be smart. She could make this real without being reckless.

She wet her lips, nodding slowly, feeling the weight of what she’d just agreed to.

Mike kissed her, soft and full of heat, then pulled back with a small smile. God, I love you.

When he finally left—backpack slung over one shoulder, keys jingling—she stood in the quiet kitchen for a beat, heart hammering against her ribs.

Her phone buzzed.

I can be there in fifteen.

...

What should a girl wear to meet a man who’d only ever seen her in sweaty athletic gear but had already made her cum? Something easy to peel off—no zippers, no negotiations. Something that told the truth about what she wanted without making her say it.

After tearing through her closet like a woman on a deadline, she landed on a black, body-skimming tank dress she almost never wore. The hem was indecently short, the kind of short that made her tug at it self-consciously in public. But tonight wasn’t about modesty. Tonight was about possibility. She slipped it on, swiped deodorant under her arms, ran a warm washcloth between her legs, and rinsed her mouth with a splash of mint just as her phone buzzed.

Here.

She gripped the bathroom counter for a second, grounding herself, then forced her fingers to unclench and carried her nerves downstairs.

Jordan stood on the front steps, casual as anything in a white t-shirt and jeans. The fit highlighted the breadth of his chest, the narrow line of his waist, and that easy, open smile he always seemed to have waiting just for her.

Amy, you look... wow.

His eyes traveled her body without apology, lingering, appreciating, and it sent a warm flush over her cheeks.

Thanks, she said, suddenly feeling sixteen again.

He reached into his pocket and offered her a handful of powdered electrolyte packets.

Uh... thank you? What are these for?

I would’ve brought flowers, but you didn’t leave me a lot of time to prepare, he said, shrugging with a crooked grin.

A laugh escaped her, grateful and shaky. I can put them in a vase if that’ll help your ego. Come on.

She led him upstairs, her stomach fluttering the whole way.

Sorry it’s a little messy... she said, glancing around as if clutter might leap out of a corner labeled Mike.

If this is messy, I’m scared to see what clean looks like.

He was teasing, but it still made her heart thump. She rifled through a drawer for the corkscrew, pretending she wasn’t five seconds from hyperventilating. Jordan seemed to fill the whole kitchen without trying, always brushing the edge of her awareness.

Is red okay? she asked.

Red is great.

She poured them each a heavy glass—liquid courage sloshing in hers—and pushed one into his hand.

Jordan lifted his glass toward her with an easy smile. “Here’s to starting the week right.”

They clinked, and Amy gratefully took a long, steady gulp. “Couch?” she suggested, nodding toward the living room.

The bedroom was only a few steps away, but it was full of Mike’s things—his clothes, his shoes, the imprint of him everywhere. They’d deal with that only if they needed to.

For now, she curled into the corner of the couch, legs tucked under her. Jordan settled beside her, sprawling comfortably, his body relaxed and open in a way that made her chest tighten with nerves and want.

They talked about this and that—nothing heavy, nothing forced—just the easy rhythm they’d slipped into before. Slowly, the tension drained from her shoulders. Then Jordan’s hand closed around her ankle, warm and firm, his thumb tracing slow circles along the inside. He coaxed her legs into his lap, arranging them like he’d done it a hundred times.

“Trying to see up my skirt?” she teased, heart pounding.

“Absolutely,” he said without even pretending otherwise, his grin widening as his hands drifted higher along her thigh, squeezing, exploring with careful, deliberate pressure.

A pulse of heat shot through her. She could open her knees right now—let the skirt ride up, let him see how ready she already was. But the thought of what she hadn’t told him yet—what she had to tell him—stopped her cold. Her wine was already more than halfway gone; if she didn’t say it now, she’d lose her nerve completely.

She laid her hand over his, stopping its slow climb. “There’s something I should tell you.”

“Uh oh,” he said lightly. “Is this the part where we unpack our politics?”

“Not... exactly.”

God, there was no good way to do this.

“So... I know you thought I was joking, but I really do have a boyfriend.”

She felt Jordan’s hand go stiff beneath hers—just a tiny freeze, but enough to send panic skittering up her spine. She pushed forward anyway, words tumbling out before she lost courage.

“And he really is okay with you being here. More than okay, actually.”

Jordan didn’t say a word.

He just slid his hand out from under hers.

The sudden absence of his touch made her chest ache. She drew her legs back, folding them protectively against her body.

“I get why you’re annoyed,” she said softly. “I should’ve told you earlier. I just... I didn’t know how. You’re sweet and sexy, and I didn’t want to freak you out, and—okay, I’ll shut up.”

Jordan leaned his head back against the couch and exhaled, a long, worn-out breath. “I’m trying to wrap my head around this,” he said. “You’ve had a boyfriend this entire time?”

“Yes.” She bit her lip. “But I wasn’t cheating. He wanted me to go out with you.”

Jordan turned his head slowly, eyebrows raised in disbelief. “He wanted you to? And it never crossed his mind that something might... happen?”

“I mean... yeah. He wanted it to. We both did.” Her voice trembled, but she forced the words out.

Jordan abruptly straightened, posture snapping rigid. “Hold on. The other night, when we were texting... what was actually happening?”

Amy swallowed hard. “He was inside me,” she said, barely audible. “I’m sorry, Jordan. I should’ve told you before any of this.”

“You’re damn right you should’ve,” he said, anger flashing quick and clean. “I should get up and walk out of here.”

But he stayed exactly where he was.

The silence closed in, thick enough to smother her. After a moment, she let out a shaky breath. “Look... I know I messed this up. But I wasn’t lying to you. I meant every word I said. I love being around you. I really like you, Jordan.”

He ran a hand through his hair, exhaling heavily. “Jesus.” Another breath, another frustrated try at speaking. “How did you even picture tonight going? What did you think was going to happen?”

“Best case scenario?” she said, giving a helpless, nervous laugh that didn’t reach her eyes.

He nodded slowly, still watching her, waiting. “Alright. Best case scenario.”

“Well... we’d talk a little, drink a little... and then I’d bring you to the bed.” She hesitated, watching his face for any sign she should back off. When he didn’t flinch or look away, she leaned in, her voice dropping. “And you’d fuck me until I’m dripping with cum so Mike can come home and fuck me again.”

The name slipped out before she could stop it. Her stomach lurched.

“Sorry,” she blurted, clearing her throat. “That probably sounds insane.”

Jordan scrubbed a hand over his jaw. “It’s definitely not what I expected when you texted me. Jesus.” He paused, studying her with a mix of confusion and something darker—curiosity, maybe. “And this... all of this... it turns you on too?”

“It didn’t at first,” she admitted. “But watching how much it turns him on? That’s... really hot. He just wants me to enjoy myself. He loves seeing me get off.” She swallowed, her cheeks burning. “And I thought I’d really enjoy you.”

Jordan went quiet, thinking. The silence stretched just long enough to make her heart thud painfully against her ribs.

“I still wish you’d told me from the start,” he said finally.

“I know,” she whispered.

Another beat of silence. Then he let out a low, rough breath.

“...But I’m also hard as a fucking rock.”

She had been watching his face for every flicker of reaction, but once he pointed it out... she finally looked down. His erection strained hard against his jeans, thick and insistent, demanding attention she suddenly ached to give.

“So,” Jordan said, voice low, “what happens after we cum? Are you dating both of us, or what’s the deal here?”

Her mouth went dry so fast she had to swallow before she could answer. “I... don’t know,” she admitted. “I’ve never done anything like this before, which is why I’ve been awful at explaining it. I’d have to talk to Mike. But for now? Maybe I’m just your slutty friend whose boyfriend lets you cum inside her?”

Jordan locked eyes with her, and the heat in his expression made her knees go weak even though she wasn’t standing.

Oh god. Oh fuck. It was actually happening. Despite every messy confession, despite the landmines she’d dropped along the way, he still wanted her.

His hand slid back across her lap, stroking slowly up her hip and thigh, claiming space like he’d been waiting to do it all night. Then he gripped her waist and pulled her closer in one smooth, confident tug.

Her heart hammered. She took a long drink of her wine, trying to steady herself.

Jordan gently took the glass from her hand and set it on the side table. Then he lifted her hand, guiding it down to the rigid shape pressing against his zipper. He pressed her palm to him, letting her feel the full, hard length of his cock.

The effect was immediate—she felt him swell even more beneath her touch.

She slid her hand up and down, cupping and squeezing him through his jeans. With her other hand she reached lower, rolling his balls lightly, testing how he reacted.

