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Chapter 1

Emily hauled the last of her bags from the trunk of Tom’s car and almost skipped up the short path to the ground-floor apartment, the wheels of her suitcase rattling over the paving stones. Two years of long-distance had finally ended. She pushed the door open with her shoulder and stepped inside, breathing in the still-new smell of paint and clean carpet.

Tom followed a few paces behind, arms full of the heavier boxes, watching the way she moved through the space as if she already belonged there. They had started dating in the final year of university, then spent the next two years managing separate cities, separate apartments, and too many late-night video calls. Now the lease was signed, the keys were in her hand, and the place was theirs.

He set the boxes down carefully just inside the door. For once he felt no guilt about the fact that his father’s firm was covering most of the rent. The old man had always said the money was there if it meant Tom could build a proper life instead of scraping by. Looking at Emily standing in the middle of their living room, flushed and smiling, Tom decided this was one of the times his father had been right.

Emily dropped her bags just inside the door and headed straight back out for the next load, pausing only long enough to give Tom a quick, cheeky kiss as she passed. The grin on her face was wide and unselfconscious. Tom watched her go, the corners of his own mouth lifting. Even after more than two years together, her energy still caught him off guard in the best way.

She was on the shorter side, with brown hair that usually lived in a messy ponytail and a face that was open and expressive. Time at the gym and regular runs had left her fit and solid rather than delicate. Tom, for his part, was average height and build, the kind of guy people tended not to look at twice in a crowd. He had never quite gotten over the quiet surprise that she had chosen him and stayed. She never asked for expensive things and preferred thrift stores to anywhere with a designer label. It had taken some convincing before she agreed to let his father’s money cover most of the rent; she would have preferred they try to manage on part-time jobs alone.

That night, after they had cooked and eaten together in the new kitchen, Tom found himself half-listening to the quiet of the apartment and hoping the evening might end in the bedroom. He didn’t have to wait long.

Emily came out of the bathroom wearing a thin silk short set he hadn’t seen before. The shorts sat low on her hips and clung to the curve of her ass. The matching top was soft and close-fitting enough that the shape of her nipples showed clearly through the fabric. She didn’t say anything at first. She just looked at him for a second longer than usual, eyes a little darker than they had been at dinner, then crossed the room and climbed onto the bed.

She settled over him without hesitation, knees on either side of his thighs, and kissed him hard. There was nothing tentative in it. Her mouth opened against his right away, and one of her hands slid up into his hair as if she had been thinking about this since they finished the dishes.

They kept kissing, Tom’s hands moving freely over her breasts and the curve of her ass through the thin silk. After a while he grew bolder and let one hand slide down between her legs. Emily caught his wrist and gave it a light, playful push, breaking the kiss with a small smile.

“Uh-uh,” she murmured, almost laughing. “My turn first.”

Tom felt a flicker of disappointment, but it vanished the moment he saw her expression—cheeky, deliberate, bottom lip caught between her teeth. She held his eyes and let her hand drift slowly down his stomach. When her fingers reached the hard shape under his pajamas she gave it a firm squeeze. Her lips parted in exaggerated surprise, though they both knew she was only playing. She had felt that thickness before. On their second date, the first time he pushed inside her, the sudden stretch had made her eyes widen; he was noticeably thicker than any of the five guys she had been with before, and she had never forgotten the way it felt.

Emily tugged his pajama pants down, working them past his hips until his cock sprang free and settled heavy against his stomach. She pulled the fabric farther, halfway down his thighs, then let both hands hover and trail lightly over the skin around him without taking hold. When her fingertips brushed the soft foreskin she eased it back a little, just enough to bare the head, before moving away again. Tom’s breathing had gone rough. He stared into her eyes, only breaking the gaze when one of her hands came especially close.

Eventually one of Emily’s hands made contact. She wrapped her fingers around him and gave a slow, testing stroke, then brought the other hand in so she could work him with both. Her tongue rested against her upper lip in concentration as she watched what she was doing.

Tom’s head dropped back against the pillow. The last time she had touched him like this had been months ago. He had almost forgotten how focused she could be.

She kept stroking for a while, unhurried, until the urge to do more seemed to settle over her. Emily shifted lower on the bed, settled between his thighs, and without any announcement leaned in and dragged the flat of her tongue up the underside of his cock. Tom’s breath left him in a rough sound. She did it again, slower, then opened her mouth and took the head inside.

Emily did not give head often. When she did, she was thorough. She worked him with short, wet pulls at first, getting used to the weight of him on her tongue, then took more. One hand stayed wrapped around the base, the other braced on his thigh. She found a rhythm that was deep enough to make his stomach tighten and steady enough that he could feel every pass of her tongue against the underside.

Tom watched her through half-lidded eyes. The sight of her like this—focused, mouth stretched around him, making those quiet wet sounds—was almost as intense as the sensation. She rarely offered this. The knowledge that she was choosing to do it now made everything sharper.

She took him deeper, cheeks hollowing, and for a stretch of time it felt like she had no intention of stopping. Tom’s hips started to move without his permission. The pressure built fast. He was close enough that he thought she might actually let him finish in her mouth.

Emily felt the change in him and pulled off with a soft, wet sound. She kept her hand moving, tight and quick, and aimed him at his own stomach. Tom came hard, hips lifting, the first thick pulse landing across his belly. She worked him through it, eyes fixed on the mess she was making of him, until he had nothing left.

When she finally let go, his cock rested wet and softening against his stomach. Emily sat back on her heels and grinned up at him, lips shiny.

“Thanks, babe. That was incredible,” Tom said, still catching his breath. He pushed himself up on his elbows and reached for her, hands sliding over her thighs. “Do you want me to do you now?”

Tom’s hands were still resting on her thighs when Emily answered him without a word.

She sat back, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the silk shorts, and pushed them down her legs. The top came off next. She dropped both pieces over the side of the bed and then moved up his body on her knees. Tom barely had time to register the view before she was straddling his chest, one hand braced on the headboard, and lowering herself onto his mouth.

The first thing he got was the heat of her. She was already wet. Emily settled her weight carefully at first, giving him a moment to adjust, then eased down more firmly once she felt his mouth open under her. Her free hand found the top of his head, not pushing hard, just anchoring herself as she started to rock in small, testing movements.

Tom’s hands came up almost automatically, gripping the outsides of her thighs. He licked into her slowly, learning the shape of her again. It had been a while since she had let him do this. The taste of her, the way she tensed and then softened when he found the right pressure, pulled a low sound out of him that vibrated against her.

Emily’s breath caught. She shifted her knees wider and let more of her weight rest on his mouth. One of Tom’s hands slid around to the small of her back; the other stayed on her thigh, thumb stroking absently as he worked. He kept his tongue broad and steady at first, then narrowed it to circle her clit when her hips started to lose their careful rhythm.

She was quiet at the beginning—short exhales, the occasional soft hum—but as he settled into a consistent pace she got louder. Her fingers tightened in his hair. Every so often she would lift up just enough to give him air, then sink back down with a small, needy sound that made his cock twitch against nothing.

Tom focused on keeping her there. He alternated between long, flat strokes and firmer attention to her clit, paying attention to the way her thighs trembled when he got it right. When she started grinding in tighter circles he matched her, letting her use his mouth the way she wanted. His nose pressed against her, his chin wet, and he didn’t care. The only thing that mattered was the way her breathing kept catching higher and higher.

Emily’s movements grew less controlled. She was properly riding his face now, chasing the feeling with short, urgent rolls of her hips. Tom held her steady and kept the pressure where she needed it. Her free hand left the headboard and braced on his chest instead. He could feel her shaking.

When she came it was with a broken, open-mouthed sound and a hard, involuntary clamp of her thighs around his head. He kept licking her through it, lighter now, until the pulses slowed and her weight settled more heavily onto him. Only then did he ease back, breathing hard against the inside of her thigh.

Emily stayed where she was for a few more seconds, catching her breath, then carefully lifted herself off his mouth and shifted to the side. She dropped onto the mattress beside him, one arm flung over her eyes, chest still rising and falling quickly. Tom turned his head to look at her. His face was wet. He didn’t bother wiping it off.

Neither of them spoke right away. The apartment was quiet except for the sound of their breathing.

Emily stayed on her back for a little while longer, one arm still over her eyes, the other resting loosely across her stomach. Tom turned onto his side to face her. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then reached over and brushed a strand of hair away from her cheek. She let her arm drop and looked at him. The grin that spread across her face was soft and a little shy, as if she had surprised herself.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

He leaned in and kissed her once, slow and closed-mouthed. She tasted like him and herself at the same time. When he pulled back she shifted closer, tucking herself against his chest. Tom wrapped an arm around her and felt the last of the tension leave her shoulders.

They lay like that in the quiet of the new apartment, listening to the occasional car pass on the street outside. Emily’s breathing gradually evened out. Tom kept one hand moving in slow strokes up and down her back.

“I could get used to this,” he said after a while.

She made a small affirmative sound against his collarbone.

“Especially the part where you decide to climb on my face without warning.” He felt her smile. “And the other part too. The earlier part. I’m hoping we get a lot more of that now that we actually live together.”

Emily tilted her head up just enough to look at him. Her eyes were heavy but warm. “We’ll see,” she said, but there was no real refusal in it. She settled back down, one leg sliding between his.

Tom kissed the top of her head and closed his eyes. The future felt simple and close for once—shared mornings, shared nights, the ordinary possibility of more nights like this one. He held her a little tighter and let himself drift. Emily’s hand found his and stayed there as they both fell asleep.


Chapter 2

The apartment complex sat in an older suburb of mostly single-story houses from the fifties and sixties. Families, students, and retirees shared the streets, and a handful of newer higher-density buildings like theirs had gone up in recent years to handle the demand from people studying nearby.

Emily left for her run the next morning in her usual outfit: dark yoga pants and a loose long-sleeved shirt over a plain sports bra. The shirt hung low enough to cover the curve of her ass. As she passed the house next door she noticed a man sitting on the porch in a plain wooden chair. He looked to be around fifty, solidly built, with the upright posture of someone who had spent years in uniform. He was watching the road. She gave him a polite nod and kept going.

Half an hour later she came back the same way, skin damp and shirt sticking lightly to her back. The man was still there. As she drew level with his gate he called out, voice easy and carrying just far enough.

“Looking strong this morning. Nice pace.”

Emily glanced over, offered a short, noncommittal smile, and kept moving. She didn’t mind the occasional appreciative look, but being spoken to by a stranger still put her slightly on edge. At least he hadn’t been crude about it. She filed the interaction away and headed inside.

The apartment smelled of bacon and fresh coffee. Tom was moving around the kitchen with the easy focus of someone who had already been up for a while. Emily showered quickly, pulled on clean clothes, and sat down at the small table just as he set a plate of bacon and eggs in front of her along with a mug.

“Thanks, babe. You’re the best,” she said, and meant it.

After breakfast Emily did the dishes, then left for her first day at the new job. The rest of the week settled into an easy rhythm. Most mornings she either ran or walked to the small gym a few blocks away before work. Evenings were quieter—sometimes dinner together, sometimes a short walk around the neighborhood as they got used to the area. One night Tom invited a few of his friends over for dinner and board games so Emily could meet the ones she hadn’t already crossed paths with.

The man next door was out on his porch most mornings. He never yelled anything crude, but he almost always had a comment ready when she passed—something about her pace, her posture, or how consistent she was. The remarks stayed just on the polite side of familiar. Emily usually answered with a short nod or a neutral smile and kept moving.

On Thursday evening, on their way back from drinks with a couple of Tom’s friends, they ran into another tenant near the building entrance. She was a blonde in her mid-twenties, dressed in high-waisted cream trousers and a fitted black top. She greeted them warmly and introduced herself as Asha. Within a couple of minutes the three of them were talking easily about the building, the neighborhood, and what everyone did. Asha said she had finished her degree the year before and now worked as a graphic designer closer to the city center.

After a while she glanced at Emily with a small, knowing smile.

“So,” she said, “have you met Bill yet?”

Emily looked blank. Asha tipped her head toward the house next door.

“The guy who’s always out on the porch. Fit, looks like he used to be military. He has a habit of noticing the women in the building.”

Emily felt a mild heat rise in her face. “Oh. Yeah. I’ve spoken to him a couple of times. Sort of.”

Asha’s smile widened a fraction. “Has he gotten around to the stories yet?”

“What stories?”

“The ones about how well-equipped he is.” Asha said it lightly, almost amused. “He doesn’t lead with it, but it tends to come up once he’s decided he likes someone. A few of us have heard the claims.”

Emily blinked. “He hasn’t said anything like that to me.”

“He has a bit of a reputation,” Asha said, rolling her eyes. “Once he decides he likes the look of someone, the stories tend to come out. He seems to think it’s a selling point.”

Emily gave a short, awkward laugh. “Well, he hasn’t tried that one on me yet. Maybe I haven’t made a strong enough impression.”

The three of them laughed, and Asha, sensing the slight discomfort, steered the conversation back to safer ground—local coffee places and which of the nearby restaurants were actually worth the money.

The next morning Tom was already awake when Emily started getting ready for her run. She pulled on her usual tight running pants and reached for the baggy long-sleeved shirt she normally wore over her sports bra.

“Leave the shirt off today,” Tom said from the bed.

Emily glanced over. “Why?”

“It’s warm out. That bra is meant to be worn on its own. You’ll overheat less.”

She hesitated, holding the shirt. “I wear it because these pants don’t leave much to the imagination from behind.”

Tom smiled. “You’ve got a good ass. It’s not a crime if someone notices.”

Emily raised an eyebrow. “Is that what this is really about? You want people looking at your girlfriend?”

“A little,” he admitted. “But mostly I’m thinking about how red and sweaty you were last time. Just try it once.”

She looked down at the shirt in her hands, then tossed it back onto the chair. “Fine. But if I regret this, I’m blaming you.”

“Deal,” Tom said.

Emily left the shirt on the chair, laced up her shoes, and headed out. Tom stayed in bed for a few minutes, restless, then got up and started breakfast. He was cracking eggs into the pan when she came back through the door, cheeks flushed and skin still damp.

“How was the run?” he asked.

“Pretty good. Definitely cooler without the extra layer. I think I took almost a minute off my usual time.” She tapped her watch, then headed straight for the shower.

She came back out a few minutes later in clean clothes and sat down as Tom set a plate in front of her. They talked about the day ahead for a while. After a short lull, Tom glanced over.

“Did Bill say anything this morning?”

Emily gave him a look. “A little. Why? Are you worried?”

“Yeah, sort of. What did he say?”

She shrugged and reached for her coffee. “Nothing bad. He said I looked like I was finally dressed for the weather, and that my posture looked better without the baggy shirt. Then he told me to keep it up.”

Tom was quiet for a second. “That was it?”

“That was it. He was fine. Just… noticing, I guess.”

“Okay.” Tom nodded, though his expression stayed thoughtful. “Just tell me if he ever gets weird about it.”

“I will.” Emily smiled at him across the table. “Thanks for looking out for me.”

That Sunday they went to a department store for a few things for the apartment—some basic kitchen stuff, a couple of lamps, and a set of inexpensive Wi-Fi security cameras so they would feel a little more settled in the new place. As they cut through the women’s clothing section, Tom slowed and stopped in front of a display of running gear.

He picked up a matching set of shorts and a sports bra. “What do you think of these?”

Emily looked at the price tag first. “They’re kind of expensive.”

“I’ll get them. Call it a first-week-in-the-new-place present.”

She hesitated. “I don’t really need new ones.”

“You never let me buy you anything. Just try them on.”

Emily took the set and disappeared into a fitting room. When she came out she was standing a little awkwardly, arms not quite sure where to go. The shorts were snug and sat higher on her hips than her usual pair, showing the shape of her ass more clearly without being extreme. The top had a lower neckline and gave her a bit more lift and cleavage than she was used to.

Tom kept his face mostly neutral, though his eyes moved over her before he spoke.

“Looks good,” he said.

Emily glanced down at herself, then back at him. “You don’t think it’s a little much?”

“No way,” Tom said. “Half the women out running wear less than that. You look good in it.”

Emily sighed, then nodded. “Fine.” She went back into the fitting room and came out a couple of minutes later in her regular clothes, the new set folded over her arm. “Thanks. They do look good. And people say this brand is supposed to be really comfortable.”

“No problem.” Tom leaned in and gave her a quick kiss. “Love you.”

The next morning Emily stepped out of the bathroom already dressed in the new shorts and sports bra. She gave Tom a small, self-conscious smile before heading for the door. He watched her go. The shorts sat higher and closer than her old pair, and the way they moved with her was hard to ignore.

When she came back he was already at the table with a bowl of cereal, an empty bowl and a few options set out for her.

“Sorry, no cooked breakfast today—I need to get going soon,” he said. “How was the run?”

“Really good. These are definitely cooler and more comfortable. Thanks again.”

“No problem. Did Bill say anything?”

Emily gave him a look as she sat down. “A little. Why?”

“Just asking. What did he say?”

She poured cereal into her bowl. “He said the new outfit looked like it was actually made for training, and that I should keep wearing things that let him see my form properly if I wanted some more personal feedback. Then he said he was around most mornings if I ever wanted a second opinion on my posture or mobility, although he wasn’t sure if I could manage the sort of stretching he delivers.”

She glanced up at Tom, waiting to see how he would take it.

Tom gave a short laugh. “Well, at least we know he notices you.”

Emily’s eyes narrowed. “Is that what this is about? You’re checking whether the neighbour rates me?”

“No. I was just making a joke.”

“Right.” She didn’t look convinced. She stood up, took her bowl to the sink, and left the room to shower without another word.

Tom stayed at the table, staring at the cereal he no longer wanted. The truth sat there uncomfortably. He had been paying attention to what Bill thought. Not in the simple, insecure way of wanting his girlfriend to be validated by some random guy, but something more tangled. Bill was older, clearly still in good shape, and carried himself with a quiet confidence that was hard to ignore. The fact that a man like that had looked at Emily, commented on her body and her training, and left the door open for more contact stirred something in Tom that he didn’t fully want to name yet.

He had always liked the idea of her being desired. This felt sharper than that.

By the time the shower stopped running he knew he needed to say something.

When Emily came back into the kitchen, hair damp, he looked up.

“Hey. You were right, at least a little. What Asha said the other night got under my skin more than I wanted to admit.”

“That’s okay,” Emily said, the edge already gone from her voice. She sat back down at the table and gave him a small smile. “We all do dumb things out of pride sometimes. And I did get a decent new running set out of it.”

Tom felt the tension leave his shoulders. He finished the last of his cereal quickly, rinsed the bowl, and grabbed his keys.

“I’ve got to get going,” he said, leaning down to kiss the top of her head. “See you tonight.”

That night in bed Tom was absently running his hand along Emily’s outer thigh when she rolled on top of him without warning and kissed him deeply. There was nothing tentative in it. Her mouth opened against his right away, and one of her hands slid into his hair while the other braced beside his head. Tom answered the kiss and let his hands settle on her ass, squeezing through the thin shorts she had worn to bed.

They stayed like that for a while, kissing and shifting against each other. Emily’s hips made small, restless movements. When she finally pulled back, her eyes were darker than usual. She sat up, straddling his thighs, and reached down to free him from his underwear. His cock was already hard. She wrapped her fingers around it and gave him a few slow strokes, watching his face the whole time, then shifted her weight forward, guided the head between her legs, and sank down onto him in one steady push.

Tom’s breath left him in a rough, open sound. She was hot and wet and took him all the way without hesitation. For a second she just sat there, fully seated, adjusting to the stretch of him. Then she started to move—short, controlled rolls of her hips at first, then longer strokes that let him feel every inch on the way up and the soft impact when she came back down.

The crop top she still wore clung to her. Her nipples were clear against the fabric. Tom’s hands moved from her hips to her waist and back again, not directing, just holding on. Emily braced her palms on his chest and found a rhythm that worked for her, riding him with focused, deliberate movements.

“You like watching me like this?” she asked, voice low and a little breathless.

“Yeah. Fuck, yes.”

She smiled, sharp at the edges, and kept going. After another minute she leaned forward slightly, changing the angle so that every downward stroke put pressure where she wanted it. Her breathing had grown heavier.

“Do you think Bill liked how I looked this morning?” she asked. “That top was thinner than my old ones. He was watching. I could feel it the whole way past his place.”

Tom’s fingers tightened on her hips. His eyes stayed locked on hers.

Emily didn’t look away. She kept the same steady pace, taking him deep each time. “He probably got a pretty good idea of what I’ve got under it. The way it sat on my chest… you could see the shape of everything. You think he went back inside after I ran past and thought about it? Big hands, that quiet way he stares… you think he got his cock out and worked it while he pictured your girlfriend’s tits?”

The words landed harder than Tom expected. A low sound escaped him. Emily felt the way his cock flexed inside her and her own rhythm faltered for a second before she recovered and rode him harder, chasing the feeling.

“He looks like he’d know what to do with them,” she went on, almost conversational except for the catch in her voice. “Like he wouldn’t be shy about it. You think he wanted to get his hands on me this morning? Pull that top up and get a proper look?”

Tom’s hips started meeting hers with more force. The combination of the tight, wet heat of her and the things she was saying had him right on the edge already. Emily could feel it. She planted her knees more firmly and took him in shorter, sharper strokes, grinding down at the bottom of each one.

“Fuck—Emily—”

She didn’t stop talking. “I keep thinking about what Asha said. About the stories. About how big he’s supposed to be. You think it’s true? You think he’s thicker than you? Longer?” She leaned down closer, still moving on him, her mouth near his ear. “You think about that when you watch me walk past his house?”

That was what did it. Tom’s whole body tightened. He came hard, a broken groan torn out of him as he pulsed inside her, hands gripping her hips tightly enough to leave marks. The sudden intensity and the feel of him finishing pulled Emily over right after. She kept moving through it, smaller and tighter now, thighs shaking, until the last waves left her and she collapsed forward onto his chest.

They stayed like that for a long time, both breathing hard, his cock still inside her as it softened. Emily’s face was turned into the side of his neck. Tom’s hands had loosened but hadn’t left her body.

Eventually she lifted her head. Her expression was flushed and a little uncertain, as if she was only now registering how far the talk had gone.

“I was only playing,” she said quietly. “Getting a rise out of you. I didn’t mean to make it weird.”

Tom exhaled and brushed damp hair back from her temple. “You didn’t do anything wrong. That was on me.” He kissed her once, soft and closed-mouthed. “Come here.”

She eased off him carefully and curled against his side. Tom pulled the sheet up over both of them and held her. Emily’s breathing evened out after a few minutes. Tom stayed awake longer, staring at the dark ceiling, turning the whole thing over in his mind—the weight of her on top of him, the things she had said, and the fact that it had been the strongest, most complicated orgasm he could remember.


Chapter 3

The next morning Emily left for the gym in one of her older sports bras, a pair of yoga pants, and a long shirt pulled over the top. Tom felt a quiet wave of relief at the more covered outfit. After the intensity of the night before, the return to something ordinary was welcome.

He had breakfast ready when she got back. They ate quickly, then she left for work. Tom headed out not long after. The morning passed in a blur of meetings and half-finished tasks. By the afternoon he was finding it genuinely difficult to concentrate. His mind kept returning to the same set of images: Emily running past Bill’s place in the newer, closer-fitting kit, the way the older man had looked at her, the calm, assessing comments about her form and posture. The thought made Tom’s chest tight with a complicated mix of jealousy and something sharper. It also left him uncomfortably hard for most of the day.

When he finally got home he was wound tight. He gave Emily a warm hello, then went straight to the bathroom with the half-formed idea of taking the edge off quickly. Instead his eye caught the new running set in the laundry hamper. He stood there for a moment, then pulled it out along with the rest of the clothes and carried everything to the washing machine. He was just starting the load when Emily appeared in the doorway.

“Was there enough for a full load?” she asked.

Tom glanced up, a little too quickly. “Maybe not quite. I just wanted to get last night’s things washed before anything set.”

She nodded, easy about it. “Good thinking. Thanks.”

After dinner Tom moved the washing into the dryer. They watched a couple of episodes of something light on the couch, Emily’s legs draped over his, the ordinary domestic quiet of the apartment settling around them. When the dryer finished he pulled everything out, folded it neatly, and put it away—except the new running set. He placed that on top of the pile in the drawer, the shorts and sports bra clearly visible.

He went to take a shower.

The moment the water was running and the door was locked he had his hand around his cock. He was already hard. He tried, at first, to keep the images simple: Emily from the night before, the way she had looked riding him, the weight of her breasts in the thin top. It didn’t hold. Within a minute the other pictures pushed through.

He saw her on Bill’s porch.

In the fantasy she was still in the new outfit, skin warm from the run. Bill stood close, taller and broader, looking down at her with that same calm, assessing attention he used in real life. Emily turned her back to him and bent forward at the waist, hands on her knees, the way she sometimes stretched her hamstrings. The shorts pulled tight across her ass. Bill’s eyes moved over her without hurry. When she straightened and turned, he reached out and hooked a finger under the band of the sports bra, peeling it upward. Her breasts spilled free. Emily didn’t stop him. She even arched her back a little, offering them up. Bill’s hands, large and sure, cupped her. He squeezed, thumbs dragging over her nipples until they were stiff. Emily’s mouth opened on a quiet sound.

Tom stroked himself harder, forehead against the wet tile.

The fantasy kept going. Bill backed her against the porch railing. Emily pulled the sports bra the rest of the way off and dropped it. She took Bill’s wrists and brought his hands back to her chest, pressing herself into his palms. Then she was on her knees on the old wooden boards, working Bill’s shorts open. What came out was thick and heavy, already half-hard. Emily wrapped both hands around it, looking up at him, and took the head into her mouth. Bill’s hand settled in her hair—not forcing, just resting there with quiet ownership while she started to suck him in earnest.

Tom’s fist moved faster. The water beat against his shoulders. He could almost hear the wet sounds, almost see the way Emily’s lips stretched around the thicker shaft, the way her eyes watered a little when she tried to take more. In the fantasy Bill eventually pulled her off, hauled her up, turned her around, and pushed the shorts down just far enough. Emily braced her hands on the railing and looked back over her shoulder as he lined up and pressed inside her in one slow, relentless thrust.

That was what finished Tom.

He came hard, a thick spurt hitting the shower wall, then another, his whole body locking up as he tried to keep the sound behind his teeth. He kept stroking through it until the last weak pulses left him and his legs felt unsteady.

For a few seconds he just stood there under the water, breathing. The shame arrived right on the heels of the orgasm—hot and familiar. He washed the evidence off the tiles carefully, then washed himself, and got out.

He pulled on a pair of clean pajamas and went back to the bedroom. Emily was already under the covers, half-asleep. Tom slid in behind her and drew her against him. She made a soft sound and settled. He lay still, staring at the dark shape of the closet where the new outfit sat on top of the drawer. Part of him wanted to get up and bury it under the other clothes. The rest of him knew that would look more suspicious than leaving it where it was.

He closed his eyes. Sleep, when it came, was full of the same images—Emily on that porch, undressed for a man who wasn’t him, taking everything Bill gave her without hesitation.

Tom woke when Emily got out of bed to dress for her run. He kept still and watched her through half-lidded eyes as she stood in front of the open drawer longer than usual, clearly deciding. After a moment she glanced back toward the bed. He closed his eyes and slowed his breathing. When he heard the bathroom door shut he looked again and waited.

She came out a few minutes later in the new sports bra and shorts. Tom’s pulse kicked hard. She had rolled the waistband of the shorts down a couple of inches, leaving a band of bare skin above her hips. As she walked past the bed he saw she had also tugged the fabric up at the back so it sat deeper between her cheeks, making the shorts noticeably tighter and more revealing than the day before.

“Morning,” he said, keeping his voice rough with pretend sleep.

“Morning.” There was the smallest flicker of a smile at the corner of her mouth before she left the room.

Tom stayed where he was for a few seconds, already fully hard, then forced himself out of bed. He went to the kitchen and poured cereal he didn’t particularly want. He ate without tasting it, mind fixed on the deliberate way she had adjusted the outfit. This wasn’t accidental. She had decided to show more skin, and she had done it knowing exactly who would see her on the way out and back.

He finished the bowl, rinsed it, and packed his bag for work, but he couldn’t bring himself to leave. He sat back down at the table and waited, fingers tapping restlessly against the surface.

She came through the door half an hour later, right on her usual time. A light sheen of sweat covered the exposed skin of her stomach and chest. The adjusted shorts still sat high and tight.

“Hi,” Tom said. “How was the run?”

Emily grinned at him as she stepped further into the kitchen.

“Not too bad,” she said. “Thanks for washing these last night.” She ran her hands slowly down her sides as she spoke—over the sports bra, across the bare strip of her stomach, then over the tight shorts—making sure he followed the movement. “They definitely feel faster. Shouldn’t you be gone already?”

“Yeah. Just about to leave.” Tom pushed his chair back.

Emily walked straight over to him, set one hand on his chest, and swung a leg across his lap so she was straddling him on the chair. The position pressed the heat of her against the hard shape already obvious in his pants.

“Wait,” she said, voice lower. “Don’t you want to hear what Bill said to me this morning?”

