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CHAPTER I

The Uber pulled away from the curb and Keith got his front door open on the second try, which was one more try than usual and entirely Emi's fault. She'd had her hand in his back pocket the whole walk from the restaurant, fingers curled in against his hip, and every time he'd reached for the keys she'd pressed closer — her tits against his arm, her mouth near his jaw, her perfume doing exactly what she intended it to do. Like he could forget she was there. Like he'd been able to think about anything else for three days.

"Home," she said, slipping past him into the entryway, heels clicking against the hardwood. She turned and looked at him over her shoulder. That look — dark eyes, full lips curved at the corner, the kind of expression that meant she'd been planning something since before dinner. The dress she'd worn tonight was fitted black, hit just above the knee, and every time she'd crossed or uncrossed her legs in the restaurant booth he'd felt it low in his stomach. "Finally."

"Finally," he said, and closed the door.

She was already moving toward the bedroom, heels still on. He watched her go. The way the black fabric pulled across the full round swell of her ass. The way she moved her hips with a slow deliberateness when she knew he was looking, which was always, because Emi had understood from the first night they'd met — introduced at a Super Bowl party by his biggest client's sugarbaby, who had no idea what she was starting — this small gorgeous Asian girl with the big dark eyes and a body that had no business existing on someone her size, that he was always looking. She'd smiled at him that first night like she already knew how it was going to go.

"I'm going to change," she called from the hallway. "Don't fall asleep."

"Never," he said.

The bathroom door clicked shut.

Keith walked to the bedroom. Sat on the edge of the bed. Untucked his shirt the rest of the way and leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and for a moment he just sat in the quiet — the particular, charged quiet of a night that hadn't started yet.

Then Richard Caulfield walked back in, the way he'd been walking back in for three days, and Keith let him.

Tuesday. Eleven in the morning. The supply warehouse on the east side — his father's build, eighteen months now under Keith's name on the door. Richard Caulfield wasn't a contractor. He was the man who funded projects that contractors bid on. Commercial real estate. Mixed-use developments downtown. The kind of account that smoothed out a full quarter's margin when a single deal closed. He came in person twice a year. Most men at his level sent someone. Richard liked to come himself, and Keith had always understood that as Richard liking people to remember who wrote the checks.

He'd arrived at eleven with two assistants in tow. Keith had met him at the door, shaken his hand, and walked him through the floor — and that was when it had started, that low persistent awareness he couldn't name. Not about Richard. About Emi. Not long after since she'd told him it was a girls' trip, just her and Ashley, Cancun for a long weekend, she'd be back Sunday. He'd kissed her goodbye at the door Friday morning and thought nothing of it. Ashley was her closest friend. They took trips. That was normal.

Except standing next to Richard Caulfield on the warehouse floor while the man pointed at load-bearing steel specs and asked questions he didn't need the answers to, Keith had felt something. A low pull. An itch at the back of his mind he couldn't place.

He'd answered every question. That was the job.

Then they'd ended up in Keith's office — glass-walled, overlooking the floor — and the assistants had gone for coffee and some other nonsensical errand, and Richard had settled into the chair across the desk with the boneless ease of a man who sat in whatever chair he chose, and he'd looked at Keith with that comfortable older-man smile and said:

"Keith, you know Emi, don't you? The little Asian girl hanging around with my sugar baby at my Super Bowl party? Dark hair, that incredible ass on her?"

Keith had gone still inside. Outside, nothing moved.

He'd learned that from his father. Your face is a door. Keep it closed.

"Yeah," he said. "I know Emi."

Richard had smiled wider — not cruel, which would've been easier to process. It was the relaxed smile of a man sharing a pleasant memory with someone he assumed was in on it. "Yeah, I remember you checking her out that night, damn it's been almost a year since that party. Should probably throw a new one soon — but anyway, Emi, she's one hell of a girl, Keith," he said. "Her and Ashley — you remember Ashley? Blonde, great tits, legs that don't quit, my sugar babe?" He shook his head appreciatively. "Took them both down to Cancun last weekend. Three days. Private villa, the whole thing." A low chuckle. "Keith, I'm telling you. I haven't had a weekend like that since I was thirty. It was worth every single dollar, and I spent a hell of a lot of them. But was totally fucking worth it."

Keith's hands were flat on the desk. He'd made sure of that.

Something had happened in his chest — a kind of lurch, a tipping, like a shelf giving way — and beneath it, before he'd even fully processed what Richard was saying, something else had stirred. Low. Physical. Wrong in a way he hadn't been prepared for.

"Ashley mentioned Emi had a boyfriend," Richard continued, turning his coffee cup in his hands, unbothered, like they were discussing a sports result. "Figured he knew the arrangement, same as Ashley's guy. That's how it works with these girls, right? Smart, young, and beautiful, know what they want. Everybody's happy."

"Right," Keith said.

His cock had been thickening in his slacks since the word Cancun.  He'd noticed it with a kind of distant clinical detachment, like observing a reaction in someone else's body. Interesting,  some part of his brain had said. That's interesting.

"Great girl," Richard said. "Both of them, honestly. But Emi—" he paused, something fond moving across his face. He touched the back of his own hand, then corrected himself, pointing low on his stomach instead. "That little tattoo she has. Right above her pussy. The little heart." He exhaled. "Sexy as hell. And she's bare, which — see Ashley keeps herself up with a nice trimmed bush, but there's something about a girl who's always smooth like that, you know what I mean? I’m thinking about making my girl go bare like her friend."

Keith knew precisely what he meant. He'd traced that tattoo with his thumb and tongue a hundred times. He knew where it sat, how small it was, the specific curve of the ink. The fact that Richard Caulfield was describing it from memory while sitting in Keith's office meant one thing only.

He was telling the truth, and Keith being fully hard now was also true. Here he was… sitting at his own desk, in his own building, and he was fully, unmistakably hard.

Not angry,  he'd registered. Why aren't I angry?

Richard had leaned back, already done with the subject, already moving on. "Ashley's got great taste in friends. Anyway, the custom steel framing. Walk me through your current turnaround..."

Keith had walked him through it. He'd pulled the spec sheets. He'd been precise and professional and he'd shaken Richard Caulfield's hand at the door forty-five minutes later and watched the car pull out of the lot.

Then he'd gone back to his office, closed the door, and stood at the window.

His guys were moving inventory on the floor below. The forklift ran its usual loop. Everything exactly where it was supposed to be.

He wasn't angry. He'd kept waiting for it and it kept not arriving. Instead what was there — what had been there since the word Cancun,  growing steadily through three days  and private villa  and both of them  and that little heart above her pussy  — was something darker and more specific. The image of Emi in a villa bedroom with a rich, bald old man. Emi and Ashley together, both of them — I haven't had a weekend like that since I was thirty.

He was so hard it was uncomfortable.

He stood at the window for a long time. Then he took out his phone.

You free Friday night?

Jamal, his best friend, came back in under two minutes. Depends. What are we doing?

Keith looked out at the warehouse. His building. His call.

I'll explain later. Yes or no.

A pause. Then: Yeah. I'm free.

Keith had pocketed the phone. And for the first time since eleven that morning, something in his chest had settled.


The bathroom door opened.

He lifted his head.

Emi stood in the doorway and for a full three seconds Keith just looked at her, because she deserved to be looked at, and because he'd earned this particular view after three days of thinking about nothing else.

Red. Lacy and silky simultaneously — the bra cut low and snug across her full tits, pushing them together, the fabric barely covering her nipples. The thong was a thin red line that traced the wide flare of her hips and disappeared between the cheeks of her ass, which was every bit as obscene and perfect as Richard Caulfield had implied without knowing he was describing something Keith already owned. Red heels. Dark hair loose over her bare brown shoulders. Freshly glossed up plump lips tugging into a sultry smile. Big dark eyes watching him with that particular expression — the one that was half genuine sweetness and half absolute awareness of exactly what she was doing.

In her hands: a small rectangular box. Navy blue. The packaging of something expensive.

"Hi," she cooed seductively.

"Hi," Keith said back, drinking her up and down without a blink.

She crossed the room toward him, and he watched every step — the movement of her tits in the red lace, the roll of her hips, the heels giving her ass a slight lift that did things to his ability to think clearly. She stopped in front of him, close, and he could smell the perfume she'd reapplied. She'd thought this whole night through. Every detail planned.

She held up the box.

"Happy birthday, baby." Her voice still in its surface register — warm, a little shy, which was the mode she used when she was about to not be shy at all. "Sit back."

He settled back onto the headboard of the bed, hands loose at his sides. She climbed up and crawled to him, swung one leg over, and lowered herself into his lap facing him — the full warm weight of her settling across his thighs, the thin lace of her thong pressing directly against the hard length of him through his jeans. She shifted once, getting comfortable, and felt him. Her eyes flickered.