Jordan groaned—deep, unguarded, the kind of sound that vibrated through her.

“Oh god, Amy.”

She’d been terrified to take this step. But now? It didn’t feel scary at all. It felt electric. It felt easy. She just wanted to hear him moan her name again.

As she stroked him, Jordan slipped a hand under her dress and grabbed a handful of her ass, fingers digging in possessively. She gasped and parted her legs without being asked—exactly what she’d wanted to do earlier. His hand slid forward, finding the heat between her thighs, rubbing slowly across her lips until her whole body leaned into his touch.

“I like that,” she breathed, voice trembling but sure.

He paused only long enough to unzip his jeans, then guided her hand inside again. Even through the thin fabric of his underwear, she could feel how different he was from Mike—longer by a few inches at least, thicker at the base. The idea of all that sliding inside her made her clench around nothing, a pulse of want hitting so hard she almost whimpered.

No more doubts. No more second-guessing. She needed his cock.

Well—one last hesitation.

“I do have one more question,” she said, still working him with both hands, her fingers tracing the shape of him through the fabric.

“No,” he groaned, the word half-laugh, half-moan. “No more questions.”

She brushed her lips close to his ear. “When were you last tested?”

Jordan’s eyes were shut, jaw tight, and for a moment she couldn’t tell if he was ignoring her or thinking. Then he let out a breath.

“Two months ago. Right after I split with my ex. And I haven’t been with anyone since.”

Her mind tripped over itself. Oh god—he’d just gotten out of a breakup, and she’d blindsided him, yanked him into this chaos without warning. No wonder he’d been pissed. But... did that make her a rebound? Suddenly she didn’t feel as guilty as she had a minute ago.

“You?” Jordan asked, voice rough.

“Oh. Um... at my last physical,” she said. “And I haven’t been with anyone else except... well, you know. But he’s been tested too.”

Jordan opened his eyes, pupils blown wide. “Good enough for me.”

Her thoughts scattered in every direction, grasping for numbers and risks and logic—anything to anchor her. But she forced herself to stop. If she didn’t trust him to be honest, she had no business going through with any of this. And she was absolutely going through with it.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “We’re good.”

“Good.”

He gently pushed her hands aside and rose from the couch. The sly grin he gave her said everything—approval, hunger, anticipation. Then he hooked his thumbs into his waistband and, without ceremony, pushed his pants and boxer briefs down in one smooth motion. He stepped out of them, leaving nothing between them but air and an absolutely enormous black cock hanging inches from her face.

The picture had not even come close.

For a second, she could only stare. The size. The weight. The slight upward curve. It was unreal. Jesus, was it a foot long?

“You’ve got a really great dick,” she said, unable to help it. She cupped him in one hand, feeling the solid heaviness of him, then slid her other hand under the edge of his shirt to touch the firm, warm muscle of his stomach. “But are you really going to show me all of this and keep your shirt on?”

“If you insist.”

He peeled his shirt over his head, and she kept stroking him, her hand slowing as her eyes drank him in. God, he looked incredible—broad shoulders, tight abs, long lines of muscle tapering down to the thick, heavy length she was holding. It felt unreal, decadent, like she’d stepped into someone else’s fantasy.

She wanted to lean forward and lick up the line of his stomach.

She leaned forward, ready to press her mouth to his stomach, but Jordan caught her shoulders and nudged her firmly back into the couch.

“No,” he said, voice low and controlled. “You sit right there.”

He stood over her, slowly stroking the full length of his big black cock as he looked down at her. The sight made her pulse thunder in her ears.

“You used me, Amy.”

Her hand froze where it rested against his balls. Her breath hitched. She didn’t know if he was angry, teasing, or about to walk out the door.

“I—I know,” she said quietly. “I’m sorry.”

He didn’t blink. Didn’t soften. For a terrifying half second she thought he was backing out, that all of this was crashing to a halt.

Then he stepped closer.

“Don’t you think it’s fair,” he said, voice dropping into a darker register, “for me to use you now?”

Relief hit first—then a rush of heat between her legs that made her thighs tremble. “Yes,” she breathed. “Please. Let me make it up to you.”

His fingers slid into her hair, gentle but firm. “Then let me have that pretty little mouth.”

She didn’t need another word.

Amy wrapped her hand around the base of his cock, looked up at him with a wicked little smile, and dipped her head to him.

She started slow, flicking her tongue across the tip, tasting the first bead of his slick. Then she circled the head, tracing the ridge, teasing the most sensitive spots until he hissed through his teeth. Wanting him even wetter, she dragged her tongue down the entire length of him, licking hungrily until she reached his balls. She cupped them, rolled them gently, then licked her way back up his shaft.

Only then did she take him into her mouth—just the head at first—sucking, releasing, sucking again in fast, teasing pulses. Each time she took him a tiny bit deeper, testing her limits, pushing just a little more...

He clenched his hand in her hair with a ragged groan. “Ohh god, you fucking tease.”

Then he pulled her down harder, pushing more of his cock past her lips, guiding her deeper down his shaft.

She gave him exactly what he wanted.

Amy wrapped her lips around him again, sliding down as far as she could comfortably take, her tongue fluttering along the sensitive underside as she pulled back up. Then she drove down again, wetter this time, her fist pumping over the last thick inches she couldn’t fit, her fingers pressing into his balls on every downstroke.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You’re so damn good at that.”

Heat surged through her, and she instinctively let her free hand drift down her stomach toward her panties, desperate for even a little friction—

But Jordan caught her wrist and yanked it away. “No,” he said sharply. “Not until I’m ready to give that pussy my full attention. You wait your turn.”

She moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating against him as warmth flooded between her thighs.

“Oh yeah?” he said, gripping her hair a little tighter. “You like that? You like being told what to do? You like me making you wait?”

“Mmhmm,” she breathed into him, the hum running along his shaft.

“Good.” His voice dropped, heat curling around every word. “Because you’re gonna let me use this pretty little mouth.”

With one hand tangled in her hair and the other pressing on her shoulder, he tilted her chin and pushed himself deeper. She opened for him, letting the thick length slide all the way to the back of her throat.

“Ughhh, yes,” he growled. “I knew you could take this dick all the way.”

She let him hold her head steady and use her mouth the way he wanted—deep, fast, relentless. His hips snapped forward, each thrust hitting the back of her throat as he groaned above her.

“I had to fuck your dirty little mouth,” he panted, rhythm building. “God, yes. Acting all shy, but you’ve got such a filthy little mouth.”

Slobber spilled down her chin, warm and messy as it dripped onto her chest. She gripped Jordan’s hips and tried to take everything he gave her, riding out the relentless thrusts until her throat clenched and she gagged. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she pulled off him, coughing, gasping for air.

“You okay?” he asked, breath still ragged.

She nodded quickly, sucking in lungfuls of air.

And just like that, the intensity softened. Sweet, careful Jordan reappeared—his big hand brushing her hair back from her damp face, his expression shifting from hunger to concern. He grabbed a tissue from the side table and gently wiped her chin, his thumb catching a stray tear.

“You did so good,” he murmured. “God, Amy... you felt amazing. Come here.”

He took both her hands and guided her to her feet, pulling her close until she stood right in front of him. One hand slid to her hip, squeezing as he looked her up and down.

“As much as I like this dress,” he said, voice thickening, “I want to see the rest of you.”

“Take it off,” she rasped.

He didn’t hesitate. He pulled the dress up and over her head, letting it fall to the floor. A low, reverent sound escaped him.

“Oh my god.”

His hands traced her waist, glided down her thighs, then back up, lingering to squeeze her ass before moving to her breasts. He cupped them, thumbs brushing lightly over her nipples.

“You have such perfect, soft tits,” he said, awe leaking into every word.

“You like what you see?” she teased, throwing his own text back at him with a breathless grin.

“I love it.”

He bent his head and kissed one breast before taking her nipple fully into his mouth, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. It wasn’t like when Mike did it—Jordan was rougher, hungrier—and the sharp pull of it sent a shiver racing through her chest. The sheer want rolling off him made her pulse thrum.

He guided her hand back to his huge black cock, firm and hot in her palm, then slid his own fingers between her legs, parting her slick folds with an easy confidence. When he found her clit and stroked it, slow at first and then quickening, she lifted her hips to meet him. He released her nipple with a wet pop and murmured against her skin, “You’re soaked for me.”

“Yeah...” Her voice broke into a needy little sound as she spread her stance for him, giving him every bit of access he wanted.