Tom swallowed. “Sure.”

She let her hand slide down his stomach until it rested directly over his erection. Both of them looked at it for a second. Color rose in Tom’s face.

Emily leaned in until her mouth was close to his ear.

“Are you sure?” she asked quietly.

All he could do was nod.

Emily began rubbing her hand slowly up and down the hard length of him through his pants.

“He liked the outfit,” she said, voice low and close to his ear. “On the way out he just watched me. Didn’t say much. On the way back he stopped me for a second. Told me the shorts made it easy to see how I carry myself… how I move through the hips. Then he said if I ever wanted to train with someone who could actually handle that kind of power, he was available. Said most men my age wouldn’t know what to do with it. He would.”

She gave him another slow stroke through the fabric, letting the words sit.

“The way he said it, Tom… he wasn’t talking about lifting weights.”

Tom’s whole body went tight. The combination of her hand and the quiet implication was too much. He came hard in his underwear with a choked sound, hips jerking under her.

Emily froze for a second, eyes widening, then carefully lifted herself off his lap. Without another word she turned and walked quickly to the bedroom. The door shut behind her hard enough to click the latch.

Tom sat there breathing, the wet heat spreading against his thigh. After a moment he stood, awkward and still half-hard, and went to the bedroom door. It was locked. He knocked once, quietly.

“Babe, can you let me in? I need to change. I’m not angry, I promise.”

He waited, listening. There was no movement on the other side of the door. After another half-minute he gave up, grabbed his bag, and left. He spent the short drive to work uncomfortably aware of the cooling mess in his underwear, hoping it wouldn’t show.

Once he was at his desk he sent Emily a short text:

I love you. I’m not mad. At all.

A couple of minutes later she replied with a single red heart.

He got home around midday. The apartment was empty; Emily had already gone back to work. Tom went straight to the bedroom, stripped off the ruined pants, and tossed them in the hamper. Her running clothes from that morning were sitting right on top—the adjusted shorts and the sports bra still carrying the faint scent of her sweat.

The low, stubborn arousal that had been sitting in the background all morning surged back. He stood there for a moment looking at the clothes, then glanced at the note on her desk where she kept her schedule. She wouldn’t be home for almost three hours.

Tom pulled on clean pants, grabbed his keys, and headed out to the car.


Chapter 4

Fifteen minutes later he was back at the same store. He went straight to the women’s athletic section and found the display he had bought from before. Last time he had chosen one of the more moderate options. Now he worked his way along the rack.

The next set up was already noticeably smaller—shorter shorts, a sports bra with less coverage under the bust. He held it for a moment, then put it back. The one after that was more extreme: the shorts stopped only an inch or so below the crotch, and the top had a deep V that would show a lot of cleavage, with thin straps across the back. The final option looked closer to a bikini than running gear—very low waistband, high-cut sides, and a top with small cups that would leave the outer curve of her breasts exposed.

Tom stood there for a long minute, weighing it. In the end he took three sets of the second-most revealing option in her size, then, after a short internal argument, went back and added one of the most extreme sets as well.

He got home with time to spare, hid the bags in the bottom drawer of his desk, and tried to work. When Emily came through the door later her expression was careful, eyes not quite meeting his.

“Hey,” she said. “About this morning… I’m sorry. I saw you’d washed the outfit and I thought I’d tease you again. I didn’t mean for it to go that far.”

“It’s fine,” Tom said. “Really. I actually got you something.”

“You didn’t need to—” she began, then stopped as he pulled the new clothes out of the drawer and set them on the desk. “Oh.”

Tom waited, sudden nerves tight in his stomach.

Emily looked at the sets for a few seconds. “Are you sure this is a good idea?”

“Only if you’re okay with it,” he said. “I like the thought of it. But it’s up to you.”

She was quiet a moment longer, then nodded once. “Okay. I’ll try them. Because I love you.”

The relief that hit him was immediate and obvious. He stepped in and wrapped his arms around her. Emily let out a long breath and leaned into the hug, the tension she had been carrying since the morning finally loosening.

Tom woke a little earlier than usual. Emily was still asleep beside him. He lay still, the quiet excitement already building in his chest as he waited.

When her alarm went off she sat up, saw he was awake, and gave him a small, nervous smile. She took one of the new sets from the drawer and went into the bathroom to change. When she came out Tom’s pulse jumped.

The sports bra pushed her breasts up and together, showing a clear line of cleavage she didn’t usually display. The shorts were shorter and closer-fitting than anything she had worn for running before; they sat high on her hips and followed the shape of her ass without apology. As she walked across the room the back of the shorts rode up slightly with each step. She didn’t adjust them.

“Have a good one,” she said, and headed out.

Tom stayed in bed for a minute after the front door closed, already hard, then forced himself up. He tried scrolling on his phone to take the edge off the waiting. It didn’t help. A random video of a woman stretching in similar clothes was enough to send his mind straight back to Emily. He got up and made pancakes instead, more for something to do with his hands than out of real hunger. He left the stack on a plate and sat at the table, fingers laced together, listening for her key in the door.

She came back right on time, skin lightly sheened with sweat. The new outfit clung a little more now that she was warm. Tom’s expression must have given him away, because something flickered across her face—awareness, and then a quieter kind of interest—before she smiled.

“How was the gym?” he asked.

“Pretty good. Legs day.” She moved past him toward the cupboard for toppings. Tom watched her, the question already pressing at him.

“Did Bill say anything?”

“Oh, maybe,” Emily said lightly, setting the toppings down and going back for the pancakes. “But I think I’ll wait and tell you tonight. I need to leave for work soon.”

Tom’s face fell. She saw it and had to press her lips together to keep from smiling. They ate. Tom chewed without really tasting anything, eyes repeatedly drawn to the open stretch of cleavage the new sports bra created. Emily talked about ordinary things—her day ahead, a podcast she’d been listening to—while she finished her plate with obvious appetite. When she was done she stood, dropped a quick kiss on his cheek, and went to shower before work.

Tom waited until he heard the water running in the other room, then stepped into the shower himself. He was hard before the water even warmed up. He wrapped a hand around his cock and stroked, trying at first to keep the images to Emily at the gym—other men noticing the new shorts, the way they fit her, the shape of her ass as she moved through her sets. It didn’t stay there long.

Very quickly it became Bill.

He pictured Emily slowing as she passed the porch, the older man standing instead of sitting, solid and still. In the fantasy Bill didn’t raise his voice. He simply looked at her for a long moment and then told her to come closer so he could see the new kit properly. Emily went. Bill walked around her once, slow, then stopped behind her and used two fingers to tug the back of the shorts a little higher, exposing more of the underside of her ass. His other hand settled on her hip, thumb pressing into the crease where it met her thigh, correcting her stance like it was still about form. When Emily glanced back over her shoulder Bill’s expression was calm, almost thoughtful, as he told her the outfit finally made it obvious what she was working with—and that most men wouldn’t know how to handle it. He would.

Tom came hard, forehead against the tile, a thick pulse of cum spilling over his fist and onto the shower floor. He kept stroking until he was done, then washed it away quickly, the usual mix of heat and shame settling in his stomach.

He left for work a little while after Emily. The day dragged. When he finally got home she was already in the kitchen cooking a stir-fry. They ate, he did the dishes, and then he found her on the couch watching a cooking competition. The moment he sat down she paused the show, climbed into his lap, and settled her weight against him. He was hard almost immediately.

“So,” Emily said, voice low and deliberate as she shifted her weight on his lap, “do you want to hear what Bill said to me today while I was wearing the ridiculously skimpy outfit my boyfriend bought me?”

“Yes,” Tom managed.

She brought both hands down and started rubbing him through his pants, slow and firm.

“Maybe I shouldn’t give him a hard time,” she went on, “when you’re the one who spent the money so your girlfriend would get looked at.” She felt him twitch under her palm. “He didn’t shout anything. He never does. He just watched me leave, and when I came back he was standing at the gate. He told me the new shorts finally showed how I actually carry power through my hips… and that most men wouldn’t know what to do with it if they got the chance. Then he looked at me for a second and said, ‘I’ve got the experience. And the equipment. If you ever want to find out what that feels like, you know where I am.’”

Emily’s hand kept moving, steady and purposeful.

“The way he said ‘equipment,’ Tom… he wasn’t talking about a weight bench.”

The picture that filled Tom’s head was immediate and vivid: Emily on Bill’s porch in the tiny new shorts, the older man standing close behind her, one large hand settled on her hip with quiet ownership while he spoke to her in that same calm, assessing tone. In the fantasy Bill’s other hand slid forward, cupped her between the legs through the thin fabric, and simply held her there while he finished telling her what he could do for her—what he was built to do.

Tom came hard, a muffled sound catching in his throat as he pulsed inside his pants. The wet heat spread quickly against his thigh.

Emily felt it happen. She gave him a small, knowing smile, then eased off his lap and settled back onto the couch, restarting the show as if nothing particular had occurred. Tom stayed where he was for a couple of minutes, breathing carefully, the mess in his underwear already cooling. Eventually he stood and went to take a shower.

The next morning Emily wore the same style of outfit again. She had time before work to settle onto Tom’s lap and give him a low, detailed recap while she rubbed him through his pants. Bill had apparently only repeated the same quiet offer—form work, private session, the implication left hanging. It still took very little time. The combination of her voice, the feel of her damp skin under his hands, and the knowledge of who had been watching her was enough. Tom finished in his underwear while she kissed the side of his neck and then got up to shower as if it were any other morning.

The day after that, Tom decided he wanted to see the exchange himself. A couple of minutes before Emily was due back he went out to the car and opened the trunk, pretending to rearrange things while keeping a clear line of sight toward Bill’s porch.

Emily appeared right on time. She slowed when she saw Tom by the car, then continued the last stretch at an easy walk. Bill was on his feet near the gate. He didn’t raise his voice. The words still carried in the quiet morning air.

“Looking stronger every day,” he said. “That kit finally shows what you’re working with through the hips. Whenever you’re ready for someone who can actually fill that kind of power… I’ve got what it takes. You know where I am.”

Emily stopped directly in front of his property. She didn’t look at Bill. She looked straight at Tom, face calm, almost blank, and held the eye contact while Bill’s words settled between the three of them.

“Just come on up and I’ll—” Bill began, then stopped.

Emily had turned her back to him. She bent slowly at the waist, knees soft, and reached for the ground in a deep hamstring stretch. She kept her back flat and her hips high, holding the position long enough that the shorts rode up and left very little to the imagination. Tom, watching from the car, felt his mouth go dry. She stayed like that for a full thirty seconds before straightening.

Then she turned, lifted one leg, and set her heel on the top of Bill’s low fence. She folded forward over the raised leg, reaching for her foot. The angle opened her chest toward Bill and gave him a clear view down the front of the sports bra.

Bill didn’t speak right away. His eyes moved over her without hurry. When he finally did say something, his voice was lower than before, almost private even though it still carried.

“That’s it,” he said. “Hold that. Now I can see what you’re actually working with.”

He took one slow step closer to the fence, attention fixed on her.

Emily switched legs, settling her other heel on the fence and folding forward again. She glanced over her shoulder at Bill with a small, challenging smile.

“Careful,” she said. “Someone might think you’re enjoying the show a little too much.”

Bill’s mouth curved. He didn’t look away.

“Hard not to when you put it on like that,” he said. “Most people stretch to cool down. You’re putting on a clinic. And for the record—I’ve done plenty of exercise. Kept myself in shape for a reason. Comes in useful when someone finally decides they want to find out what I can actually do.”

He let the last part hang in the air, calm and deliberate, eyes still on her.

Emily held the stretch for another second, then turned her head just enough to look at him properly.

“You keep talking about all this equipment you’ve got,” she said, the words coming out a little bolder than she’d planned. “I don’t see you putting any of it to use.”

Bill’s only answer was a slow smile.

Emily’s eyes dropped before she could stop herself. The dark shorts he was wearing did nothing to hide it—the thick, heavy shape running down the inside of one thigh, already clearly half-hard from watching her. The outline was enough to make her breath catch for half a second.

She looked back up. Bill was still smiling, calm and unsurprised, as if he’d simply been waiting for her to notice.

Emily held his gaze for a second longer, a quick nervous smile flickering across her face, then turned and walked back toward the apartment without another word.

Tom stayed by the car for several long moments, not wanting to draw Bill’s attention. Only when he was sure the older man had gone back to his chair did he close the trunk and follow her inside.

The second the door shut behind him Emily was on him. She fisted a hand in his shirt, pulled him down into a deep, open-mouthed kiss, and walked him backward until the backs of his knees hit a chair. She pushed him down into it, broke the kiss, and dropped straight to her knees between his legs.

Tom’s pulse kicked hard. She yanked his pants and underwear down in one motion, freed his cock, and wrapped both hands around it. She started stroking him with slow, firm twists, eyes locked on his.

“Did you like the show?” she asked, voice already a little rough. “I think I actually got to him for a second. Might have to do it again.”

Her hands sped up. She leaned in closer, close enough that her breath brushed the head of his cock as she spoke.

“What do you think he liked more—my tits or my ass? He got a pretty clear look down the front when I was on the fence. And when I bent over…” She gave a small, wicked smile. “These shorts don’t hide much from that angle. He saw more of me than anyone else has in a long time.”

Emily’s face was hovering just above him now, close enough that each word sent a warm breath across the head of his cock. Her tongue rested against her lower lip, only a fraction of an inch away from touching him. Tom’s thighs were tight; he was fighting the urge to lift his hips and close the gap.

“You’re the only one who gets me like this,” she said, still stroking him with both hands. “But I keep thinking about next time. Maybe I let the sports bra shift a little when I’m stretching. Just enough for him to get a real look. You’ve seen how he watches me. You think he’d stay polite if he actually saw something he wasn’t supposed to?”

She leaned a fraction closer. The tip of her tongue almost brushed him.

“He already told me he’s got the equipment to handle me. What happens if I give him a reason to prove it?”

“Fuck—Emily, I’m—”

She pulled her head back at once, kept her hands moving, and aimed him upward. Tom came hard, the first pulse clearing her chin and landing across her fingers and his own stomach and thighs. She worked him through the rest of it until he was spent and twitching.

Tom dropped his head back against the chair, breathing roughly, equal parts relieved and disappointed that her mouth had never quite reached him. Emily stood, went to the sink, and washed her hands. She came back with a few sheets of paper towel and cleaned him up without comment, her expression still flushed and a little thoughtful.

They moved through the rest of the morning quieter than usual. When it was time to leave they walked out together. At the point where their routes split, Tom pulled Emily into a firm, lingering hug before letting her go.

The day only made the earlier events sit heavier in his head. By mid-afternoon the arousal had cooled enough for the guilt to settle in properly. He kept replaying the way he had watched Bill look at her, the calm certainty in the older man’s voice, and how hard he himself had come from it afterward. The more he turned it over, the more uncomfortable he became with how far he had already pushed things—and how willing Emily had been to play along.

By the time he got home he had decided to end it. The clothes, the teasing, the whole slow drift toward something he wasn’t sure he could control. He didn’t want to risk what they had for a fantasy that was starting to feel bigger than both of them.

“Hey,” he said as he stepped into the apartment, already searching for the right words. “I’ve been thinking about the last week. I think maybe we should just get rid of the—”

He stopped in the bedroom doorway.

Emily was standing there in the final set he had bought—the most revealing one. The shorts were cut so high that most of the underside of her ass was bare. The top was little more than a thin bikini-style bra, the cups small enough that the inner and outer curves of her breasts were clearly visible. She watched his face, waiting.

“Hey,” Emily said, a small, knowing smile on her face. “Thought I’d try on the last set my very thoughtful boyfriend bought me.”

Tom couldn’t look away. The shorts were extreme—high-cut enough that most of the lower curve of her ass was bare when she turned. The top was thin and minimal, the small cups leaving the inner and outer edges of her breasts visible; the outline of her nipples showed clearly through the fabric. She did a slow turn so he could see the back. The rear of the shorts barely qualified as coverage.

“Do you think Bill will like it?” she asked.

Tom swallowed. The speech he had prepared was already slipping. “You look… yeah. You look really good. But are you sure you want to wear that out? In front of him? Maybe we should just stop this whole thing.”

Emily’s expression softened. She glanced down for a second before meeting his eyes again.

“Is that what you actually want?” she asked. “Because if you tell me to stop, I will. But I’ve kind of liked it. Watching what it does to you. Feeling like I’m the one who can get you that worked up.” She took a small step closer. “I love you. And if this is something that’s doing it for you… I’ve been happy to give it to you.”

Whatever argument Tom had left dissolved. He reached for her hands.

“I love you,” he said quietly.

“I love you too.”

She tugged him in and kissed him. The first touch of her mouth was gentle; within seconds it wasn’t. Tom’s hands found her waist, then the bare skin of her lower back. Emily made a small sound against his lips and pressed closer, the almost-nonexistent outfit leaving very little between them. They stayed like that, kissing harder, hands moving, until Emily suddenly broke away with a breathless little laugh.

“That’s enough,” she said, tapping his cheek once. “I’m not using it all up before Monday.”

She slipped into the bathroom. Tom stood there, still hard, already dreading the two full days before he would see her in the outfit again. When she came back out she was in old jeans and a plain shirt. She sat down with her laptop as if the last few minutes hadn’t happened. Tom went to start dinner, knowing full well he wasn’t going to get any real work done that evening.

Tom and Emily spent the weekend catching up on the work and small tasks they had both let slide during the week. Tom managed, for the most part, to keep his head clear and his thoughts away from Bill.

By Sunday afternoon that control was slipping. The knowledge of what she planned to wear the next morning sat at the edge of his mind and refused to stay quiet. He got up from his own laptop and sat down beside her at the table.

“You looking forward to tomorrow?” he asked.

“Mhm,” Emily said, still focused on her screen.

“Excited to wear that little outfit for your boyfriend?”

She glanced over, the corner of her mouth turning up.

“You mean for Bill, right?”

Tom paused. The correction landed harder than he expected. Heat rolled through him and his cock thickened against his thigh.

“Oh, that’s how it is?” he said, sliding his hand along her leg. “You’re looking forward to showing off for him?”

Emily let out a soft, pleased sound, then caught his wrist and moved his hand firmly into his own lap.

“You know I am. But not now. You’re saving it for tomorrow.”

Tom groaned, but he stood up and went to the fridge, opening it more for the distraction than because he was hungry.

That night in bed he tried again, running his hand slowly up the outside of her thigh, hoping she might change her mind. He had almost given in earlier and taken care of himself when he saw the outfit laid out on the bathroom counter, but the thought of her knowing he hadn’t waited had stopped him. Emily felt the touch and immediately pushed his hand away.

“No,” she said, voice quiet but firm, a small smile in it. “Bad. You wait until tomorrow.”

Tom spent another two hours drifting in and out of shallow sleep before Emily’s alarm finally went off. He watched her get up and disappear into the bathroom. When she came out she was wearing the last outfit—the one that barely qualified as running clothes. The shorts sat so high that most of the lower curve of her ass was uncovered; the tiny top left little to the imagination. Tom’s stomach dropped and his cock hardened almost simultaneously.

She walked past the bed without comment and left the room. A minute later he heard the front door close.

He got up and paced. The apartment felt too small. After a few minutes he pulled on clothes, grabbed the reusable shopping bags, and went out to the car with the half-formed idea of killing time at the grocery store.

He moved through the aisles without any real list, throwing items into the basket more or less at random. When he checked the time he realized he had only about twenty minutes before Emily was due back. He drove most of the way home, then pulled over just around the corner from their building and sat with the engine off, fingers tapping the steering wheel.

She appeared on schedule, walking the last stretch from the direction of the gym. Tom watched the way the minimal outfit moved with her body—the high cut of the shorts, the bounce of her breasts under the thin top—and for a second the plan almost slipped out of his mind. He forced himself to start the car, covered the last short distance, and pulled into their space just as she reached the corner.

He got out and opened the trunk, making a show of sorting the bags while keeping Emily in his peripheral vision. She saw him and gave a small, private grin. A moment later Bill noticed her too.

Bill’s voice carried easily across the short distance.

“There she is. Gym treat the new kit all right?” He let his eyes move over her once, slow and open. “It looks good. Still not sitting quite how it should, though.”

Emily’s eyes flashed. She stopped at the boundary of his property and turned to face him fully.

“And I suppose the ‘right’ way involves less clothing?”

Bill’s mouth curved, unbothered.

“If you’re offering. But I meant smaller adjustments. Come up here and I’ll show you.”

The air between them felt suddenly tighter. Tom, still half-hidden by the open trunk, watched Emily’s hand reach out and push the gate. She stepped through, closed it behind her, and walked the short path up to where Bill stood. She did not look back.

Bill’s gaze tracked her the whole way, steady and appreciative. Emily stopped in front of him. Her heart was beating hard enough that she was mildly surprised it didn’t show; her nipples had already tightened against the thin fabric of the top.

“All right,” she said. Her voice came out more even than she expected. “What kind of adjustments did you have in mind?”

“Turn around,” Bill said.

The words were quiet, but there was no question in them. Emily turned.

She felt the air shift as he stepped closer. His hand settled at the small of her back first, then slid down. Fingers found the waistband of the shorts and began working the fabric upward, deeper between her cheeks. The material pulled tight, pressing firmly against her pussy. A sharp, unexpected pulse of pleasure ran through her; she locked her jaw to keep any sound from escaping. She hoped Tom was still watching. She hoped he could see exactly what was being done to her.

Bill took his time settling the shorts where he wanted them, then stepped back to look.

“Better,” he said. “Much better.”

Emily turned to face him again. Her back was to the street now, and to Tom.

“That it?” she asked. Her voice came out lower than usual.

“No.” Bill’s eyes dropped to the front of the shorts. “These should sit differently here too.”

Emily glanced down in spite of herself. The shape inside his own shorts was impossible to miss—thick, heavy, running a long way down his thigh. Her throat tightened.

“I’m not sure that’s necessary,” she said.

“It is.” He was already reaching for the front waistband. “Same principle. I’ll show you.”

Emily hesitated for half a second, then gave a small nod.

“All right. But that’s the last adjustment.”

She was still looking at the outline of him when his fingers hooked into the front of her shorts.

Bill’s fingers hooked into the front of the shorts. He looked up at her face, expression calm, almost thoughtful.

“Need to see what I’m working with first.”

Emily knew she should stop him. Instead she stood still and watched as he slowly drew the waistband down and away from her body. Cool air touched her. Her heart was hammering. She had been with other men, but standing like this—on a porch, in daylight, letting a man who wasn’t her boyfriend deliberately expose her—felt entirely different. Bill kept the pressure steady and unhurried until the shorts were low enough to give him a clear view of her bare pussy. She was already wet; she could feel it.

He didn’t speak for several seconds. His eyes moved over her openly, taking everything in. Emily’s hands stayed at her sides. She could have stepped back at any moment and didn’t.

When he finally moved it was to pull the fabric back up in one firm motion, dragging it tightly between her lips. The sudden pressure made her gasp. The shorts stayed wedged there, outlining her clearly.

Bill released the waistband and looked at the result with quiet satisfaction.

“There. That’s how they should sit.”

Emily glanced down, saw the sharp camel toe he had created, and felt heat flood her face and her body at the same time. The realization of how far she had just let this go hit her all at once.

“That’s enough,” she said, voice not entirely steady. She took a step back.

Bill’s mouth curved, but he didn’t reach for her again.

“Your choice. Door’s open if you decide you want more help later.”

Emily turned and walked quickly down the path, through the gate, and straight toward the apartment, the wet, tight pull of the shorts between her legs impossible to ignore with every step.

Tom was still at the car. From his angle Emily’s body had blocked most of what happened; he had only seen her step through the gate, stand close to Bill for a stretch of time, and then walk back looking flushed and unsteady. The moment the apartment door closed behind her his brain finally caught up. He grabbed the grocery bags in a hurry and went after her.

Inside, Emily was standing in the middle of the living room, hands restless at her sides.

“Tom—I’m sorry. I went too far, didn’t I?”

He dropped the bags, crossed the space in three steps, and pulled her into a hard hug, kissing her face, her mouth, her hair.

“No. That was… fuck, that was incredible.”

He guided her to the couch, sat, and pulled her down with him. Without thinking he took her hands and pressed them against the thick shape straining his pants. Emily’s fingers closed around him automatically and started stroking. Tom groaned.

“Just—listen for a second,” she said, still working him through the fabric. “When I was facing away from you… he pulled the shorts down. He looked at me. Properly.”

Tom’s eyes locked on hers. Shock and raw arousal moved across his face at the same time. He didn’t stop her hand.

“He looked at you?”

“Yes. He said he needed to see what he was adjusting. He pulled the waistband down slowly. I could have stopped him. I didn’t. I just stood there and let him.”

“Fuck—”

Tom’s whole body seized. He came hard into his pants with a broken sound, hips jerking under her hands, the orgasm so intense it left him light-headed. Emily kept her hands on him until the last of it passed, eyes wide.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” he managed, voice rough. He sank back into the couch cushions, spent. “I’m okay.”

“I’m really sorry,” she said again, quieter now.

Tom’s eyes were already falling shut. The combination of the morning’s tension, the watching, and the climax had drained him completely. Within a minute he was asleep on the couch, Emily still beside him, the confession hanging in the quiet apartment.

Emily didn’t want to wake him. She showered first, standing under the hot water longer than usual, trying to shake the residual adrenaline and the lingering awareness of Bill’s hands on her. Afterward she ate a bowl of cereal standing at the counter, set an alarm on Tom’s phone so he wouldn’t sleep through the afternoon, and left for work.

The alarm eventually dragged Tom up. He squinted at the time, swore, and moved. A two-minute shower, an apple and a protein bar grabbed from the kitchen, then straight out the door. Only once he was halfway to work did the morning properly replay itself in his head. Emily had let Bill pull her shorts down. Bill had looked at her—openly, deliberately—while Tom stood twenty metres away pretending to organise groceries. The thought sent a fresh pulse of heat through him at the same time as a colder voice said this was getting out of control. He decided, walking into the building, that they would stop. No more outfits, no more porch conversations, no more of whatever this had become.

By late afternoon the decision felt less solid.

He got home and found Emily on the couch. She paused the show the moment she saw him, expression careful.

“Hey. You doing okay? You’re not… upset about this morning, are you?”

The worry on her face undid most of what was left of his resolve.

“No,” he said. “I’m not upset. That was—you were amazing.”

Relief loosened her shoulders. A different look replaced the worry, quieter and more intentional. She stood, took his hand, and led him toward the bedroom.

“So you liked it,” she said. “Watching him look at me in that outfit. Knowing he got to adjust it. Knowing he saw me.”

Tom’s answer was only a rough sound in his throat. She pushed the bedroom door shut behind them.

“I want you to tell me everything you couldn’t see from the car,” he said. “I want all of it.”

“Don’t worry,” Emily said, already pushing him back onto the bed and dragging his pants down. “I’ll tell you everything.”

She wrapped one hand around his cock and started stroking him in slow, steady pulls.

“When I saw you at the car I knew I was going to put on a show. Then he told me to come up to the porch and the idea felt so wrong I had to do it. I was already worked up. My nipples were hard before I even opened the gate—he must have noticed.”

Her hand kept moving.

“He told me to turn around first. He pulled the shorts up the back, really high, until they were tight between my cheeks and pressing against me. When I turned back I looked down and… Tom, the outline in his shorts went a long way down his thigh. I actually stared. It looked too big to be real.”

Tom’s hips shifted under her hand. “How big?”

Emily held her free hand up, thumb and forefinger a clear, generous distance apart, then made a small uncertain gesture.

“That, at least. Maybe more. I told myself it had to be the way the fabric was sitting. But it distracted me enough that when he said he needed to see what he was adjusting…”

She leaned in closer, voice dropping.

“He hooked his fingers in the front of the shorts and pulled them down. Slowly. I could have stopped him at any point. I didn’t. I just stood there and let him look at me. Properly. He took his time. Then he dragged the fabric back up hard, right between my lips, and left it there.”

She gave Tom a tight, deliberate stroke on the last words.

“And it felt good.”

Tom’s head tipped back. A rough sound tore out of him as he came for the second time that day, pulsing hard over her fingers while the image she had just given him burned behind his eyes.


Chapter 5

The next morning Tom woke to the sound of the front door closing. Emily had already left for her run, and from the brief glimpse he caught she was back in one of her older, more covered outfits. The relief came first. Things had moved very quickly the day before.

He got up, made coffee, and set out a bowl and cereal for her return. When she came in he was at the table with his laptop.

“How was it?” he asked.

“Fine. Slower in the old gear, though.” She gave a small laugh. “Bill noticed. He said it was a shame I’d gone backward after yesterday.”

Tom watched her pour cereal. “That all he said?”

“Pretty much. Just that he’d gotten used to the other version.”

She ate quickly and left for work. Once the apartment was quiet again Tom sat with the leftover tension from the previous morning. The slower pace should have felt like a good thing. Instead he found himself restless. After twenty minutes he checked the time, grabbed his keys and wallet, and went out.

He came back forty minutes later with a bag containing four more sets of the most revealing style the store sold. He put them away without taking the tags off and left again for work.