She didn't say anything about it yet. She held up the box instead.

"Give me your hand."

He held out his left hand. She lifted the watch from the box with both hands — heavy, clean, serious money — and fastened it around his wrist with careful fingers. Her tits were right there at his eye level, the lace doing very little work. He kept his gaze on her face.

She finished, turned his wrist over once, satisfied. Looked up at him through her lashes.

"You like it?"

"It's a good watch, Emi."

"It's a great watch," she said, and her voice dropped into that other register — lower, the consonants gone soft, every word landing with deliberate weight. That voice. He'd heard it across pillows and in dark cars and once on the phone from her office bathroom and it hit him the same way every single time. "I spent two whole days picking it out. Wanted it to be exactly right." She pressed both palms flat against his chest and rolled her hips — not subtle, a full slow grind down against where he was hard for her. "Wanted everything tonight to be exactly right."

She pulled back just enough to look at him, something softer moving through the heat in her eyes. "I know we've only been together a year, but — I don't know, baby. I look at you and I don't see an ending anywhere." A small smile, almost shy, nothing like the practiced seduction of thirty seconds ago. "I just wanted tonight to feel like I know what I have."

"Is that so?"

"Mmm." She leaned in, her mouth near his ear, her tits brushing his chest through the lingerie, her breath warm on his neck. "I've been thinking about what I want you to do to me all through dinner, baby. Like, I've been sitting across from you all night, and all I could think about was—" her lips touched the edge of his jaw, the soft graze of them "—getting back here. Getting you to myself."

"Tell me what you were thinking."

A small pleased sound. She pulled back enough to look at him, dark eyes half-lidded, full lips parted. "I want you to put me on my knees first," she said. Quiet and direct, no build-up at all. "Let me take care of you with my mouth. I've been thinking about that specifically. About having you in my throat." Another slow roll of her hips, feeling him harden further beneath her. "And then I want you to bend me over the headboard and pull my hair and just — use me. Don't be careful. I want to feel you all the way through me."

His hands came up and settled on the bare skin of her hips, thumbs pressing along the edge of the lace. She made a soft involuntary sound and her breath stuttered.

"Keep talking," he said.

"I want you to flip me over—" she faltered slightly as his thumbs dug in "—put my legs up, go slow first so I feel every single inch, and then—" she bit her lip "—not slow. I want both. I want everything." She looked straight at him with those dark eyes, completely unashamed. "It's your birthday. I want to spend the whole night letting you do whatever you want to me." A beat. Her voice dropped further. "I want to be your good little slut tonight, baby. Tell me you want that too."

He looked at her. The warm weight of her in his lap. The red lace. The watch on his wrist that she'd bought with money she'd earned on her knees and back in a Cancun villa while he'd thought she was on a girls' trip. The tramp stamp hidden under the thong, the little heart, that Richard Caulfield had described from memory.

The thing in his chest that still wasn't anger.

"I want that," Keith said. "I want a lot of things tonight."

She smiled — slow, satisfied, already melting toward him. His right hand slid from her hip, up the warm curve of her side, and wrapped around her jaw. Her breath caught. He tilted her face up.

"But first," he said, "I want to ask you something."

Her eyes were soft and dark and right there. "Yeah, baby?" she asked in a half moan.

"How was Cancun?!"

The softness didn't leave her eyes immediately. It took a half second — then something moved through them, fast and deep, there and gone, like something dropping below the surface of still water.

"It was so fun," she said. Her voice held. Almost. "Ashley picked the resort, and it was gorgeous, we just laid by the pool mostly, got some good food, it was really—"

"Emi."

She stopped.

He held her jaw in his palm, steady, thumb resting against her cheekbone, and looked at her the same way he looked at every problem that came across his desk — directly, without impatience, without anger, just waiting for the thing to be what it was.

She looked back at him. And he watched it happen — watched her read his face and understand that there was nothing to navigate around, that he wasn't guessing, that he'd known since Tuesday morning and had spent three days deciding what to do about it.

The silence ran about four seconds.

Then the expression on Emi's face shifted — and what replaced it wasn't the panic he might have expected. It was something else. Something that, if he was reading her right, looked a lot like relief.

And underneath that, unmistakably, a wet heat.

The silence ran exactly four seconds.

Keith watched her face the whole time. Watched the calculation move through her eyes — fast, practiced, the same intelligence she applied to everything — and watched it arrive at the same conclusion he already had. There was no angle here. No version of Cancun was great, just the girls, you know how Ashley gets  that was going to land. He wasn't asking because he was guessing. She could see that. He watched her see it.

Then the relief came. He'd expected that too, if he was honest. Emi carried things close but she carried them. The set of her shoulders when she'd come out of the bathroom had been a fraction too intentional, the seduction a fraction too polished. She'd been performing on top of something tonight. He could feel it now dissolving.

"How much do you know," she said. Not a question, exactly.

"Enough." His thumb traced her cheekbone, slow. "Richard Caulfield sat in my office Tuesday morning and told me about his weekend."

Her eyes closed for a half second. "Oh god."

"He didn’t know I was your boyfriend. He still doesn’t." Keith's other hand, resting on her hip, slid around to the small of her back and drew her closer — not rough, just deliberate, closing the distance between them until her chest was against his. Her thighs tightened around him instinctively. "But he knew you had a guy… Said he figured you must have the same arrangement as Ashley. That your boyfriend was in on it."

"Keith, I—"

"He remembered checking you out at the same Super Bowl party." His voice stayed level. Conversational, almost. "Said you were one hell of a girl. Said it'd been almost a year since that party and he still thought about it."

She said nothing. Her hands had gone still against his chest.

"He described your tattoo." He felt her breath catch before she made a sound. "The heart. Right above your pussy. Knew you were smooth as silk down there." A pause. "That old bastard compared you to Ashley. Said Ashley keeps a trimmed bush and there's something about a girl who stays smooth." His thumb stroked her cheekbone again. "Said he was thinking about making Ashley go bare like her friend ."

"Stop." Her voice was barely audible.

"Said it was worth every dollar. Said he spent a lot  of them." He tilted her chin up with two fingers. Her eyes were wet at the corners but her jaw was set. "Said he hadn't had a weekend like that since he was thirty."

The sound she made was small and broken and real.

"Look at me," he said.

She already was.

"Are you scared right now?"

She studied him. She wasn’t performing anymore, wasn’t calculating… she was just looking, the way she did when she was trying to see all the way through to the back of him. He was aware of every point of contact between them. Her thighs around his. Her hands on his chest. The hard length of him pressed against the thin lace of her thong, where she could feel very clearly that he was not reacting the way a man should react when he's angry.

Something moved through her face. Understanding, then something warmer.

"No," she said. "I'm not."

"Good." His thumb dragged along her lower lip, pressing in slightly, feeling the soft give of it. "Because I'm not angry, Emi."

"I know." Her voice had dropped into something quieter than her seduction register — something more real. "I can feel that you're not."

"Tell me why you did it."

The deflection didn't come. He'd half expected it — Emi's first move under pressure was usually a redirect, that quick bright smile that bought her thirty seconds to reassemble. But she held his gaze and said, "The watch."

"Say all of it."

She exhaled. Her fingers curled slightly in his shirt. "I wanted to get you something real. Something that actually said — that meant something. Not a card and a nice dinner I'd saved up for two months, not some… I don't know, some placeholder gift." Her jaw tightened. "You know what I make at that office. Junior accountant, which is a generous title for what I actually do. I'm basically a glorified data entry girl and I've been there eleven months and I make enough to pay my bills and eat and that's mostly it." She paused. "You have never once made me feel like that was a problem. You've never looked at me differently for it. You've just—" She stopped again.

"Finish it."

"You've been the best person I've ever been with. The best boyfriend I've ever had. Period. And I wanted to give you something that matched that. Something that said I see you. Something that took actual sacrifice." Her chin came up. "So yes. I went to Cancun with Ashley and Richard and I made enough in three days to buy you that watch and have money left over, and I am sorry I lied to you about what the trip was, and I am not sorry that I got you the watch."

He looked at her for a long moment. The chin up. The wet corners of her eyes she was refusing to let spill. The full tits rising and falling faster than normal inside the red lace.

"So you let Richard Caulfield fuck  you in Cancun," he said.

The bluntness of it moved through her visibly. "Yes."

"You and Ashley both."

"Yes."

"Three days."

"Yes." Quieter.

"Did you like it?"

Two full seconds. Her eyes on his face, reading him, deciding. "Does the answer to that change anything?"

"I want to know. Answer me."

Her chin stayed up. "Yes. I liked it." That Emi stubbornness, the particular set of her jaw. "I'm not going to lie to you about that either."