He kept flicking her clit, deliberate and rhythmic, and she matched it with the way she stroked him—long, steady pulls up his shaft. For a moment they just breathed each other’s air, chests brushing, hands working each other toward something reckless. Then he held her gaze and slid his fingers down to her entrance, pushing in all the way to the knuckle. Her moan spilled out before she could stop it.

He kissed along her neck, slow and savoring. “I can’t wait to feel this tight little pussy around me.”

“Please,” she whispered, breath hitching. “God, I need it.”

His hands came to her shoulders, firm and sure. “Sit.” He nudged her back until she dropped onto the couch.

She expected him to climb over her, to push her down and take her from above—but instead he reached past her, grabbed one of the cushions, and tossed it to the floor. Then he knelt, settling between her legs like he belonged there. He kissed along her thighs, nipping just enough to make her jerk, easing them farther apart until she was open for him completely.

He paused, looking at her like he was savoring every detail. “I already told you,” he said, voice dropping, “I have to eat up this delicious little pussy.”

Her heartbeat kicked up the moment his tongue grazed the inside of her thigh, a slow drag that left a trail of warmth blooming under her skin. When he finally circled the outside of her lips, she forgot how to breathe. Then his tongue slipped between them—just barely—and in one long, deliberate pass he licked up along the edge of her slit, gliding past her clit without touching it. Then he did the same on the other side. And again, switching sides like he was mapping her.

She tilted her hips, trying to guide him right where she wanted him, but he only drifted farther away, exploring everywhere except the exact spot she ached for. That was when it hit her—he was teasing her on purpose.

A frustrated, trembling groan escaped her.

Jordan lifted his head just long enough to murmur, “You taste incredible. You like my face buried in this sweet pussy?”

“Yes,” Amy gasped, tugging him back down with both hands. “Please... lick me. Please.”

His grin flashed against her inner thigh before he finally slid his tongue straight up to her clit, soft and warm and perfect. A shuddering sigh broke out of her chest as relief and pleasure flooded through her. He circled her slowly, then faster, drawing tight spirals around her clit until every muscle in her body unraveled.

“Ohhh god...” she moaned, her voice shaking.

For a moment she forced her eyes open and watched him—his jaw working, his face framed by her thighs, his focus absolute—but the pleasure crashed over her again, and she let her head fall back, letting it pull her under. When he reached up and pinched her nipple at the same time he sucked sharply at her clit, she couldn’t stop the cry that tore out of her or the way her whole body spasmed in response.

“You’re absolutely gushing on me,” he murmured, sounding almost proud of it.

She could tell he wasn’t slowing down at all—no pause, no hint of the usual break Mike needed around this point. Jordan was nowhere near finished with her, and the thought made her whole body throb.

“I need you,” she moaned, breathless. “Please... come fuck me.”

He gave her one last, lazy lick, like he wasn’t even considering stopping. “Yeah? This tight little pussy needs to get filled up?”

“Yes,” she begged. “Fill me with your big black cock. Please.”

But instead of giving her what she asked for, he stayed right between her thighs, mouth working her with that slow, devastating confidence. His hand slid up her thigh, fingers squeezing, kneading, claiming her. Then he pressed two fingertips to her entrance—just enough pressure to make her gasp—and pushed them inside her inch by inch.

“Jesus,” he muttered against her clit, feeling how she clenched around him. “So damn wet.”

Amy’s hips jerked up on instinct as he held his fingers deep inside her, tongue still circling her clit with a steady, deliberate rhythm. Then he started to move—slow, firm thrusts, each one deeper than the last.

The combination hit her all at once, pleasure sparking up her spine.

“Oh... fuck,” she whispered, voice breaking.

His fingers kept their slow, relentless rhythm even as his tongue quickened, drawing tighter and tighter circles around her clit. Every time he closed his lips around it and sucked—rolling his tongue over her like he was savoring something sweet—her whole body jolted. Then his other hand found its way back to her breast, teasing and squeezing while he worked his fingers deep inside her. When he twisted her nipple right as his fingers bottomed out, her gasp pitched into something closer to a scream.

Amy had no control left. She grabbed at anything she could reach—his hair, the couch cushions, even fistfuls of her own hair—grinding helplessly against his mouth. “Oh god... oh god, I can’t— I’m gonna—” The pleasure broke over her like a wave too big to fight. She cried out, the sound ripping free of her as her orgasm tore through her, shaking her from the inside out.

Only when her shudders finally eased did Jordan lift his head, wiping his chin and cheeks with the back of his hand. “You absolutely exploded,” he said, breathless and a little impressed. “Damn. I think you needed that.”

She couldn’t even answer.

Had Mike ever made her cum like that? The thought hit her hard—sharp, heavy guilt dropping straight through her stomach.

By the time she managed to sit up, Jordan was already standing over her, stroking his large black cock—thick, rigid, glistening with her wetness from his hand. “You’re so fucking wet,” he said, voice low and tight. “I need to be inside you.”

Amy shoved the guilt down. After what he’d just done to her, the least she could do was give him his release. She spread her legs for him, lifting each thigh open with her hands, offering herself.

But Jordan shook his head. There was a dark little spark in his eyes. “No. Where’s the bedroom? I want to fuck you in his bed.”

The guilt in her belly twisted, heated, and then turned into something else entirely—something sharp and charged and dangerous.

She started to stand, pointing toward the hallway—only to yelp as Jordan hooked an arm behind her knees and swept her up in a sudden bridal carry. He held her against his chest like she weighed nothing. Her legs were still trembling too hard to resist even if she’d wanted to.

Jordan dropped her onto the bed with barely a pause, the mattress bouncing under her as she tried to catch her breath. She didn’t get the chance. His hands were already on her, prying her knees apart, spreading her open like he’d been waiting all night for this moment.

Up close, his cock looked even bigger—thick, heavy, almost intimidating. When he hitched her leg up and over his shoulder and stepped in between her thighs, her heartbeat stumbled. Desire slammed into her, but underneath it ran something primal and shaky, a flash of fear and anticipation tangled together.

This felt different. More dangerous than fingers or a tongue. Letting him inside her wasn’t just physical—it felt like stepping off a cliff. Intimate. Risky. Wrong in a way that sent heat straight through her. But her pussy pulsed for him, clenching around nothing. And Mike had wanted this for her... hadn’t he?

Amy hooked her leg over his shoulder, pulling him closer, silently giving him permission she wasn’t sure she understood. Jordan pressed his head against her entrance, guiding himself in with slow, steady pressure. She was so wet he slid deep in one smooth glide, both of them releasing a breath at the same time—his a low groan, hers a shaky sigh. God, she could feel him in her stomach!

He started with a few slow thrusts, each one deliberate, letting her feel the stretch, the weight, the shape of him inside her. Then the pace changed—his hips driving forward, the bed shifting under them with each harder stroke.

“Fuck... it’s so good,” he groaned, voice breaking around it. “I can’t believe I’ve got my cock inside his girl... in his own bed.”

“Yes... fuck me,” Amy breathed, finding her rhythm again as heat pooled low and hard inside her. She slipped a hand between their bodies, rubbing her clit in fast, desperate circles while he drove into her, each thrust sending a shock of pleasure through her spine. She felt stretched, filled, overwhelmed in the best possible way.

Jordan shifted her leg off his shoulder and dropped his body fully onto hers, their skin flushed together. His mouth brushed her neck as he whispered, “You still want me to cum in this pussy?”

The question hit like a jolt. Dread and excitement tangled together, panic fusing with raw, dizzying pleasure. It was wrong—so wrong—but her hips surged up to meet him.

“Yes,” she gasped, dragging him deeper with her hands on his hips. “Yes... cum inside me.”

“Oh god...” His thrusts stumbled, grew sharper. “I’m gonna .... Oh fuck....I’m gonna cum. Fuck—”

“Yes, yes, yes... cum for me,” she whispered, right as the hot rush of him spilled deep inside her, pulsing against her cervix. She held him tight while he groaned through it, body shaking, his sweat sliding down onto her chest and mixing with hers. The moment felt unreal, shocking, perfect, irreversible.

They’d actually done it.

Jordan sagged forward, panting into her neck before pushing up onto his elbows. “I came so fucking hard,” he said, voice dazed. “This is gonna be messy. Do you want me to grab paper towels, or...?”

“It’s okay,” she murmured, still breathless. “That’s the point.”