Through the day the two feelings kept trading places: the low-grade heat of having bought the clothes at all, and the growing certainty that he was pushing something he might not be able to steer. By the time he finished work he had decided to return them.

When Tom got home the new bag was already empty. Emily had found the outfits and put them straight into the wash with the rest of the week’s running gear.

She looked up from the couch with a small, cheeky smile.

“Thanks for the fresh supply. Want me to model one for Bill tomorrow so he can do another quality check?”

Tom stopped in the doorway.

“Actually… I don’t think you should show him any more than he already gets from the street. Yesterday went far enough.”

Emily’s expression softened. She patted the cushion beside her.

“I was mostly kidding. And you’re right. I got carried away. I’ve liked doing this with you—watching what it does to you—but that was further than I meant to go.”

Tom sat down. Some of the tightness in his chest eased.

“I love you,” he said. “I trust you. That’s the only reason any of this has been possible.”

“I love you too.” She leaned in and kissed him once, lightly.

After a moment Tom cleared his throat.

“The thing he said about having the right equipment… and the way you described the outline. You don’t think that was actually—”

Emily laughed, bright and disbelieving.

“Have you been sitting at work thinking about that all day? Is that why there are four new sets in the machine? So I can go get a proper look and report back?” She shook her head, still smiling. “Here I thought you just liked buying me clothes.”

“I do. Of course I do. I’m just saying—no. You shouldn’t. That would cross a line we can’t take back. We don’t know how he’d read it.”

Emily watched him for a second, then nodded, the humour still in her eyes but gentler now.

“Okay. We leave it.”

She squeezed his hand and deliberately changed the subject to dinner and the rest of the week, letting the moment close without forcing it further.

That night in bed Tom ran his hand slowly along Emily’s thigh, hoping she might turn toward him. She didn’t. After a while he rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling, restless. The last week had recalibrated his expectations; the sudden absence of her hands and her voice in the dark felt sharper than it should have. Sleep, when it finally came, was thin and crowded with images of her on Bill’s porch—Bill’s hands on the shorts, the calm way he had looked at her, the things he had left unsaid.

He woke to Emily’s hand on his shoulder. She was already dressed in one of the new, minimal sets. The shorts sat high and tight; the top left very little to the imagination.

“Morning,” she said. “Didn’t want to leave without waking you.”

Tom made a low sound of acknowledgement. His cock was already hard, the dreams still close to the surface. Emily gave him a small smile, turned, and started for the front door.

“Wait.”

She stopped and looked back.

Tom sat up. The words were out before he could decide whether he meant them.

“I dare you.”

Emily stepped back into the bedroom doorway.

“Dare me to what?”

“Ask Bill to show you.” Tom’s throat was dry. “Ask him to show you his cock.”

--

Emily expected herself to refuse immediately. The refusal didn’t come. Instead she felt a low pull of curiosity—about the outline she had seen, about whether the reputation Asha had mentioned had any basis, about what it would feel like to ask. The fact that Tom was the one daring her, that they would be in it together, only sharpened the feeling. She had thought about the size question more than once since the porch. She bit her lip.

“I don’t know. That might be a real step further.”

“He already got a look at you,” Tom said. “This is just the other direction.”

Emily was quiet for a second, then nodded once.

“Okay. I’ll ask. But you’re not standing out on the street again. Put one of the security cameras in the car and watch from here.”

Tom blinked. “That’s… actually smart.”

She left. Five minutes later he went out, set the small camera on the passenger seat with a clear angle on Bill’s porch and gate, and came back inside. The feed connected to the laptop without trouble. Audio was nearly useless—when two women walked past having a lively conversation he caught only a low murmur—but the picture was clear enough.

He sat and waited.

Morning traffic on the sidewalk was light: a few runners, someone walking a dog, a man with a coffee. Bill was on the porch. He spoke to one or two people who passed, short exchanges Tom couldn’t hear, nothing like the old crude version of him. Then Emily appeared at the edge of the frame.

Tom’s pulse jumped. Even on the small screen he could see she had already adjusted the shorts—pulled up tight so the fabric disappeared between her cheeks and sat flush against her in front. She was walking straight toward Bill’s gate.

Tom watched the feed as Emily reached Bill’s property. She didn’t go straight to the gate. Instead she stopped on the sidewalk and began stretching—slow, deliberate hamstring reaches, hip openers, positions that left very little of the minimal outfit to the imagination. Bill stayed silent at first, just watching. When he finally spoke his voice was too low for the camera’s weak microphone to catch, but his posture was attentive, almost still.

Emily answered him. Whatever she said first had a sharp edge; Tom could read it in the set of her shoulders. The longer they talked, the more that tension changed shape. Her stance softened. She stopped performing for the street and started speaking to Bill like they were the only two people there.

After another minute she pushed the gate open, stepped through, and walked up onto the porch. They stood close. More conversation—short exchanges, Bill mostly listening, then answering. Suddenly Bill moved. He stood with the easy speed of someone who still trained, set a hand lightly at the small of her back, and guided her toward the front door. Emily went with him. The door closed behind them.

Tom stared at the empty porch on the screen. His pulse was loud in his ears. Anxiety and arousal sat in him in equal measure. They had been inside for only a few seconds and it already felt too long. How long did it take to look?

—

Emily had left the apartment already wound tight. The outfit left almost nothing to chance; she could feel the air on her skin and the way the shorts sat against her. By the time she hit Bill’s block her nipples were clearly visible through the thin top and the fabric between her legs was damp.

She slowed and stopped in front of his place. Bill was on his feet near the top of the steps.

“Didn’t expect the full kit again so soon,” he said. His eyes moved over her once. “You’re making a point.”

Emily dropped into a stretch rather than answer right away, letting him look. The same deep forward fold she had used before, then the leg up on the low fence. She could feel how open the positions left her. When she finally straightened and rested a hand on the fence, her voice came out steadier than she felt.

“You keep talking about what you’ve got,” she said. “About having the right equipment. I’m starting to think it’s just talk.”

Bill’s mouth ticked up at the corner.

“It’s not talk.”

“Then maybe you should stop hinting and show me.”

The words hung there. Bill studied her for a long second, as if checking she meant it. Then he stepped aside and nodded toward the door.

“Come inside.”

Emily’s heart was hammering. She opened the gate, walked up the steps, and let him guide her through the front door with a firm, open hand at her lower back. The door shut behind them, cutting off the street and Tom’s camera at the same time.

She stood in front of him for a couple of seconds while he looked her over, unhurried. Impatience finally cut through the nerves.

“Well?” she said. “Are you going to show me or not?”

Bill’s mouth curved.

“I’ll show you. But I need a little help getting all the way there first.”

“Help? I’m not touching you.”

“Then show me again.” His eyes dropped to the front of her shorts. “Properly. Like on the porch.”

Emily’s pulse kicked. “I shouldn’t have let you do that the first time.”

“And yet you did.” He leaned back, one hand settling over the thick shape already obvious in his shorts, and gave it a slow, open stroke through the fabric. “No one else has to see. Just me.”

She looked down. Even through the material the outline was unmistakable—heavy, long, already more than halfway hard and still filling out under his hand. The bulge from the other morning hadn’t been a trick of the light. She could have walked out right then. Instead she kept staring, and the thought of Tom watching an empty porch while she stayed in here made her even wetter.

“…Okay,” she said quietly.

Bill stood in one smooth motion. The sudden shift in height and presence made her take a half-step back. He didn’t grab her. He simply set a firm hand at the small of her back and guided her deeper into the house, away from the front windows. The door to the living room was already open. When it shut behind them the sound was soft and final.

The room was sparse and functional—couch, a single solid chair, a low table, a television muted on some morning news program. Clean enough, but clearly a place lived in by one person who didn’t care much about soft furnishings.

Bill sat in the chair, legs open, and looked at her.

“Shorts down.”

Emily’s hands twitched at her sides. “My boyfriend—”

“Isn’t in this room.” He said it calmly, without heat. When she still didn’t move he leaned forward, hooked his fingers in the waistband of the tiny shorts, and drew them down her legs in one steady pull. She gasped but didn’t stop him. The air was cool against her. She was visibly wet.

Bill’s gaze stayed on her for a long second.

“Top as well.”

He didn’t wait for her to obey. He pushed the sports bra up so it sat above her breasts, freeing them. Then he leaned back again, freed himself from his own shorts, and took his cock in his hand. It was already thicker and longer than it had looked under the fabric; as he gave it a few slow strokes it hardened further, rising under its own weight.

“Almost there,” he said. “Give me something to look at while I finish.”

Emily hesitated only a moment. She bent forward slightly and gave her shoulders a deliberate shake, enough to make her breasts move. Bill watched without speaking, eyes dark, hand steady on himself.

“Good,” he said finally. “Come here.”

She stepped closer. He lifted his hips just enough to push his shorts further down his thighs. His cock came fully free—heavy, thick, the head already flushed. It sat solidly against his stomach for a second before he wrapped his hand around it again and angled it slightly toward her so she could see the full length and girth.

Emily’s mouth had opened without her noticing. The size of him was enough to make her mind go briefly blank.

Bill watched her reaction with quiet satisfaction and kept stroking himself in slow, deliberate pulls.

“You can touch it if you want.”

Emily’s voice came out lower than usual.

“I shouldn’t.”

“Your choice,” he said. “But you’re already here. And he isn’t going to know unless you tell him.”

Emily reached out. She knew it was further than she had meant to go, and she still couldn’t stop. Her fingers closed around the shaft and immediately registered the heat and the sheer rigidity of him. She couldn’t get her hand all the way around; even with her thumb stretched the gap remained. She gave him a slow experimental stroke, feeling the thick veins under the skin, then slid her hand upward until her palm covered the head. It was broad, heavy, and flared noticeably when she rubbed her thumb across the more sensitive underside.

Bill’s breath left him in a low sound. His free hand settled on her thigh, high up, and began to move. He didn’t grab. He stroked—long, unhurried passes over the outside of her leg that gradually shifted inward, mapping the soft skin of her inner thigh. Each pass brought his fingers closer to where she was already wet.

Emily’s own breathing had gone shallow. She knew exactly where his hand was heading and she didn’t step back. The closer he got, the harder it became to pretend she wanted him to stop.

“Bill—” she managed. “You can’t.”

His fingers paused just short of her, close enough that she could feel the warmth of them.

“I can’t,” he said quietly, “or you don’t want me to?” He advanced another fraction so that the backs of his fingers brushed the outer edge of her. “Because those aren’t the same thing.”

Emily’s eyes shut for a second. A small, broken sound escaped her as he began to stroke the outer lips properly, still light, still patient, giving her every chance to move away. She didn’t. Her hips shifted forward instead, almost without her permission, and the next pass of his fingers came away slick.

She forced the words out before her body could override them.

“Please… stop.”

Bill’s hand went still, then withdrew. He didn’t argue or push. He simply sat back, jaw tight, clearly wound up and clearly choosing not to cross the line she had just drawn. The absence of his fingers left her aching almost at once.

Emily’s eyes opened. She glanced past him, caught the time on the muted television, and felt a jolt of real alarm. More than half an hour had passed. Tom would be staring at an empty porch feed, with no idea what was happening.

She stepped back quickly, pulling the sports bra down and yanking the shorts up into place. Her hands were not entirely steady.

“I have to go. He’s going to start worrying.”

Bill watched her, still hard, still breathing a little heavier than usual.

“Don’t walk out and pretend this didn’t happen,” he said. His voice stayed level. “Come back tomorrow.”

Emily shook her head once, already moving toward the doorway.

“I don’t think I should.”

“At least give me your number,” Bill said. The request came out tighter than his usual tone.

Emily hesitated only long enough to realise that arguing would keep her there longer. She recited the digits quickly. He didn’t write them down; he simply repeated them once to confirm he had them.

She left without another word. At the front door she checked the street was clear, then crossed to her own building at a near-run. The apartment door had barely closed behind her before she saw Tom standing in the dining room, tense and waiting. She went straight into his arms.

“Oh my god,” she said against his shoulder, voice still high with leftover adrenaline. “It was massive.”

Tom’s hands tightened on her.

“Holy shit—how big—” He cut himself off. “Wait. You were in there over half an hour. How long does it take to look?”

Emily eased back just enough to see his face. She kept her expression carefully light.

“I might have been a little bit naughty.”

She watched him closely. The worry was there, unmistakable. Underneath it, so was the heat. That second part made her bolder.

“Do you want me to tell you everything that happened?”

Tom nodded once, hard.

“Come on, then.” She took his hand and led him toward the bedroom.

Once Tom was on the bed with his pants out of the way, Emily settled between his thighs and took him in her hand. She started with slow, even strokes, just firm enough to keep him fully hard, and began talking.

“He sat me down in the living room and told me to take the shorts off. When I didn’t move fast enough he did it himself. Pulled them straight down. I was already wet—he saw that right away.”

Tom’s hips shifted. Emily eased her grip and slowed until he settled again.

“Then he pushed the top up so it was sitting above my tits. Left me like that while he got himself out. He wasn’t all the way hard yet, but the size of him was obvious. I couldn’t stop staring.”

She kept her hand moving in that same restrained rhythm, watching his face. When she reached the moment of the full reveal she felt him thicken sharply in her grip and stopped dead, only holding him.

“Not yet.”

Tom made a low, frustrated sound. She waited until the urgency in his cock subsided a little, then started stroking again, lighter this time.

“When he finally pushed his shorts down it was… a lot. Thick. Heavy. I couldn’t get my hand around it properly when I touched him. He let me stroke it. He was completely still except for his breathing.”

She demonstrated with a single full, deliberate pull that made Tom’s stomach tighten, then backed off again to short, shallow movements.

“He put his hand on my thigh while I was touching him. Just rested it there at first. Then he started moving it higher. Slow. He gave me every chance to stop him.”

Emily’s voice had gone quieter. Her hand on Tom matched the pace she was describing—almost still, only the slightest friction.

“He got all the way to the outside of me. I was soaked. He could feel it. He asked if I wanted him to stop. I said please stop… and he did. Immediately. But for a few seconds there I didn’t want him to.”

Tom was breathing hard, thighs tense under her free hand. Emily dragged the next part out, describing the exact path of Bill’s fingers, the moment they first brushed her outer lips, the way she had frozen instead of pulling away. She kept her fist loose and slow, giving him almost no real stimulation while the words did the work.

When she finally said, “He was right there, Tom. One more inch and he would have been inside me,” Tom broke. He came with a rough, helpless sound, hips lifting, cock pulsing hard over her fingers while she held him through it without speeding up.

Afterward she stayed where she was, still loosely holding him, and looked up at his face.

“You really get off on this,” she said. Not accusing. Checking.

Tom’s eyes were still unfocused. “It’s not— I don’t want you to cheat on me with some random guy. It’s specifically this. Him. The fact that he’s older and so sure of himself. That you can walk over there and let him look at you and then walk back to me. I don’t know how else to explain it.”

Emily studied him for a moment. The honesty in it settled something in her chest. She was still uneasy about how easily she had let Bill get that close, but she no longer felt like she was navigating the whole thing alone.

“Okay,” she said. “Then we don’t rush it. Tomorrow I’ll give him another show if you want. Nothing more than that.”

“Whatever pace you need,” Tom said. “You say stop, we stop.”

She leaned up and kissed him once, soft and brief.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

They stayed there a little longer before finally getting up and starting the rest of the day.


Chapter 6

Thursday morning Emily put on one of the newer, more revealing sets and left for the gym. Bill was on the porch as usual. He called out as she approached—an easy invitation to come up for a minute, or at least stop at the gate. She didn’t answer. She did, however, slow her stride just enough to make sure he got a clear look at the way the shorts moved on her before she continued past.

Later in the day, while she was on a break and scrolling through her phone, a message arrived from an unknown number. It was a photo. She opened it and froze. The image was unmistakable: Bill’s cock, thick and heavy, photographed without any attempt at artfulness. Underneath it was a single line:

Here’s what you walked away from this morning.

Emily’s breath caught. She locked the phone and set it face-down, glancing around even though she was alone. After a moment she picked it up again. The picture was still there. She found herself staring, the memory of how it had felt in her hand the day before rising unbidden. Heat pooled low in her belly; she realised her thighs had pressed together without her noticing. She forced them apart, face hot. She almost deleted the message. Then she thought of Tom—how intently he had listened, how hard he had come from the details alone—and closed the thread instead without deleting it.

That evening, over dinner, she told him.

“He texted me,” she said. “A picture.”

Tom’s eyebrows rose. “You’re serious?”

She unlocked the phone, opened the message, and slid it across the table. Tom looked at the screen for a long time. The humour he had started with drained out of his expression, replaced by something closer to awe.

“Jesus. You weren’t exaggerating.” He exhaled, still staring. “That’s… yeah.” Finally he handed the phone back. “Are you going to see him again tomorrow?”

Emily didn’t answer right away. The photo had left her restless and turned on; it had also left her uneasy. Being alone with Bill again, with no camera and no easy exit, felt like a line that might not stay where she put it. She didn’t want this to grow into something that sat between her and Tom.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Not yet.”

“That’s okay,” Tom said. “We go at your pace.” He smiled when he said it, but she still caught the brief flicker of disappointment he tried to hide. Relief came first. Then, as the heat in her body settled, a quieter disappointment of her own followed. A small, traitorous part of her had wanted him to push.

The next morning she wore one of the revealing sets again and gave Bill the usual post-run show—slow stretches, deliberate angles, nothing held back. He watched her the entire time. When she finished he spoke without raising his voice.

“You can keep putting on the show out here, or you can come inside and stop pretending that’s all you want. You already know what I’ve got. You’re not going to get it standing on the sidewalk.”

Emily didn’t answer. She turned and walked the last stretch to the apartment without looking back, the shorts damp between her legs.

Tom had breakfast waiting—fruit-and-nut porridge, the way she liked it. She thanked him, kissed him quickly, and watched him leave for work. After a shower she settled in with her laptop and tried to focus on the tasks she had been putting off. A few hours later she headed into the office for a stretch of meetings.

In the middle of one particularly dull session her attention slipped. The image of Bill’s cock rose up without permission—the weight of it in her hand, the heat, the way it had hardened under her fingers. She imagined going further than she had: stroking him properly, the smell of him, the idea of putting her mouth on him. Heat built low and steady until she realised she was pressing her thighs together under the table. She forced them apart, sat up straighter, and fixed her eyes on the presenter until the feeling receded enough to ignore.

A minute later her phone vibrated in her pocket. She glanced at the screen—another message from Bill, almost certainly another photo. With people on every side of her she didn’t open it. She slid the phone away again, but the knowledge of what was waiting there kept her attention from returning fully to the meeting.

The same loop of thought started up: she wanted to go further, Tom wanted her to go further, and she still didn’t trust what would happen if she was alone with Bill with no backstop. If Tom could see what was happening in real time, and if he could reach her instantly, the risk would be contained. She ran through the practicalities once. The apartment already had small security cameras in the main rooms. Tom could watch the feeds from his phone. If anything moved too fast he could call, she could put it on speaker or simply tell Bill her boyfriend was on the way home, and it would end.

She typed the idea out quickly and sent it. Tom’s reply came back within a minute: he was in.

The rest of her obligations crawled. By the time she was free her body was tight with anticipation. She went straight home. Tom had somehow managed to get there first; she met him on the stairs as he was heading back out to the car, laptop bag over one shoulder, expression openly eager. He kissed her hard once.

“Remember the rule,” she said, a little breathless already. “I call, you answer, and I shut it down. I’ll tell him you’re on your way back if I need to.”

Tom nodded. “Just don’t go any further than you want to either.” A flicker of doubt crossed his face. “Actually—for today, don’t go further than you already have.”

Emily nodded. Knowing he would be watching made the limit feel manageable. He kissed her once more, then went out to the car and pulled away.

Inside, Emily moved through the apartment and checked each camera—living room, hallway, bedroom—making sure the angles were clean and the devices themselves were unobtrusive. Satisfied, she went into the bedroom and changed into a thin T-shirt and her smallest pair of panties. Then she sat on the edge of the bed and waited, phone in hand. Her stomach was tight with nerves and want in equal measure; she could already feel how wet she was.

Tom’s text finally arrived: Ready.

Emily opened the thread with Bill. The newest photo was another clear shot of his cock, his hand around it doing nothing to diminish the size. Underneath it:

Bill: Nice little show this morning. You planning to keep winding me up until I drag you inside and deal with you properly?

She typed back.

Emily: Maybe. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it. My boyfriend just left and he’ll be out for a while. You should come over.

There was a short pause before his reply.

Bill: Only took you a day. Look at you.

Emily: I know. Are you coming or not?

Bill: I’ll come. But first I want to see what I’m walking into. Show me what a naughty little thing you are. Send me a picture so I can see how wet you already are.

Emily stared at the demand for a moment, caught between irritation at how easily he was dictating terms and the undeniable fact that she was already soaked. She shifted on the bed, pushed her panties down, and took a close, unflinching photo of herself. Her hands weren’t quite steady when she sent it. Immediately afterward she texted Tom:

Emily: He made me send a photo showing how wet I am. I did it.

Bill’s reply landed first.

Bill: Good girl. I’ll be there in ten.

What Emily didn’t know was that Bill had been in the middle of a shopping run. The earlier messages had been partly stall tactics while he abandoned the cart and headed home at speed.

Tom had driven up to an overgrown lookout in a nearby reserve—quiet, almost never used, still inside phone coverage. He parked, sent Emily the ready message, and only then saw the battery warning: 9%. He swore and dug through the car and his bag for a charger before remembering he’d taken it out days earlier. Fifteen minutes back to town for a new one would cost him the start of whatever was about to happen. He was still weighing it when Emily’s update arrived.

Emily: He made me send a photo showing how wet I am. I did it.

Tom’s cock hardened at once. There was no time to go buy a charger. He pulled his laptop from the backpack, tethered it to the phone’s hotspot, and opened the camera feeds there instead. The phone screen could stay dark; the laptop would do the work.

Tom cycled through the feeds until he found the bedroom camera. Emily was on the bed in the thin T-shirt and small panties, one hand moving slowly over her own body—cupping a breast, pinching a nipple through the fabric, drifting down across her stomach. Her eyes kept returning to her phone. Tom knew she was looking at the photo Bill had sent. Nearly twenty minutes passed like that. He cursed himself for not risking the drive for a charger. On the screen Emily’s breathing had grown heavier; she shifted her hips restlessly, thighs pressing together and then easing apart again.

The knock, when it came, was clear even through the laptop speakers. Tom switched to the entry camera. Bill stood on the step—solid, upright, waiting. The door opened. Emily was still in only the T-shirt and panties. She stepped aside, let him in, and closed the door behind him. She led him to the living room. Bill took the chair, leaned back, and looked at her with open, unhurried interest.

“Couldn’t wait after all,” he said. Not mocking. Certain. “You know what I want first.”

On the feed Emily’s eyes flicked, very briefly, toward the camera in the corner. Then she reached down, took the hem of the T-shirt, and pulled it off in one motion. Her breasts were bare, nipples tight. She hooked her thumbs into the panties, pushed them down, and stepped out of them. She stood in front of him naked. Even through the camera the wetness between her legs was obvious.

Tom’s cock ached. He watched Bill’s gaze move over her without any rush.

“Turn around,” Bill said. “Let me see the rest of you.”

Emily turned around. Still standing straight, she gave her hips a slow side-to-side shake. The movement was almost modest; that only made it more effective.

Bill’s voice came lower.

“That’s good. Now bend over. Keep doing it.”

She folded forward gradually, hands eventually finding the floor, and kept the same rolling motion of her hips. The position left her completely open to him. Bill reached out and took hold of one cheek, kneading firmly, then harder. Emily’s breath hitched into a moan that the laptop speakers picked up clearly. After a while he lifted his hand and brought it down in a sharp slap. She jolted but didn’t straighten. He gave her several more, alternating sides, interspersing the spanks with rough squeezes that drew deeper sounds out of her. Each time she flinched forward she pushed back again within a second.

Tom watched, chest tight. The speed of the escalation sat wrong and right in him at the same time. His cock was painfully hard. He had been trying not to touch himself; now he gave in and wrapped a hand around it, stroking slowly, eyes fixed on the feed. He was already calculating how much further he could let this go before he would have to call.

Bill finally stopped. He sat back, breathing a little heavier, and looked at her still-bent form.

“All right,” he said. “You’ve had your show. Come here and get what you came for.”

Emily straightened and turned at once.

“Yes.”

Bill’s mouth curved. He pushed his shorts down and his cock rose heavy and thick against his stomach. Emily stared for a second, then reached out with both hands and wrapped them around the shaft. She couldn’t close her fingers. She started stroking him in long, slow pulls. Bill’s breath left him in a low sound. He let her work him like that for a couple of minutes before his own hand returned to her thigh, higher this time, thumb stroking the soft inner skin as he edged closer.

On the laptop feed Tom watched that hand move and felt his own orgasm already gathering. He stroked faster, eyes locked on the narrowing distance between Bill’s fingers and Emily’s pussy. When those fingers were only a centimetre or two away the climax hit him hard enough that his vision narrowed. He came in thick pulses, groaning, the image of his girlfriend standing open for another man’s hand burned into him.

When he opened his eyes again the stream had frozen.

He refreshed. No connection. He grabbed for his phone—black screen. Dead. He held the power button until the logo finally appeared, leg bouncing, every second stretching. The moment the phone finished booting he opened the camera app, still half hoping he wouldn’t have to call, that she hadn’t let it go past the line they had set.

The feed loaded.

Emily’s head was tipped back. Bill’s fingers were buried in her, working in steady thrusts, and she was moving with him—hips rolling, hand still wrapped around his cock, stroking him in time. The wet sound of it came through the speakers in broken fragments. Tom stared, the bottom dropping out of his stomach, already knowing he was too late to stop what he was seeing.

Tom closed the camera feed and switched to the phone app. The screen went black before the call could connect. He swore, tried the power button again, and got nothing. The phone was fully dead.

He started the car and drove hard down the reserve’s dirt access road, tyres sliding on the loose surface. When he hit the main road the traffic was already solid. Brake lights stretched away in both directions. The clock on the dash told him the worst of the peak had started. He inched forward at walking pace, jaw locked, and turned on the radio only long enough to catch the explanation—a serious multi-car crash ahead, single-lane traffic past the scene. He swore again and kept crawling.

Nearly an hour passed before he reached a store that sold chargers. He took the first compatible one he saw, paid without ceremony, and ran back to the car. The moment the phone took power he forced a boot. The startup sequence felt endless. As soon as the home screen appeared he called Emily.

It rang.

Ranged again.

Went to voicemail.

“Emily—it’s me. Battery died. I’m on my way back right now—” He stopped, realising he was talking to the recorded message, and cut the call.

He opened the camera app again, stomach tight, the first real edge of fear cutting through the arousal and frustration. He needed to see what was happening in the apartment before he did anything else.

-

Emily shivered as Bill’s hand drew closer. She was still surprised Tom hadn’t called, and she couldn’t pretend she was unhappy about it. The spanking and the way he had handled her ass had already gone further than the porch, but it had also left her soaked and restless. Tom would never touch her like that; he was too careful, too gentle. That was part of why she loved him. It was also why the steady confidence in Bill’s hands was working on her so strongly.

His fingers reached her. She was breathing hard. At some point she had started making small, involuntary movements with her hips. She knew this was the edge of the limit they had agreed. She reached down and closed her hand around his wrist.

Bill’s eyes met hers. The want in them was obvious, but he didn’t push. For a second she only held him in place. Then, instead of moving his hand away, she began to guide it herself. She drew his fingers up and over the top of her pussy, then down the other side, keeping him just off the centre. She repeated the path in reverse, slower, letting his fingertips press lightly into the soft skin above her slit before dragging them back down the outer edge again.

They both watched what she was doing. On the next pass she allowed his fingers to travel lower. Her breath caught when they finally slid across the top of her slit. She paused there, then began to move his hand in short, careful strokes that gradually lengthened until each one dragged directly over her clit. A low sound left her throat. She kept the motion going, using his fingers exactly how she needed them, her grip on his wrist still firm. When she lifted her eyes again Bill was staring at her face with complete attention. The intimacy of the moment—standing naked in her own living room, deliberately working another man’s hand between her legs while Tom watched on a camera—hit her all at once. She didn’t stop.

She felt Bill begin to apply his own pressure and slowly let him take over, still keeping her hand loosely around his wrist. He rubbed her clit with steadier intent, increasing the pressure by degrees, then slid his fingers lower and ran them along her opening. Her hips started to move without her deciding to—short, seeking thrusts. The tip of his middle finger pressed inside; she gasped at the sudden stretch. He pushed further and a second finger joined the first. A moment later she had driven herself down onto both of them up to the knuckles. Her head fell back; the fullness and the angle pulled a broken sound out of her. She could feel herself clenching around him. When his thumb returned to her clit and began to circle, the pleasure spiked hard enough that thinking stopped for a stretch of seconds.

When she came back to herself Bill was already guiding her hands back to his cock. She wrapped them around the thick shaft again and stroked him while he continued to work his fingers inside her. After another minute he hooked his free arm around her waist and pulled her forward so she had to straddle his lap, knees either side of his thighs, both of them still touching each other. He looked into her face, eyes dark.