"Good." His palm slid from her hip down over the curve of her ass — slow and deliberate, feeling the full weight of that little more than a handful of tight flesh through the thin lace, as his fingers spread across the swell of her. She made a small sound and her hips shifted. "I don't want you lying to me. About any of it. I want to know everything." He squeezed and she exhaled hard. "But not tonight."

"Not tonight," she echoed, breath catching.

"Tonight I want to ask you one thing."

"Ask me."

He brought his mouth close to her ear. Close enough that she'd feel his breath. His hand stopped working her ass and moved to the front of her panties, while his other hand slid up from her jaw into her hair, fingers curling against her scalp. Her head tipped back slightly at the pressure.

"Whose pussy is this?" he asked, cupping her pussy over the dampened red lace.

The effect was immediate. He felt it in her thighs, in the way her breath stuttered, in the involuntary roll of her hips that pressed her harder against him.

"Yours," she said. Fast. No hesitation.

"Say it properly."

"Yours, baby." Her hands slid up over his shoulders, fingers locking at the back of his neck. "Yours. Only yours. I know that's — I know what it sounds like after what I just told you, but I need you to know that what I did in Cancun was just — it was a transaction, it was never—you're the only person I'm actually—"

"I know." He cut her off, not unkind. His hand moved from her pussy to her tits, tracing the hardened buds of her nipples over the lace of the bra, before his fingertips went back down, following the line of her navel downward to the top edge of the panties. She went very still once again. "I know the difference, Emi. I'm not confused about what you did or why you did it." His fingers hooked just under the waistband, barely. "What I want to know is whether you understand something new."

"Tell me baby." Barely a whisper.

"You want to be a slut." Not a question. And this time, his fingers pressed down against the lace between her thighs and she gasped, hips jolting forward. He could feel the heat of her through the fabric — soaked, and warm against his fingers. "That's fine. I'm not taking that from you." He pressed again and she whimpered, thighs tightening. "But you don't get to decide whose anymore. That's mine now. You understand babygirl?! I decide what cock gets near this pussy. I decide when and who and how." His fingers moved against the wet lace in a slow stroke and her whole body shuddered. "Not Richard. Not whoever Ashley introduces you to. ME!"

"YES!" Wrecked. Immediate. "Yes, Keith, god, yes—"

"No more arrangements I don't know about." Another stroke and she moaned, the sound of it low and genuine, hands fisting in his hair. "No more trips I think are girls' weekends. You want to be used, you come to me. You tell me. And I decide." He pressed harder and she gasped his name. "Are we clear?"

"We're so clear, baby, we are so fucking clear, please—"

"Please what?"

"Please babe—" she was grinding against his hand now, that desperate unconscious roll of her hips, red lace soaked through "—I need you to touch me properly, I've been so—"

"I know what you need." He pulled the thong aside.

She made a sound he felt in his spine. Her whole body surged forward, forehead dropping to his shoulder, the full weight of her tits pressing against his chest through the thin bra. He was aware of every inch of the size difference in that moment — the breadth of his shoulders against her small frame, his thick forearms bracketing her body, how easily he could hold all of her with one arm. He traced her bare, just the outside first, two fingers reading her.

"You're soaked," he said.

"I told you." Her voice was muffled against his shoulder, shameless. "I've been wet since before we left the restaurant. I had to keep my legs crossed all through dinner."

" All  through dinner." He dragged two fingers up her and she shivered. "Sitting across from me thinking about this ."

"Thinking about you. About getting home. About—" she broke off as his fingertip pressed at her entrance "—about being exactly where I am right now ."

"Right… here..." He pushed one finger inside her.

She clenched down around him instantly, tight and slick, a full-body clench that arched her spine and drove her harder into his chest. He felt the moan more than heard it, her mouth open against his shoulder, her hips already trying to move. He let her. He worked her slowly, deep, his thumb finding her clit and circling.

"Keith." Dissolving. "Keith, baby, I'm—"

"Right here."

"I need to tell you something." Between breaths.

"Tell me."

"I'm sorry." Not performed. Scraped out of somewhere real. "I know you said you're not angry but I need to say it. Not for the watch — I'm not sorry for wanting to give you something real. But for lying. For the whole girls' trip story. For letting you kiss me goodbye at the door Friday morning knowing what I was actually going to go do." A sharp inhale as his thumb pressed harder. "You deserved to know. And I was so scared that if you knew you'd—"

"You were scared I'd leave."

"Yes."

He added a second finger. She broke off entirely — no words, just that moan, the grip of her hands in his hair, the way her full ass worked against his palm as she rode it. He let her move. He set a pace that was just short of what she needed and held it there, watching her fall apart incrementally in his lap.

"I'm not leaving," he said against her hair. His mouth found her temple, her jaw, the soft skin below her ear. "I'm not angry and I'm not leaving and we're going to be fine." He felt her tighten at that, felt the emotion of it moving through her body alongside everything else. "But tonight is mine. Everything that happens in this room tonight, I decided it. I want it." He curled his fingers and she cried out softly, thighs shaking. "You belong to me and I decide what that looks like. Say it back."

"I belong to you." Riding his hand now, fully gone, the slick sound of it filling the room. "You decide. Yours, all yours, Keith, please—"

"Please what?"

"Please Daddy, I'm so close… I need—just a little—"

He stopped moving.

She made a sound of pure outrage, head snapping up, dark eyes blazing at him. "Keith—"

He smiled. The first real smile of the night. "Not yet."

"You're the worst—"

"You're mine." He pulled his fingers free and she whimpered at the loss. He brought his hand to her jaw, tilting her face up, and watched her — flushed and wrecked and furious and wanting, hair disheveled, red lace askew, sitting in his lap with her thong pulled to the side and her whole body vibrating. His. Completely, totally his.

"I'm going to give you a birthday present," he said quietly as he fed his wet fingers to her.

She blinked as she got her plump lips around his two fingers and spoke around it. "But it's your birthday?!"

"I know." He kept his eyes on hers as he pulled his now clean fingers out of her lips with a pop and raised his voice toward the hallway. "Jamal."

Emi went absolutely still.

A beat of silence. Then the sound of the hallway door. Then the bedroom door opened, and Emi's breath left her body in one long stunned exhale as Jamal walked in — tall, lean, and showing every inch of him and his big hard black cock, he was naked and he looked at her the way a man looks at something he's been told he can have.


CHAPTER II

He was exactly what Keith had said he’d be.

Emi hadn’t moved. She was still in Keith’s lap, thong pulled to the side, his fingers no longer inside her but the absence of them as present as anything else in the room. She’d gone completely still the way she went still when something overloaded her, it wasn’t fear or shutdown, it was just her whole system pausing to take in new information before it decided what to do with it.

Jamal stood in the doorway.

Tall. That was the first thing. Six-two at least, lean the way a lot of the ballers were lean — not entirely gym-built, just the kind of body that came from moving through the world in a particular way, all long muscle and economy. Dark skin, close-cropped hair, jaw that could cut glass. He was naked and he was already hard and he was looking at Emi the way she’d been looked at in Cancun… like he’d been briefed, like he knew exactly what the evening was, and he had absolutely no problem with any of it.

His cock was — she made herself look. She always made herself look. It was what it was, thick and dark and already fully hard, and the part of her brain that had gone to Cancun and spent three days getting thoroughly wrecked by that rich older man was now firing on every cylinder simultaneously.

She turned her head and looked at Keith.

Keith was watching her face. Reading her the way he always read her. He had one hand on the small of her back and the other resting on her breasts and he looked completely, infuriatingly calm.

“You planned this,” she said.

“Tuesday morning,” he said, groping one of the tits. “Right after Richard left.”

“You’ve known for three days and you didn’t—”

“I wanted to see your face.” His thumb made one long stroke up her inner thigh. “Worth the wait.”

She looked back at Jamal. Jamal was still in the doorway, still hard, still watching her with that settled patience. He hadn’t moved. He was waiting for Keith. She understood that immediately — he was Keith’s guest in this room in every meaningful sense, here because Keith had decided it, moving on Keith’s timing.

Something about that made her wetter than she’d been thirty seconds ago, which she would not have said was possible.

“Hi,” she said to Jamal. Her voice came out lower than she intended.

Jamal smiled. Slow and genuine, not predatory. “Hey, Emi.”

“How long have you two known each other?” she said to Keith.

“Since we were old enough to cause trouble.” Keith’s hand moved up her thigh another inch. “He knows how to keep his mouth shut.”

“That’s—” she started.

“Emi.” Keith’s voice, quiet and close to her ear. “What do you want to say right now?”

She looked at Jamal again. The length of him. All that dark skin and easy confidence and the BBC she was trying not to stare at and failing.

She turned back to Keith. “I want to say yes.”

“Good girl.” He said it like a period at the end of a sentence. Simple and final. His hand slid the rest of the way up her inner thigh and cupped her bare where the thong was still pulled aside and she gasped, hips rolling instinctively. “Then here’s what’s going to happen.” He pressed two fingers back inside her without ceremony and she bit down on a moan. “You’re going to get off my lap. You’re going to get on your knees. And you’re going to show Jamal the same mouth you were just telling me about.”