“Oh. Right.” He eased out of her, careful, and she felt the warm spill of him slip with him. She covered her face with one hand and pressed the other against her racing heart, trying to make sense of the spiraling emotions crashing through her. This was what Mike wanted. What she’d said she wanted too.

Jordan brushed a hand over her calf. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Yes. I’m fine.” She waved him off gently. “Bathroom’s over there if you need to clean up.”

And when he turned away, the question hit her full force in the silence he left behind.

What had she just done?

As the faucet started running in the bathroom, she pushed herself upright and went hunting for her phone, barely noticing the warm trickle sliding down the inside of her thigh. She spotted her phone on the floor beside the couch—right where it had fallen earlier—and the moment she picked it up, she saw Mike’s message waiting for her.

How’s it going? Is Jordan there?

Her stomach flipped. She bit her lip, staring at the screen for a long moment before her fingers finally moved.

He just came inside me. Are you sure you don’t hate me?

The reply came almost instantly—hearts, exclamation points, pure excitement.

I need a picture.

Her pulse jumped. That... sounded like a good sign, right?

Propping one foot up on the couch to angle herself, she snapped a photo. The image startled her: the thick drips running down her thigh, the creamy white still oozing from her pussy. No way to pretend otherwise—she looked wrecked, fucked, used. A dirty slut, and the proof was right there in her hand.

And somehow, seeing herself like that felt powerful. Strange. Sticky. Real.

Mike’s response landed almost immediately.

Stay right there. I’m coming back to fuck that filthy slut pussy.

A wave of need slammed into her so hard her knees almost buckled. It didn’t matter that her pussy was raw, or that Jordan—practically a stranger—was still washing himself off in their bathroom. Those words lit her up instantly. She throbbed with the sudden, overwhelming need to be filled again, to feel Mike claim her.

A slow, wicked smile curled across her lips.

Maybe she really did like being his slut after all.


Reclamation

Amy sat perfectly still on the couch, afraid to move, afraid the smallest shift would shatter whatever fragile thing was holding her together.

Her thighs were still spread the way Jordan had left them: wide, shameless, trembling. The living-room lamp painted everything in low amber, turning the slick trails on her skin into glossy, obscene highlights. She could feel his cum cooling in slow rivulets down the inside of her left leg, pooling at the crease where thigh met ass before dripping onto the cushion beneath her. Every breath made her pussy flutter, pushing another lazy bead of him out. The room smelled like sex and cologne and the faint, metallic trace of guilt.

She was naked except for the black dress bunched uselessly on the floor, one strap snapped from when Jordan had yanked it over her head. Her nipples were still hard, aching from his teeth. Her throat felt raw from taking him too deep, too fast. And between her legs she was swollen, tender, impossibly wet: a messy cocktail of Jordan and herself and the promise of Mike.

Mike.

Her phone lay face-down on the coffee table where she’d dropped it after sending the picture. She could still see the preview in her mind: her own fingers spreading herself open, Jordan’s thick cum already starting to leak, the flash catching every pearly drop. She had captioned it nothing. Just sent it. The memory of hitting that little arrow made her stomach flip all over again.

She reached for the phone, thumb hovering, then pulled back like it might burn her.

What if he was angry? What if he was disgusted? What if he walked in, took one look at her like this: legs splayed, another man’s load literally dripping out of her, and realized the fantasy was uglier in real life?

The thought sliced straight through the haze of endorphins. Her breath hitched. She pressed her thighs together and felt the wet squelch between them, felt the evidence smear across her skin, and a hot wave of shame crashed over her so hard she had to bite her lip to keep from whimpering.

Six months ago she had been Mike’s sweet, slightly anxious girlfriend who blushed when he called her a good girl. Tonight she was... this. A cheating slut with a stranger’s cum drying on her body, waiting for her boyfriend to come home and see exactly how far she had gone.

She squeezed her eyes shut. No. Not cheating. Mike had begged for this. He had practically written the script. But knowing that didn’t stop the spiral.

The apartment was too quiet. She could hear the shower running in the bathroom: Jordan humming something low and tuneless, completely relaxed, like he hadn’t just turned her entire world inside out. The casual normalcy of it made her want to scream. How could he be so calm when everything felt like it was teetering on the edge of collapse?

She shifted again, and another warm trickle slid out of her. Fuck. The cushion was ruined. There was a wet spot the size of a dinner plate now. She could smell it: musky, unmistakably male, unmistakably not Mike. When he sat down later he would know immediately. He would press his hand into it and feel how soaked it was and he would know another man had marked his territory right here in their home.

The thought sent a fresh pulse of slick heat through her ruined pussy. She hated herself for it.

Amy picked up the phone at last, hands shaking.

Mike’s text thread stared back at her.

Mike, 7:42 PM How’s it going? Is Jordan there?

Amy, 8:19 PM He just came inside me. Are you sure you don’t hate me?

Mike, 8:20 PM I need a picture.

Amy, 8:23 PM [photo]

Mike, 8:24 PM Stay right there. I’m coming back to fuck that filthy slut pussy.

The little typing bubble had vanished twenty minutes ago. No new messages since. She stared at the screen until it went dark, then lit it again just to be sure.

Nothing.

He was on his way. He had to be. Street hockey ended at eight-thirty; it was almost nine now. He could walk through that door any second. And when he did—

She swallowed hard and set the phone down again. Her fingers drifted between her legs without permission, ghosting over her clit. Just one touch. Just to see how sensitive she was.

The second her fingertips brushed the swollen bundle of nerves she jolted, hips jerking involuntarily. A broken little moan slipped out before she could stop it. She was so tender it almost hurt, but the hurt felt good: sharp, bright, proof that everything had really happened.

She circled once more, slower, spreading Jordan’s cum over her clit like lube. The slick sound was obscene in the quiet room. Her head fell back against the couch, eyes fluttering shut.

She pictured Mike walking in right now. Catching her touching herself in another man’s mess. The image was so vivid she could almost hear his sharp inhale, could almost feel the weight of his stare.

She stopped just before the edge, yanking her hand away with a frustrated whine. No. She wanted to be exactly like this when he saw her: untouched since Jordan finished, dripping, open, guilty, desperate. She wanted him to see every filthy detail and decide what to do with it.

The shower shut off. Her heart slammed against her ribs.

Jordan padded out a minute later, towel slung low on his hips, hair damp and curling at the ends. He looked relaxed, satisfied, unfairly beautiful. He paused when he saw her still sprawled there, legs open, cum glistening on her skin like she was proud of it.

He raised an eyebrow. “You okay?”

She managed a nod that felt more like a twitch.

He glanced toward the front door, then back at her, something unreadable flickering across his face. “He’s really coming home right now?”

“Yeah,” she whispered.

Jordan exhaled through his nose, a soft laugh that wasn’t quite amusement. “You’re shaking.”

“I know.”

He stepped closer, crouched in front of her, and brushed a knuckle gently along the inside of her thigh, collecting a streak of his own cum on his skin. He held it up between them, studying it like evidence.

“You look incredible like this,” he said quietly. “Completely wrecked. He’s gonna lose his mind.”

Amy swallowed. “I hope that’s a good thing.”

Jordan’s smile was slow, almost tender. “It’s definitely a thing.”

He leaned in and kissed her once, soft and lingering, tasting himself on her lips. Then he stood, grabbed his clothes from the floor, and disappeared into the bedroom without another word.

The silence rushed back in, heavier than before.

Amy counted her heartbeats. One, two, three...

Keys rattled in the lock.

The door opened so quietly she almost missed it. Mike stepped inside still wearing his hockey jersey, hair sweaty, cheeks flushed from the game and the cold night air. He closed the door with deliberate care, turned the deadbolt, and only then looked at her.

The hallway light behind him threw his face into shadow, but his eyes caught the lamp’s glow and burned.

He didn’t speak. He just let the duffel bag slide off his shoulder and hit the floor with a dull thud.

Amy’s breath stopped entirely.

Mike’s gaze traveled down her body with agonizing slowness: her flushed chest, the faint teeth marks on her breasts, the tremor in her thighs, the thick shine of cum painted across her skin and still oozing lazily from her pussy. His jaw flexed. His hands curled into fists at his sides.

The silence stretched until it felt like screaming.

Then he crossed the room in three measured strides, dropped to his knees in front of her, and shoved her thighs even wider with both hands.

His voice came out rough, cracked open, barely human.

“Jesus fucking Christ, Amy.”

He stared between her legs like he was memorizing every detail. His thumbs dug into the soft skin of her inner thighs hard enough to bruise.