“You like this,” he said. Not a question.

Emily’s answer was only a moan.

He squeezed her breast, firmer this time. “Say it.”

“Yes—”

He gave her a short, open-handed slap across the cheek—sharp enough to sting, not hard enough to mark—and kept his fingers moving inside her.

“Louder. Tell me you want it.”

“Yes. I want it—please don’t stop—”

He slapped her again, then a third time, each one timed with a deeper curl of his fingers. The combination tipped her over. Her whole body locked, pussy clamping hard around him as she came, still trying to stroke his cock through the shaking, a stream of broken yeses falling out of her mouth.

As she came back down she found Bill still working his fingers inside her, slower now but steady. She sat up straighter on his lap and returned both hands to his cock, stroking the thick shaft with deliberate care. The need to give him something back sat clear in her mind. When she met his eyes the hunger there was obvious.

He leaned in and tried to take her mouth. Emily turned her head at once. Even after coming on his hand, the kiss felt like a different kind of line—more intimate, more like something that belonged to her and Tom. Bill didn’t force it. He simply changed target: the edge of her jaw, the soft skin below her ear, then open-mouthed against the side of her neck. The shift pulled a fresh wave of heat through her; her breathing deepened again. He caught her earlobe between his teeth, gentle but sure, and the sound she made was helpless.

He worked his way back along her cheek until his mouth was at the corner of hers. His tongue traced her lips, patient and insistent. Emily’s own tongue had drifted forward without her deciding to; each pass of his gave her more contact. She didn’t notice the exact moment she stopped turning away. Their mouths lined up, then opened against each other, and suddenly they were kissing properly—deep, wet, unhurried. The intimacy of it sent a sharp, conflicted thrill through her. She was naked on another man’s lap, still taking his fingers, and now she was giving him her mouth as well. The wrongness of it only made her grip on his cock tighten and her hips roll once more against his hand.

Bill’s free hand rose to her breast and squeezed hard. Emily moaned into the kiss at the rough pressure. He lifted his hand and brought it down in a sharp slap across the same breast. The sound and the sting drew a louder noise from her; her fists tightened on his cock and stroked faster. He slapped her again, then again, each one a little heavier, until the combination of his fingers inside her and the repeated impact pushed her over a second time. She came hard, wetness flooding his hand, still kissing him messily while the orgasm ran through her.

When the shaking eased he guided her up and off his lap. She stood in front of him on unsteady legs, breathing hard. Bill shifted, stretched out along the couch on his back, and looked up at her. His cock stood thick and heavy against his stomach.

“One more thing,” he said.

Emily’s eyes went to the size of him and a flicker of genuine caution crossed her face. “I don’t think we should—”

“Not that.” He nodded toward his head. “You up here. I want to taste you.”

The reminder of the cameras hit her all at once. Tom had seen everything—the way she had guided Bill’s hand, the kissing, the second orgasm. She had lost track of time and of the feed. The fact that he still hadn’t called left a strange, hollow space in her chest. Part of her wanted the weight of Bill’s mouth between her legs with a force that surprised her. The rest of her knew this would cross the line they had drawn for today by a wide margin.

Tom still hadn’t called.

She stood there, naked, wet, staring down at the man on her couch, and felt the decision tipping.

She found herself stepping toward the end of the couch. Tom’s already finished more than once watching this, she thought. He’s probably stroking himself right now, watching me let another man treat me like this.

Bill’s hands settled on her hips and guided her leg over his head. She lowered herself onto his mouth. The first slow push of his tongue inside her pulled a deep sound out of her chest. Tom still hadn’t called. She braced her hands on Bill’s stomach and began to move, grinding back against his face in short, greedy rolls. Bill’s fingers dug into the flesh of her ass as he held her where he wanted her, tongue working steadily.

After a minute or so he turned his head enough to speak, voice rough against her wet skin.

“That’s it, you sexy little slut. Fuck my tongue.”

The words sent an extra pulse of heat through her. She kept moving until he eased her up just enough to talk properly.

“Now get that mouth on me,” he said. “You’ve taken enough. Give some back.”

Emily looked down the length of his body at the thick, flushed head of his cock. She hesitated only a second, then bent forward and gave it a cautious lick. The taste was stronger than she expected—musky, clean enough, not unpleasant. She licked again, slower, collecting the bead of precum that had gathered at the tip, then a third time. She stayed with that for a while, small wet strokes of her tongue, uncertain about taking more.

Bill lifted his head from between her legs. The loss of his mouth drew a frustrated noise from her before she could stop it.

“That’s not enough, you sexy little slut,” Bill said, voice rough. “Stop licking and put it in your mouth.”

Emily tried to push back against his face anyway. He turned his head and waited, clearly not giving her anything more until she did what he asked. She let out a short, frustrated breath, then opened wide and pressed down onto the thick head of his cock. It took a moment to stretch around him; once she had the whole head inside she sealed her lips and began to suck.

Bill’s answering groan vibrated against her. Immediately he pulled her hips back down and drove his tongue into her again. The dual sensation made her moan around the shaft. She took him a little deeper, sucking harder, and felt her own spit start to run down the length of him as she worked.

Bill’s hands clamped on her ass and pulled her down harder onto his mouth. Emily squealed around his cock and pushed forward at the same time, taking more of the thick shaft until the head was pressing at the back of her throat. She worked her tongue along the underside as best she could, the stretch and the taste of him feeding the tight heat between her legs. Bill’s fingers dug into her cheeks; his tongue thrust deep. She was right on the edge, sucking him messily, chasing the contact.

Her phone rang.

The sound cut through the haze. Only Tom would get through—everything else was silenced. A flash of disbelief and frustration went through her. Now? She was seconds away, and if this had been too far he should have called long before. She let it ring out.

Bill felt the change in her and answered it by gripping her tighter, adding a couple of sharp open-handed slaps to her ass while he kept eating her. Emily shoved herself back against his face, grinding her clit onto his chin. He started fucking up into her mouth in short, powerful thrusts. The head of his cock punched against the back of her throat with every upward movement; wet choking sounds and thick strings of drool spilled out around him. The smell of him, the fullness, the relentless tongue on her pussy—it all stacked at once. Her thighs clamped around his head, her whole body started to shake, and she came hard, moaning brokenly around the cock still buried in her mouth.

The way she tightened and trembled pulled Bill over with her. He held her down and came in heavy pulses straight across her tongue. Emily had always hated the taste of cum; she never swallowed, not with anyone. In that moment the usual revulsion simply failed to arrive. She swallowed on reflex, again and again, each mouthful seeming to stretch her own orgasm out further, and she made no attempt to pull off or spit. Only when he finished did he ease his grip and turn his head away. She rolled off him and dropped onto her back on the floor, still twitching, chest heaving, the taste of him thick in her mouth and the fact that she had just swallowed every drop sitting strangely in her head.

The last of the tremors finally left her body. For a second she was half-afraid something was genuinely wrong with her; then the second wave of ringing cut through the fog. She crawled to the phone and answered without looking.

Tom’s voice, sharp and loud, snapped her fully awake. She couldn’t let Bill hear the tone of it. She kept her own voice level and conversational, talking over Tom’s first few sentences while she locked eyes with Bill and pointed urgently at the door. He read the situation at once, pulled his shorts up, and left without a word. The front door shut behind him.

Only then did Emily turn her full attention to the call.

“Babe… is there a problem?”

“What do you mean, is there a problem? You said you wouldn’t go further than before.”

“And you said you’d call if it went too far,” she shot back, voice cracking. “You were supposed to be watching. How is this only on me?”

There was a short, frustrated silence on the other end.

“That’s the thing. I wasn’t watching. My phone died.”

Emily’s stomach dropped.

“Oh my god. Tom—I’m so sorry. I didn’t know. I should have stopped him. This is my fault. I won’t see him again, I promise—”

“Hey. Stop.” His voice had already lost some of the edge. “It’s on me too. I should have checked the battery before I left. I’m on my way home. We’ll talk when I get there.”

Emily stayed on the floor, the mix of shame and residual anger sitting uncomfortably in her chest. The high of the orgasm had been cut off clean; she was left sticky, used, and suddenly self-conscious. When Tom finally came through the door she only looked at him, not trusting her voice yet.

The expression on her face hit him harder than the argument on the phone had. Whatever frustration he’d been carrying collapsed into the simpler need to fix this without losing the thing they had started.

“Hey.” He crouched in front of her. “I’m sorry. This one is on me. I set the rule, I was supposed to be the safety net, and I didn’t even check my battery. The whole point was that you didn’t have to manage it alone. If you still want to keep going, I’ll make sure I’ve got a proper backup next time—charged battery, second power source, the lot.”

Emily studied him for a moment.

“Or we stop pretending,” she said. “We tell him. He’s interested enough that he’d probably agree to keep going even if you’re in the room. Then nothing happens that you can’t see and stop yourself.”

Tom’s face tightened.

“Then he knows. He knows I’ve been watching, that I wanted him to look at you, that I didn’t stop any of the rest of it.”

Emily’s mouth curved, slow and knowing. Her eyes dropped briefly to the front of his pants and she saw the shape of him already filling out.

“You don’t want him to know that you like watching your girlfriend be bad for him? That you get hard when another man—older, bigger, more pushy—gets to do things to her?” She reached out, freed his cock, and wrapped her hand around it. He was fully hard inside a few strokes. “You’re hard right now just hearing it. Maybe you do want him to take me in front of you. Do the rough things I wouldn’t normally let you do.”

The fact that saying it out loud was turning her on too landed with a small jolt of surprise. She liked being the one who could feed this to him. She tightened her grip and looked up at his face.

“Do you want to hear everything he did to me today?”

Tom tried to hold the line for a second and then gave up, nodding once.

Emily started with the parts he had actually seen on the feed, then slowed right down once she reached everything that had happened after the stream died. She described it in order and in detail—the way she had guided Bill’s hand, the second orgasm on his fingers, the moment she stopped turning her head away and let him kiss her properly. When she got to the kiss itself, the wet back-and-forth of it, Tom’s whole body locked up. He came hard across her fist with a broken sound, hips jerking.

Emily kept her hand still until he finished, watching his face.

“You really liked that part,” she said softly. “Hearing that I gave him my mouth. That I kissed him like that.”

She was wet again just from the way he had reacted. The shame of the afternoon hadn’t vanished, but it was being crowded out by the clearer fact that this—telling him, using it on him—worked on both of them.

Later that night she picked the story back up with him on the bed and her between his legs, stroking him in the same slow, controlled way she had used before. Every time the details pushed him close she eased off or stopped entirely, waiting until he dropped back from the edge before continuing. When she finally reached the last stretch she took her hands off him completely. Tom made a desperate noise and looked at her.

“So,” she said, voice even. “Do we tell him? Do we ask if he’ll keep going with you there—watching while he uses me?”

Tom only groaned.

“I want an answer first.”

“Yes,” he managed. “Fuck. Yes. Ask him.”

Emily’s smile turned sharp with satisfaction. She wrapped both hands around him again and gave him the final part without holding back: how she had sat on Bill’s face, how she had taken him into her throat, how she had come with his cock in her mouth and swallowed when he finished. Tom’s second orgasm hit him even harder than the first; he pulsed over her fingers in long, helpless spurts while the last of the afternoon’s images burned through him.

She stayed where she was until he went still, already thinking about how much safer the whole thing would feel once Bill knew the rules and Tom was in the room.


Chapter 7

The next morning they both slept later than usual. Emily woke up loose-limbed and oddly content. Tom lay beside her already awake, a low mix of nerves and anticipation sitting under his ribs at the thought of eventually watching her with Bill in the same room. They talked it through over coffee and agreed to wait one more day before saying anything to Bill.

They spent the morning side by side on their laptops catching up on work. In the afternoon Emily left to meet Asha for a movie. Asha had been making a clear effort to pull her into a proper friendship, and Emily was glad of the easy company.

In the lobby Asha looked her up and down and whistled softly.

“You look great. New outfit?”

“Thrift store,” Emily said, pleased. “You look amazing too. I could never pull off something that short.”

Asha laughed and glanced at her own crop top and mini skirt.

“Please. I’ve seen what you wear to go running.”

“That’s different.”

“Not that different.” Asha’s eyes narrowed with sudden interest. “Wait. Is there someone you’re trying to impress on those runs? Some hot jogger you’re putting on a show for?”

“What? No.” Emily felt heat rise in her face. “I’ve got a boyfriend.”

Asha laughed at the flustered denial.

“I won’t tell him. Nothing wrong with wanting a bit of attention anyway. It’s not like you’re going to sleep with the guy.” She put a hand over her mouth in mock horror, eyes bright. Emily rolled her eyes and headed for the car.

When the lights came up at the end of the film Emily checked her phone out of habit. A new message from Bill sat at the top of the thread—another photo. She felt her face heat and swiped it away at once. When she glanced sideways Asha was already watching her with a knowing little grin.

“Ooh. Who’s Bill? Secret running boyfriend?”

“No. Just some guy.”

“I don’t know anyone our age called Bill.” Asha tilted her head, pretending to think. “The only Bill around here is the neighbour. The fit older one who’s always on the porch.” She watched Emily’s expression carefully, then her smile widened. “Oh my god. What does he think of the running outfits, then? He must be loving them. Has he started in with the size stories yet?”

Emily’s face was burning; she was grateful for the still-dim cinema lighting.

“…Yeah. He has.”

Asha giggled.

“Well. Welcome to the club.”

“Hilarious,” Emily muttered, and stood up before the conversation could go any further.

—

Sunday morning they both woke with the same tight, nervous excitement. Neither of them brought up the afternoon’s plan. They moved through the usual routines—coffee, separate tasks, a quiet lunch—until the plates were cleared and there was nothing left to use as delay.

Tom looked at her.

“You ready?”

Emily nodded.

“I’ll be back soon,” he said. A small, wry smile. “Try not to have too much fun without me.”

He left. The sound of the car pulling away had barely faded before Emily stripped, sat back on the couch, and opened the camera. She spread her legs, framed the shot from her thighs to her collarbones so the centre of the image was unmistakable, and sent it to Bill with a short message:

Boyfriend just left for a couple of hours. Come over. I’m already desperate.

His reply landed in under a minute.

Bill: Look at you. Horny little cheating slut. On my way.

Emily typed a quick update to Tom and left it sitting unsent in the message field. When the knock came she hit send, crossed to the door, and opened it only wide enough to show her face, body hidden behind the wood.

“Get in. Quick.”

Bill stepped through. She shut the door behind him at once.

Bill’s eyes went wide for half a second when he saw she was already naked, then narrowed with clear, focused hunger. He stepped in, pushed her back against the door, and took her mouth in a hard kiss, tongue pushing past her lips at once. Emily made a small sound of surprise and then answered him, her own tongue sliding against his. The sheer filth of it—standing naked in her own entryway, kissing the neighbour like this while Tom was on his way back—sent a fresh pulse of heat through her. She rolled her hips forward and ground her bare pussy against the thick ridge already obvious in his shorts.

Bill’s hands dropped to her ass, gripped hard, and lifted her. She locked her legs around him out of instinct; the ease with which he carried her the short distance to the bedroom registered dimly through the haze. He never broke the kiss until he reached the bed and dropped her onto it. Emily landed on her back, breathless, legs falling open. The wetness between them was obvious.

Bill stripped without ceremony. His cock sprang free, heavy and already hard, and he climbed over her at once, settling his weight down and reclaiming her mouth. She was pinned—not by bulk, but by the solid strength of him and the deliberate way he held himself over her. He rolled his hips and the thick length of his cock slid along her pussy, dragging over her clit and then notching between her lips. Emily’s hands came up to his shoulders. She tried to close her thighs and found she couldn’t get the leverage.

The blunt head of him stroked through her wetness again. A single clear thought cut through the rest:

Tom had better get back soon or this is going to go all the way.

“Please—stop—” she managed, but the words came out muffled against his tongue and sounded more like a groan than a refusal. Bill rolled his hips again; the thick head of his cock pressed between her lips, slipped, and dragged hard over her clit. He tried once more, then a third time, still not catching the right angle. Finally he pushed himself up on his arms and looked down at her, a thin string of saliva still connecting their mouths. He lifted his hips clear of her as well.

Emily knew this was the moment to close her legs. Instead she spread them wider and tilted her hips up toward him. The blunt head of his cock settled against her opening. She tried to push up onto it; the movement wasn’t enough to force the broad head inside. Bill watched her face and began to bear down slowly, steadily. The pressure built and built—then he slipped out again.

A sound of pure frustration left her. For a second the dominant thought in her head was that she hoped Tom would take longer, that she needed to feel this cock stretch her open. The next thought crashed in right behind it: He’ll be here any second. You have to stop this.

Bill reached down, took hold of himself, and notched the head firmly against her. This time it wouldn’t slip.

“No—” Emily’s hand shot down and grabbed his wrist. She tried to push him back; he was far stronger, but he did stop the forward pressure at once.

“No?” he said, voice low, eyes on hers. “You’re soaked. You’re lifting your hips for it. You want this.”

“I…” The protest weakened as he began to rub the head up and down through her wetness, stopping to press against her opening on every downward pass. Emily’s grip on his wrist loosened. Her hand fell away. She stared up at him, breathing hard, and felt him settle in place again and start to push—slow, patient, giving her every chance to change her mind while the thick head of him began to spread her open.

“Stop!”

The word came from the doorway. Bill’s head turned. Tom stood there, face flushed, eyes wide. Bill’s mouth curved; he gave another slow push of his hips against Emily. The contact snapped her out of the haze—she shoved at his chest and twisted under him.

“All right, all right.” Bill rolled off her and sat up on the edge of the bed, making no move yet to cover himself. “Didn’t expect company. I was just about to give your girlfriend something she was begging for.”

Emily scrambled off the far side of the bed, grabbed a pair of panties and a T-shirt from the chair, and pulled them on with shaking hands.

Tom drew a couple of steadying breaths.

“That’s the thing. I’ve known about this the whole time.”

Bill’s expression flattened. Some of the easy dominance went out of him.

“You wanted her to come over here.”

“Something like that.” Tom’s face was red, but he kept going. “We both did. We want to keep going. I just need to be here for it from now on.”

Bill stared at him.

“You want to watch.”

It wasn’t a question. Disappointment and a flicker of wounded pride moved across his face. He had liked the idea that Emily was choosing him on her own. The knowledge that it had been a shared game for the two of them sat badly.

“Not everything,” Tom said, finding a little more ground. “Not full sex. The rest of it. Yes.”

Bill was quiet for a few seconds. He looked at Emily—still flushed, still clearly affected—then back at Tom. Whatever else was true, her body hadn’t been faking any of it. That part was real. If he walked away now he lost access completely. If he stayed, even with an audience, he still had a path to push further over time. Doing it with Tom in the room would just mean the pushing had to be slower and more careful.

“I’ll consider it,” he said at last. “But I want something back.”

Tom’s eyes narrowed. “You’re already getting her. That’s not enough?”

“I don’t want money.” Bill’s voice was even again. “I want a private session with her for every one you watch.”

“No.” Tom’s answer was immediate. “Absolutely not.”

“Fine,” Bill said. “I’ll go.”

He stood and started pulling his shorts back on. Tom glanced at Emily; she looked as startled as he felt that Bill was actually prepared to walk out. Bill found his shirt, shrugged it on, and began fastening it with deliberate calm. Internally he was already recalculating—he had pushed harder than was smart. If the bluff failed he would take whatever terms he could get; opportunities like this did not come around often. He moved toward the door at an unhurried pace.

“Wait.” Tom’s voice stopped him. “Maybe we can work something out.”

Bill turned, expression neutral, and waited.

“She can still see you,” Tom said. “But there are rules. You break any one of them and this ends permanently. You don’t touch her again.”

“What rules?”

“She stays dressed unless we say otherwise. You don’t take her clothes off. You don’t touch anything the clothes are covering. No kissing. She can use her hands or her mouth. Nothing else. No sex.”

Bill’s jaw worked once.

“I’ve already seen her naked. At least let her be topless.”

Tom hesitated, then gave a short nod. “Topless is fine. You still don’t touch her breasts.”

Bill considered it for a long second, then exhaled.

“All right. I agree. You want the first one now?”

Only then did Tom become fully aware of how hard he still was. Heat climbed into his face.

“…Yeah.”

Bill pointed to the far corner of the room.

“You stand there.” He sat back down on the edge of the bed and looked at Emily. “You come here and show me what that mouth can do.”

Emily stepped over and sat across Bill’s thighs, facing him. His hands settled on her legs and began stroking slowly upward. She glanced at Tom in the corner; he was already rubbing himself through his jeans, eyes fixed on them. When she looked back, Bill leaned in for her mouth. She turned her head. He took her neck instead, open-mouthed and unhurried, while his hands kept moving. He pulled her shirt up and off; she lifted her arms enough to let him, but didn’t help beyond that.

After a minute Bill made a low sound of frustration, lifted her off his lap, and set her on the bed beside him. He freed his cock again—already hard—and looked at her.

“All right,” he said. “Show him how you handled me the other day.”

Emily bent down, braced one hand on his thigh, and started with slow licks over the head. The taste was familiar and different at the same time—skin and the faint salt of her own earlier wetness. She glanced up. Tom’s face was tight with pure arousal, hand moving faster over the bulge in his jeans. A hot flush went through her at the sight. He had walked in on her about to take this cock inside her, and he was still hard, still watching, still choosing this.

She licked once more around the ridge, then opened and sank her mouth over the head. She sucked properly, tongue working the underside, and began to bob. Bill exhaled hard. His hand found her ass, squeezed, then slapped. Emily arched and pushed back into the contact, still taking him deeper, the wet sound of it filling the quiet room. Bill groped and slapped in a rough rhythm; she moaned around the shaft. When his hand slid lower between her thighs and pressed against her through the thin panties she reached back, caught his wrist, and put it firmly on her ass again. He grunted, annoyed, and answered by gripping harder and giving her a series of sharper smacks while she kept sucking him in long, steady strokes, eyes flicking to Tom between breaths.

Emily moaned around Bill’s cock and pushed her ass back into his hand, giving it a deliberate shake. The sight finished Tom. He came hard into his fist with a rough groan, eyes locked on his girlfriend’s mouth stretched around another man’s cock while that same man worked her ass. Emily saw him finish and only sucked harder, one hand stroking what she couldn’t fit, head bobbing with wet, urgent sounds. It still took several more minutes before Bill’s control broke. His hand fisted in her hair; he thrust up into her mouth and came in thick pulses. Emily swallowed on reflex, the same way she had the day before, while Tom, still half in the haze of his own orgasm, lifted his phone and caught a close shot of her throat working as she took it.

Neither of them noticed Bill’s other hand slip between her thighs again until he was already rubbing her firmly through the thin panties. Emily’s hips answered at once, grinding against the pressure, chasing the release she hadn’t gotten earlier. He only kept it there until the last of his own climax faded, then took his hand away.

Emily sat back on her heels, breathing hard, a smear of cum at the corner of her mouth that she licked away without thinking. Her nipples were tight and obvious. Bill stood, tucked himself away, and fastened his shorts.

“Private session tomorrow,” he said, looking at her, then at Tom. “We agreed.”

Tom nodded once. Bill left without further comment.

When the door shut, Emily turned to Tom.

“What took you so long? You only had to come around the corner.”

“I wanted to give you a couple of minutes to get into it. I didn’t think he’d get that close to actually—” He stopped.

“Yeah.” Emily let herself fall back on the bed, the adrenaline finally ebbing. “At least the rules are clear now. We can still do this for you without it running away from us again.”

She slept easily that night. In the morning the ease was gone—replaced by a low, persistent ache. Fragments of the previous day kept surfacing: the weight of Bill’s cock, the way he had handled her, the unfinished need between her legs. By late afternoon she was restless and soaked. An hour after she got home, still waiting for Tom, she texted Bill that she was free. His reply was almost immediate. She changed into the second-skimpiest pair of shorts and a loose T-shirt, met Tom at the door with a quick kiss and a look that was pure mischief, and crossed to Bill’s place after a fast check that the street was empty. Tom was left on the couch, hard and trying not to picture how far a “private” session might drift once there was no one else in the room.

—

Emily walked into Bill’s living room and found him already on the couch, cock out, stroking it in slow, open pulls. The size of him still pulled her up short for a second. She blinked, shook the moment off, and crossed to stand in front of him.

Bill looked her over, still working himself.

“Shirt off. Don’t pretend you’re not dying to.”

She was too far gone to argue. The T-shirt came up and over her head in one motion, leaving her bare from the waist up.

“Good girl. On your knees. Mouth open.”

Emily dropped between his thighs, took the heavy shaft in both hands, and sank her mouth over the head. The stretch was immediate. She sealed her lips and started sucking, tongue moving along the underside.

Bill’s breath left him in a low sound.

“That’s it, you sexy little slut. Use your tongue. Fuck—yes.”

The words sent another pulse of heat between her legs. She pushed further, trying to take more of him, until the broad head was pressing at the entrance to her throat and she couldn’t go deeper. Bill watched her struggle with open approval.

“Relax your throat. Don’t force it. Just hold it there and breathe.”

Emily slowed, kept him pressed to the back of her mouth for a couple of seconds, then gagged and had to pull off. She dragged in air, spit already connecting her lips to his cock, and went back down. This time she held longer before the reflex hit. She kept at it—down, hold, retreat, breathe—using his groans as a guide, until she finally managed to push past the resistance and take the first part of him into her throat. The sensation lasted only a moment before her body rebelled hard. She came off him coughing, thick strands of saliva spilling down her chin and onto her bare breasts.

Bill looked at the mess of her with dark satisfaction.

“Fuck, look at you. Hot little slut. Now put it back. That felt perfect.”

Emily took a few seconds to catch her breath, cleaning the spit from his shaft with slow passes of her tongue, then opened again and pushed him back into her mouth and down into her throat. This time she held him there for several full seconds before the gag hit. The next attempt lasted longer. She kept working at it, using his steady sounds of approval as a guide, until nearly half an hour had passed and she could keep the thick head lodged past her soft palate without the reflex forcing her off.

She stayed there, looking up at him with wet eyes, his cock buried in her throat, saliva running freely down her chin and over her bare breasts. Bill’s mouth curved.

“Look at that. You were made for this, you sexy little slut. Gag’s already gone.”

His hand settled on the back of her head and he began to thrust—short, controlled strokes that used her throat properly. The wet gluck of it filled the room. Emily felt every ridge and vein slide over her tongue and against the walls of her throat and, to her own surprise, the sensation only fed the ache between her legs. She pressed her thighs together hard, shorts already soaked through, and let him use her mouth.

After a while the lack of air started to register. Pressure built behind her eyes; her head felt light. She braced both hands on his knees and pushed. Bill’s grip stayed firm for a few more strokes, long enough for her throat to start spasming around him in earnest, before he finally eased off and let her pull back. Emily dragged in a series of rough, grateful breaths, spit still hanging in thick strings between her lips and his cock, the relief sharp enough to make her dizzy.

“Sorry,” Bill said, not looking particularly sorry. “Your throat tightening up like that felt too good. I’m close anyway.”

Emily dragged in a few more breaths and glared at him, the leftover anger mixing with the fog of oxygen debt. The anger didn’t last. What replaced it was the same low, insistent heat that had been riding her all day. She looked at the thick, wet cock in front of her and put her mouth back on it without being told.

This time she controlled the depth. She pushed as far as she could—past halfway down the long shaft—then drew all the way up again, tongue dragging over the head on the retreat. The rhythm seemed to satisfy him; he didn’t try to take her throat by force again. His breathing roughened quickly. When he warned her he was about to finish she stayed down, ready to swallow the way she had before.

Instead his hand twisted in her hair and yanked her off. He stroked himself twice and came across her face in heavy ropes, catching her cheeks, her mouth, the bridge of her nose.

“What the hell?”

“Couldn’t help it,” Bill said, still half-hard in his fist. “That face was made for it.”

Emily made an annoyed sound at the compliment and reached for her shirt. Bill nodded at her hair.

“Got some in it too. You might want a quick shower before you walk back across the street.”

“No. Pants stay on or the whole arrangement is done. Remember?”

“Session’s already over. You’re only taking them off in the bathroom.”

She hesitated, cum cooling on her skin, then exhaled hard.

“Fine. But no funny business.”

Bill pointed her toward the bathroom. The door was a sliding panel with no lock—exactly as she expected. For a second she considered wiping off and leaving. The pull of hot water won. She started the shower, peeled the shorts down, and was briefly startled by how completely soaked through they were. Then she stepped under the spray.

She stood with her face tipped into the water, rinsing spit and cum from her skin, eyes on the doorway the whole time. She was certain he would appear—peek, lean on the frame, push it further. Minutes passed. The expected silhouette never showed. A small, unwelcome thread of disappointment worked through her. She stayed until the water ran cold and forced her out.

Only while drying off did she remember the shirt was still in the living room. The thought that followed was sharp and deliberate: Fine. If he’s going to get another look, I’ll make it count and then walk out. Payback for the hair.