“And you?” she managed, fingers digging into his shoulders.

“I’ll be right there.” He curled his fingers once — one precise curl that made her vision blur — then withdrew. She whimpered at the loss. He brought those fingers back to her mouth and pressed them against her lips. She opened without being asked and tasted herself again and watched his jaw tighten slightly, the first crack in the composure. “Go on then.”

She climbed off his lap.

Her heels hit the floor and she steadied herself — the red lingerie still on, bra and thong, thong still pulled to the side which she fixed with one hand before she crossed the room toward Jamal. She was aware of both men watching her move. She let them. She’d always known what she looked like walking — Keith had told her in the first month that watching her cross a room was genuinely one of his favorite things, said it so plainly it hadn’t even sounded like a line.

She stopped in front of Jamal.

Up close he was even taller. She had to tilt her head back to look at him properly, which she did, meeting his eyes — dark brown, warm, something in them that was both interested and deferential in a way she hadn’t expected.

“Hey,” she said again, quieter this time.

“Hey.” His voice was low, unhurried. “You good?”

“Getting there.” She put her hand flat against his chest — warm, firm, the steady thud of his heart under her palm. “You?”

“Very good.” A hint of a smile.

Behind her she heard Keith stand up from the bed, heard the sound of his belt, and something low in her stomach pulled hard.

She held Jamal’s eyes and sank to her knees.

The floor was hardwood and her knees hit it and she was eye level with him and there was no ambiguity about what came next. She reached up and wrapped one hand around the base of him — thick, heavy, the heat of him against her palm — and heard him draw a slow breath through his nose.

“Look up,” Keith said.

She looked up. Keith had moved to stand beside Jamal, a half-step back, still mostly dressed — shirt open now, belt undone, jeans sitting low on his hips. He had his cock out, thick and hard, and he was watching her with those blue eyes that gave nothing away and everything away simultaneously.

Two men standing in front of her. She was on her knees in red lingerie and heels in her boyfriend’s bedroom with him and his friend, and both of them were looking at her like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

She felt absolutely no confusion about this whatsoever.

She leaned in and ran her tongue up the underside of Jamal from base to tip, unhurried, watching Keith while she did it. Jamal’s hand came to the back of her head — light, not pushing, just resting there — and the sound he made was low and controlled.

“Good,” Keith said. One word. Like she’d answered a question correctly.

She took Jamal into her mouth.

Not all of him — she was measuring, learning, working up to it the way she always did. She worked the first few inches, tongue pressing, cheeks hollowing, and Jamal’s hand tightened incrementally in her hair. He was thick enough that her jaw was already working for it, and she hadn’t gotten to the difficult part yet.

“That’s it,” Jamal said above her. Low voice, genuine. “Just like that.”

She worked him for another thirty seconds then pulled off and turned to Keith.

Keith didn’t wait. He stepped in, and she took him immediately — familiar territory, the weight and thickness of him on her tongue something she knew by heart. She heard him exhale. She worked him the way she knew he liked it, deep and steady, her hand still wrapped around the base of Jamal, keeping him warm.

“Eyes up,” Keith said.

She looked up at him.

“Tell me what you are right now.”

She pulled off just enough to speak. “Yours,” she said, mouth still close to the tip of him. “I’m yours.”

“What else?”

She glanced at Jamal, back to Keith. “I’m your slut.”

“That’s right.” He put her back on him with one hand in her hair, not rough, but rather firm, guiding her down to the depth he wanted. She took it. Her eyes watered slightly, and she breathed through it, and he held her there for a beat before letting her move.

She found her rhythm.

Keith to Jamal. Back to Keith. Her right hand wrapped around whoever her mouth wasn’t on, stroking in the same cadence, keeping both of them close while she worked. She hadn't done this before — Cancun had been her first time with more than one person, but that had been a different situation entirely, and she'd discovered something about herself in that villa bedroom that she was now confirming in Keith's: she was very, very good at pleasing two people at the same time.

She went back to Jamal and took him deeper this time. Her jaw stretched for it. She breathed through her nose and pushed further and felt his whole body tighten, the hand in her hair gripping harder without meaning to.

“Jesus,” Jamal said. Low and involuntary. “Keith.”

“Ain’t she the best?” Keith said. Just that.

“You weren’t kidding bro,” Jamal breathed raggedly as she took him even more deeper than before.

She pulled off Jamal with a soft sound and turned to Keith and took him the same way — deep, past the point where it was easy, until her eyes watered and she felt him at the back of her throat, and his grip in her hair went tight.

“There it is,” he said, voice rougher than usual. “Right there. Stay.”

She stayed. Held it until he let her breathe. Came up with her lips swollen and her eyes wet and looked up at both of them.

“Which one of you,” she said, voice wrecked already, “has been thinking about this longer?”

“Me,” Keith said, without hesitation.

Jamal laughed — a real one, surprised out of him. “Can’t argue that.”

She smiled and went back to work.

She built it out over time, taking more of each of them on each pass, learning the specific things that made Jamal's breath catch versus the things that made Keith's hand tighten. Jamal liked the flat of her tongue pressed hard on the upstroke, and when she dropped lower and took one of his balls into her mouth and rolled it with her tongue, he made a sound above her that was entirely unguarded — raw in a way nothing else had been yet. She knew Keith better… he was quieter about it, but his grip in her hair went tight the moment her mouth left his cock and traveled down, her hand working him while her tongue traced the seam beneath, and the single sharp exhale he let out told her everything. She filed it all away — what each of them sounded like when she did the right thing, what each of them did with their hands — and deployed it in rotation, mouth and tongue and both hands cycling through, and the sounds above her got gradually less controlled.

“Look at me when you do that,” Keith said.

She looked up at him while she worked Jamal, maintaining eye contact with Keith the whole time, and watched his jaw go tight.

“Good girl,” he said. Strained.

“She does that on purpose,” Jamal said. Not complaining.

“She always does,” Keith said.

She pulled off Jamal and ran her tongue along the underside of him from base to tip, slow, then turned and did the same to Keith — a long slow drag while she looked up at his face — and felt both men watching each other’s reactions.

“Come here,” Jamal said, and cupped her jaw in one large hand, tilting her face up toward him. His thumb pressed against her lower lip. “Open.”

She opened. He pushed in and she took him, and from this angle — his hand guiding her, his hips moving slightly to meet her — it was different. More. His thumb stayed at the corner of her mouth and she could feel him tracking the stretch of her jaw around him.

“Relax,” he murmured. “You’ve got it.”

She relaxed and took another inch and his exhale came out long and low. “Yeah. That’s it. Exactly it.”

Keith crouched beside her. His hand slid between her thighs from behind, finding her through the thong — still soaked, worse than before — and she moaned around Jamal which made Jamal make a sound she felt in her stomach.

“Absolutely drenched,” Keith said into her ear. “Just from being on your knees.”

She couldn’t answer. Her mouth was full.

“Nod if that’s what you needed,” he said.

She nodded.

“Good.” He pressed harder and her hips pushed back against his hand and Jamal had to hold her still, both of them managing her at once, each one knowing his part — and something about that coordination sent her somewhere she hadn’t expected to go this fast.

She pulled off Jamal with a gasp. “If you keep doing that, I’m going to—”

“Not yet.” Keith withdrew his hand. She made a sound of outrage that was becoming familiar tonight. “Up.”

“You keep doing that.”

“I know.” He stood and helped her to her feet. “You’ll get there.”

“But When ?!” she moaned in a bratty whine.

He looked at her. Then at Jamal. Something passed between them — not words, just the shorthand of two friends who’d known each other all their lives — and Jamal’s mouth curved.

“Soon,” Keith said.

She worked them both for long enough that her jaw ached pleasantly and her knees had gone numb on the hardwood and the front of her thong was wrecked. She was in the zone now. The Cancun zone, Ashley would have called it — the place she got to where her brain went quiet and her body just did what it wanted, and everything felt like it was exactly the right temperature.

“Stand up,” Keith ordered.

She stood. Her legs were steadier than she expected. She straightened up between them, and Jamal’s hand came to her waist immediately, large and warm, steadying her without making a thing of it.

Keith stepped in close from the other side. His mouth found her neck — right below the ear, the spot he’d catalogued in the first week of dating her, the spot that made her knees unreliable — and she tipped her head back against his shoulder with a sigh that came from somewhere involuntary.

“Still good?” he asked against her skin.

“So good.” Her hands reached back and gripped his thighs. “Don’t stop.”

“Not stopping.” His mouth worked down her neck while his hands came around her front and found the clasp of the bra. He unhooked it in one motion — he’d always been good at that, had been good at it from the very first night, which had been its own kind of signal — and she let the straps slide off her shoulders and drop.