“Look at this messy little cunt,” he whispered, reverent and furious at once. “He really did it. He really fucked you raw and pumped you full.”

Amy tried to answer and managed only a broken whimper.

Mike dragged one thumb up through the mess, collecting a thick streak of Jordan’s cum, and brought it to her lips. She opened instantly, sucking it clean, tasting salt and skin and the faint bitterness that wasn’t Mike.

His pupils were blown wide, black swallowing blue.

“Spread yourself open,” he ordered, voice shaking with something dangerous. “Show me exactly what he did to my pussy.”

Her hands moved before her brain caught up. She reached down, fingers trembling, and parted her folds for him. The motion forced another slow gush of cum out of her, sliding down to her ass.

Mike made a sound like he’d been punched.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re still leaking him.”

He leaned in and licked a long, filthy stripe from her entrance to her clit, gathering the mess on his tongue. His eyes never left hers.

Amy’s back arched off the couch. The feel of his mouth on her so soon after Jordan, tasting another man on her, claiming her anyway: it short-circuited every thought in her head.

Mike pulled back just far enough to speak against her skin.

“Start talking, baby,” he growled. “You’re gonna tell me every single thing he did to you while I decide what to do with this ruined little hole.”

And with that, he buried his face between her thighs and began the inspection that would wreck her all over again.

Mike’s tongue dragged slowly up the center of her, gathering the thick mix of Jordan and her own slick like he was starving for it. When he reached her clit he sealed his lips around it and sucked, hard, once, just enough to make her hips snap off the couch. Then he pulled back, letting the cool air hit her wet skin, and looked up at her with eyes that were almost black.

“Start from the beginning,” he said, voice low and dangerous. “The second he walked through that door. Don’t leave anything out.”

Amy’s throat worked. She tried to find words, any words, but all that came out was a shaky exhale.

Mike’s hand cracked across the inside of her left thigh, sharp enough to sting, sharp enough to make her gasp.

“I said talk.”

She swallowed. “He... he brought electrolyte packets instead of flowers. We laughed about it. We had wine on the couch. He... he put my legs in his lap and—”

Another slap, harder, on the opposite thigh. The skin bloomed hot.

“Details, Amy. I want to feel like I was watching.”

She nodded frantically. “He started rubbing my ankle, then my calf. Higher. He said he was absolutely trying to look up my dress. I told him to take it off if he wanted to see more.”

Mike’s tongue traced a slow circle around her entrance, dipping just inside, tasting where Jordan had been deepest. He hummed, the vibration making her thighs tremble.

“Go on.”

“I stood up so he could pull it over my head. He... he said my tits were perfect. He sucked on them, rough. Bit my nipples until I whined.”

Mike’s teeth grazed her clit in response, a warning. “Like this?” He closed his teeth gently, then harder, until she cried out.

“Yes, fuck, just like that.”

He released her and slid two fingers into her without warning. They went in easy, too easy, swallowed by the mess Jordan had left. Mike curled them viciously, pressing against the spot that always made her stupid.

“Keep talking.”

“He... he made me hold myself open while he went down on me. He teased for so long I was begging. Then he put two fingers in, then three, and sucked my clit until I came so hard I saw spots.”

Mike added a third finger, stretching her again, scissoring slowly. The wet sound was obscene.

“And you liked it,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” she sobbed. “God, yes, I liked it.”

He pulled his fingers out and held them up between them, glistening with both loads. He painted her bottom lip with it.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, tongue darting out to lick it clean.

Mike’s eyes flared. He shoved the same three fingers into her mouth, making her taste everything at once. She moaned around them, sucking greedily.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now tell me how he fucked you.”

Amy’s voice cracked. “He carried me to the bed. Put me on my back. He... he was so big, Mike. I didn’t think I could take it all, but he just kept pushing until—”

Mike’s hand left her mouth and wrapped around her throat, not squeezing, just holding her still while his other hand went back between her legs. He rubbed her clit in tight, ruthless circles.

“Until what?”

“Until he bottomed out,” she gasped. “Until I felt him in my stomach. He fucked me hard, missionary, one leg over his shoulder. He kept saying he couldn’t believe he was inside his girl, in his bed—”

Mike’s fingers on her clit sped up. His grip on her throat tightened just enough to make her light-headed.

“And you came on his cock?”

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Twice. The second time when he told me he was going to cum inside me. I begged him for it.”

Mike’s jaw clenched so hard she heard it. For one terrifying second she thought he was going to stop, that this was the moment it all broke.

Instead he growled, low and feral, and shoved four fingers into her.

Amy screamed. The stretch burned, perfect and overwhelming, Jordan’s cum and her own slick making it possible. Mike twisted his hand, opening her wider, watching her face like he was memorizing every twitch.

“This pussy took four of my fingers easy,” he said, voice shaking with lust and something darker. “Because he loosened you up for me. Say it.”

“He loosened me up for you,” she sobbed, hips grinding down on his hand. “He fucked me open so you could use me however you want.”

Mike curled his fingers hard, rubbing that spot inside her until her vision blurred. His thumb found her clit again, pressing brutally.

“Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours,” she cried. “It’s yours, Mike, it’s always been yours—”

He leaned in and bit her nipple, hard enough to leave teeth marks, then soothed it with his tongue.

“Then why is it full of another man’s cum?”

“Because you wanted it,” she whispered. “Because I’m your slut and I did it for you.”

The words broke something open in him. Mike’s control snapped. He yanked his hand free, stood up, and hauled her off the couch by her hair. She stumbled, legs barely working, cum running down both thighs now in thick streams.

He spun her around, bent her over the arm of the couch, and kicked her feet apart.

“Look at yourself,” he snarled, fisting her hair and forcing her face toward the dark window. Their reflection stared back: her flushed and tear-streaked, tits hanging, ass up, pussy gaping and dripping. Mike behind her, jersey still on, cock straining against his track pants.

“That’s what my girlfriend looks like after letting another man breed her,” he said against her ear. “That’s what a perfect little cumdump looks like.”

Amy moaned, pushing back against him, desperate for friction.

Mike shoved his pants down just enough to free himself. His cock slapped heavy against her ass, already leaking.

“Beg.”

“Please,” she gasped instantly. “Please fuck me. Please use your sloppy pussy. I need you inside me, I need—”

He slammed into her in one brutal thrust.

The sound she made was wrecked, half-sob, half-scream. Mike was home in a way Jordan could never be: familiar, perfect, punishing. The angle over the arm of the couch drove him deep, deeper than Jordan had managed in this position, and the contrast made her shake.

Mike didn’t ease in. He set a brutal pace from the first stroke, hips snapping hard enough to jolt her forward. Every thrust forced more of Jordan’s cum out of her, the wet slap of their bodies loud and filthy.

“You feel that?” he snarled, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “Feel him still inside you every time I pull out? That’s my pussy leaking another man’s load.”

“Yes,” she sobbed, fingers scrabbling for purchase on the couch. “Yes, fuck, I feel it—”

He reached around and rubbed her clit in merciless circles. “You’re gonna cum on my cock while you’re full of him. And you’re gonna tell me who you belong to when you do.”

Amy’s orgasm hit like a freight train. She screamed his name, pussy clamping down so hard Mike cursed and nearly lost his rhythm. He fucked her through it, relentless, dragging it out until she was shaking and begging for mercy.

Only then did he slow, just enough to lean over her back and bite the shell of her ear.

“We’re not done,” he whispered. “I’m gonna fuck you in every room he touched you. And when I’m finished, you’re gonna be so full of me there won’t be room for anyone else.”

He pulled out abruptly, spun her around, and pushed her down to her knees.

“Now clean your mess off my cock,” he ordered, guiding himself to her lips. “Taste what your pussy did to both of us.”

Amy opened eagerly, taking him deep, moaning at the mingled flavor of all three of them. Mike’s hand tangled in her hair, guiding her roughly.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Show me how grateful you are that I let you be a dirty little slut tonight.”

She sucked him like it was the only thing keeping her alive, tears and spit and cum streaking her face, until Mike hauled her up by the arms and threw her back onto the couch.

He climbed over her, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand, and slid back inside her in one slow, possessive thrust.

“Look at me,” he demanded.

She did, eyes locked on his, and saw everything: love, lust, pride, ownership, the tiniest flicker of awe.

“I love you,” he said, voice raw. “I love you so fucking much it hurts.”

Then he started moving again, slow and deep and deliberate, like he was rewriting every memory of Jordan inside her body.