She found a towel in the cupboard. It was just long enough to cover her from nipples to the underside of her ass if she kept it tight. She wrapped it, walked out, and found Bill still in the chair. Her shirt lay on the floor about a metre in front of him.

“Left this,” she said lightly, and crossed to it.

She bent at the waist, legs straight. The towel rode up immediately. She knew exactly what he could see. Her fingers closed on the shirt—and then his hand slid up the back of her thigh and settled directly on her bare pussy. The contact pulled a soft, helpless sound out of her. She had been aching for it since the day before.

“Bill—stop. You’re breaking the rules. Stop now and I won’t tell Tom.”

His fingers didn’t leave her. He stroked once, slow and open.

“I’m not breaking anything. He said I couldn’t touch what was covered by clothing. Some naughty little slut decided to take everything off.”

“Oh fuck—” The protest broke into another moan as he kept rubbing her. She stayed bent over, towel useless around her waist, shirt still in one hand. “I don’t think—mmm—this is what Tom meant—”

“I’m certainly not going to be the one who tells him,” Emily managed, and stayed where she was.

The knowledge that she was bending the rules without quite snapping them made the whole thing feel sharper, dirtier. Her body answered at once—fresh wetness coating his fingers. Bill pushed two of them inside her and started pumping in steady, then faster strokes. Emily whimpered, the sound breaking every time his knuckles met her. He drove into her hard enough that droplets flicked across the floor and she was forced to brace further forward to stay upright. Suddenly he stopped, stood, and hooked an arm around her waist.

“More comfortable,” he said, and lifted her.

He carried her the short distance to the bedroom and dropped her on the bed. The towel was still tangled underneath her, useless. Bill climbed up beside her and put his hand straight back between her legs, two fingers sliding deep without resistance.

A few minutes of that relentless rhythm had her right on the edge. Bill saw it and leaned in for her mouth. The approaching orgasm made thinking difficult, but the rule cut through anyway.

“No—no kissing—” she got out, almost desperate.

Bill checked the movement, jaw tight. He had been sure she was past caring. He recovered in a second.

“This isn’t kissing,” he said, and let a thick string of saliva fall from his tongue straight into her open mouth.

Emily watched it happen as if time had slowed and still didn’t close her lips. The familiar taste of him hit her tongue; a helpless moan followed it. Her hips lifted hard into his hand, chasing the climax that was already starting to break over her.

Bill laughed under his breath at the way she held her mouth open for him.

“You’re desperate for it, aren’t you, you sexy little slut?”

Emily nodded, the admission hot and shameful in equal measure, and kept her lips parted. Bill gathered more saliva and offered his tongue again. This time she leaned up at once and licked it straight from his mouth, thorough and unhurried. Even he was caught off-guard for a second and left his tongue out while she cleaned it. When he tried to close the distance into a proper kiss she jerked her head back out of reach. He could only laugh—she would come right up to the edge of the rule and refuse to cross the final inch.

He answered by driving his fingers into her harder, two thick digits thrusting fast while his thumb ground down on her clit. Emily shoved her hips up to meet him, chasing the pressure. The orgasm hit her in a long, violent wave—back arching, throat working around broken sounds, pussy clamping and releasing around his fingers as she squirted across his hand and the towel beneath her. He didn’t ease off until the contractions finally started to thin out and she dropped flat against the mattress, eyes unfocused, body still twitching with aftershocks.

A couple of minutes passed before the real world cut back in.

“Crap—Tom.” She sat up too fast, scrambled for the living room, and pulled her clothes on in a rush. She was out the door without looking at Bill once.

She forced herself to a walk for the last few metres to her own building, took three steadying breaths on the step, and opened the door as calmly as she could. Tom was at the table, laptop ignored, one leg bouncing hard. He stood the moment she came in.

“You were gone a while,” he said, trying and failing to sound casual.

Emily managed a small, crooked smile.

“Yeah. Bill takes his time finishing.”

“So,” Tom said, the worry already losing ground to something sharper, “are you going to tell me what happened?”

Emily tilted her head, considering him.

“I don’t know. Isn’t it better not knowing exactly? Not knowing what your naughty girlfriend got up to with the neighbour?”

She set both hands on his chest and pushed him back down into the chair. The look on his face—arousal and residual fear fighting for space—sent a clean pulse of satisfaction through her. She settled across his knees.

“We didn’t break any rules,” she said, and watched the tension in his shoulders ease a fraction. Then she leaned in until her mouth was against his ear. “But only just.”

Her hand dropped and gave his cock a firm squeeze through his pants. Before he could answer she was already off his lap and walking toward the bedroom to change, leaving him staring after her with his mouth open and a hard, obvious ridge in his jeans.

That night she slept deeply, the earlier release finally letting her body shut down. Tom barely slept at all. Every time he closed his eyes he invented new versions of what “only just” might have meant—Bill’s hands under the edge of her shorts, a near-miss kiss, fingers that stopped a second before they shouldn’t have. None of the pictures he built came close to what had actually taken place on the other side of the street.

By morning they were both already thinking about the next time. Neither wanted to look too eager. In the end they agreed, almost formally, to wait until the weekend before inviting Bill over again.

—

Emily’s last meeting of the day was cancelled, so she came home early. She walked into the dining room and stopped. Tom’s laptop sat open on the table. The screen showed a paused frame from the security feed—her and Bill in the living room the first time she had brought him into the apartment.

Tom came out of the bedroom, saw her, and froze.

“Oh. Hi. Wasn’t—expecting you back yet.”

“I can see that.” Emily’s eyes stayed on the laptop. “I didn’t know you’d kept the recordings.”

“I saved them. Just… in case. I hadn’t actually watched any of it until today. I got too worked up thinking about Monday and opened this instead. I should have told you. I can delete everything if you want.”

“It’s fine. I don’t mind that you kept them. Would have been nice to know beforehand, that’s all.” She looked up from the frozen image of the two of them and gave him a small, pointed smile. “So what have you been imagining Bill and I got up to over there?”

Tom’s face went a shade hotter.

“I pictured him touching you everywhere the rules still allowed—thighs, hips, the backs of your legs—while you stroked him and used your mouth. I thought maybe you pulled the shorts up higher so he could get more of your ass, get closer without actually going under them. Then he finished in your mouth.”

Emily had closed the distance while he spoke. Her hand settled over the front of his pants and rubbed once, slow and deliberate.

“That’s hot,” she said. “Want to finish watching the real thing with me instead?”

Tom nodded.

They carried the laptop to the bed. Emily settled back against the pillows while Tom sat beside her and took himself in hand, eyes on the screen. The footage showed the two of them on the couch—kissing hard, his fingers working between her legs, her fist moving on his cock.

“You like watching him put his hands on me,” she said quietly. “You like seeing him take what he wants just because he doesn’t ask first.”

Tom looked at her. He paused the video. Before she could ask why, he moved—catching her wrists and pinning them above her head, shifting his weight to hold her there. One hand kept both of hers in place; the other settled on her thigh and started sliding upward. Emily felt a complicated flicker of reaction. Tom trying to be forceful sat differently on her than Bill’s version of the same thing. She decided to let it run for a moment. She could end it whenever she wanted; the gym hours made the strength difference obvious in her favour.

“No—stop…” she said, soft enough that it could still be play.

Tom froze at once and released her.

“Sorry. I thought—because of what you said—”

“I was only pretending.”

“Oh.” Embarrassment crossed his face. “Should I keep going, then?”

Emily exhaled and slipped her wrists free without effort.

“No. It’s all right. I don’t think I’d have let you get much further anyway.” She touched his arm, gentler. “I love you because you’re careful with me. Because you stop.”

“Yeah.” Tom managed a small smile that didn’t quite hide the disappointment, and reached for the laptop again.

“Which is why you’ll just have to get off on watching Bill finger me for now,” she said, wrapping her hand around him and hitting play on the laptop. Tom groaned, his cock twitching in her grip.

On Friday Emily texted Bill to say she and Tom were expecting him the next day. His reply came back almost at once: he was free.

Saturday afternoon they sat on the couch waiting. Emily wore a white crop top and a short patterned skater skirt. Bill knocked a little under ten minutes late—just long enough for both of their nerves to climb. Emily opened the door, heart beating hard, and felt a clear wash of relief when she saw him. He was in plain dark shorts and a fitted T-shirt, clean and casual. She leaned in, kissed his cheek, and stepped aside to let him in. The familiar scent of him was already enough to make her pulse between her legs.

She led him straight to the bedroom. The skirt swung against the backs of her thighs as she walked. Tom followed and took the chair they had moved into the corner earlier. Emily faced Bill, hooked her fingers under the crop top, and pulled it off in one motion. Her breasts settled free; her nipples tightened under the open weight of his stare. She laced her fingers loosely behind her head and let him look for a long moment, a small, satisfied smile on her face.

When his eyes finally lifted to hers she glanced down at the skirt. Bill understood. He stepped in, hooked his thumbs into the waistband, and drew it down. She had nothing on underneath. The skirt dropped to the floor. She was already wet enough that a thin line of it had started down her inner thigh.

Emily took Bill’s hands, turned him, and pushed his shorts down just far enough to free his cock. It rose thick and heavy, already fully hard. She smiled up at him and guided him to sit on the edge of the bed, then settled between his knees and took him in both hands.

She started with slow, firm strokes, then leaned in and dragged her tongue up the underside of the shaft before opening and taking the head into her mouth. Bit by bit she worked more of him in, until she was taking him into her throat in long, wet passes. With Tom in the room Bill stayed quieter and more still than he had in private—hands planted behind him on the mattress, letting her do the work.

After about ten minutes her throat was starting to burn and she could tell he was nowhere near finished. She pulled off, breathing hard, and switched to both hands again. The length of him stood well above her face. She stroked him steadily and began rubbing the slick shaft across her cheeks and lips, spreading the spit she had left on him.

“Fuck, I love how big you are,” she said, still catching her breath.

She dropped lower and started licking his balls in slow, greedy passes. The thicker scent and the salt of his skin hit her hard enough to make her head light for a second. When she glanced over at Tom he was staring, mouth slightly open. He had stopped touching himself to keep from finishing too soon; his cock stood untouched and flushed, clearly aching.

Emily looked back at Bill and stood. She pushed him flat on the bed, planted her hands on either side of his ribs, and crawled up the length of him. His cock dragged between her breasts, then down her stomach, until the thick head was pressed into the soft skin just above her pussy as she stopped face-to-face with him. She leaned in and gave him a careful first kiss. He hesitated half a second, then answered it properly—hungry, open-mouthed. Emily met him with the same need, tongue sliding against his, the taste of him flooding back. Underneath her his cock pulsed and left a smear of precum on her stomach.

She glanced sideways just in time to see Tom’s cock jerk and spill a thin, helpless spurt across his own stomach without him touching it.

Emily reached down between their bodies and wrapped her hand around Bill again, stroking him while she kept kissing him. The weight and heat of the shaft against her belly only sharpened the empty ache lower down. Reluctantly she broke the kiss; a thin string of spit hung between their mouths for a moment before it broke. She turned, swung a leg over, and settled into a sixty-nine, taking him straight back into her throat in one long slide until her lips were stretched around the base.

Bill’s hands found her thighs and ass at once, groping firmly, working inward. Tom made a small, shocked sound. Bill turned his head just enough to look at him.

“Christ. You’re hard again already. Watching another man do the things you don’t.” His voice was low, almost conversational. He pushed two thick fingers into Emily without warning. She moaned hard around his cock. “And she likes it when I talk about it. Feel that.”

He drove the fingers in and out in a steady, wet rhythm that soon had her juices running down his hand. Emily’s concentration on the blowjob frayed; her mouth kept moving but the rhythm had gone loose and automatic while her hips pushed back to meet every thrust of his hand.

“Get back on it,” Bill said, fist tightening in her hair. He started moving her head for her—long, wet strokes that forced wet sounds from her throat and sent fresh drool running down his shaft onto his balls. “Fuck—almost there.”

He held her down and thrust up. Emily’s face flushed; her eyes went distant. The combination of the thick cock lodged in her throat and his fingers still driving into her tipped her over hard. Her whole body locked and shook as the orgasm tore through her, pussy clamping rhythmically around his hand. At the same moment the first heavy pulse of his cum hit the back of her throat. He kept coming in long spurts while she was still riding her own climax; she swallowed on reflex, again and again, until he finally eased his grip. She pulled off in time for the last two pulses to land across her tongue and cheek, then rolled onto her back, gasping, body still twitching with aftershocks.

Bill stood, tucked himself away, and pulled his shorts up.

“Not bad once you committed,” he said. “Ten tomorrow morning. Don’t be late.”

He walked out without waiting for an answer, leaving her still shaking on the mattress.

It took Emily a while to come back fully into the room. When she finally looked over, Tom was still in the chair, spent—his cock soft and messy with a second load he hadn’t even needed to touch. He blinked, registered her stare, and cleared his throat.

“That… looked intense.”

“Yeah.” Her voice was soft, almost dreamy; only part of her attention seemed to have returned.

“What did it feel like?”

She let out a slow breath, eyes half-lidded.

“Incredible.”


Chapter 8

Emily walked through Bill’s unlocked front door. He was in the same chair in the living room. She crossed to him and stopped a pace away. Today she wore a tight singlet that clung to the shape of her breasts, nipples clearly visible through the fabric, and a pair of short denim shorts.

All week the memory of how far she had let things slide the last time had sat uneasily in her. More than once she had almost told Tom. In the end she decided the cleaner path was to keep it to herself and simply hold the line better from now on—and to make sure Bill understood the cost if he tested it again.

“Morning,” she said. “We’re sticking to the rules today. If you try any of the extra stuff you got away with last time, I tell Tom. And that ends everything—no more of this at all.”

Bill’s expression barely changed, but she saw the small drop behind his eyes before he locked it down.

“I have, however,” she went on before he could answer, and pulled the singlet straight off over her head. Her breasts settled free. “Decided to give you better access from the start.”

She unbuttoned the shorts, pushed them down, and stepped out of them. Underneath she wore only a narrow thong. She stood in front of him like that and waited.

Bill reached out and ran his hand slowly up the outside of her thigh, stopping just short of the thin strip of fabric between her legs. Then he slid the same hand around and gave her ass a firm, open squeeze.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, and stood. The movement made her take a half-step back. His hand stayed on her ass as he turned her toward the hallway. “Bedroom.”

He walked her there without removing the contact.

Bill freed his cock and lay back on the bed.

“Come here. Mouth on it. Be good for me.”

Emily climbed up and settled on all fours over him—ass toward his face, head above his cock. She lowered her mouth and took him in, the familiar taste settling on her tongue. She worked the underside of the head first, then began to slide deeper. From this angle the slight curve of him lined up better with her throat; she found she could take more than she ever had before. In under a minute only a couple of inches remained outside her lips.

Bill exhaled hard.

“Fuck. You’ve gotten too good at this too fast. Born for it, you dirty little slut.”

The words and the stretch of him in her throat both fed the heat between her legs. It was impossible not to picture the same thickness opening her properly. Her left breast brushed his stomach with every downward bob; the contact sent small sparks through the nipple. She told herself it didn’t count—he wasn’t touching her on purpose—and kept going.

Bill’s hands settled on her exposed ass and squeezed hard. After a minute he started adding open-handed smacks that drew fresh moans around his shaft. His palms slid lower, over the backs of her thighs. When she felt him at the soft inner skin she shifted her knees wider without being asked. His fingers traced right up to the edge of the thong and began to rub there—slow, deliberate passes that just barely grazed the outer lips on every stroke.

She was getting far too close to the edge. The thong had been a mistake. She needed to finish him before she let anything else happen.

Emily reached back, caught Bill’s free hand, and put it firmly on the back of her head. He understood at once and started driving up into her mouth while pushing her down to meet him. She gagged around the sudden force; thick, frothy spit spilled over her lips and down his shaft. The change in focus pulled his other hand away from the edge of her thong; it locked on her thigh instead. Then he shoved her all the way down and held her there, open palm still landing sharp smacks on her ass. The combination of the stinging skin and the growing burn in her lungs made her pussy clench hard around nothing. When he finally let her up she dragged in air in rough, desperate pulls.

“On your knees. I’m close.”

She scrambled off the bed and dropped to the floor. Bill stood over her, fed his cock back into her mouth, and gave her several deep, deliberate thrusts before pulling free. A string of saliva still connected her lips to the head. He stroked himself inches from her face while she looked up, breathing hard.

“Where do you want it? Down your throat so you can swallow and walk out of here clean… or all over that pretty face, hair, and tits?”

Emily’s mind raced. Swallowing meant she could leave still wearing the thong, tell Tom a version of events that stayed inside the lines, and keep the arrangement intact. Letting him finish on her skin meant another shower, another stretch of time completely naked, another chance for his hands to find her. The second option should have been the obvious no. Instead the thought of it only made the ache worse. She cursed the thong all over again. She was already past the point where good decisions came easily.

“…My face.”

“Louder.”

“My face! Please—come all over my face and hair.”

Bill’s hand tightened and he finished in heavy ropes across her upturned face, catching her cheeks, forehead, and the hair at her temples. Emily opened her mouth for the last two pulses, let them land on her tongue, then closed her lips and swallowed what was there. She sat back on her heels and idly rubbed the cum that had run down onto her breasts into her skin, eyes half-lidded.

“Looks like I’ll need another shower,” she said, the resignation in her voice almost cheerful. Butterflies turned over hard in her stomach.

She stood and went to the bathroom, sliding the door shut. The thong—the last thin barrier—came off and was left on the floor. She stepped under the water and rinsed quickly, eyes on the doorway the whole time. Bill never appeared. When she shut the water off she dried fast, then wrapped the towel higher than last time so the lower edge only just covered her. One deep breath and she stepped back into the hall.

Her top was still on the living-room floor where she had dropped it. She looked toward the bedroom instead. Bill was sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting. She walked in and stopped directly in front of him. His gaze dropped at once to the short hem of the towel and the bare skin it barely concealed.

“Have you seen where I left my top?” she asked. Her voice wasn’t entirely steady.

“Not sure,” Bill said, and reached out.

His hand slid up the inside of her thigh. When his fingers found her bare pussy she let out a soft, broken sound. She was soaked—nothing to do with the shower. He stroked her slowly, open and unhurried, spreading the wetness. She watched his cock thicken and rise again, still startled by how much larger it could become from an already heavy baseline.

Two fingers pressed inside her. Emily’s hips answered at once. He worked them in a steady rhythm while his thumb circled her clit; she began to rock against the pressure, chasing more of it.

“Thought you said no funny business,” he murmured, voice low and amused.

She only moaned.

“Want to try something a little extra?” he asked. “Still inside the lines. Technically.”

“We shouldn’t—”

“Yes or no.”

A short, shaky breath. “…Okay.”

Bill drew her onto his lap so she straddled him. The thick shaft settled along the length of her pussy, nestled between the lips. He took her hips and started a slow back-and-forth, sliding her along himself. Emily leaned forward, arched, and ground down so her clit dragged the full length of him on every pass. The heat and the raised veins and the sheer width of him against her made her shiver. She kept the motion going—sometimes eyes locked on his, sometimes closed, lost in the friction—letting the thick ridge of his cock work her for long, unbroken minutes while the rest of the world narrowed to that single point of contact.

She began sliding further forward on each pass so that her clit dragged directly over the broad head of his cock. Then further still—enough that the tip of him settled between her lips and parted her opening just slightly. The pressure was light, almost nothing, and yet it made her imagine reaching down, taking hold of him, and simply pushing back until that thickness split her open. The thought sat sharp and vivid for a second before she slid all the way down the shaft again, grinding her clit hard over the head on the retreat. She repeated the motion: up until he was notched at her entrance, a slow rock that let her feel the blunt promise of him, then all the way back. Each cycle left more of her on him. By the fourth or fifth pass his cock was thoroughly coated, shiny and slick.

She looked down. The sight of herself spread along the thick, veined length of him pulled a low moan out of her throat. When she lifted her eyes Bill was watching the exact same place, expression tight with concentration and want. Their gazes met and held. Neither of them looked away; both of them were clearly past the point of pretending this was still casual.

Bill’s hands closed on her ass. He took over the rhythm, pulling her down onto him with more force while he pushed his hips up to meet her. The extra pressure on her clit made her moan openly. She let herself collapse forward onto his chest, face turned into the side of his neck, body loose and heavy while he kept working her along the shaft. The friction was relentless and perfect; she simply lay there and took it, hips moving only enough to stay lined up with him.

When he stopped without warning she made a short, frustrated sound. A second later he rolled them in one controlled motion so she was on her back and he was above her, still grinding, driving the thick length of his cock through her soaked folds and pressing her into the mattress with the solid weight of his hips. His hands planted on either side of her shoulders. He watched her face the entire time—the open, unfocused look she wore while the ridge of him kept dragging over her clit and along her opening.

He opened his mouth. A thick string of saliva gathered on his tongue and fell. Emily’s lips parted on their own. She caught it, closed her mouth around the taste of him, and swallowed.

She opened her mouth again. Bill answered at once, tongue out. Emily leaned up and licked the saliva from it, then kept going—tongue sliding over his, both of them moving closer until their lips met and the careful spit-play became a full, open-mouthed kiss. They stayed locked together, tongues deep, the wet sounds of it loud in the quiet room.

Her legs came up, trying to wrap around his hips as the grind and the kiss pushed her hard toward orgasm. She was moaning into his mouth when he suddenly pulled back. The loss made her whimper; her heels dug at the backs of his thighs, trying to drag him down again. Instead he reached between them, took hold of his cock, and began sliding the thick head through her folds. When he found her opening and notched himself there she felt the blunt pressure and groaned. He looked straight into her eyes and started to push.

Emily’s hand shot down and grabbed the shaft, pulling him off-target.

“No—we can’t. The rules—”

“We already broke them when you kissed me,” Bill said, voice low and steady. “You’re not telling him about any of this. You know you’re not.”

She kept her grip on him but didn’t push him away. Instead she started rubbing the broad head in slow circles over her clit, then lower, dipping it just into the top of her slit before bringing it back up. Both of them were watching. Each pass she let him settle a fraction deeper before sliding him up again to work her clit. The ache was so sharp it made thinking difficult. She brought him down once more, felt the head kiss her opening, and this time when she started to lift him away Bill timed a controlled push of his hips. The pressure increased; she felt herself begin to stretch.

She didn’t pull him back up.

She kept him there, making small adjusting movements with her hand and her hips, helping the thick head work against the resistance.

“Oh fuck—” The words came out broken. “You stopped on purpose. You kept me right on the edge so I’d let you—”

“You’re the one who keeps putting me there,” he said, and gave another slow increment of pressure. “You’re soaked. You’re helping. Stop pretending you don’t want it.”

Emily’s head tipped back. A long, helpless sound left her throat as the stretch continued, millimetre by millimetre, the head of him starting to breach her while she still held his cock and still didn’t make him stop.

Emily was past clear thought. She locked eyes with Bill and held the contact while he kept the steady downward pressure and she kept working the thick head back and forth against her opening, helping it. The stretch built in small increments—until something finally gave.

The broad head forced its way inside her.

Emily’s back arched and a raw sound tore out of her throat as the orgasm hit her at once, hard and total. Her walls clamped down so tightly around the newly seated head that Bill’s breath left him in a hiss. He looked down the length of her body and watched her shake through it, breasts moving with every tremor.

When the worst of the contractions finally eased she sank back into the mattress, eyes unfocused, a dazed, open smile on her face. Bill began to give her more—slow, measured strokes that fed another inch of the thick shaft into her before he withdrew and pushed again, a little deeper each time. Emily moaned at the continuous stretch. She could feel every ridge and vein as her body was forced to open around him; the sensation lit up nerves that ordinary size never reached. Her head felt swimmy with it, the simple fact of taking him crowding out everything else.

She lifted her head enough to look down. The sight of her lips stretched wide around the shaft pulled a soft gasp from her—he was still less than halfway in. Bill’s mouth curved at her expression. He bore down again, another half-inch of thickness sliding home. The mix of sharp stretch and deep pressure blanked her mind into white. She was already tipping. Her eyes closed, a long broken sound left her, and her legs started shaking as the second orgasm rolled through her in waves.

Emily went completely limp under him. Bill kept the slow, deep thrusts going, and the simple fact of lying there and letting him use her sent a dark, steady current of pleasure through her. He leaned down and took her mouth again, settling more of his weight onto her while his tongue pushed past her lips. She didn’t resist. Being pinned, filled at both ends, held in place while he moved inside her—something in her opened to it completely. She lost track of how long the slow pace lasted.

Eventually his rhythm changed. He pushed himself up on his arms, looked down at her face, and began to thrust harder. Each stroke dragged a fresh moan out of her.

“Fuck—take it. I’m going to come inside you.”

It took a few seconds for the words to cut through the haze. When they did her eyes flew open.

“Wait—no. Stop. You can’t finish inside me.”

Bill’s hips slowed, irritation flickering across his face.

“You on the pill?”

“Yes. But I still don’t want the risk. And Tom—he should get that first.”

The mention of Tom cleared a little more of the fog from her expression. Bill saw it.

“You’re going to save that for him when you could have me fill you right now?” His voice stayed low, coaxing rather than loud. “You feel how deep I am. You want that empty when I’m done?”

For a second the picture hit her hard—his cock pulsing, the thick heat of him emptying into her while her body clenched around him and took it. The image was vivid enough that her resolve wavered. Bill felt the hesitation and started to pick up the pace again.

Emily’s hands came up against his chest and pushed.

“No. I mean it. Pull out.”

Emily went completely limp under him. Bill kept the slow, deep thrusts going, and the simple fact of lying there and letting him use her sent a dark, steady current of pleasure through her. He leaned down and took her mouth again, settling more of his weight onto her while his tongue pushed past her lips. She didn’t resist. Being pinned, filled at both ends, held in place while he moved inside her—something in her opened to it completely. She lost track of how long the slow pace lasted.

Eventually his rhythm changed. He pushed himself up on his arms, looked down at her face, and began to thrust harder. Each stroke dragged a fresh moan out of her.

“Fuck—take it. I’m going to come inside you.”

It took a few seconds for the words to cut through the haze. When they did her eyes flew open.

“Wait—no. Stop. You can’t finish inside me.”

Bill’s hips slowed, irritation flickering across his face.

“You’re on the pill.”

“I know. That’s not the point.” Her hands came up against his chest. “I don’t care about the risk. I care that it’s you. Letting you come inside me feels… different. Bigger. That’s still something that belongs to me and Tom. I’m not giving it to you.”

The mention of the line she was drawing—and of Tom—cleared more of the fog from her expression. Bill saw it.

“You’re going to keep that for him when you could have me fill you right now?” His voice stayed low. “You feel how deep I am. You want to walk out of here empty?”

For a second the picture hit her hard—his cock pulsing, the thick heat of him emptying into her while her body clenched around him and took every drop. The image was vivid enough that her resolve wavered. Bill felt the hesitation and started to pick up the pace again.

Emily’s hands pushed harder against his chest.

“No. I mean it. Pull out.”

“Fine. Open your mouth.”

Bill moved up and straddled her chest. Emily’s head was still catching up, but she parted her lips at once. He stroked himself hard and fast over her face; the first heavy pulses landed across her tongue and filled her mouth, the last few streaking her cheeks and chin. When he finished she closed her lips, swallowed what was there, then licked what she could reach from around her mouth. Bill rolled off her and dropped onto his back, breathing hard.

Emily sat up and caught the time on the bedside clock. Late afternoon.

“Fuck. I have to go. Tom’s going to be climbing the walls.”

Bill turned his head and looked at the mess still on her face, mouth curving.

“You might want another shower first.”

“Crap. Yeah.”

She was off the bed and into the bathroom in seconds. The mirror showed streaks still clinging to her skin. Even with the clock running she scraped the worst of it up with her fingers and pushed it into her mouth before she could think better of it, gave her reflection one sharp, self-directed look, then stepped under a fast, hot rinse. Out, towelled, clothes dragged back on in the living room. She heard Bill’s footsteps in the hall as she reached the front door and didn’t turn around. She was already gone.

She crossed the street at a near-run, forced herself to a walk for the last few steps, and pushed into the apartment. Tom shot up from the table, face tight with worry. Emily smoothed her expression into something slower and deliberately provocative, trying to hide how hard she was still breathing.

“Hey. Were you worrying about me? Wondering what I got up to with our neighbour?” A small, loaded smile. “That’s sweet.”


Chapter 9

Emily lay awake while Tom slept beside her, breathing deep and even. She had gotten him off with her hand while she teased him about the milder versions of what might have happened at Bill’s. After dinner and a movie on the couch she had done it again. When he turned toward her near the end of the film she had taken him to the bedroom and talked him through even wilder possibilities until he finished a third time. None of the stories she fed him came close to the truth—to the way she had opened for Bill, taken the thick length of him, and come hard around him before making him pull out at the last second.

The guilt sat heavy in her stomach. She had cheated, and she was still lying about it. At the same time, every time the memory surfaced her body answered with a fresh rush of wetness that made her feel worse. She hated the contradiction. Lying there next to the man she loved, still aching from another man’s cock, she finally reached the only conclusion that felt honest: this had to stop. She could not trust herself alone with Bill. His particular kind of dominance short-circuited the part of her that knew better. If she already felt this conflicted after one afternoon, she would not hold the line the next time the door closed behind them.