The cool bedroom air hit her bare tits for exactly one second before Jamal’s hands were there.

Both of them. Large, dark, warm, cupping the full weight of her — and she was stacked enough that even his hands didn’t quite contain all of it, and she felt him adjust, fingers spreading, getting the measure of her. His thumbs found her nipples and pressed in slow circles and she made a sound she had no control over.

“There she is,” Jamal said quietly. Something genuine in his voice. Not performance, not a line — just a man acknowledging what was in his hands.

“Yeah,” Keith said against her neck. “That’s her.”

She felt held between them in a way that wasn’t just physical — two sets of hands, two sets of attention, everything pointed at her and nowhere else. Keith’s mouth on her neck. Jamal’s thumbs on her nipples. Her own hands gripping Keith’s thighs behind her for something to hold onto.

“Keith,” she said.

“Right here.”

“I just—” she didn’t finish it. She didn’t know how to finish it. She turned her head and found his jaw with her mouth and kissed him instead, messy and grateful, and felt him smile against her lips.

His hands dropped to the thong. He pushed it down over the flare of her hips, past her ass, and let it fall. She stepped out of it. Heels still on, the red shoes she’d changed into in his bathroom while she was still performing the version of tonight she’d planned — the version that didn’t include Jamal, didn’t include any of this, just her and Keith and the watch and the lingerie and a birthday he’d remember.

She was bare now between them except for the shoes. And the mental image of being in the nude before two sets of eyes did something to her very differently from what she felt with Ashely and Richard, here she was bare in front of two men instead of one, that imbalance hit her somewhere that had no clinical name — the particular vulnerability of being the sole one on display, the one being looked at from both sides simultaneously. She felt levels of sluttiness she’d never felt before.

“Bed,” Keith pointed.

She turned toward the bed, aware of both of them watching her move the six steps across the room. The heels. The way she walked in them, hips first. She gave them something to watch, and she didn’t pretend otherwise. Jamal’s hand was at the small of her back, guiding without pushing. She crawled onto it and turned to face them both — flushed, bare, nipples tight, hair falling everywhere, and she knew exactly what she looked like because she could see it in both their faces.

“What happens now,” she said. Not a question, really. More like she needed to hear it said out loud.

Keith sat on the edge of the bed next to her. His hand went to her inner thigh, pushing her legs apart without ceremony. She let them fall open.

“Now,” he said, fingers finding her bare and tracing once, making her hips jolt, “I’m going to tell you what Jamal and I are going to do to you tonight.” He looked at her steadily. “And you’re going to tell me if you want it.”

“I want it,” she said immediately.

“You don’t know what it is yet.”

“I don’t care what it is.”

Something moved in his jaw. “I’m going to spit roast you. And then later—” his fingers pressed in, and she gasped “—both of us at the same time. You understand what I’m saying?”

She did understand. She understood exactly. The part of her that had gone to Cancun and spent three days finding out what she was capable of understood with absolute clarity, and the rest of her — the part in red heels on Keith’s bed with his fingers inside her and his best friend standing at the foot of the bed — was already there.

“Yes,” she said. Her voice came out rough. She spread her legs wider without being asked. "Both of you," she said. "At the same time. Yes Keith. Please. I don't care how."

He looked at her for one more second — searching, checking, the way he always checked even when she’d already said yes — and whatever he found satisfied him.

He nodded at Jamal.

Jamal moved near the bed.

Keith stayed where he was — beside her, one hand still between her thighs, watching her face with those blue eyes that missed nothing. He'd been watching her face all night. She was starting to understand that was the point. That was what he got out of this — not just her body, not just the act of sharing her, but the specific experience of watching her come apart in real time and knowing he was the one who'd orchestrated it.

She reached for Jamal first. Got her hand around his throbbing member and pulled, not asking, and he came onto the bed with the economy of a man who didn't waste motion. He settled on his knees in front of her and she sat up to meet him and kissed him — she'd wanted to do that since he walked in, wanted to know what that was like, and it was good, different from Keith in every way that mattered, his mouth fuller, his hands on her jaw larger, the kiss itself more exploratory than demanding.

Behind her, Keith made a sound that was low and approving.

She broke the kiss and looked back at him over her shoulder.

"That okay?" she said.

"More than okay." He moved behind her, pressed his mouth to the back of her neck, her shoulder, his hands coming around to cup her tits from behind. "Keep going."

She turned back to Jamal. His hands went to her hips, large and warm, and he looked at her with those dark brown eyes — checking, the same way Keith checked, and she understood these two men had talked about this in more detail than just yes or no.

"You good?" Jamal said.

"Ask me that again in twenty minutes," she said, "and I'll give you a better answer."

He smiled. Pulled her in.

They worked out the geometry of it without discussion — her on hands and knees, Jamal at the headboard end, Keith behind her, and she appreciated that neither of them fumbled it, that there was no awkward rearranging, just two men who'd thought it through and a girl who'd been thinking about it since the moment she understood what tonight was.

She looked at Jamal in front of her. Then back at Keith behind her. Both of them positioned. Both of them watching her.

"What?" she said.

"Nothing," Keith said. "Just looking."

"Stop looking and start—"

Keith ran his hand down her spine, from the nape of her neck all the way to the base, one long, slow stroke, and she stopped talking.

"You ready?" he said.

"Keith, I swear to G—"

He pushed inside her.

The sound she made was loud and she didn't care. He was thick and she was soaked and he went deep on the first stroke and her elbows nearly buckled. His hands found her hips and held — those thick forearms she'd had her hands on all night finally doing what they were built for, anchoring her, keeping her from collapsing forward — and he gave her exactly one beat to adjust.

She used it. Dropped her head. Pulled air in. Felt the full stretch of him and the particular bone-deep satisfaction of being filled after being edged twice and denied both times, after an entire evening of his hands and his mouth and his fingers and his patience.

"Good?" he said.

"Soooo good." She exhaled it. "Don't stop. Don't you dare stop babe… Unghhhhh…"

"Not stopping." He pulled back and drove in again, and she moaned more into the sheets as she came to an orgasm that had been edged for far too long. She knew more of it was coming later.

In front of her, Jamal's hand came to her jaw, tilting her face up. She looked at him. At what was in front of her face. She opened her mouth.

"Take your time, sweetheart," he said.

She didn't take her time. She took him in and found her depth, and Keith chose that exact moment to set his pace behind her — deep, steady strokes that rocked her forward onto Jamal on every thrust — and the coordination of it, unplanned, just physics, just the way bodies worked, made her moan around Jamal, which made Jamal exhale long and hard.

"Yeah," Keith said behind her. Low and satisfied. "That's exactly it."

She couldn't talk. Her mouth was full and her pussy was full and both men were moving simultaneously and Keith's hands on her hips were the only fixed point in the room. She focused on breathing. On not letting her jaw go slack. On the rhythm Keith was setting and the way Jamal's hand in her hair tracked it perfectly, like they'd rehearsed.

Keith sped up.

She felt it before she heard it — the change in his grip, fingers pressing harder into her hips, the pace dropping its last pretense of patience. He was done being careful.

She pulled off Jamal to gasp. "Keith—"

"Stay with me."

"I am, I'm staying, I just—" she went back on Jamal, deeper this time, and Keith rewarded that with a harder stroke that knocked the breath out of her, and above her, Jamal said something low and fervent that wasn't quite words.

Keith's hands tightened on her hips. The slap of him against her ass got louder on every stroke, the wet sound of it filling the room, and Jamal had stopped waiting for her and started moving with her — a hand in her hair guiding her depth, his hips meeting her on every forward rock that Keith drove her into. Three bodies finding the same pulse. She was making sounds she couldn't have described if asked.

"Look up at him," Keith said.

She looked up at Jamal. Tear tracks on her cheeks from her eyes watering, lips stretched, hair everywhere, and Jamal looked down at her with an expression that was undone in the best possible way.

"Christ," Jamal said. "Keith, man."

"I know," Keith said. He always said that. I know.  Like he'd been sitting with the knowledge of exactly how good she was for months and was only now getting to show someone else.

She pulled off to breathe. "Switch," she said.

Both men paused.

"Position," she clarified. "I want to switch positions."

Keith's hands stroked down her sides. "What do you want?"

"On my back." She was already moving, rolling over, pulling Jamal with her by the wrist. "I want to see both of you."

She got onto her back and Jamal moved over her, settling between her thighs, and she looked up at him and then past him at Keith who stood at the edge of the bed watching her rearrange herself with that look — that particular Keith look that meant he was storing everything.

"Come here," she said to Keith, reaching for his cock.

He came to the headboard end, stood over her at the edge of the bed, and she tipped her head back and took him upside down — different angle, deeper in a way that made her toes curl — while Jamal pushed inside her from below.