And Amy, wrecked and overflowing and absolutely certain she had never been more his, wrapped her legs around his waist and let him take her apart all over again.

Mike didn’t kiss her. He stared down at her for one long, burning second (eyes wild, chest heaving, cock buried to the root inside the mess Jordan had left) and then he snapped.

Both of her wrists were suddenly pinned above her head in one of his hands. His other hand cracked across her ass so hard the slap echoed off the walls. Amy yelped, pussy clenching involuntarily around him.

“That’s for letting him fuck you in my bed,” he growled.

Another slap, harder, on the other cheek. Her skin lit up red instantly.

“That’s for begging him to cum inside you.”

A third, brutal, right across the first two. Tears sprang to her eyes.

“And that’s because I fucking love how red my handprints look on you when you’ve been a dirty little whore.”

Amy sobbed, half pain, half relief, and tried to arch into the next blow, but Mike was already moving. He pulled out just long enough to flip her over the arm of the couch again (face down, tits crushed into the cushions, ass high) and drove back in so hard her knees left the floor.


Devastation

The new angle was devastating. Every thrust punched the air from her lungs and forced another thick gush of Jordan’s cum out around Mike’s cock. It dripped down her thighs in messy rivulets, splattered the couch, made the slap of skin on skin sound wetter, filthier.

Mike fisted her hair and yanked her head back until her spine bowed.

“Look in the window,” he snarled. “Look at yourself getting fucked like the slut you are.”

Amy forced her eyes open. The dark glass gave her everything: her own tear-streaked face, mouth open on a silent scream; Mike behind her, jersey rucked up, abs flexing with every violent thrust; the obscene sight of his thick cock disappearing into her swollen, dripping pussy over and over, shiny with another man’s load.

“Tell me what you see,” he demanded.

“I see... your girlfriend getting railed while she leaks someone else’s cum,” she choked out.

“Louder.”

“I’m your cum-covered whore and you’re taking your pussy back!”

Mike roared and sped up, hips pistoning so fast the couch started scooting across the floor. One of his hands left her hair and snaked around to her clit, rubbing brutal, perfect circles.

“You’re gonna cum again,” he panted. “You’re gonna cum on the cock that owns you while you’re still full of him. And when you do I’m adding my load. Gonna fuck it so deep you’ll feel us both for days.”

Amy was already there, teetering on the edge, oversensitive and overwhelmed. She tried to warn him, tried to beg, but all that came out was a broken wail as the orgasm tore through her. Her pussy clamped down so hard Mike cursed and slammed in to the hilt, grinding deep.

“Fuck, yes, milk me—”

He came with a guttural groan, hips jerking erratically as he pumped rope after rope into her already-stuffed cunt. The heat of it, the knowledge that she was taking a second load in under an hour, sent a second, smaller climax ripping through her. She shook apart, sobbing his name into the cushions.

Mike didn’t pull out. He stayed buried, chest heaving, one hand gently stroking the red handprints he’d left on her ass like he was admiring his work.

After a long moment he leaned over her back, lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“You okay, baby?”

She managed a shaky nod against the cushion.

He kissed the marks he’d made on her neck, her shoulder, the top of her spine. Sweet, reverent kisses that felt like apologies and gratitude all at once.

Then he straightened, still inside her, and gave one slow, possessive roll of his hips that made them both moan.

“I’m not done,” he said quietly. “Not even close.”

Amy’s breath hitched. She was raw, trembling, overflowing, but the dark promise in his voice lit her up all over again.

Mike pulled out slowly, deliberately, letting her feel every inch. When he was free, a flood of mixed cum followed, running down her thighs in thick streams. He watched it drip for a moment, then gathered a handful on his fingers and painted it across her ass like he was marking territory.

“Stay right there.”

He disappeared for ten seconds (just long enough for her to hear drawers opening in the bedroom) and came back with his phone.

Amy’s heart stuttered.

“Mike—”

“Shh.” He crouched behind her, spread her cheeks with both hands, and took a photo. The flash made her flinch. Another angle. Another. Then one from the side that caught her face in the window’s reflection, wrecked and tear-stained and utterly ruined.

He turned the screen so she could see.

The pictures were obscene: her pussy gaping, red and glistening, literally dripping with two different loads; handprints glowing on her ass; cum streaking her thighs like war paint.

Mike’s voice was soft, almost tender. “This is what my perfect girlfriend looks like after she lets another man breed her and then takes her boyfriend’s cock to seal it in.”

He set the phone on the coffee table, screen still glowing with the evidence, and slid back inside her in one slick thrust.

Amy cried out at the sudden fullness. She was so sensitive now every stroke felt like fire and heaven at once.

Mike fucked her slow this time, deep, grinding rolls of his hips that kept him buried and stirred everything inside her into a filthy soup. His hands roamed everywhere: squeezing her sore ass, pinching her nipples, wrapping around her throat from behind just hard enough to make her gasp.

Every few thrusts he leaned down and whispered new ownership into her skin.

“This pussy is mine.” “These tits are mine.” “This throat that swallowed another man’s cock is still mine.”

Each claim was punctuated by a brutal thrust that made her sob yes, yes, yours.

He pulled out again suddenly and spun her to face him. Her legs gave out; he caught her easily, lifted her, and impaled her on his cock as he walked them both toward the hallway. Every step drove him deeper. Cum ran down both their thighs, leaving a trail on the hardwood.

When they reached the bedroom doorway he stopped.

Jordan was there.

He leaned against the frame, arms crossed, completely naked and half-hard again, eyes locked on the place where Mike’s cock disappeared into Amy’s body. The expression on his face was unreadable: hunger, amusement, maybe a flicker of possessiveness.

Mike didn’t flinch. He tightened his grip on Amy’s ass and gave one slow, deliberate thrust that made her whimper.

“You made the mess,” Mike said, voice calm but edged with steel. “You get to watch me clean it up.”

Then he carried her past Jordan into the bedroom (their bedroom, the same bed where Jordan had just fucked her senseless) and threw her down in the center of the ruined sheets.

Amy landed on her back, legs falling open, chest heaving. Cum (both of theirs) leaked from her in a steady stream, pooling beneath her ass, staining the duvet they’d bought together last year.

Mike stripped off his jersey in one motion and crawled over her, predatory and beautiful. He didn’t look at Jordan again. His eyes were only for her.

He pushed her knees to her chest, folding her nearly in half, and slid home in one slow thrust.

Amy’s back arched off the bed. The angle was obscene; she could feel him everywhere.

Mike braced himself on his elbows, caging her in, and started moving: long, deep strokes that dragged over every sensitive spot inside her. His mouth found hers at last, kissing her slow and filthy, swallowing every moan.

Between kisses he whispered against her lips.

“You’re mine.” “You’re perfect.” “You’re never going to forget who you belong to.”

Amy wrapped her legs around his waist and clung to him, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. Not from pain. From the overwhelming certainty that she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

Behind them, Jordan’s breathing had gone rough. She could hear the faint slick sound of him stroking himself, watching Mike reclaim every inch of the territory he’d claimed an hour ago.

Mike’s rhythm never faltered. He fucked her like he had all the time in the world, like the only thing that existed was the place where their bodies joined and the promise he was carving into her with every thrust.

When he finally came again, it was with her name on his lips and his forehead pressed to hers, pulsing deep and endless inside her until she felt impossibly, gloriously full.

He stayed inside her after, kissing her slow and sweet, thumb brushing the tears from her cheeks.

Jordan’s low groan told her he’d finished too, somewhere in the shadows.

Mike lifted his head just enough to meet her eyes.

“Still with me?” he whispered.

Amy nodded, throat too tight for words.

He smiled, a small, fierce, proud smile, then kissed her once more.

“Good. Because we’re just getting started.”

Mike stayed buried inside her, softening just enough to keep them joined but not enough to let a single drop escape. Their foreheads rested together, breath mingling, the room quiet except for the wet sound of their slowing heartbeats and the faint drip of cum onto the sheets beneath her ass. Amy felt wrecked in the best way: thighs trembling, pussy throbbing, every inch of her skin marked by teeth, hands, or the sticky evidence of two men.

Mike brushed a damp strand of hair from her cheek and kissed the corner of her mouth, soft and reverent. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” he murmured. “My perfect girl.”

She managed a shaky smile, still too overwhelmed to speak.