The decision brought a thin, tired calm. She slept.

Sunday stayed quiet and ordinary—cleaning, errands, a long stretch on the couch with something undemanding on the screen. Neither of them mentioned the day before. The silence felt like a shared agreement to let normal life take up the space again. Bill did not text. Emily was grateful for that.

Monday morning the message arrived while she was already at work.

Bill: You and your boyfriend ready for the next session?

Attached to the message was another photo—his cock thick and heavy in his fist, the scale of it unmistakable. Emily blacked the screen at once and glanced around, face hot. No one was looking. The image still landed; her body answered with a low pulse of heat she didn’t want, the memory of how that same cock had stretched her open rising unbidden. She forced her attention back to the meeting slides and the rapid discussion around them. For the most part she managed it, taking in enough to stay functional.

Afterward the text sat in her mind again. She considered answering and ending the arrangement cleanly, then decided silence was safer for now. She had no clear sense of how he would react to a hard stop, and she didn’t need the complication. He could keep messaging. Her decision was already made.

That evening she turned the leftover charge toward Tom instead—teasing him with half-true fragments until he was restless, then taking him to the bedroom and finishing him with her hand. Watching how hard the fantasy still worked on him eased some of the guilt. She decided not to tell him yet that she intended to shut the whole thing down. As long as he didn’t know, she could still give him this.

“I definitely prefer doing this with you than with Bill,” she said while she stroked him, matter-of-fact.

Tom looked down at her, a little thrown.

“Well… good. I mean, I am your boyfriend.” The uncertainty in his voice was small but clear.

“Yeah—he’s so much harder to handle because he’s so much bigger. I need both hands and these long strokes just to cover him. With you…” She lifted her other fingers away and kept only her thumb and index finger moving on him in short, light passes. “I can basically do this.”

Tom’s breath left him in a rough sound. The exaggeration landed exactly where she meant it to.

“And getting him off gets me way too worked up. That’s the problem. I start losing the plot, start wanting more than I should. With you I stay clearer. You finish faster, too—so it’s over before I get carried away.” She kept the same narrow grip and the same even tone. “Actually, when I finally do get him there it’s almost more satisfying. He comes so much more. Even with all the things he says while I’m doing it… maybe I do prefer it. Even if it makes everything messier.”

Tom’s hips jerked. He came hard, spilling over her two fingers while the rest of her hand stayed deliberately idle. Emily’s straight face finally broke into a bright, pleased laugh.

“There it is. You really liked that.”

He could only nod. She left long enough to grab a towel, cleaned them both up, then curled into his side. They fell asleep like that, her body tucked against his.

Bill kept messaging through the week—short notes, two more photos. By Thursday a thin, treacherous part of her considered asking Tom whether he wanted another session. The thought lasted only a few seconds before the memory of how little control she had kept the last time rose up and shut it down. Her resolve settled harder than before.

When the next message arrived on Friday she almost left it unread. Lunch was quiet and the idle stretch of time won out; she opened it.

Bill: Was going to ask in person, but you’re making yourself scarce. I’m hosting a poker night Saturday. Thought you might like the chance to put on something small and serve drinks. Let a few of my friends get a proper look at you.

The image landed harder than she expected. The idea of being on deliberate display—skimpy clothes, older men watching, the low thrum of being useful and looked at—sent an immediate pulse of heat through her. Right behind it came the fear. More than one of them. No guarantee the evening would stay at looking and drinks. She saw, unwelcome and vivid, how quickly hands could turn demanding, how easily she might stop saying no once the first line moved. The guilt arrived in the same breath as the wetness between her legs. She was reaching to delete the thread when a second message appeared.

Bill: If your boyfriend wants to watch, I’ll set a camera. He can stream the whole thing.

Emily swore under her breath. That changed the shape of it. With Tom on the feed Bill would have a reason to keep the night inside whatever boundaries they set. One last controlled scene—on camera, with an exit—and then she could shut the arrangement down for good. The counter-thought came just as fast: if she made an exception for this, the next exception would be easier. Cold turkey was cleaner.

She stared at the screen a long moment and then locked the phone without answering. The messages stayed. The decision did not.

Emily still hadn’t decided what to do with Bill’s offer by the time she got home. At dinner Tom watched her stare past her plate for a little too long and frowned.

“You alright?”

She blinked, a quick flush rising. “Yeah. Just something from work. Nothing important.” She took another bite to close the subject. Internally she was irritated with herself—for still turning the invitation over, for getting wet at the thought of it, for not simply deleting the thread and being done. The original decision had been clean. Ignoring him was still the right move.

Then a different angle presented itself. If the only reason she was even considering it was the effect it would have on Tom, she could leave the choice with him. She wouldn’t answer Bill. She wouldn’t break her own rule. She would simply make sure Tom saw the messages and let whatever happened next be his.

Before her shower she changed the display settings so the screen wouldn’t sleep, opened the thread, and left the phone face-up on the table. She took her time under the water, longer than usual drying off, longer still getting dressed. When she finally came back the phone was dark. It wouldn’t have powered down on its own. He had touched it.

She carried it over to the couch where Tom was watching a rainforest documentary and sat down as if nothing particular was on her mind.

“What are you watching?”

“New series. Rainforests.” He glanced at her once and went back to the screen. No mention of Bill, no mention of Saturday, no mention of cameras or poker.

Emily waited another few seconds, then let the hope go. Mild disappointment arrived anyway, followed immediately by annoyance at herself for feeling it. At least the path of least resistance was still open. She could keep ignoring Bill and mean it.

She swung her feet into his lap with deliberate lightness.

“Massage, please.”

Tom rolled his eyes and made a token sound of protest, but his hands were already working at her feet, a small smile giving him away. Emily grinned back; they both laughed once, quietly. She turned her attention to the documentary and let out the occasional soft, appreciative sound as he found the right pressure.

After a while the show lost her. She unlocked her phone with the half-formed intention of finally deleting the whole thread with Bill. A new message was waiting.

Bill: Good girl. Knew you wouldn’t turn down the chance to put on a show for a few of the guys.

Emily’s stomach dropped. She scrolled up. Thirty minutes earlier, from her own number:

Emily: I’m in!

Tom had answered for her.

She stared at the screen. The man who checked with her before every small decision, who couldn’t sustain dominance even when she invited it, had just committed her to a night of wearing almost nothing and serving drinks to Bill and his friends—the same man she had already crossed every line with behind his back. The first time he took the lead and it was to hand her back to Bill. The sheer forwardness of it, the eagerness underneath, did something complicated to the guilt she had been carrying. It didn’t erase it. It did thin it.

She looked up.

“Tom. Did you message Bill from my phone?”

He glanced over, then down, colour rising.

“Yeah. I did. Was that— I can call and cancel if you want.”

He looked up again and found her attention already back on the phone. Another message from Bill had just arrived.

Bill: You can pick the outfit. Just make sure it’s slutty enough. Otherwise I might decide you spend the whole night with nothing on at all.

Heat flooded Emily’s face. The image arrived fully formed—showing up in something deliberately modest, being told it wasn’t enough, stripping in front of strangers before anyone had even been introduced. Humiliating. And unmistakably hot. She shifted on the couch, pressing her thighs together for a second against the sudden pulse of it.

When she looked up, Tom was watching her with open worry. She smoothed her expression.

“It’s fine. I’ll go—if you want me to.” A new thought clicked into place. “But only if you take me shopping tomorrow for something to wear.”

Being ordered into full nudity would have been one kind of charge. Having Tom buy the clothes that other men would look at felt sharper, and she knew it would land on him the same way.

“Sure,” he said at once, a little too fast, clearly pleased by the unusual request.

Emily tilted her head, still holding his gaze.

“So what are you going to get me to show off for them? Expensive lingerie? A swimsuit that barely qualifies as one? Some thin little designer dress I have to wear with nothing underneath?”

The mix of arousal and genuine anxiety on his face sent another slow roll of heat through her. He started to shift closer. She stopped him with the soles of her feet against his chest.

“Uh-uh. Save it for tomorrow.”

Tom’s answering groan was low and frustrated, the worry still there underneath the want.

--

They got an early start—quick breakfast, then the hour drive to the larger shopping center in the next city over. The range of higher-end stores was better there; they both knew they were more likely to find something that met Bill’s standard than in the local department stores. They parked in the multi-level structure and walked into the air-conditioned concourse with the same tight, shared nervousness.

Emily had dressed down on purpose: baggy jeans, a loose T-shirt that hid most of her shape. Tom felt a small flicker of disappointment at the ordinary silhouette, quickly overtaken by the knowledge of what she was about to try on.

The first stop was an upmarket surf shop. She worked through several of the more revealing bikini sets. Each one looked good on her; none of them crossed into the territory Bill had asked for. She kept searching and eventually pulled a string bikini from the rack—two tiny triangles for the top, an equally minimal bottom held by thin ties. She held it up for Tom. He swallowed and nodded. When she flipped the price tag her eyes widened.

“Wow. Less material, higher price.” A short, stunned laugh. “Good thing I’m not the one paying.”

She watched the conflict move across his face—the cost, the purpose, the fact that he would be buying it so other men could look at her in it—and felt a clean pulse of satisfaction.

She took the set around the corner into the changing rooms and shut the door. Tom waited outside, shifting his weight, trying to angle his body so the obvious ridge in his jeans wouldn’t be the first thing anyone saw if another customer walked in.

After a minute the latch clicked. Emily stepped out. Her face was flushed; she glanced both ways along the short corridor to make sure they were alone, then looked at Tom.

“Wow.”

Tom’s mouth had gone a little slack. The two triangles of the top covered only a fraction more than her areolas, leaving the rest of her breasts bare on every side. The front of the bottoms was a narrow strip that sat barely above the top of her slit. Emily gave him a self-conscious grin and turned so he could see the back—two thin strings across her shoulders, a single string disappearing between her cheeks, and the final band low on her hips. The recent shift in how much skin she had been showing had left faint overlapping tan lines that only drew the eye more.

She turned to face him again, colour still high in her cheeks at standing almost naked in a public changing area.

“So? Do you like it?”

“Yeah. You look—yeah. Incredible.”

The compliment landed; her embarrassed expression cracked into a real smile.

“You don’t think it’s too much? His friends are going to think I’m a complete slut.”

“That’s… kind of the point, right?”

She let out a short giggle. “I guess you’re right.”

Tom’s eyes were still moving over her. “You should get changed. We can go pay for it.” The reluctance in his voice was obvious.

Emily tilted her head, still playing.

“You don’t want to stand there and look a little longer?” She turned again and bent just enough to give him a clearer view of the fit. “And are you sure you want to buy the first thing? Shouldn’t we try a few more places first?”

“We should buy it anyway,” Tom said, eyes still on her. “Even if we pick something else for tonight, we’ll get a chance to have you wear this one in front of Bill later.”

The plain way he named the purpose—and the man—sent a clean tingle down Emily’s spine.

They didn’t get any further. Another couple came around the corner: well-dressed, somewhere in their late forties. Emily’s head snapped toward them; she made a short, high sound and bolted back into the cubicle, door slamming. Tom looked at the couple. The three of them shared a brief, knowing chuckle at the speed of her retreat. The realisation that another man had just seen her in almost nothing landed hot and immediate; Tom had to shove his hands in his pockets and angle his body carefully to hide the obvious line of his cock.

A couple of minutes later Emily reappeared in her ordinary clothes, face still flushed. They left the changing area. The man was waiting outside a cubicle for his partner; as they passed he gave a small chuckle and a quick, conspiratorial grin. Tom returned it.

At the counter Emily set the tiny bikini down as if it might bite. The woman working the register stayed politely neutral despite the colour in Emily’s cheeks, bagged it, and took Tom’s card. Once the bag closed and the evidence was out of sight, the worst of the red faded from Emily’s face. They stepped back into the main concourse and started looking for the next store that might have what they needed.

They were passing a fast-fashion store when something on a rack caught Emily’s eye.

“Hold on. I want to look in here.”

Tom glanced at the windows. “You sure? Nothing in there looks especially—”

“Just wait.”

She pulled him inside, collected a small armful of pieces without slowing down, and headed straight for the changing rooms at the back. A minute later the curtain twitched. She checked both directions, then stepped out.

Bright yellow shorts sat extremely high on her hips and were at least a size too small; the fabric cut in hard, the lower curves of her ass fully exposed, the centre of the shorts disappearing between her cheeks. The white crop top had a collared neckline with every button left open, turning an already low cut into something that showed a deep run of cleavage. It ended only a couple of centimetres under her breasts, leaving her midriff bare. Underneath she had a push-up bra working overtime; the combination of the tight top and the bra made her nipples obvious. The whole outfit had the compressed, overstuffed look of clothes that were never meant to be this small on her—closer to a porn version of a Hooters uniform than anything ordinary.

She turned so he could see the back, gave her hips a deliberate little shake, then faced him again and took in the open, stunned look on his face.

“Well,” she said, cheeky and certain. “Looks like we’re buying these too.”

--

The next place that drew them in was a French fashion brand’s retail store. They spent a while moving through the racks and she tried several of the more revealing dresses. All of them showed a lot of skin; none of them crossed into the territory Bill had asked for. They were too clean, too intentional—elegant rather than crude. Even so, Tom kept losing the thread of the search every time she stepped out of the cubicle. The clothes sat on her in a way that made ordinary movement look deliberate. He couldn’t stop staring.

“We have to get that one,” he said after the third dress. “You look incredible.”

Emily glanced down at herself, unconvinced. “It’s not slutty enough. Bill would probably just make me take it off.”

“I mean for us. Not for him.”

“You know I don’t like you spending money on me.”

“But you’re fine with me spending it so you can dress up for Bill.”

She opened her mouth, closed it, then settled on, “That’s different.”

Tom exhaled. “Fine. Keep looking.”

They worked deeper into the store and eventually found something closer to clubwear: short, backless, with a neckline that dropped low enough to make the intent obvious. Emily took it and headed for the changing cubicles at the rear. While the curtain was still closed an older man drifted toward that end of the store, idly checking shelves. He was well within sight of the cubicles when she started to change.

Emily pulled the curtain aside and stepped out. The dress was better than it had looked on the hanger—black, slightly iridescent, and cut with almost no margin for error. The top clung just high enough to cover her nipples and nothing more; the rest of her breasts were bare, the neckline dropping in a long V that reached most of the way to her navel. The hem sat high on her thighs and looked ready to ride up with any real movement. She turned, then coloured slightly when she caught the older man trying to keep his glances casual.

Tom took in the back: almost nothing there, the fabric coming around from the sides and meeting only in a thin strip at the top of her ass before opening again. The upper edge of her plain cotton panties was clearly visible.

Emily looked over her shoulder and saw where his eyes were.

“Think Bill will like it?”

“Yeah. You’ll probably have to skip the panties though.”

“Probably.” She shifted through a couple of slow poses, each small step angling her more deliberately between Tom and the man. “Maybe I should take them off now so you can see how it’s actually going to look.”

Her hands were already under the hem before Tom could finish the protest.

“Wait—are you sure—” He flicked a nervous look at the older man, who had stopped pretending not to watch. Emily was already bending at the waist, working the panties down her legs, the open back of the dress and the bare curve of her ass pointed straight toward the stranger. Tom’s throat went dry as he watched the man stare. She stepped out of the underwear; the front of the dress swung forward with the movement and nearly lost its hold on her completely, nipples only just staying covered. She straightened, met Tom’s eyes, and grinned. He managed a tight, unsettled smile in return.

“Here. I’ll show you what Bill might see if I wear this.”

She spun. At first the hem only revealed the very top of the cleft between her cheeks. Then she started to bend.

“Emily—” Tom’s voice came out tight and low. He was already thinking about the clear line of sight the older man still had.

She ignored him. She kept her back arched and folded all the way down until her fingers brushed the floor, then gave her hips a small, deliberate shake. The short dress rode up completely. For a long second both Tom and the stranger had an unobstructed view of her bare pussy. Tom swore under his breath.

Emily straightened, gave neither of them another look, and walked back into the cubicle with a slow sway of her hips. The curtain closed. Tom and the older man were left staring at each other. Colour flooded the man’s face; he turned and walked quickly toward the front of the store without a word.

Tom stood frozen. She just flashed a complete stranger. No dare, no prompting. Is this actually what I want her to be like? He glanced down. He was fully hard again. He tried to tell himself it was only the dress, only the shape of her in it.

The curtain opened. Emily stepped out, closed the distance, and pressed herself against him so the ridge of his cock was unmistakable against her hip. She tilted into him once, slow.

“Mmm. Feels like someone liked watching his girlfriend put on a show for an older man.” Her mouth was close to his ear. “Maybe I should have offered him a blowjob in the changing room while I was at it.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She stepped past him, fingers trailing across his chest, and headed back toward the main floor of the store.

Tom adjusted himself carefully, waited until the worst of the hardness had eased, and followed her to the front of the store. The dress was already in a bag; Emily was chatting lightly with the man behind the counter while they waited. Tom pulled out his card and paid without letting his face change at the $450 total. He could afford it. It was still more than she had ever let him spend on her in a single purchase—or across most of their relationship.

Outside he tried for a practical tone.

“Do you think we’ve got enough? Ready to head home?”

Emily looked up at him with wide eyes and a hopeful little smile.

“How about one more shop?”

He rolled his eyes, already defeated. “Fine. One more.”

She actually bounced once on her toes before setting off. Tom couldn’t help the small smile that followed. It was the first time in a long while she’d let him spend money on her and looked genuinely happy about it—even if the reason for the spending sat in the back of his mind like a stone.

She checked the directory at an information kiosk, then walked with clear purpose. He kept pace, still not sure where they were going until she stopped in front of a high-end lingerie boutique. Dark walls, low lighting, the whole place designed to feel private and expensive. When she turned to face him the confidence she’d been carrying all afternoon had thinned into something more nervous.

“I’ve got an idea…”

“Okay… what?”

“What if we pretend we’re not together? I find a guy in there and ask him to help me choose—tell him I want a man’s opinion while I try things on. You just browse nearby so you can watch. And you can stop it whenever you want.”

Tom’s stomach tightened. “So you’d be modelling everything for him.”

“Yeah.”

He opened his mouth to buy himself a few more seconds. Emily didn’t give them to him. She put both hands on his chest and steered him toward the stationery store directly across the corridor.

“Give me a couple of minutes, then come in and look around.”

Before he could answer she was already walking away. He watched her disappear through the darkened doorway of the lingerie shop, alone.

“Wait—”

Emily didn’t turn around. Tom felt a flash of genuine irritation that she hadn’t actually waited for him to agree, followed immediately by the return of the hard, restless heat in his groin. He couldn’t pretend he didn’t want to watch what she was about to do.

He made a show of looking at the card displays near the front of the stationery store, lost track of how many minutes had passed, then gave up. He crossed the concourse and stepped into the low light of the lingerie shop. At first he stayed near the entrance, browsing without seeing anything, scanning for her. He found her toward the back, moving slowly along a rack as if she had all the time in the world.

He worked his way deeper into the store in small, aimless shifts, always keeping her in his peripheral vision. She was doing the same thing he was—watching the other customers. Two men appeared to be alone. One was younger, late twenties, good-looking, longer blond hair, on the far side of the shop. The other was older, late fifties, a little soft through the middle, wearing a well-cut suit, short neat black hair. He was looking through a rack only a few feet from Tom.

Emily moved.

Tom forced himself not to stare as she approached the older man. He kept his hands on hangers and his eyes mostly on fabric while he listened.

“Excuse me…” Her voice was quiet, almost shy; she was looking at the floor. “Would you maybe be able to help me pick out what I should buy?”

The man looked startled. “Oh—sure. You want me to just help you pull a few things off the shelves?”

“I was thinking… maybe you could tell me how it looks when I try it on?”

A short, awkward laugh. “I’m sure you’d look good in just about anything.”

“Please. I really want to look good.”

He hesitated, then exhaled. “All right. I’ll help. Who’s the lucky guy? Your boyfriend?”

Emily’s answer came after a small pause.

“No. Just… some guy.”

“Well, he’s going to be a lucky man if you’re putting in this much effort.” The older man smiled, more at ease now. “How do you want to do this? Have you already picked a few things?”

“No idea,” Emily said. “You choose whatever you think will look good. I’ll try it on and you tell me what you think.”

They started along the racks. Fairly quickly he pulled out a relatively modest bra-and-panty set and held it up.

“How about this?”

“Sure. You’re in charge.” She took it, examined it for a second, and looked just slightly underwhelmed.

He noticed. “Actually—” He turned back to the rack, sorted for a moment, and came up with a second set: smaller cut, black lace. “Changed my mind. These’ll suit you better.”

Emily’s expression brightened as she swapped the first set for the new one.

“These look great.” She was already turning toward the rear of the store. “Come on.”

Tom swore under his breath. The changing rooms were in the far back corner, the opposite side of the shop from where he stood. He began working his way across in slow, browsing steps, never quite looking directly at them. His phone buzzed. He pulled it out.

Emily: Go to a toilet cubicle and video-call me.

He glanced toward the corner where she and the man had disappeared, then at the message again. A quick internal debate: public place, she was the one driving this, the man hadn’t pushed, and Tom was already having trouble hiding how hard he was. Privacy would help. He turned and walked out of the store toward the mall restrooms.

Tom found the nearest restroom, locked himself in a cubicle, sat down, and called. Emily answered on the first ring. She was already in the lace panties, one finger pressed to her lips, her other arm crossed over her bare breasts.

“I’m muting you just in case,” she whispered. “Hang up and call back if you need to say something.”

Tom gave her a thumbs-up. She propped the phone on the narrow bench, angled it, then draped her shirt over most of the body so only the lens stayed clear. She turned her back to the camera, slipped the bra on, fastened it, and then did a slow full turn so he could see the complete set.

The lace wasn’t fully sheer—there were discreet panels for modesty—but on her it still left very little to the imagination. The cups lifted and pushed her breasts together into clean cleavage; the bottoms sat high and narrow, the fabric disappearing between her cheeks. She caught the camera’s eye, winked once, then reached for the latch.

She opened the door a few inches and peered out.

“Ready?”

“Yep,” the man answered.

She opened it the rest of the way. He stood there in silence for a second, eyes moving over her from face to toes and back again.

“Wow. You—uh—it looks… really great.”

Emily turned in place, arched her back, and pushed her hips back so the full shape of her ass was on display. The thin strip of lace vanished between her cheeks; his eyes widened.

“I think I like it,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “But is it sexy enough? Maybe we should try a few more. I can wait here—you go grab whatever you think will look better.”

“Uh—sure. What do you want me to look for?”

“Whatever you want. You’re in charge. Just whatever you think is sexy.”

“Okay.” He sounded noticeably more interested. He gave her one more slow look from head to toe while she stood there quietly, then turned and walked back into the main part of the store.

Emily shut the door, spun toward the phone, and broke into a wide, flushed grin. She reached back, unclasped the bra, and caught it against her chest before it could fall. She smirked at the camera, turned so her back was to Tom, and let the bra drop onto the bench. Over her shoulder she shot him another quick, mischievous look, then ran both hands down her sides and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the panties.

Tom’s breath caught. She’s not actually going to open the door naked…

She toyed with the fabric—eased it partway down the curve of her ass, then tugged it back up, then lower again. She had it halfway down her cheeks when a careful knock sounded on the door. Without hesitation she pushed the panties the rest of the way down her thighs, let them fall, and kicked them aside. She stepped up to the door and opened it only a few inches, keeping most of her body behind the panel. From the man’s angle it would be obvious she was wearing nothing at all. Tom couldn’t tell whether a nipple had crossed the edge of the door; he hoped the angle kept her covered.

“So,” she asked, voice light, “what did you get me?”

“Actually… I might just go grab something else. I don’t think this one’s going to suit you.”

The man’s voice had lost most of its earlier confidence; whatever he’d chosen on the walk back had clearly made him second-guess the whole thing.

“No, wait—I’m sure it’ll be great.” Emily leaned out quickly and took the hanger from him. Tom made a short, startled sound. For that second there was no way her nipple—or more—stayed hidden behind the door. He only relaxed when she pulled back inside and the panel closed again.

The relief didn’t last. In her hands was a piece of black fabric so sheer it was almost smoke. Larger than a bra or panties—a babydoll. No matching bottoms came with it.

“Just give me a second to change,” she said brightly, and shut the door.

She shook the garment out and pulled it over her head. The lace was extremely translucent; the short hem stopped only a few inches below the curve of her ass. With nothing underneath, almost everything was visible. She did a quick full turn for the camera so Tom could see exactly how little the fabric hid. The video quality and the speed of the spin kept the detail soft, but the outline of her pussy was unmistakable.

Tom couldn’t believe how far she was taking this in a public changing room with a stranger on the other side of the door. The pressure in his jeans had become painful; he freed his cock and wrapped a hand around it, eyes locked on the screen.

Emily opened the door all the way and stood there for him—gaze lowered, fingers lightly holding the hem of the babydoll. She gave the older man a long, quiet moment to look. Only then did she speak.

“So… what do you think?”

She fidgeted with the hem, lifting it maybe an inch.

The man snapped out of his daze.

“Just—wow. You look incredible.”

“Aww, thanks.” Emily’s voice was soft, almost shy. She kept worrying the hem between her fingers, inching it a little higher. “You know an important part of clothes being sexy is how they feel. Do you maybe want to… feel this and make sure it’s sexy enough?”

His eyes widened. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah. I really need to get the right thing.”

“Okay. If you say so.” He reached out and pinched a fold of the sheer lace between his fingers, testing the texture.

“How does it feel against my skin?” she asked, quieter, a little breathless.

He opened his hand and laid it flat against her side. The fabric moved under his palm as he rubbed slowly along her bare skin, eyes fixed on the contact. His hand began to travel upward. Tom saw Emily’s whole body go still; she drew a sharp breath and held it. When she finally let it out it came in a shaky rush. The man’s hand had settled on her breast. He stayed there, the small movements of his arm making it clear he was exploring the weight and shape of her through the thin lace. Emily let it continue for well over a minute, soft sounds escaping her now and then. Only then did she step back.

“I think that’s enough for you to get an idea. How about you go pick one last outfit?”

He nodded, adjusted the front of his trousers without much subtlety, and disappeared from the doorway. Emily shut the door, leaned against it, and stood there breathing hard for a few seconds. When she had steady enough hands she picked up the phone and brought it close to her face, eyes bright.

“Oh my god, babe. Did you like that? He just groped my tit.”

Tom flinched, realising his hand had started moving on his cock without permission. He pulled it away and opened his mouth to answer, but Emily cut in first.

“Still muted in case he comes back—just nod.”

He nodded.

A knock sounded on the door.

“That’s him,” she whispered, eyes bright. “Wonder what he brought.”

She set the phone down, stripped the sheer babydoll off in one motion, and tossed it aside. This time when she opened the door she barely used it as cover; at least one breast was fully in view. The man thrust the next set into her hands as if he didn’t want to risk her changing her mind. Emily stepped back and began putting the pieces on without closing the door. He stayed in the gap and watched.

First the small lace bra. Then a very narrow thong that vanished between her cheeks the moment she pulled it up. Even though the new set was extremely minimal, Tom felt a flicker of relief that the fabric was at least opaque—nothing fully on display the way it had been in the babydoll.

Emily made a couple of quick adjustments—tugged the bra a little lower, the thong a little higher—then opened the door all the way and gave the man a slow spin. The turn also gave Tom a clear front view: the dark satin thong cupped her closely and covered little more than the essentials; the lace of the bra was fine enough to hint at the colour of her nipples underneath.

She held a few more poses, then looked at the man again.

“So—we’ve seen them all. Which one do you think I should get?”

He cleared his throat.

“I’m not sure yet. I haven’t felt how this one sits. I think I should… check that first.”

“Oh—yeah, I guess you’re right. I did say you were in charge.” Emily gave a small, nervous giggle and pushed her chest forward.

The man didn’t need more invitation. Both hands closed over her breasts at once, kneading through the thin lace with open enthusiasm. This time Tom could clearly hear the soft, broken sounds she was making.

After a long minute the man finally eased off. Emily started to speak—

“Okay, so now you’ve gotten a good feel—”

“I should check the panties too. Different material.”

She glanced down, uncertainty flickering across her face. “…Yeah. I guess you’re right.”

He reached out and cupped her firmly between the legs, hand covering the narrow satin. For a second he just held her there, watching her reaction. Emily’s eyes were wide, dark with arousal. When he began to rub she looked down at his hand. He pressed harder; she bit back a moan and set her fingers on his forearm. He didn’t slow. The strokes grew firmer, faster. Emily rose onto her toes, leaned into him, and switched her grip to his upper arm with both hands as her legs went unsteady. A real moan escaped. Her free hand dropped, found the obvious bulge in his trousers, squeezed once, then went straight to his zipper. She got it open, pushed the fabric aside, and pulled his cock free of his boxers.

It was solid—roughly seven inches, average thickness, clearly bigger than Tom, nowhere near Bill’s size. Emily wrapped her fingers around it and started stroking the full length in steady pulls.