Full. Completely, overwhelmingly full, one in her mouth and one in her pussy and both of them finding their rhythm from this new angle, and she was making sounds she had no names for.

Jamal set a pace that was different from Keith's — where Keith was deep and deliberate, Jamal had a roll to his hips, a grind on the downstroke that was unhurried and precise, like he was looking for something specific and intended to find it.

He found it on the third stroke.

"There," she said, pulling off Keith for one second. "Right there, don't move from that—"

Jamal rolled his hips exactly that way again, and she cried out.

"Yeah," he said, low and warm. "Got it."

Keith put her back on him with a hand in her hair and she took it, and above her she heard the two of them exchange something — not words, just a sound, the kind of nonverbal communication that lived between men who'd known each other all their lives — and then they synced up. Same rhythm. Keith forward as Jamal drew back, Jamal forward as Keith eased, and the alternating fullness of it was something she had no framework for, had never had a framework for, not even in Cancun.

She came once more.

She didn't mean to — she'd been subconsciously trying to hold this one out for some absurd reason she wasn't sure about, but Jamal's grind found that spot again at the exact moment Keith went deep and held, both of them simultaneously filling her completely, and something in her just gave. It started low and rolled upward and she couldn't keep Keith in her mouth through it. She pulled off and pressed her forehead against Jamal's thigh and made sounds she had no control over — long, helpless, embarrassingly loud sounds — while her thighs locked around Jamal and her fingers tore at the sheets and her whole body shook through it. Jamal's hand gripped her hips. Keith's hands traced her tits. Both of them holding her through it, neither of them stopping, just slowing enough to let her feel every last second of it.

It went on longer than she expected.

When it finally released her, she was limp and breathing hard, and her inner thighs were wet and trembling. She became aware of small things: the ceiling above her, the sound of her own breathing, Jamal's heartbeat under her forehead, Keith's hands making slow circles on her lower back.

"Still with us?" Keith said.

"Barely," she said honestly. Then: "Don't stop."

"That’s my good girl," Keith said above her. His thumb stroked her cheek, wiping a tear track. He looked down at her with something in his face that was possessive and tender in equal measure and didn't try to be only one of those things.

"Don't stop," she said when she could talk. "Please don't stop, I want—"

"We're not stopping," Jamal said.

They didn't stop.

Keith moved back behind her — she rolled instinctively, following him, getting back onto hands and knees — and Jamal repositioned at the headboard, and they rebuilt the spit roast but with the particular difference that she'd just come and every nerve ending she had was stripped raw.

Every stroke from Keith hit differently. She felt the drag of him on every inch going in and out, felt it with a specificity that made her gasp on each stroke individually rather than just sinking into the rhythm.

"Too much?" Keith said, reading her.

"Not enough," she said into Jamal's hip. "Harder."

A pause. Then Keith's hand came down on her ass once — a clean, sharp smack that rang off the walls — and she yelped and immediately pushed back into it.

"That's what I thought," he said.

He went harder. The post-orgasm sensitivity doubled everything — every thrust sharper, the sounds she was making rawer, the wet slap of him against her louder in the quiet bedroom. She took Jamal back in her mouth, and the hand he put in her hair was firmer than before, less patient, and she registered that both men were getting close.

"You feel so fucking good," Keith said behind her, the first time he'd been anything less than composed all night. His grip on her hips went white-knuckle. "You have no idea—"

"I have some idea," she managed around Jamal, and heard Keith make a sound that was almost a laugh and was definitely something else too.

She went back on Jamal fully and stopped thinking about anything at all.

The third time she felt herself building she tried to warn them. It came on faster than the previous one — her body still raw, still sensitized, the post-orgasm hypersensitivity working against her attempts to hold on. She could feel exactly where it was going to come from: Jamal's cock at that particular angle, Keith's pace behind her matching it beat for beat as he found that particular spot, and the two of them in sync again without meaning to be.

"Keith," she said, pulling off Jamal. "Baby, I'm going to—"

"Not yet." He slowed. Not stopped — just enough. The deliberate, infuriating precision of it.

She said something that was not a polite word. Several somethings.

He laughed — actually laughed, low and real, surprised out of him — and she heard Jamal laugh too above her, and she turned her face into Jamal's thigh to muffle whatever she was about to say next.

"You two are the worst," she said into his leg.

"You love it," Jamal said.

She absolutely loved it. She lifted her head and looked up at him with her wrecked face and her ruined lipstick and the tear tracks from her watering eyes and said, "I'm going to remember this," and Jamal said "good" and put her back on him.

Keith found his pace again. The room filled back up — the wet sounds, the skin on skin, her voice, the particular things Keith said under his breath when he was getting close, things she'd catalogued over eleven months of being with him and was hearing now in a context she'd never imagined. And the things Jamal said, which were new, which she was memorizing whether she meant to or not.

Another position change — Keith's idea this time. He pulled out, and she felt the loss of him immediately. She turned to look at him over her shoulder.

"Edge of the bed," he said. "Feet on the floor."

She understood. She moved to the edge and stood, bent forward, hands on the mattress, red heels back on the floor — she'd kept them on through everything and the extra inches they gave her put her at exactly the right height — and Jamal stepped up behind her and Keith sat on the bed in front of her and she was back where she started, more or less, except standing now, her ass in the air, Jamal's hand on the back of her neck pressing her down.

"Look at him while I fuck you," Jamal said. His hand pressed the back of her neck down, tilting her ass up higher. "Keep your eyes on him. I want him to see your face."

She looked at Keith. Keith looked back at her — at her face, as instructed, though his eyes dropped once and came back up with an expression that made her feel like the most wanted thing in any room she'd ever been in.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi," he smiled.

Jamal pushed in, and whatever she'd been about to say next became a moan instead.

From this angle he went deeper than any other. She felt the full length of him on every stroke, felt it in a way that made her fingers curl into the sheets and her back arch automatically, her ass pushing back to meet him even as his hand on her neck held her down.

"You feel that?" he said.

"Yes." Barely a word. "God, yes."

"Tell your boyfriend."

She looked up at Keith, who was watching her face with his jaw tight and his hand resting against her cheek. "He goes so deep from here," she said, voice wrecked. "I can feel him everywhere."

Keith exhaled slowly and took back her mouth.

She worked him and Jamal worked her and the standing position had a particular quality the others hadn't — she could push back, could meet him, could control the depth in a way she couldn't on her hands and knees, and she used it, rolling her hips back on every stroke, taking as much as she could, and Keith noticed because of course he noticed.

"There she is," he said, his voice rough now, composure fraying at the edges. "That's my girl."

He reached out and tucked the hair out of her face with one hand — that same unexpectedly gentle gesture —, and she felt something in her chest fold over on itself at the contrast of it. Jamal's hands hard on her hips, driving into her, and Keith's thumb soft on her cheekbone, just looking at her.

"You doing okay?" Keith asked, low.

She pulled off him to answer. "I'm doing incredible," she said honestly. "I want—" she looked back at Jamal, then at Keith, then back at Jamal. "I need the other thing. What you said. Both of you. I need it now, I'm ready, I've been ready since you told me. Please."

Jamal went still inside her. A beat of silence.

Keith brought his hands and dragged her up, from shoulders to hips, and he said: "You sure?"

"I'm so sure," she said. "Please. It's your birthday. Let me give you your birthday present."

Another silence. Jamal looked at Keith over her shoulder.

Jamal pulled out.

And for the second time that night Emi made a sound of pure outrage.

"Relax," Jamal said from her back while her boyfriend too got up from the bed and went behind her. She heard him moving, heard the low exchange between him and Keith — too quiet to catch — all the while she was half standing and half kneeling, her pussy dripping and clenching around nothing, and then Keith’s hand was at her waist, turning her, and she straightened up, and he was back, right there.

He kissed her.

Not a quick kiss. Not a prelude-to-something kiss. Both hands in her hair, his mouth thorough and unhurried, the kind of kiss that had nothing to do with what was about to happen and everything to do with the two of them specifically — with eleven months since a Super Bowl party and a girls' trip that wasn't and a watch she'd bought with money from whoring herself out and a birthday he'd spent three days deciding how to turn into this.

She kissed him back with everything she had. Both hands on his chest, feeling his heartbeat, and for a moment there was nothing else in the room.

When he pulled back, she looked up at him. Both of them breathing harder than the kiss accounted for. His eyes on hers.

"Whose are you?" he said.

"Yours," she said, without a breath of hesitation. "All yours. Everything tonight and always is yours."

Something settled in his face. The last thing he'd been holding.

He sat back on the bed, pulled her toward him by the hips, and said quietly: "Come here. I'll show you how this works."


CHAPTER III

She crawled atop him on the bed.