From the doorway came the unmistakable sound of skin on skin, slow and deliberate. Jordan hadn’t moved from his spot against the frame. His fist moved lazily over his cock, now fully hard again, eyes fixed on the place where Mike’s hips met hers. The dim light from the hallway carved shadows across his abs, across the thick length he was stroking, and across the faint sheen of sweat on his chest. He looked like he belonged in the room, like he had every right to watch.

Mike finally lifted his head and met Jordan’s gaze over Amy’s shoulder. No anger. No challenge. Just calm, absolute ownership.

“You made the mess,” Mike said again, voice low and steady. “You get to watch me clean it up.”

Jordan’s lips curved into a slow, crooked smile. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

Mike shifted his hips, drawing a weak whimper from Amy as he slid out halfway and pushed back in, stirring the combined loads inside her. A fresh trickle escaped, running down to her ass and onto the duvet. He did it again, slower, making sure Jordan saw every inch disappear into her swollen pussy.

Amy’s cheeks burned. She tried to close her legs, instinct more than thought, but Mike’s hands were already there, pushing her knees wide and holding them open.

“No hiding,” he said gently. “Let him see what he did to you. Let him see what I’m doing to you now.”

Jordan’s breathing hitched. His fist tightened, pace quickening just a fraction.

Mike lowered himself fully over her, chest to chest, and began to move in earnest. Not the brutal pounding from the living room; this was slower, deeper, almost tender. Long strokes that dragged over every sensitive spot inside her, the head of his cock kissing her cervix on every push. His eyes never left hers.

“This is my pussy,” he whispered against her lips. “My girl. My cumdump. Say it.”

Amy’s voice cracked. “Your pussy. Your girl. Your cumdump.”

“Louder. I want him to hear.”

She turned her head just enough to see Jordan in her peripheral vision, fist moving faster now, jaw tight.

“I’m your cumdump,” she said, louder, clearer. “Only yours.”

Mike rewarded her with a deep grind that made her gasp. “Good girl.”

He kissed her then, slow and filthy, tongue sliding against hers while he fucked her with that same unhurried rhythm. Every roll of his hips pushed more of their mixed loads out around his cock, the wet sound loud in the quiet room. Amy could feel it soaking the sheets, could feel it cooling on her thighs, could feel Jordan’s eyes on every filthy detail.

Mike broke the kiss and trailed his mouth down her neck, sucking new marks over the ones Jordan had left. When he reached her breast he took her nipple into his mouth, sucking hard, then grazing it with his teeth until she arched off the bed.

Jordan groaned softly. “Fuck, she looks good like that.”

Mike lifted his head just long enough to answer. “She feels even better.”

He shifted angles, hooking one of her legs over his elbow to open her wider. The new position let him sink impossibly deeper. Amy cried out, fingers clawing at his back.

“Look at me,” Mike said again, voice rough with affection. “Only me.”

She locked eyes with him, drowning in the love and hunger there. Everything else blurred: Jordan’s low breathing, the slick sound of his fist, the way the bed creaked under them. There was only Mike moving inside her, claiming her, loving her.

He reached between them and found her clit with his thumb, circling slowly at first, then faster. “I want you to cum one more time,” he whispered. “Just for me. Show him how you fall apart when it’s the man you love inside you.”

Amy was already close, oversensitive and swollen and so full she could barely think. The steady pressure on her clit combined with the deep drag of his cock sent her spiraling. She came with a broken sob, pussy fluttering around him, tears slipping from the corners of her eyes.

Mike followed seconds later, burying his face in her neck and groaning her name as he pulsed inside her again, adding a third load to the mess already there. He stayed deep through every spasm, grinding slowly until they were both trembling.

When he finally stilled, he didn’t pull out. He kissed the tears from her cheeks, her eyelids, the tip of her nose.

“I love you,” he whispered. “So fucking much. You were perfect.”

Amy clung to him, legs wrapped tight around his waist, afraid to let go. “I love you too,” she managed, voice hoarse. “I’m yours. Always.”

Behind them, Jordan let out a low, shuddering breath. Amy turned her head just enough to see him come, thick ropes landing across his abs as he watched them with dark, satisfied eyes. He didn’t look away. He looked like he could watch forever.

Mike finally eased out of her, both of them groaning at the loss. A flood of cum followed, far more than before, pooling beneath her ass and soaking into the duvet. Mike sat back on his heels and just looked at her: legs spread, chest heaving, pussy gaping and dripping with everything they’d both given her.

He reached for his phone on the nightstand, snapped one quick photo without asking, then tossed it aside.

Jordan wiped his hand on the towel he’d dropped earlier and stepped closer to the bed, voice quiet. “She okay?”

Mike glanced at him, then back at Amy, brushing her hair from her damp forehead. “She’s perfect.”

Amy gave a tiny, exhausted nod. Her whole body felt like liquid, used and cherished and utterly spent.

Mike leaned down and kissed her forehead, then her lips, soft and lingering. “You did so good, baby. I’m so proud of you.”

Jordan sat on the edge of the bed, careful not to crowd her. He traced one gentle finger along the inside of her thigh, collecting a streak of the mess and bringing it to his lips without breaking eye contact with Mike. He sucked it clean, slow and deliberate.

Mike watched him do it, expression unreadable for a moment, then let out a low, surprised laugh. “Jesus. You two are gonna kill me.”

Amy managed a weak laugh of her own. The sound felt fragile, but real.

Mike lay down beside her, pulling her into his arms so she was tucked against his chest. Jordan stayed on the edge, close enough to touch but giving them space.

For a long minute, no one spoke. The only sound was their breathing slowing, the faint drip of cum still leaking from her, the quiet creak of the bed as they settled.

Mike kissed the top of her head. “You need water? A towel? Anything?”

She shook her head against his chest. “Just you.”

He squeezed her tighter.

Jordan’s voice was soft when he finally spoke. “I can crash on the couch if you want the bed to yourselves.”

Mike looked at Amy. She felt the question in the way he held her, not pushing, just waiting.

She was sore, exhausted, and overflowing in every sense, but the thought of Jordan leaving felt wrong. Like closing a door she wasn’t ready to close.

She turned her head just enough to meet Jordan’s eyes. “Stay,” she whispered.

Mike’s arms tightened around her, a silent yes.

Jordan’s smile was slow and warm. “Bed’s big enough,” he said, echoing Mike’s earlier words.

He climbed in on her other side, careful, and settled against her back. One of his hands came to rest lightly on her hip, not possessive, just present.

Amy lay between them, Mike’s hand splayed protectively over her stomach, Jordan’s fingers tracing lazy circles on her skin. She could feel both of them against her: Mike’s familiar warmth at her front, Jordan’s solid heat at her back, the sticky mess between her thighs a constant reminder of everything they’d done.

She felt claimed. She felt cherished. She felt, for the first time all night, perfectly safe.

Mike’s voice rumbled against her ear, quiet enough that only she and Jordan could hear.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “we’re buying a bigger bed.”

Jordan’s soft laugh vibrated against her spine.

Amy closed her eyes and smiled into Mike’s chest.

Tomorrow could wait.


New Normal

The room was quiet except for breathing.

Amy floated somewhere between sleep and waking, suspended in the warm cradle of two bodies. Mike was on her left, chest to her back, one heavy arm locked around her waist, palm spread possessively over the soft curve of her lower belly as if he could still feel everything he had poured into her. Jordan lay facing her, close enough that every slow exhale stirred the hair at her temple. His hand rested lightly on her hip, thumb tracing idle, soothing circles over the faint bruises already blooming there.

She was sticky everywhere. Cum had dried in flaky patches on her inner thighs, her stomach, the small of her back. The duvet beneath her was ruined, soaked through in a dark, unmistakable map of the night. The air smelled thick: sex, sweat, cologne, the faint metallic trace of three separate releases. It should have been overwhelming. Instead it felt like the most honest thing she had ever breathed.

Mike stirred first. He pressed a slow, open-mouthed kiss to the nape of her neck, then another just below her ear. His voice came out gravel-rough from shouting her name into the mattress.

“Hey,” he whispered. “You with me?”

Amy made a small, affirmative noise and burrowed deeper into his arms. Her entire body felt like one giant bruise, tender and used and perfect.

Jordan’s fingers tightened on her hip. “Water,” he said quietly. “She needs water.”

Mike hummed agreement but did not move yet. He nuzzled into her hair. “In a minute. I’m not ready to let go.”

Amy smiled against the pillow. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Jordan shifted, the mattress dipping as he rolled away. A second later the bathroom light flicked on, soft and yellow through the open door. Water ran. He came back with a cold bottle, condensation already beading on the plastic, and a warm washcloth draped over his forearm.