Tom couldn’t hold back any longer. He grabbed himself and stroked hard and fast; within seconds he was coming in thick pulses, vision narrowing. When the worst of it passed he looked back at the phone. On the screen Emily was already dropping to her knees in front of the man.

The post-orgasm clarity hit like cold water. Hot or not, there was no version of this where a complete stranger got her mouth before Tom could stop it—not here, not like this. He killed the call and immediately video-called her again.

It rang.

Kept ringing.

No answer.

Fuck. What the hell is happening?

Tom had been listening to the unanswered ring for twenty seconds that felt like minutes when Emily finally picked up.

“Fuck—sorry, babe. Didn’t hear it.” She looked apologetic and a little wild. The man was gone; the door was shut. She was still in the lace bra and thong. One cup was tugged down, nipple bare; the thong had shifted so one side of her was exposed. She glanced down, let out a short nervous laugh, and started fixing the fabric. “Don’t worry. He took off before I could get him in my mouth. Turns out he’s married.” She settled the bra and thong back into place. “So… are you going to come buy these for me? I’m not sure I can put them back on the shelf in this condition.”

Relief hit Tom hard enough that he decided, for the moment, to leave the larger questions alone. They could talk later.

“Yeah. On my way.”

He hung up, cleaned himself as best he could, and walked quickly back to the lingerie shop. Emily was already in her ordinary clothes again, the three sets draped over her arm. They took only the final one to the counter, left the other two with the clerk, paid, and headed for the car. Both of them were quiet in the way people get when the adrenaline has nowhere left to go.

Once they were on the highway Tom kept his eyes on the road.

“Emily… were you actually going to give that guy a blowjob?”

She was silent for a few seconds.

“I don’t know. Maybe?” Her voice was careful. “You hadn’t called. So you were enjoying it, right?”

Tom thought back to how hard he’d come in the cubicle.

“Yeah. I was. But when you didn’t pick up I got worried.”

“Well, sorry. I was getting yelled at in public for being a whore and a slut.”

Tom glanced over, startled. “Shit. I didn’t know. Sorry.”

“It’s fine. I should’ve heard the phone. And…” A small smirk. “It was actually kind of hot.”

His eyebrows went up; then he huffed a short laugh and looked back at the road.

A few quiet minutes passed before he spoke again.

“We should probably set some rules for tonight. Want to text them to Bill?”

“Sure. What am I saying?”

“One: you stay dressed. Two: he follows the same rules as usual. Three: he keeps his guests from getting out of hand. Four: if I call, you answer right away. Five: you stay on camera the whole time so I can see nothing’s going sideways.”

Emily considered it.

“That last one might be tricky if I’m moving around serving drinks. What if whenever I leave the camera, no one else is allowed to come with me?”

“Yeah. That works.”

“And it’s okay if they get a little handsy, right? It’ll look weird if Bill has to police them too hard.”

Tom hesitated, then nodded once. “Fine. As long as it doesn’t get out of hand.”

“Okay. Sending now.”

She typed the list out and hit send. By the time they were close to home both of them realised how hungry they were. A quick drive-thru run, burgers eaten at the kitchen counter, and the afternoon had almost run out. It was nearly time for Emily to cross the street to Bill’s.

--

“So—what should I wear?”

The three outfits were spread across the bed. Emily stood in front of them wrapped in a towel, still warm from the shower.

Tom looked them over. “The lingerie shows a little too much for a whole night of other people.”

“Yeah. You’re probably right.”

“Maybe the bikini?”

A low flutter started in her stomach. The string set barely covered more than the lace had. “Okay. If that’s what you want.”

She took it into the bathroom and shut the door. When she came out a couple of minutes later the two tiny triangles and the narrow bottom left almost nothing to the imagination. She gave him a couple of slow turns and a small pose, watching his face. Tom reached out and closed a hand over one bare cheek. Emily laughed and knocked his hand away—not hard, but with clear intent.

“Uh-uh. That’s for Bill’s hands tonight.”

Tom pulled back, eyes wide. She was halfway to apologising until she saw the hard shape already obvious in his pants. The apology died.

“Actually, I think you’ve seen enough.” She shrugged into a long coat and belted it. “Remember—I only let you buy this so I could wear it for him. Not for you.”

She went back to the bathroom mirror and put on light makeup, finishing with a dark red lip that sat cleanly against her skin. The whole time she could see Tom’s reflection on the bed behind her—turned on, a little wounded, completely focused on her. The power of it settled warm and steady in her chest. She stepped into heeled sandals, gave him one last look, and walked to the door with an extra deliberate sway in her hips.

“Hang on.”

Tom’s voice stopped her at the door. She turned. He looked nervous.

“I’ve changed my mind. I think maybe the shorts and the top instead.”

Emily’s stomach dropped. She had already been carrying the low, bright charge of walking into Bill’s place in the string bikini; having it taken away landed harder than she expected. A quick flare of real anger rose, then died the moment she saw the worried crease between his brows. Guilt followed immediately.

“Okay. If that’s what you want.” She made the words sound light, almost cheerful, and grabbed the yellow shorts and the tight open-collar top off the bed, plus a pair of panties she hoped wouldn’t show lines. The bathroom door closed behind her.

When she came out the push-up bra was doing its work under the cropped top and the shorts sat exactly as high and tight as they had in the store. She faced him with a thin smile.

“Better?”

“Yeah. You still look like a complete wet dream.”

“Uh-huh.” She shrugged the long coat back on, belted it, and headed for the door without another word. Tom watched her go and felt the decision sour almost at once. Maybe leaving her in the bikini and happy would have been smarter than the slightly-less-extreme outfit and the cool edge in her voice.

He stayed in the doorway long enough to see her cross the street and knock. Bill opened up, pulled her straight into a firm hug, and—without any attempt at subtlety—lifted the back of the coat so he could get a full hand on the bare lower curve of her ass. Tom’s eyes flicked up and down the quiet street, half-expecting a neighbour’s curtain to move. Bill kept the grip for several long seconds before he finally released her, steered her inside, and shut the door.

Tom closed their own door, went straight to the bedroom, and sat with his phone in both hands, waiting for the livestream link.


Chapter 10

Emily walked across the street still carrying the low, sharp annoyance. She had been ready—genuinely ready—to drop the coat and let Bill see the string bikini, especially after the frustrating near-miss at the lingerie store. She had pictured the look on his face, the way his hands would have been on her in seconds. Then Tom had lost his nerve at the last possible moment. The unfairness of it sat hot under her ribs. In the bathroom, still irritated, she had left the panties on the floor. Now the only thing between her and the open air was the thin, stretched fabric of the tiny yellow shorts.

By the time she reached Bill’s gate the irritation had started to share space with something else. The outfit might not have been the bikini, but there was no pretending it was modest. The shorts sat high and tight; the top left almost nothing to the imagination. A slow, deep tingle answered the thought of the next few hours.

She raised her hand, hesitated half a second, then knocked.

The door opened almost at once. Bill filled the frame—solid, upright, the same controlled presence she had gotten used to. The porch light cut across the planes of his face and the breadth of his shoulders. The simple fact of standing there in this outfit for him, after a week of forcing herself not to answer his messages, after the unfinished tension of the shopping trip, after Tom’s last-minute veto, made her press her thighs together once, hard.

He reached out and pulled her straight into a hug. She didn’t resist. One of his hands slid under the back of the coat and closed over a bare cheek, warm and sure. The contact sent an immediate spark through her; her nipple tightened against his chest. All the restraint she had been practising, the disappointment at the mall, the residual anger at Tom—none of it held. She let herself lean into the grip and the steady, unapologetic way he handled her. She only registered how far she had drifted when a soft moan left her throat. The sound snapped her back to the open street and the risk of a neighbour’s window.

She pulled back. Bill read the shift at once, steered her across the threshold, and shut the door behind them.

“Coat off,” he said. “Let’s see if you followed instructions.”

Emily let the front of the coat fall open and shrugged it off her shoulders. It pooled on the floor, leaving her standing in the tiny yellow shorts and the tight open-collar top, bare skin everywhere the fabric didn’t reach.

Bill’s eyes moved over her once, slow and thorough, even as his mouth stayed flat.

“It’ll do,” he said, the words deliberately underwhelming. “Pick that up and follow me.”

She gathered the coat. He led her through the living room and dining area—both noticeably clearer than on her previous visits—and into the kitchen, which had not received the same attention. Empty cans sat on the counter and in uneven stacks on the floor. The sink held the remains of several meals and a collection of microwave-tray containers. On one cleared stretch of counter someone had laid out bags of snacks and a couple of bottles of liquor.

Bill stopped and gestured at the spread.

“That’s what you’ve got to work with. Beer and mixers in the fridge. When the others get here you keep their glasses and the snack bowls full. I drink rum and coke—make mine with almost no rum. They’re still a little while out, so start by cleaning this place up.”

Emily stared at him, mouth open. This was not the evening she had been turning over in her head all afternoon. She folded her arms and gave him a flat, sullen look.

He stepped to the side of her and brought an open hand down hard across one cheek of her ass. The sound was sharp in the quiet kitchen. She jumped and let out a short yell.

“Get to it.”

She shot him one last sour glance, then moved to the sink and began clearing it. The heat from the slap spread outward in a slow wave, sinking lower until it settled between her legs and stayed there.

“That’s a good girl.”

Bill stepped in behind her and laid his hand over the place he had just struck, rubbing the heat into the skin. Emily kept working—emptying the last of the dishes, filling the sink with hot water—while soft sounds slipped out of her every time his fingers pressed or shifted. His hand slid lower, into the tight crease of the shorts, then further until he was cupping her pussy through the thin fabric. She parted her feet and pushed her hips back without being told, giving him a cleaner angle. He rubbed her in slow, deliberate circles. Her eyes closed for a second. The picture that rose up was of Tom on the other end of a camera, watching her stand at a sink doing chores while another man handled her like this—ordinary domestic work turned into something else by the simple fact of who was touching her and how. The contrast was part of what made it land so hard.

Then the practical thought cut through: Tom was supposed to be watching now.

She set the sponge down.

“We still need to send Tom the link.”

Bill huffed a short laugh. “Right.” He gave her one last firm squeeze through the shorts and took his hand away. “Come help me set it up.”

She closed her legs, drew a steadying breath, and followed him into the dining room. A small webcam sat low on a bookshelf, the cable running down behind the television cabinet to a laptop tucked out of sight. Bill pulled the laptop free and handed it to her. When she opened the lid several browser tabs of rough porn were already loaded; the active one showed a woman being used hard by multiple men while they talked over her. Emily stared for a few seconds longer than she meant to, heat climbing into her face, before she noticed Bill’s knowing look and quickly paused the video. She opened a fresh window, navigated to the private-stream site she had already chosen, got the webcam recognised, and sent the link.

Emily: Sorry it took so long — technical delay.

Tom: All good. Just remember — if you’re not on camera, none of the guys can be with you.

Emily started to type a quick confirmation. Bill reached over, took the phone out of her hands, and set it on the shelf.

“Stop texting. Back to work.”

He landed an open-handed slap on the cheek he hadn’t hit earlier. Emily shot the camera a small shrug and a clear thumbs-up so Tom would know she’d seen the message, then walked back into the kitchen. As she resumed washing, the fresh heat bloomed across her skin. She found herself wanting Bill to step in behind her again and work that sting the same way he had the first one—then remembered the live feed and the new rule. He couldn’t. She let out a short breath and reached for the next pan.

She had cleared roughly half the mess when his voice carried from the dining room.

“They’ll be here any minute. Don’t forget—you come out and greet them the second they walk in and get a drink in their hand right away. Anyone sits with an empty glass or no snacks for more than a minute and you’re getting a spanking at the end of the night.”

“Got it,” she called back, the edge in her voice not fully hidden.

“No need to get sharp. I’m just trying to keep that ass from getting a real hiding.” A low laugh. “Unless you’d rather earn one. Maybe I change the rule—spanking only if you’re good.”

Emily felt heat climb into her face at how close she came to saying yes.

“No. The first version’s fine. Thanks.”

About thirty seconds later a knock sounded at the front door. Bill stood, crossed the room, and opened it.

“Hey, Trigs. How you been? Ready to lose your money?”

“Haha, fuck off. Just because I took a little pity on you last time doesn’t mean you’re getting any charity tonight.”

The answering voice was rough and a bit wheezy.

“Pity? You kept falling for the bluffs,” Bill said as he came back into the dining room with the newcomer behind him.

The man was roughly Bill’s age—thinner in the arms and legs, but carrying a clear beer belly. Bald, full goatee and moustache, shirt that hung loose everywhere except across the middle where it stretched tight. He stopped dead when he saw Emily. Shock first, then open, undisguised hunger.

“Who the hell is that? How much are you paying for a girl like her?”

“That’s Emily. And I’m paying her nothing. She’s here because she wanted to help out.”

Emily felt a small internal flinch at hearing her real name given so casually. They should have settled on something else beforehand.

Trigs barked a laugh. “Bullshit. No way a cute young thing like her is hanging around a guy like you for free. You came into money and you’re just not saying. Whatever—I’ll take it off you at the table tonight anyway.”

“Believe what you want.” Bill turned to Emily. “You going to offer my friend a drink, or are you just going to stand there getting worked up while he stares?”

She blinked, heat climbing into her face. “Sorry. Um—Trigs?”

“Yeah. Short for Trigger. Itchy trigger finger from my days on the force.”

Bill snorted. “Most firearm discharges in the state. Managed to collect an early retirement once the department started getting sensitive about that kind of thing.”

“That’s right—four and a half years on paid admin leave before they finally processed the retirement last year.”

Emily’s stomach turned at the casual pride in it, but the next line still came out of her mouth on autopilot.

“What can I get you to drink?”

“Beer’s fine, love. Thanks.”

She turned and walked into the kitchen. Behind her Trigger let out a low whistle.

“Damn. Look at that ass. Look at the jiggle on it. No way you’re not paying for that, man.”

Emily pulled a bottle from the fridge, opened it, and carried it back. She held it out. Trigger took it with a smug little smile, eyes dropping openly to the deep cut of her top before climbing back to her face.

“Thanks, darling.”

The weight of his stare sat on her skin; her nipples tightened against the thin fabric of the bra and top. She turned to Bill.

“Do you want one as well?”

“Rum and coke.”

She went back, found a tumbler, added ice, coke, and the smallest splash of rum she could manage, then brought it out. The two men were already seated at the table. She watched Bill take a sip and give her a short confirming nod. Relief lasted only a second—she caught the deliberate glint in his eye a moment before he spoke.

“And where the hell are the snacks?”

His hand landed in a firm, open slap across her ass.

“Go get them.”

Emily’s face burned. Trigger’s eyes had gone wide. She turned without answering and hurried into the kitchen, quickly tipping chips into one bowl and spooning dip into another, then balanced both and walked back toward the table.

Another knock sounded at the front door.

“Actually—get that first,” Bill said without looking up from the table.

Emily froze, bowls still in her hands, unsure whether to set them down or take them back to the kitchen. Bill finally glanced over and saw her standing there.

“Put the snacks on the table, then answer the door.”

The casual sharpness of it in front of Trigger sent heat straight into her face. She set the bowls down quickly and hurried up the hall, the tight shorts and top making every step more obvious than she wanted. She pulled the door open.

The man on the step was tall and lanky, somewhere in his late fifties. A long face, hollow cheeks, the kind of deep lines that looked like they had been carved by years of scowling. A wave of heavy cologne hit her a second later; she kept her expression neutral with effort. Black jeans, black dress shirt.

He looked her up and down with small, hard eyes.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Hi. I’m—” She almost reached for a fake name, then remembered Trigger already had the real one. Starting a second identity now would only make things messier. “Emily. I’m a friend of Bill’s. I’m helping with drinks and things tonight.”

Saying her actual name to yet another complete stranger—especially one this unappealing—sent a low, complicated flutter through her stomach and lower. He kept staring as if he was waiting for something else. Only when the silence stretched did she realise she was still planted in the middle of the doorway. She stepped back quickly. He brushed past her without further comment.

“Hey, Bill. How you doin’?” The tone was as close to friendly as Emily suspected the man ever got.

“Hey, Clive. Glad you could make it—even if it’s just so I can take more of your money.”

“Hmph.” Clive pulled out a chair and sat.

Emily moved back to the table, still very aware of how little the shorts and top left to the imagination when she walked, and arranged the bowls properly. When she finished she stepped back a little.

“What can I get you to drink, Clive?”

“Scotch.” He didn’t look at her when he said it.

She returned to the kitchen and stared at the bottles. None of them were helpfully labelled “scotch.” After a moment of rising worry she started turning them to read the backs. One mentioned Scotland; with nothing better to go on she poured a generous half-tumbler of it neat and carried it out.

She caught the tail end of Clive’s sentence as she reached the table.

“—don’t usually like paying for them, but a young one like her seems more worth it.”

Emily’s jaw tightened. She set the glass down in front of him without comment. He took a sip, still not looking at her.

“At least she knows how to pour a proper measure and doesn’t ruin it with ice,” he said to Bill.

The small approval loosened something in her chest; she allowed herself a brief private smile and retreated to the edge of the room. The three men settled into conversation that had nothing to do with her. Ten minutes of standing there left her restless and bored. Then Trigger lifted his empty bottle and glanced in her direction. She crossed to him, took it, dropped it in the kitchen bin, and brought a fresh one from the fridge. When she handed it over he gave her ass a light, proprietary pat.

“Thanks, darl.”

“No worries!” The bright reply and the smile were out before she had time to think. After the stretch of being ignored, the simple attention landed harder than she expected; her body answered it with a clear, unwelcome flush of heat. She covered by turning toward the kitchen.

“I’ll grab some more snacks.”

She poured salted nuts into a bowl and carried it back. Bill and Clive were deep in conversation. Trigger’s eyes tracked her the whole way to the table. The open, unhurried once-over sent a sharp little thrill up her spine. She knew she shouldn’t respond to it—he was decades older, crude, exactly the kind of man she would have crossed the street to avoid a month ago—yet the response was already there. Her gaze flicked once toward the bookshelf where the webcam sat. She pictured Tom on the other end of the feed, watching another man look at her like this, and the thought of his jealousy settled warm and satisfying in her chest.

She chose the open space beside Trigger and bent further than necessary to set the bowl in the centre of the table. His hand settled on her ass at once.

“Thanks for the snacks, babe.”

The words were almost absent-minded. She stayed bent a moment longer, making small, unnecessary adjustments to the other bowls, while his palm moved in slow, tentative circles over the thin fabric of the shorts. Only then did she straighten, give him a quick smile, and step back to her place at the edge of the room.

--

Tom sat on the bed in only a T-shirt, pants shoved down, laptop open on the livestream. At the start he’d had to ease off completely—the long wait for the feed, the spiral of jealous what-ifs, had pushed him right to the edge before anything had even begun. He’d been a breath away from calling her when the text with the link finally arrived.

Watching Bill handle her so casually had forced him to let go of his cock again almost at once. The stretches where she simply stood at the edge of the room while the men talked left him restless, but the underlying fact never lost its edge: three of them got to see her in that outfit up close, in the same air, while he was stuck with pixels on a screen. The jealousy sat heavy in his chest and still made him throb. He stroked slowly, eyes fixed on the tight yellow shorts, trying to read the shape of her through the fabric, turning over how easily other men had put their hands on her tonight while he watched from across the street.

Another twenty minutes passed. Emily served Trigger twice more—each time earning a lingering rub across her ass—and Bill once, who limited himself to a few sharp, dismissive names. Then another knock. She looked toward Bill, waiting to be told whether to answer it. Instead he stood and walked out of frame toward the front door.

A short exchange Tom couldn’t make out drifted through the laptop speakers. Bill reappeared a moment later with the fourth man behind him: broad, heavily built, long dark hair and an unkempt beard, the look of someone who had once carried real muscle and still had most of the frame even if age had softened the edges. Somewhere around fifty.

“Well hello. Who do we have here?”

Rob’s eyes locked on Emily the moment he cleared the hallway. She shifted under the weight of the look, mouth opening to answer, but Bill spoke first.

“Rob, Emily. Emily, Rob. She’s here to keep the glasses full and the snacks coming.”

“And to give the rest of us something to look at, by the looks of it.” Rob’s mouth curled. “Whiskey and coke, love.” He walked straight to the last empty chair and sat. Emily turned for the kitchen without comment.

On the laptop feed Tom frowned. The full-face view tugged at something in his memory—he was sure he’d seen the man before—but the context wouldn’t come. The build fit an ex-athlete or someone who’d stayed strong well into middle age; that was as far as he got.

“Hello, fellas. Long time,” Rob said as he settled, a low chuckle in it.

“Ha—yeah, good to see you, La—” Trigger caught himself. “Rob.”

“Hi, Rob,” Clive added, flat as ever.

Emily came back with the drink. Rob took the glass with one hand; the other settled on the back of her thigh and slid upward in a slow, open pass before closing in a firm squeeze on her ass, fingers sinking into the soft flesh for a second. The angle of the hidden camera caught all of it. He gave her a final pat and released her. She returned to her place near the kitchen doorway and waited.

With everyone seated, Bill brought out a case of chips. The buy-ins that followed made Tom’s eyebrows rise—several thousand dollars each. He wouldn’t have guessed Bill had that kind of money sitting around for a home game. The chips were stacked, the cards came out, and the first hand began.

The four of them played like men who had done this many times before—tight, patient, no wasted chips. With that much money in the middle, the table held their full attention. On the feed Tom watched Emily drift back into boredom, eyes wandering the corners of the room, the cards meaning nothing to her. When Trigger finally lifted his empty bottle her whole posture brightened. She almost skipped the short trip to the kitchen and back. As she handed him the fresh beer his hand settled on her ass and stayed there, jiggling the cheek lightly while he thanked her. For a second her eyes closed and her mouth parted. Then she opened them, caught Rob watching with a small, knowing smirk, coloured, and stepped away from the table.

Only a couple of hands later Rob held up his glass.

“Another one, honey.”

Emily moved to take it. The tight top and the motion of her walk made the bounce of her breasts impossible to miss on the camera. She disappeared into the kitchen, came back with the refilled glass, and this time Rob’s hand went straight up the inside of her thigh, cupping her firmly between the legs through the thin shorts. The soft, startled sound she made carried clearly through the laptop speakers. She still stood there for two full seconds while his hand worked her from behind before she finally stepped out of reach.

Tom felt the familiar dual pull—hot, specific jealousy at a stranger already having his hand on her pussy, and the matching throb it sent through him. He didn’t want to kill the night this early. As long as the clothes stayed on, he told himself, it was still inside the lines they had set. Bill was right there on camera; he wouldn’t let it run completely off the rails while Tom was watching.

When Emily walked past the hidden lens on her way back to her post, the hard points of her nipples were obvious against the fabric of the top. She took a few deliberate breaths once she was standing still again, then kept shifting her weight, thighs pressing together, through the next several hands.

Bill was the next to lift his glass. Emily’s whole posture brightened; she almost skipped into the kitchen and came back with a fresh, weak rum-and-coke. He took it without looking up from his cards.

“Thanks.”

Nothing else. The flat dismissal left her standing there with a clear sulk on her face.

Even Rob finishing his drink a couple of hands later didn’t fully erase it, though she caught herself and forced a pleasant smile before she reached for his glass. When she returned she bent further than she needed to, putting her chest right in his line of sight as she set the drink down.

“Thanks, slut.” Rob’s hand closed around one breast, lifting and giving it a testing jiggle. “Christ, they’re real. Figured a girl putting on a show like this would’ve paid for them.”

Tom saw Emily’s eyes flick sideways toward Bill, checking for a reaction. Bill’s attention stayed on the cards in his hand. Rob’s fingers found her nipple through the thin top and gave it a sharp pinch. The short, involuntary moan that left her finally made Bill glance up; a small scowl crossed his face. Emily stepped back at once. Rob sent her off with a casual slap on the ass. The sulk had been replaced by a faint, private smile by the time she disappeared into the kitchen.

Tom’s pulse was loud in his ears. The whole arrangement was supposed to be aimed at him—his jealousy, his cock, the feed he was watching. Instead she was clearly angling for Bill’s attention after one indifferent “thanks,” and she hadn’t looked at the camera once since the cards came out.

She reappeared carrying a bowl of chips. This time the walk was deliberate: hips swinging, breasts moving freely under the tight top. Even Clive’s eyes tracked her for a second. She chose the open space beside Bill, bent low over the table—facing the hidden camera so Tom got the same clear view down the front of her top as the men at the table—and set the bowl among the others, taking her time gathering the empty ones.

“Good girl.”

Bill’s voice was deliberately condescending. His fingers found her nipple through the thin top, pinched, and rolled it once before he let go. Emily straightened, collected the empty bowls, and walked back to the kitchen trying—and mostly failing—to keep the smile off her face.

Trigger was next. When she brought his fresh beer he only managed an awkward, brief grope of her breast before she stepped away.

Rob finished his third drink only a couple of hands later. On the feed Tom frowned, wondering how heavy-handed she was being with the whiskey; she’d never really drunk herself and might be pouring stronger than she realised. The thought of Rob getting properly drunk and what that might mean for her sent a cold edge of worry through him that only made his cock harder.

Rob didn’t call her over right away. He set the empty glass down and waited until the next hand closed. Then he held it up.

“Hey—my glass is empty. How long are you planning to leave me sitting here?”

Emily jumped at the sudden volume and hurried over.

“Sorry—sorry. I’ll make you another right now.”

“Not good enough. I think that deserves a little punishment.” His grin was sharp.

“What… kind of punishment?”

“Come here. I’ll show you.”

She stepped closer, uncertain.

“Feet apart. Further. Further. Good.”

Emily stood with her legs spread, glancing once toward Bill. Instead of shrinking back she pushed her hips a fraction forward. Rob’s hand swung and landed in a clean, open slap straight between her legs, hard against the thin shorts. She yelped and folded forward, grabbing his forearm for balance. His hand stayed where it was, rubbing side to side over the stinging fabric. A low moan slipped out of her.

“There. That’s what happens when you leave a glass empty.” He gave a short, barking laugh. “Now say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“Thank you for what?”

“Thank you for slapping my… cunt.” The last word came out on another soft moan. She straightened, took the empty glass, and walked to the kitchen on legs that weren’t quite steady. When she brought the fresh drink back she leaned across the table from the opposite side, clearly preferring a little distance for the moment.

Tom kept a closer eye on Rob over the next few hands. The man was definitely getting drunker, and his chip stack was shrinking fast. Two hands later he shoved the rest in on a bad read, lost, and sat there grumbling while he dug another fold of cash out of his wallet and traded it to Bill for a fresh stack.

“Don’t you worry,” he announced to the table at large. “You just got lucky. I’ll be right back in it.” He took a long pull from his glass to underline the point.

The bleeding continued. After the next significant loss he drained what was left of the drink and held the glass up without looking at her.

“Another.”

Emily brought it. As she handed it over his right hand clamped hard on her ass; the left disappeared from the camera’s angle toward the front of her shorts. She made a short, startled sound and her eyes went straight to Bill.

“Leave her pants alone,” Bill said, voice flat and final.

“She’s been asking for it all night,” Rob shot back, but the hand withdrew.

Bill’s mouth ticked up at the corner.

“You’re not wrong. How about we play for her clothes. Two-fifty for the top?”

Tom swallowed. She’d still have the bra on, he told himself. And Bill had at least shut down the hands-in-her-pants move. The shorts were staying put for now.

“Haha—you’re on.”

Rob folded the next hand, then found himself heads-up with Bill on the one after. When the last card was dealt he didn’t hesitate.

“I raise you Emily’s top.”

Bill’s mouth curved. “Call.”

The cards went over. Rob was on his feet the second he saw Bill’s hand, whooping.

“Had you the whole way! Come on—top off.”

Emily’s eyes went to Bill. He gave a single, calm nod. She reached down, hooked the hem of the tight crop top, drew a short breath, and pulled it up and over her head in one motion. For a second the room was completely still. The push-up bra left most of the upper curve of her breasts bare and lifted what remained into clear, full cleavage. She let the top fall and looked around at the four faces, unable to keep a small, private smile from showing at the open hunger in their expressions.

“Fuck me. They’re even better than I thought,” Rob said, genuine awe in it. Then, without missing a beat: “So how much for the shorts?”

Bill laughed at the eagerness. “Five hundred.”

Tom’s stomach dropped. Fresh, sharp anxiety flooded in—what was she wearing underneath? He hadn’t seen her pick the panties. If it was the new, tiny set from the lingerie shop… The picture of her walking around the table in nothing but that scrap in front of four other men hit him all at once. After the long, grinding edge of the entire evening it was too much. His vision whited out. The orgasm that tore through him was the hardest he’d had all night—possibly ever—leaving him gasping and half-dazed on the bed while the laptop kept streaming the quiet, charged room across the street.

When Tom’s head cleared, the next hand was already in progress. Emily still stood at the side of the room in the push-up bra, the high, full shape of her breasts on open display. Only then did he notice how dry his mouth was. He stood, went to the kitchen for water, and the small irony of it—him serving himself while four other men had her half-dressed and waiting on them—sent a fresh pulse of heat straight back into his cock.