Not because he told her to — he'd stopped telling her to do things a long time ago when her body started answering before his mouth did. She came to him because it was where she wanted to be now. Because after everything that had come before — three positions, one orgasm, two edges, an hour of Keith running every second of it — she was finally going to get what he'd promised her earlier while his fingers were still inside her and Jamal hadn't walked in yet.

Both of them. At the same time.

She'd thought about this once, about having two cocks in her, as she was lying in that Cancun villa after a whole afternoon of her and Ashley on their knees together, touching and tasting each other while they worked that old rich man until he was shaking, ceiling fan turning, Ashley passed out beside her, filing that thought under probably never.

And yet, not long after that afternoon in Cancun, here she was.

Keith leaned back against the headboard and she straddled him, facing him, took him in her hand and guided him inside her and they both went still. Just that. Just him from this angle. His hands found her tits and he took his time with them, thumbs working her nipples until she felt the pull of it low in her stomach, and then his mouth came down on one and she stopped thinking about anything else for a moment. When he looked back up at her his blue eyes had that particular quality they got when he was paying absolute attention.

She'd loved that about him since the first night. The way he looked at her like she was something worth looking at carefully.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi." His thumb traced a hard nipple as he pulled his face out from her tits. "How are you doing?"

"I'm incredible." Completely true. "I'm the best I've ever been."

Something moved through his face. Something she didn't have a name for yet. "Good." He pulled her down onto him fully and she exhaled hard. "Keep that in mind."

Behind her the bed shifted. Jamal's hand came to her lower back — warm, large, announcing himself without startling her. She'd noticed both men did that. Neither of them assumed. She appreciated it more than she'd expected to.

"Lean forward," Keith said.

She leaned into his chest. His arms came around her back, one across her shoulders, holding her against him. She could feel his heartbeat against her sternum. His chest against hers. Jamal's presence warm at her back.

"Okay," she said into his shoulder. "I'm ready. I'm actually ready."

Jamal's hand moved lower. He took his time — more time than she expected, more patience than the situation seemed to call for, working her with his fingers first, two of them as Keith stayed put with his cock still lodged inside her, Jamal was reading her with his fingers while Keith's hands stroked her hair, and nobody rushed. She was already soaked from everything that had come before, and Jamal found that immediately and made a quiet approving sound.

"Relax," he said. "We've got time."

"I am relaxed," she said into Keith's neck.

"You're not," Keith said. His hand stroked down her spine. "But you're getting there."

She consciously unclenched every muscle she could identify and felt Jamal's fingers go deeper and made a sound that was half a moan and half a laugh.

"There she is," Jamal said.

She worked through it — Keith steady inside her, his hands flat on her back holding her against his chest, and Jamal's fingers patient and thorough from behind, and the specific fullness of both of them at once was already more than she'd had a word for. She kept thinking about what was going to replace those fingers. How much more that was going to be. By the time she said  I'm ready  she meant it down to her bones.

"Hold on to him," Jamal said.

She locked her arms around Keith's neck and pressed her face into his shoulder and felt the solid width of him under her and held.

Jamal pressed in.

Slow. Slower than she'd expected — he pressed in inch by inch and she felt every single one, felt her body stretch around him in a way that made her fingers dig into Keith's shoulders and her breath come out in short broken bursts. His hands on her hips were steadying rather than pushing. She could hear how much that control was costing him in his breathing. She felt the exact moment her body stopped fighting it and just opened, that specific give, and then both of them were inside her at the same time and her brain went completely blank.

Nothing had prepared her for this. Not Cancun, not anything she'd imagined lying there under that ceiling fan. Two cocks, two different thicknesses, two different angles, her body wrapped around both of them simultaneously — the reality of it obliterated every version she'd run in her head.

The sound she made didn't belong to her — loud and raw and completely beyond her control, something between a cry and a moan that came out as "oh god oh god oh god" and then just her own name for Jamal's cock and Keith's, nothing coherent, just "fuck — fuck — oh fuck, you're both — I can't — oh my god—" and then nothing that was words at all. She was full in a way she hadn't known was possible. Stuffed. Stretched. Both of them buried in her at the same time and nowhere left to go.

"You good?" Keith said against her temple. His arms around her were solid and unmoving.

"Give me a second," she managed.

"Take it."

She took it. Breathed. Felt the specific staggering reality of both of them — different in angle, different in thickness, filling different spaces simultaneously, her body adjusted around them in a way she wouldn't have believed twenty seconds ago.

The fullness was total. She'd never felt anything like it in her life.

"Okay," she said. Her voice came out smaller than she intended. "Okay. Move. Please — someone move."

Keith moved first. A shallow roll of his hips, barely anything, just enough to remind her what her body was for. She whimpered. Gripped his shoulders harder. He did it again, slightly deeper.

"Still good?" he said.

"So good," she said. "More. Jamal—"

Jamal moved.

The coordination of it developed in real time — neither of them had done this before with each other, she realized, and they were figuring it out the same way she was, reading each other through her body, adjusting as they went. Keith rocking up as Jamal pressed in. Jamal pulling back as Keith went deep. The alternating rhythm of it building from something exploratory into something that stopped being exploratory at all.

"Keith." Barely a sound.

"Right here."

"I need more — I need—"

"I know what you need." His hips rolled up harder and she cried out. Jamal answered with a thrust that pushed her forward into Keith's chest and Keith caught her and held her and for a moment all three of them were still — recalibrating, resetting, all of them figuring out the same thing at the same moment.

Then they found the simultaneous rhythm.

Both of them moving at once — not alternating, not taking turns, both of them at the same time — and the fullness of it stopped being something she could break into individual sensations. It became total. Undivided. Her whole body wrapped around both of them and both of them moving in her simultaneously and the sound she made was very loud and she didn't care at all.

"There it is," Jamal said. Rough and satisfied.

"Yeah." Keith's jaw against her temple. His voice stripped down to its studs — none of the composure he usually kept, none of the control. Just him. "That's it. That's exactly it."

"You feel incredible," he said into her hair, and it came out like it cost him something. "You have no idea — Emi, you feel—"

"Tell me," she managed. "Keep talking, keep—"

"You're taking both of us," he said. "You're taking everything we're giving you and you're — god, you're so—"

"She's perfect," Jamal said. Rough and genuine and she felt it in her chest alongside everything else.

More tears. She couldn't stop them. Not pain. Just too much — too much sensation, too much feeling, too much of everything at once.

"You're crying," Keith said. His mouth pressed to her temple, her cheekbone.

"I know," she said. "I can't help it. Don't stop — it's good, it's so good, I just—"

"I know." His arms tightened around her. "I've got you. Not stopping."

"Not even close," Jamal said behind her, and he rolled his hips in that specific way and she made a sound against Keith's neck that made Keith exhale hard.

They stayed in that position for another long stretch — her between them, both men moving, the three of them locked into the same rhythm, the room nothing but heat and sound. She lost track of how long. She'd been losing track of time since approximately the moment Jamal walked through the door and at some point she'd stopped trying to track it at all.

She was just here. Completely here. More present in her own body than she could remember being.

"Change?" Keith said eventually. Against her hair. Breathing harder now.

"Yeah," she said. "Different angle. I want—"

"I know what you want."

They changed position.

Keith's idea — he shifted them without fully disconnecting, a controlled sideways roll that moved her from straddling him to lying between them, both men repositioning around her with the efficiency of people who'd been paying close attention all night. It took a moment of breathless rearrangement — she laughed when the geometry didn't work on the first try, a genuine surprised laugh in the middle of everything — "no, your — yeah, like that, wait — yes, there—" — and then both men were back inside her from the new angle and the laugh dissolved completely.

The sideways configuration was entirely different from anything before it. She felt both of them in new places — new depth from Keith, a different angle from Jamal, the specific way the position redistributed everything making her gasp on the first stroke as though she hadn't already been doing this for the better part of an hour.

She said a word she had never said in front of Keith. A genuinely new word, one she'd apparently been saving.

He laughed. His chest moving against her back, a real laugh. "Language."

"Are you actually—"

"Tell me what you want."

"I want—" Jamal rolled his hips in that specific way he'd found earlier and she lost the sentence. He did it again, locating it precisely, using it without mercy. "I want harder, I want both of you harder, I want to feel this for days—"

"Yeah?" Keith's hand went to her throat, light, just resting there. "That what you want? Days?"

"Yes. Please. Keith—"

"You've got it."

He drove in hard and Jamal matched him and she stopped forming words entirely.

They gave her harder.

The room ceased to exist. There was the bed and the three of them — the wet sounds, the skin sounds, the sounds she was making and both of theirs, all of it getting louder as the last pretense of patience dropped away. She could feel it in both of them now, not just hear it: Keith's grip going white-knuckle on her hip, Jamal's rhythm losing the roll it had earlier and going straight, both of them working toward the same thing, and her body pulled along in the middle of it.