He knelt on the bed and cracked the bottle open. “Sit up a little, beautiful.”

The endearment slipped out easy, natural, and Mike did not tense at it. Amy pushed up on shaky arms. Jordan supported her back with one hand and brought the bottle to her lips. She drank greedily, water spilling over her chin when she could not swallow fast enough. Jordan wiped it away with his thumb, then pressed the warm cloth between her legs.

She hissed at the first contact (too sensitive), then melted as the heat soothed raw skin. He was gentle, thorough, cleaning the mess from her thighs, her folds, the curve of her ass. When he finished he folded the cloth, set it aside, and kissed the inside of her knee like a thank-you.

Mike watched the whole thing with half-lidded eyes. When Jordan settled back on her other side, Mike reached across her and offered his hand: not a handshake, just an open palm. Jordan took it without hesitation. Their fingers locked for a long second, a silent conversation neither of them needed words for.

Amy felt the shift in the air, something settling into place.

Mike broke the quiet. “You hungry?”

Jordan gave a soft laugh. “Starving.”

“There’s leftover Thai in the fridge. Pad see ew, extra lime. Amy likes the crispy pork.”

Jordan’s eyebrow went up. “You’re offering me your girlfriend’s favorite leftovers after I just filled her up twice?”

Mike’s mouth curved. “I’m offering you food, man. The rest we’ll negotiate later.”

Amy snorted, the sound turning into a full laugh that made her wince when sore muscles protested. Both men looked at her like the sound was the best thing they had heard all night.

She reached up and touched Mike’s cheek, then Jordan’s. “I love you,” she told Mike, simple and fierce. Then, softer, to Jordan, “And I... really like you. A lot. I don’t know what that means yet, but I needed to say it.”

Jordan’s eyes went warm. He leaned in and kissed her forehead. “I heard you the first five times you came screaming it,” he teased gently. “Message received.”

Mike’s arm tightened around her waist. “We’ll figure the rest out tomorrow. Tonight you’re both staying right here.”

He reached over her and killed the bedside lamp. The room dropped into darkness broken only by the faint city glow through the blinds.

Amy let her eyes close. She was drifting, half-asleep, when Jordan’s voice came low against her ear.

“For the record,” he murmured, “your boyfriend’s kind of a badass.”

Mike’s quiet laugh ruffled her hair. “For the record, your dick’s kind of a problem. We’re definitely getting a California king.”

Amy smiled into the dark. “And new sheets,” she added, voice already thick with sleep. “Lots of new sheets.”

Jordan’s fingers laced through hers on top of Mike’s arm. Mike’s thumb traced slow circles over her stomach. Between them, she felt small and safe and impossibly, ridiculously happy.

The last thing she heard before she slipped under was Mike’s voice, soft and certain against her spine.

“Six months ago you were just my girlfriend,” he whispered. “Tonight you’re ours. And tomorrow... tomorrow we start figuring out how good this can really get.”

Amy fell asleep smiling, sticky and sore and absolutely certain that tomorrow could not come soon enough.


Epilogue: Six Months Later

The hotel room was dark except for the glow of the laptop on the dresser and the city lights bleeding through half-closed blinds.

Amy knelt on the plush carpet in nothing but a black lace choker and the delicate diamond anklet Mike had clasped around her ankle the night he told her, “Wear this when you’re out being my perfect little slut. I want something of mine on you no matter whose cock is inside you.”

The anklet flashed every time she moved.

On the laptop screen, Mike filled the frame. He lounged on their new California king at home, shirtless, hand lazily stroking his cock. Behind him, Jordan slept on the far edge of the bed, one arm flung over his eyes. They had stopped pretending anyone needed the couch months ago.

“Show me,” Mike said, voice rough from whiskey and anticipation.

Amy adjusted the phone on its little tripod so the camera caught everything: her on her knees, painted lips stretched around a thick, dark cock; the stranger’s large hand tangled gently in her hair; the obscene way her back arched to offer her ass to the room. She pulled off just long enough to tilt the lens lower, giving Mike a clear view of how soaked she already was, thighs slick and shining.

“Tell him who you belong to,” Mike ordered.

The man behind her (Marcus, the tall basketball player she had flirted with at the hotel bar an hour ago) gave a low, appreciative chuckle when she answered without hesitation.

“I belong to my boyfriend Mike,” she said clearly, looking straight into the camera, saliva glistening on her chin. “I’m just borrowing this big black cock tonight because he loves watching me be a greedy little slut.”

Marcus groaned and fed himself back into her mouth, deeper this time, until her eyes watered and the head nudged the back of her throat.

Mike’s fist tightened, stroke speeding up. “That’s my girl. Take it all.”

She did. She always did now.

Six months had changed everything and nothing.

She was still Mike’s girlfriend (still came home to his arms, still cooked dinner shirtless while he kissed her shoulders, still fell asleep with his hand between her legs like it belonged there). But she was also something more: a woman who knew exactly how powerful it felt to drop to her knees for a stranger while the love of her life watched and stroked himself raw to the sight.

There had been five new men since Jordan had become a fixture in their bed. Sometimes one at a time. Sometimes two. Once (memorable, leg-shaking, screamed-herself-hoarse once) all three of them in the same night until she couldn’t walk straight for two days. Mike had watched every second, either in person or on video, and reclaimed her afterward like he was addicted to the taste of other men on her skin.

She had rules now, sweet ones Mike had set with a kiss on her forehead:

Always a video call if he could not be there. Always the anklet. Always the words “I’m yours” somewhere in the filth, so everyone in the room knew exactly who she came home to.

Marcus pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop and hauled her up by the hair. He spun her to face the laptop, bent her over the foot of the bed, and kicked her feet apart. The camera caught everything: her tits hanging, nipples hard; the anklet glinting; the way her pussy lips parted, swollen and dripping, ready.

Mike leaned closer to the screen. “Tell him what you want, baby.”

Amy looked straight into the lens, voice trembling with need. “I want you to fuck me raw while my boyfriend watches. I want you to fill me up so he can see it leak out later when he takes me again.”

Marcus did not need to be told twice. He lined up and sank into her in one slow, relentless push. Amy’s mouth fell open on a silent scream; the stretch was perfect, overwhelming, exactly what she had learned to crave.

Mike’s breath hitched. “Jesus, look at you take that big black cock. You’re so fucking beautiful.”

Marcus set a punishing rhythm, hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, the slap of skin loud in the quiet room. Amy braced her hands on the mattress and pushed back to meet every thrust, moaning Mike’s name between gasps.

On screen, Mike’s fist was flying now. Jordan stirred behind him, woke up just enough to register what was happening, and rolled over with a sleepy, wicked grin. He propped himself on one elbow, reached down, and lazily stroked himself while he watched.

Amy’s eyes fluttered shut for a second, overwhelmed, then snapped open again. She never looked away from the camera.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered. “Mike, baby, I’m gonna come on his cock—”

“Do it,” Mike growled. “Show me how much my little slut loves being used.”

Marcus reached around and rubbed her clit in tight, ruthless circles. That was all it took. Amy shattered, screaming Mike’s name as her pussy clamped down, milking the cock inside her. Marcus cursed and slammed deep, hips jerking as he emptied himself with a long, guttural groan.

When he pulled out, the camera caught the thick rush of cum that followed, spilling out of her and running in slow rivulets down her thighs.

Mike came with a broken sound, painting his own stomach while he stared at the screen like he could crawl through it.

Marcus stepped back, breathing hard, and gave her ass a playful smack. “Your boyfriend’s a lucky man.”

Amy collapsed forward onto the bed, chest heaving, and managed a shaky laugh. “He knows.”

She crawled closer to the laptop, hair wild, face flushed, cum still dripping from her swollen pussy. She blew Mike a kiss with trembling fingers.

“I love you,” she whispered. “Come get me soon?”

Mike’s smile was soft and feral all at once. “Already in the car, baby. Be there in twenty. Leave the mess exactly like that.”

Jordan’s sleepy voice drifted through the speaker. “Tell her we’re both coming. Someone’s gotta carry her to the car when we’re done with round two.”

Amy laughed, bright and breathless and utterly ruined, and the screen went black.

Six months ago she had been just Mike’s girlfriend.

Tonight she was his perfect, filthy, cherished slut.

And tomorrow (tomorrow there would be new rules, new men, new ways to fall apart and come home).

She couldn’t wait.

The End
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