She had no frame of reference for what this felt like from the outside. She had no idea what she looked like between them, what sounds she was making, whether the neighbors could hear. She was past caring about any of it. There was only the full relentless pressure of both of them and the fact that she'd been on the edge for so long she'd lost track of time.

"You're close," Keith said. Not a question.

"I've been close," she said, "for a very long time."

He made a sound that was half a laugh and entirely strained. "I know." His mouth against her shoulder. "Hold on a little longer. I need—we're almost—"

"I know," she said. "I know. I've got you."

She was close too. So close the room had edges again. She could feel exactly where it was going to come from and exactly what it was going to do to her when it did.

"I'm going to come," she said. Not asking permission. Just a fact, stated plainly, her voice already dissolving around the edges.

"Not yet," Keith said. Reflex. Automatic.

"Keith I swear to god I am not in control of this—"

"Yes you are." His hand found her jaw and tilted her face up to his. He looked at her — wrecked, tear-tracked, completely gone — and held her eyes. "Wait for us."

She waited.

It was the hardest thing she'd ever done, harder than getting fucked while a mouth ate her out at Cancun, harder than anything. Both men moving in her simultaneously, both of them close, driving her toward something that was no longer an edge but a cliff, and she held on because Keith had asked her to and because she was his and because she'd told him tonight that everything was his — including this, including the last thing she had to give.

"Keith." Dissolving. "Baby, please, I can't—"

"You can." His mouth at her ear. "Ten more seconds. You can give me ten more seconds."

She gave him ten more seconds. Barely. Her thighs were shaking. Her whole body was shaking. Both men buried in her, both of them right there, and she was holding on by her fingernails.

"Now?" Her voice came out broken. "Please, now, Keith, now—"

"Almost." Strained. The composure almost entirely gone. "Almost, baby, almost—"

"Now," Jamal said. Low and certain.

Keith said "now" at exactly the same moment.

She let go.

It hit differently than the first one — that one had rolled through her like a wave, this one was a detonation, every muscle she had firing at once, her whole body going rigid between them. Her back arched hard off Keith's chest and then snapped back. Her hands fisted whatever they could reach — sheet, skin, didn't matter. She heard herself making noises she couldn't have described if asked — high and sustained and involuntary — and felt both men follow in real time, almost simultaneous, Keith first with a low rough groan against her temple she'd never heard from him before in eleven months, not that unguarded, not that far gone, and Jamal a breath behind him with something low that might have been her name and was perfect either way.

The three of them shook. Together. For a long suspended moment she was going to think about for the rest of her life.

Then Keith's arms tightened around her. Just held.

She pressed her face into his shoulder and breathed.

Both men pulled out.

She felt the loss of them — immediately, acutely — and then gentle hands were moving her, both men careful with her even now, turning her onto her back on the sheets. She looked up at the ceiling for a moment. Listened to the three of them breathing. Felt the particular quality of the room in the aftermath — the heat of it, the smell of it, the specific exhausted stillness of bodies that had been going hard and had finally stopped.

She looked up at both of them. Lying over her, one on each side. Both of them looking down at her with that specific expression she had no single word for.

She understood what came next. She'd known since Keith said come here  earlier that night.

She reached up. Put her fingers in Keith's hair.

"Get up for me, please," she said.

He understood. He moved over her, his hand going to her hair, his eyes on hers.

"Look at me," he said.

She held his eyes.

She didn't move right away. Just stayed there for a moment, ceiling above her, both of them coming down, the room the quietest it had been all night.

Then she pushed herself up onto her elbow and looked at Jamal who was still lying on the bed with a wide, dazed smile plastered on his face.

He was half-hard already, slick with her, and she reached out and wrapped her hand around him and pulled him toward her mouth without asking. He made a low sound and his hand went to her hair, loose, not guiding, just resting there while she cleaned him — slow and thorough, working her tongue along every inch, tasting all of them on him, taking her time. His breathing stayed heavy. His hand tightened once in her hair and then released.

"Christ," he said quietly. Just that.

She pulled off and looked up at him and wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb.

Then she turned to Keith.

He was watching her with those blue eyes — the composure mostly back, the door mostly closed, but not all the way. Not completely. She could see through the gap and she knew he knew she could.

She took him in her mouth.

Slower with him. More deliberate. She knew this one by heart — knew exactly what her tongue on the underside did to his jaw, knew the specific sound he made when she took him deep even now, half-hard and spent. She heard it. Filed it next to everything else she wasn't going to lose.

When she finally pulled off she kept her lips close and looked up at him.

"Happy birthday, baby," she said. Wrecked and warm and completely genuine. "Thank you for making me your slut."

Something in his face went very still.

Then he reached down and brought her up to him and kissed her — slow and thorough, his mouth on her cum-covered lips and not caring even slightly, tasting everything and kissing her anyway, deeper for it, and she kissed him back and felt something settle between them that was going to be there for a long time.

When he pulled back he looked at her for a moment.

"Happy birthday to me," he said.

Jamal laughed from somewhere to her left — a real one, full and warm — and Emi laughed too. Still wrecked. Both men settling beside her and the room slowly coming back to room temperature and the watch on Keith's wrist catching the light from the bedside lamp.

It had been completely, totally worth it. One long weekend in Cancun with Ashley and a rich old man who wanted two pretty girls to play with — and she'd come home with enough cash to buy Keith something real. Something that said she saw him. She hadn't known then what saying yes to that trip was actually going to start.

She knew now.

She could feel it between her thighs — both of them still leaking out of her, her pussy stretched and sore and thoroughly used, and the feeling of it made her want to smile all over again. She'd said you own this pussy baby and meant it more than she'd meant anything. She'd felt it the moment Keith said I decide whose — felt something click into place that she hadn't known was loose.

He was still the same man who tucked her hair back mid-threesome with that one unbearably gentle thumb. Still the man who'd kissed her with two men's worth on her lips and not cared at all. Still hers.

Just also, now, undeniably, the man who owned her.

She liked that. She liked it in a way that was going to take a while to fully understand and she wasn't in any rush. She had time. They had time.

Keith's arm came around her and pulled her in, and she settled against his chest, and before she closed her eyes, the last thing she saw was the watch .

Best money she'd ever spent.

***

Enjoyed the ride?

If you've made it this far, you already know whether Keith and Emi have gotten under your skin. What you don't know yet is where this new dynamic takes them… how Emi navigates being owned by a man who also loves her, what Keith does with that power now that he has it, and what it looks like when a relationship quietly becomes something neither of them has a word for yet.

If you want to find out, the best thing you can do is let me know this one landed. A rating goes a long way toward telling me you're out there and you want more of these two.

Either way — thank you for spending your night with Emi and Keith!

~ Emily Felix
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Her body.  His camera.  Their hottest new job.
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The Hotwife Chronicles  – A Series of Passion, Permission, and Shared Desire

You know the thrill—the way his eyes darken when he watches you, the way your pulse quickens when another man lingers just a second too long. The unspoken permission, the indulgence of being admired, desired… shared. 

The Hotwife Chronicles  explores the sensual journeys of wives who embrace their deepest cravings—not in secrecy, but with the full knowledge and approval of the men who adore them. These are stories of confidence, seduction, and the electric charge of knowing you belong to one man, yet are allowed to experience more. 

This isn’t about distance or detachment—it’s about closeness, control, and trust.  The husbands in these stories don’t lose their women; they celebrate them. The wives don’t stray; they surrender to pleasure in a way that brings them even closer to the men they love. Every touch, every glance, every indulgence is shared—because some fantasies are too intoxicating to keep to yourself. 

If you crave stories that push boundaries without breaking bonds, that revel in pleasure without shame, and that celebrate a woman’s desire without compromise , then The Hotwife Chronicles  is your perfect escape. 


Some passions aren’t meant to be tamed. They’re meant to be shared. 
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Get the First Five Books of the anthology series "Cuckold Chronicles" in a Single Bundle here for a great price.

Ever been curious about those fantasies people don’t talk about out loud? The kind that twist jealousy into something... hotter? Cuckold Chronicles is all about exploring that space—where couples push boundaries, give in to temptation, and find out what happens when control shifts hands. And now, you get the first five steamy stories bundled together for one sweet price.

Each story in this series stands on its own—no cliffhangers, no connections—just raw, honest, seriously hot journeys into desire, dominance, and surrender. We’ve got confident wives, devoted husbands, powerful outsiders, and enough tension to keep your heart racing. One couple’s weekend away changes everything. Another husband watches from the sidelines while his wife takes the lead. And in one story? A CEO doesn’t just run the company—he takes what he wants.

If you’re into high-heat stories that feel real, messy, emotional, and spicy as hell, this bundle was made for you.

So if you’re in the mood for something bold, something different—grab the bundle and start with the first five stories that kicked it all off. This isn’t just fantasy... it’s your next favorite guilty pleasure.
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