By the time he returned to the laptop she was handing Trigger another beer. The older man limited himself to a lingering squeeze of her ass this time. Rob, meanwhile, was working through his glass at speed. A couple of minutes later he held it up. Tom’s heart kicked hard as Emily walked over, the thin bra doing almost nothing to hide her.

Rob took the drink, set it aside at once, and turned fully toward her.

“Seeing as I paid for them, I figure I get to appreciate them a little.”

His hands closed on her ass and pulled her in. One arm locked around her back; he buried his face between her breasts and shook his head hard side to side. Emily’s expression flashed pure surprise; a sharp gasp left her, followed by several unsteady breaths. Colour climbed into her ears while the whole table watched. Wet, exaggerated sounds came from where Rob’s mouth was working. When he finally pulled back her skin shone with his spit.

Tom saw Bill’s face go dark during the display. Emily straightened and caught the tail end of the scowl before Bill smoothed it back into his usual flat look. A small, private smirk touched her mouth as she stepped away to her corner. Rob turned back to his cards, picked up his glass, and took a satisfied sip.

Three hands later they were heads-up again by the flop, Trigger and Clive already out.

“I raise you five hundred,” Rob said, grinning.

Bill didn’t blink. “Call—with Emily’s shorts. And I raise another five hundred.”

Rob hesitated only a second before the extra chips went in. He tried to keep the pressure through the turn, but Bill came back with a further fifteen-hundred raise. When the river was done and Bill turned over a full house, Rob’s whole body went rigid. For a moment it looked like the table might actually flip; his face flushed and his mouth opened on what was clearly going to be a string of curses. Then his eyes found Emily’s worried expression. The fight drained out of him in a visible wave. He dragged in a few breaths, took a long swallow of his drink, and shoved another fold of cash across to Bill. Bill counted it calmly and slid a fresh stack of chips back.

Two hands after that they were alone again by the turn. Bill studied his cards, idly stacked and restacked a few chips, then looked up.

“Emily’s shorts.”

Rob’s grin returned at once. He pushed fifteen hundred into the middle.

“I raise a thousand. That about what the panties are worth?”

On the laptop Tom’s breath stopped. His cock, already hard again, gave a heavy pulse. Bill won’t take that. He won’t.

Bill’s face darkened. He stared at the raise for a long few seconds, jaw tight. Finally he flicked his cards into the muck.

“Fuck. Fine. Fold.” The word came out sharp. He turned his head toward Emily. “Shorts off. Now.”

Tom couldn’t decide whether he felt relief or something closer to dread. The panties—whatever she was wearing—were still on, but only because Bill had folded rather than risk them, and the shorts were coming off anyway without Rob even having to show a hand.

Emily stepped forward into the open space beside the table. Every eye was on her. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the yellow shorts, gave the room one last nervous glance, and pushed them down in a quick motion. She had to bend to work them over her heeled sandals. When she straightened, Tom’s breath left him in a short, shocked sound.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

No conservative pair. No tiny new lace set. Nothing. The shorts had been the only thing covering her, and now they were on the floor.

Rob’s laugh was deep and delighted.

“Looks like you should’ve stayed in, big man.” He toasted Bill with a long swallow from his glass. Tom noticed, with a fresh spike of unease, how close the glass was to empty again.

Emily stood there, face burning, while the four men looked her over without any pretence of politeness. She jumped when Bill’s voice cut across the silence.

“Nuts have been empty for ten minutes. You know better.”

She made a small sound and started for the kitchen. Bill’s hand shot out and caught her wrist.

“I think that deserves a punishment first. Don’t you?”

Emily’s eyes dropped. She nodded once.

“Good. Legs apart.”

She hesitated only a second, then widened her stance. Her gaze flicked downward; she could see exactly how open and exposed she was to every man at the table. Bill’s hand drew back and came forward in a clean, open-palmed slap that landed squarely on her bare pussy. The wet sound of it was unmistakable in the quiet room. Emily’s head tipped back, lip caught between her teeth. Bill gave her a brief, firm rub over the stinging flesh, then released her arm.

She stepped back on unsteady legs and almost fled into the kitchen, face scarlet.

She took a long moment in the kitchen. When she came back out her colour had returned to normal. She carried the fresh bowl of nuts around to Rob’s side of the table and shot Bill a small, deliberate smirk.

“Thought Rob should get the closer look. He’s the one who earned it.”

She leaned deep across the table to set the bowl dead centre, giving her hips a light, intentional wiggle as she did. Rob’s hand started to rise toward her. She straightened and turned away before it could land. In the same motion she lifted her inside leg high, kept the spin going so the leg passed cleanly over Rob’s head, and dropped straight down into his lap, one knee on either side of his thighs. One hand settled on his shoulder; she rolled her hips forward and ground her bare pussy firmly against the hard ridge in his trousers, the motion putting her breasts right in his face. The second his hands began to close on her waist she was already moving—rolling off him in one smooth motion and walking away with an extra sway in her step. She gave Bill another quick smirk on the way past and resumed her place by the kitchen doorway.

On the feed Tom’s pulse was hammering. She was pushing further every time, and it was aimed squarely at Bill—testing how much reaction she could pull out of him while she stood there in nothing but a bra. Tom had his phone in his hand, thumb hovering over her number, but he held off. Bill was still the one setting limits at the table; as long as that remained true the night hadn’t fully slipped the leash. The jealous heat in his chest and the thick, insistent throb of his cock kept feeding each other while he watched her stand there, half-naked, using her body on a drunk stranger for no better reason than to make another man look at her.

The men’s attention returned to the cards and several more careful hands went by. Rob’s concentration was clearly shot—part alcohol, part the fact that he kept glancing over at Emily. Every time she caught him looking she gave him a small smile and made no effort to close her legs or turn away. The distraction cost him. He kept bleeding chips until a large, poorly timed bluff was called and the rest of his stack disappeared.

“Fuck!” He slammed a fist on the table, drained what was left in his glass, and held it up. “Another drink. And stop fucking distracting me.”

Emily moved quickly, reaching across him for the empty glass. Before her fingers closed on it he slammed the glass back down.

“Actually—fuck this. I’m taking her now.”

His hand locked around her throat and he drove her backward onto the table. Her legs came up and splayed as she lost her balance. Trigger and Clive shoved their chairs back in pure shock. Bill sat frozen for a split second too long. With one hand still on her throat, Rob yanked the front of his trousers down. His cock was already hard.

“Langdon—no!” “Stop!”

The name cut through Tom’s headphones at the same moment Trigger and Clive shouted it. Rob—Langdon—ignored them and shoved forward. Tom watched, frozen, as the man thrust into her. The phone slipped out of Tom’s nerveless fingers and hit the floor.

Langdon managed one more thrust before Bill finally moved. He came around the table fast, wrenched the bigger man off Emily by the shoulders, and threw him to the floor. A solid kick landed in Langdon’s ribs. Langdon scrambled up and retreated down the hallway with both hands up while Bill drove him toward the door with open-handed blows to the head and shoulders. They disappeared from the camera’s frame. On the feed Emily had slid off the table and collapsed onto the floor, legs still trembling.

Bill reappeared alone a few seconds later. His voice was flat and final.

“You two out. I’ll settle the chips later.”

Trigger started to protest. Clive was already moving for the door.

“Get the fuck out,” Bill said, louder. Trigger’s face went white; he followed Clive without another word. The front door slammed.

The shock finally loosened enough for the half-formed recognition to break through. Tom did know that face. Not as Rob— as Langdon. The name had been all over the local news: a string of particularly nasty rapes, twenty-five years inside, loud public opposition when the release date approached. Recently let out. And Bill had brought him into a room with Emily.

Tom was on his feet and out the door in seconds. He crossed the street at a run, pushed straight into Bill’s house, and went to Emily first. She was still on the floor. He dropped to a crouch and touched her shoulder carefully.

“Baby—are you okay?”

She gave him a weak nod. The moment he was sure she wasn’t about to come apart he spun on Bill.

“What the fuck? That was Langdon. The serial rapist. What the fuck were you thinking?”

Bill’s hands came up. “It got out of hand, all right? Trigger knew he’d stashed money before he went inside—a lot of it—and that he still had the gambling problem. We figured a pretty girl and enough booze and we could bleed him. It was working until she started throwing herself at him.” He jabbed a finger toward Emily.

“Don’t you dare put that on her.” Tom’s voice was flat and final. He gathered her top and shorts, wrapped the long coat around her shoulders, and helped her stand. “This is over. You don’t talk to either of us again. Ever.”

He steered her toward the door. Bill tried once more.

“Come on—half the money we took off him. Easy.”

Tom stopped with one hand on the doorframe and looked back.

“I. Don’t. Need. Your. Fucking. Money.”

The door slammed hard enough to rattle the frame. He got Emily across the street and into their apartment before the adrenaline fully dropped.

Inside, the tears finally showed. “I’m so sorry. This was my fault. The whole stupid fantasy—it’s done. I promise. It’s over.”

Emily’s voice was quiet. “It’s not your fault. But right now I just want to go to bed. Can you get my pyjamas?”

He nodded, found the soft flannel set, and handed them over. She changed without ceremony and collapsed onto the bed. Tom slid in behind her and pulled her against his chest, arms locked around her middle.

“You sure you’re okay?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Now that you’re holding me.”

A moment later her breathing had already evened out into sleep.

--

Two weeks had passed. Emily had talked Tom out of going to the police. The reason she gave him was that she couldn’t face reliving it in interviews and statements. The real reason sat heavier and less tidy: Bill hadn’t been entirely wrong. She had known what she was doing.

She had pushed Langdon deliberately—mostly to force a reaction out of Bill after a night of being ignored, but not only for that. The aggression itself had landed. She had seen how close the man was to breaking and had still leaned her nearly naked body across him. When his hand closed on her throat and the table hit her back, her legs had opened wide without any conscious decision. The moment he thrust into her she had come, hard and immediate; the aftershocks were still rolling through her when she slid to the floor with her legs shaking.

If she had known from the beginning that he was a convicted rapist she almost certainly would never have started. If the knowledge had arrived halfway through the evening, she honestly wasn’t sure she would have stopped. Looking back at the danger only sharpened the memory. The single clearest image that still made her wet was Bill hauling Langdon off her—finally, fully dominant after giving her almost nothing all night—and the helpless, open want she had felt in that moment for Bill to take her back himself.

They had not spoken about any of it in bed. They had not done anything sexual at all since the night she came home in the coat. She sometimes wondered how Tom was coping with the sudden drop after the intensity of the previous weeks. Today she was finding out. He was at the store. She was on his laptop.

Recent files mixed ordinary work documents with the saved streams. The poker-night recording was there, along with the earlier ones. Despite everything he had promised in the doorway that night, the fantasy had not left him.

A small smile moved across her face.

Maybe she would have to make his deepest fantasy come true on her own.


Chapter 11

Emily’s feet carried her home on autopilot. Her mind was elsewhere—on Tom’s fantasy, and on her own, which had long since tangled together. Two weeks after the deal ended for good, Bill still occupied too much space in her head. She kept waking wet and restless from the same rotating set of dreams: Langdon’s weight pinning her, the helpless stretch of being taken while she couldn’t move; then Bill hauling the other man off and taking his place, slower, deeper, the clear hierarchy of it. Some nights the man being pulled away was Tom—ineffectual, already half out of her—while she looked past Bill’s shoulder and watched her boyfriend stroke himself, small and urgent, as Bill opened her properly. The conqueror. The one who simply could.

She almost walked straight into Asha on the path to the building.

“Oh—hi!” The smile came easily even through the heavy breathing. She was always glad to see her; Asha carried a kind of easy, worldly confidence that still felt a little out of reach.

“Hello, neighbour.” Asha’s eyes moved over her in open, friendly envy. “God, I wish I had your motivation. Speaking of which—I noticed old Bill’s gone quiet lately. What did you do to get him to shut up and stop the commentary?”

Emily was grateful the run had already flushed her face.

“Tom… had a word with him, I think.”

Asha laughed. “What’s he got, mob connections?” She shook her head, still smiling. “Well, at least you can run in peace now.”

“Yeah,” Emily said. “It’s nice.”

Asha giggled.

“I bet you kind of miss it, though. Little confidence boost every morning?”

“What? No—I’d never—” Emily’s protest came out too fast and too high.

“Come on. I saw you break out the hottest running gear once he started paying attention. And the second Tom put a stop to the feedback you went straight back to the grandma outfits.”

Emily’s mouth opened and stayed that way. Heat that had nothing to do with the run climbed into her face. She had been that obvious. The only mercy was that Asha still seemed to think it had stopped at looking and comments; if the other woman had pieced together the rest of the last few weeks, the conversation would already feel very different.

Asha’s expression softened. She put a light hand on Emily’s shoulder.

“Honey, you really thought I wouldn’t notice? No judgment from me. The world’s a better place when women who look like us get to show off a little for a cheap thrill—even if the audience is a couple of mean older men.” She gave the shoulder a quick squeeze and started walking again, then turned back just long enough for a wink and a final grin. “See you around. Preferably in one of the newer outfits.”

She disappeared around the corner. Emily shut her mouth, caught between sharp irritation at her own lack of subtlety and an unexpected wash of relief that Asha hadn’t been disgusted. The question of what the other woman would think if she ever learned the whole story sat unanswered in the back of her mind as she climbed the steps and went inside, still unsettled by how little of it had actually been secret.

The next morning Emily left for the gym in the skimpiest set she owned. She told Tom the rest of her decent gear was in the wash and the older pieces were too worn to bother with. He didn’t ask why the age of her gym clothes had suddenly started to matter; he only swallowed once and shifted in his chair at the table.

She kept Bill in her peripheral vision as she passed his place. His eyes moved over her in the old, open way for a second—then the memory seemed to catch up with him. He looked down. Whatever crude remark had been forming died unspoken. On the walk home she gave her hips a little extra swing as she went by, a private smirk at the clear view of what he was no longer allowed to comment on.

That evening she went out for drinks with a couple of women she’d met through work—finally making up some of the ordinary social time the last stretch of weeks had swallowed. She wore a thrift-store dress she’d bought a year earlier and taken in so it actually fit; it used to be the one Tom liked best on her because of the way it followed her shape. Next to the things he had bought her recently it looked almost modest.

The night itself was uneventful and easy. She enjoyed the uncomplicated company of women her own age. A shared Uber dropped her last, a little after eleven. The successful, ordinary evening and the alcohol sat together in a pleasant buzz. She was still laughing under her breath at something from the car when she reached the door, one shoe already off, key scraping at the lock.

The door yanked open from the inside. She almost fell through it. Tom stood in the doorway, backlit by the streetlight coming through the far window, the rest of the apartment dark behind him.

“Oh—thanks, baby.” She laughed at her own clumsiness.

“Where have you been?” The question was flat, almost brusque.

It took Emily a second to catch the flatness in his voice. The easy smile faded while she tried to work out what could possibly have gone wrong.

“I went out with some girls from work. I told you before I left…”

“No you didn’t. You just said you were ‘going out for drinks.’”

“Well, sorry. I thought I’d already said who with. And if you were that worried, why didn’t you ask me then?” Annoyance was starting to cut through the pleasant buzz.

Tom’s jaw worked. “Because I wasn’t worried then. But I saw Bill leave right after you did. And he was gone the whole night—he still wasn’t back. So I thought maybe you and him…” He stopped, the sheepish realisation landing on his face a beat too late.

Headlights swept across the kitchen wall. An older engine growled; they both turned to the window in time to watch Bill’s car nose into his driveway. When they looked back at each other a slow grin was already curling Emily’s mouth. The alcohol and the sudden wrecking of her good mood had combined into something sharp and reckless. She had the perfect opening and no interest in thinking past it.

“Oh. So you were worried I’d snuck off on a secret date? That I couldn’t stay away from our neighbour and his big dick? That he was buying me drinks all night so he could get my clothes off and split me open with that thick cock of his?”

Tom’s eyes dropped. “What? No. Of course not. I was just… worried that he…”

“Worried I was letting our neighbour fuck me stupid? That his big cock was making me forget you even existed?”

She kept the breathy tone and ignored the half-formed protest still trying to leave his mouth. Tom’s eyes went wide as the performance finally registered.

“Oh.”

“Must have been torture, sitting here for hours, inventing every way that man was using the body you only get to watch.” She reached down and closed her hand around the hard shape of him through his jeans. A wicked little smile. “Bedroom. Now.”

He was moving before she finished the sentence. She locked the front door, followed, and found him already on his back on the bed, fly halfway down, eyes fixed on her as she walked to the foot of the mattress.

“Go on. Get that cock out.”

He shoved the rest of the way free without a word of complaint at the casual downgrade. Emily crawled up the length of him, back arched, gaze steady, and sat across his thighs with both hands planted on either side of his erection.

“So. Tell me what that filthy head of yours was doing to your poor girlfriend all night.”

“I… imagined Bill took you to some shitty pub. Showed you off to every guy in the place.”

“In your favourite dress. Stuck to his side while he soaked up all the jealous looks.” She dragged her nails lightly up the underside of his cock; another moan. “What happened after that? Did he put his hands on me right there in front of them? Make me shake my ass or my tits for the room? Or did he send me out to flirt so other men would buy me drinks?”

Tom’s eyes flared on the last option. She grinned.

“There it is. But flirting wouldn’t be enough, would it? What else would I have to give for a couple of cheap beers that Bill was too tight to pay for himself?”

She stopped moving her fingers and simply looked at him, one eyebrow raised, waiting.

“I imagined them grabbing your tits, your ass, trying to kiss you, getting their hands down the front of the dress, into your panties—”

Emily gave a theatrical moan and rolled her hips once against his thigh, light and deliberate. She resumed the barest stroking along his twitching cock.

“What panties was I wearing?”

“The new ones. The ones we bought.”

Her smile turned sharp. She lifted the hem of the dress. The small, nearly transparent pair from the lingerie shop sat low on her hips. (She’d chosen them mostly for the invisible line under the tighter dress, though two weeks of deliberate celibacy had made the decision easier. She didn’t tell him that.) Tom’s answering moan was helpless. They both looked down; his cock was jumping, clearly on the edge.

She bounced lightly on his thighs, expression almost innocent again.

“So what happened next? All those rough men in a place like that aren’t going to let a girl get away with just teasing, are they?” She bit the tip of one finger as if thinking, while the other hand traced the underside of his head in tiny, maddening passes. “Did they pin me against the bar? Tear the dress off while Bill just watched?”

Tom’s eyes screwed shut; the muscles in his neck stood out.

“Of course I’d fight. Or pretend to—just enough to make it better for them. So that when they finally got those thick, dirty cocks in me they’d be extra rough.” She leaned in. The fabric of the dress brushed his cock; her lips brushed his ear. “Because that’s what I wanted the whole time I was teasing them.”

The sound that left him was half yelp, half moan. His cock kicked hard against her stomach and wet heat bloomed through the dress. She sat up at once and looked down at the dark stain.

“Tom—my favourite dress. I can’t believe you came just from hearing about other men using me like that.”

He stared up at her, worried and confused, until the slow grin at the corners of her mouth registered. He smiled back, already going soft and heavy-lidded with the aftershock.

She let the moment sit for a second longer, then rolled off him, pulled the dress over her head, and took her pyjamas into the bathroom. When she came back she slid into bed and curled against his side. Sleep took both of them hard and deep.


Chapter 12

Emily woke alone, head thick from the night before. The phone said almost nine; Tom would already be gone for his early shift. She rubbed her eyes and let the previous evening replay in pieces.

First the easy part: the drinks, the new friends, the simple relief of ordinary company after weeks of having almost every spare thought spoken for. She was glad she’d finally made that space.

Then the doorway, and Tom’s face. The mind games had clearly planted something. She still couldn’t quite believe he’d jumped from “they left around the same time” to “secret date with Bill,” but the worry had also been what got him hard so fast. She wasn’t sure whether she was supposed to feel guilty about that or not.

And then the rest of it—the way she had talked about Langdon, the way she had framed what happened on the table. She had basically told him she’d liked it. He had come almost the second the words were out, though to be fair she had already wound him to the edge. The memory pulled a small smile, then lost it just as quickly. What was he thinking now, cold and clear-headed, with hours to turn the conversation over? Whatever. He was the one who had opened the door to all of this in the first place.

She shut the loop down before it could keep spinning, rolled out of bed (her head immediately protested), and saw the crumpled dress on the floor. A short groan. She scooped it up, shoved it into the machine on a soak cycle, and hoped the stain would lift. In the kitchen she drank a full glass of water; the cold only made the empty, sour hunger more obvious. She stood in the middle of the room for a moment as if sheer misery might summon breakfast, then gave up, cooked bacon and eggs, and ate them standing at the counter without ceremony.

By the time she finished eating she felt mostly human again. A quick shower, then the deliberate choice of clothes: the shortest pair of ordinary denim shorts she owned—thrift-store finds she’d never quite dared before—and a mildly cropped top. Nothing like the extreme sets from the last few weeks, but still enough to make Tom’s mind start turning the second he saw her. She smirked at the thought. He would wonder if she’d worn it for Bill. He might even wonder, for one hot, uncomfortable second, whether she’d already stopped by the porch for something more. The idea made her laugh under her breath.

On the way out she saw Bill in his usual chair. She gave her hips an extra slow swing as she passed, just in case Tom was watching from somewhere, or simply so Bill would have to look and remember what he no longer got to say out loud.

She met Tom at a quiet outdoor table they both liked for lunch. As she walked up his eyes widened a fraction—the first time in weeks she’d worn anything that could be called showy. He looked her over without quite managing to hide it.

“Hey. How was your morning?”

She grinned. “Not too bad. Woke up with a bit of a hangover.”

They talked while they ate. Tom stayed half a beat behind the conversation the whole time, attention clearly split. Emily felt a clean little thrill knowing exactly where the other half of it was: on the mental image of Bill watching her walk past in these shorts, and on whatever else that image was doing to him.

Through the rest of the afternoon her mind kept circling back to the same idea: message Bill, ask him to leave at the same time she did, give Tom another clean spike of paranoia. Even the thought of opening a thread with Bill again sent a low, immediate pulse of heat between her legs. She knew exactly how fast it would escalate. One message would become a visit. A visit would become her on his bed, clothes gone, taking that thick cock because she had already proven she couldn’t stay away from it once the door was closed.

She shut the fantasy down. Tom still believed she was at least a little traumatised by what Bill had allowed to happen with Langdon. Bringing Bill back into the frame now would look reckless at best and cruel at worst. She would have to keep teasing Tom on her own for the moment, and wait for a cleaner opening later—something that could look like another near-miss without requiring her to actually cross the street again.

Two days later, Friday morning, she left for the gym in the skimpiest set she owned. Bill still said nothing as she passed, either direction, but she could feel the weight of his eyes on every inch of exposed skin. The attention landed like heat; her body answered it with a slow clench of need that stayed with her all the way home.

She walked into the apartment to find Tom just finishing breakfast. He looked her up and down once. His face gave her nothing. When his eyes met hers she still couldn’t read what was behind them. A tight, anxious twist started in her stomach. Maybe she had finally pushed too far.

She glanced down. The soft fabric of his pyjama pants was already starting to tent. When she looked up again the smirk was ready.

“Morning. Thanks for breakfast.”

She walked past him to the stove, letting her hip and then her shoulder brush him more than once while she served herself scrambled eggs and chorizo. Each contact was small and deliberate. He stayed where he was, leaning against the counter in a pose that was trying very hard to look casual.

“So… how was the gym?”

Emily kept her eyes on her plate for a second so the grin wouldn’t show too clearly.

“Not bad. Definitely feel like I get more looks in this outfit, though.”

“Anyone say anything?”

“Nope.”

A short pause. “Even on the way there? Or back?”

She laughed, light and open. “No. Even Bill’s staying quiet.”

“Oh. That’s good.” The disappointment sat just under the words; he didn’t quite bury it. “I only asked in case you needed me to go talk to him again. After everything that happened.”

Emily’s private grin stayed in place. She had her answer: the teasing was still landing. That was enough for this morning. She wanted him wound a little tighter before she offered any kind of release. She sat down with her plate and let her mind turn over possible next moves.

The opening arrived that afternoon, not long after Tom got home. Through the window she watched Bill climb into his truck, reverse out, and head down the street in a short cloud of exhaust. A quick, careful glance confirmed Tom had seen it too. She waited a few minutes, then picked up her phone and made a show of being absorbed in a conversation. After another short stretch she wandered over to where he was sitting.

“Hey—okay if I borrow the car this afternoon? Just meeting a friend to go over some work.”

Tom looked up. The expression that crossed his face was equal parts suspicion and something wilder.

“Oh. Yeah. Sure.” The worry sat plain under the words.

“Thanks!” She gave him a bright, uncomplicated smile, pretended to fire off one last message, and was out the door before he could ask anything else.

She started the car and took the same direction Bill had gone—then turned the corner and parked. Engine off. Heart still going too fast. She sat in the quiet and pictured exactly what Tom must be doing with the coincidence: Bill leaves, she leaves two minutes later in the same direction, no clear destination. The uncertainty would be eating him alive.

The sharp edge of the excitement dulled after a while. Waiting for Bill to come back so she could time her own return a few minutes after his started to feel simply boring. She unlocked her phone and began scrolling.

An hour later the waiting had worn thin. She was close to simply driving home when the idea landed: if she was going to sell the story, she should look like she’d been used hard for the last sixty minutes. She raked her hands through her hair until it stood in uneven clumps, then deliberately smeared her makeup. The mirror said it was a start. Remembering how rough Bill actually was, she decided it wasn’t enough.

A quick check of the mirrors and the empty street. She pushed two fingers into her mouth, all the way to the back of her throat, and worked them in and out until the gag reflex took over. Saliva flooded her hand and spilled down her chin. She pulled free and dragged the mess across her cheeks and lips. The humiliation of sitting alone in a car doing this to herself for an audience of one sent a clear pulse of heat between her legs. She looked around again, then forced three fingers deep and held them there while her throat convulsed, until her eyes watered and the mascara started to run. She smeared the long strings of spit across her face and checked the damage in the mirror. The thought of Tom’s expression when he saw her made her shift restlessly in the seat.

An engine approached. She ducked below the window line. When the vehicle passed she lifted her head just enough to confirm it: Bill’s truck, heading home. She let her head fall back against the seat and stayed low. A few more minutes and then she would follow. Arriving right after him would finish the picture for Tom.

Her hand drifted down over her stomach and settled on the hot, aching place between her legs. Even through the shorts the pressure was enough to make her breath catch. Secure below the glass, she rubbed harder, then shoved her hand inside the waistband. After a day spent turning the same thoughts over and over it took almost nothing. Two fingers pushed into her, thumb still working her clit; within a minute she was rocking against her own hand, the other fist pressed into her mouth to keep the sounds in as the orgasm tore through her.

She stayed slumped in the seat until her breathing evened out, then risked a quick look around. Empty street. Relief. She wiped the hand that had been in her mouth across her face again, then—catching the sharper scent on the other hand—deliberately dragged those fingers along the side of her neck. If she was going to sell an hour of rough sex, she might as well smell like it too. The brief, absurd wish for actual cum crossed her mind before she could stop it. She laughed under her breath at how far the whole performance had travelled in a couple of weeks, and at how readily she was now thinking in those terms.

She wasn’t sure how long the orgasm itself had taken, so she gave it another full minute before starting the engine and covering the short distance home. In the driveway she flipped the visor mirror and did the minimum repair work—just enough that it would look like she’d tried to put herself back together. Her hand was on the door handle when the last idea landed. She reached under her shirt, unhooked the bra, worked it off without removing the top, and shoved it under the seat. Then she got out and walked to the apartment, heart still going too fast, nipples obvious against the thin fabric.

Inside, Tom sat at his laptop looking for all the world like a man calmly finishing a piece of work. For a second the whole elaborate setup felt wasted.

“Hey. How was the study session?”

The casual tone was a fraction too careful. He glanced at her and immediately returned his eyes to the screen. The tell was small and perfect. It had worked; he was only pretending not to notice.

“Yeah, good. Got a lot done.”

He saved whatever was on the screen—she doubted a single new sentence had been written—and stood.

“What do you want for dinner?”

“Whatever you feel like cooking is fine. I need a quick shower first.”

She started to step past him. His hand came out and caught her arm.

“Don’t I get a kiss from my girlfriend first?”

The words came out a little too fast. Emily stopped, drew back half a step, and pressed her lips together as if the request itself made her uneasy.

“You sure?”

Under the worried surface she was almost giddy. The refusal-to-kiss was landing exactly the way she had hoped. She would have given anything to open his head and watch the story he was building out of it.

“Yeah. I’m sure.”

“Fine.”

She leaned in aiming for a short, closed-mouth brush of lips. Tom met her with a full kiss, tongue pushing past her teeth at once. She pulled back almost immediately, the private wish that her mouth had actually tasted of something incriminating flickering and dying. She wiped the corner of her lips with her thumb.

“Happy?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. As she brushed past him toward the bedroom her hand trailed deliberately across the front of his pants and found him rigid, straining against the fabric.

--

Tom stayed where he was in the dining room, thoughts running too fast to organise. A few days ago he had been ninety-nine percent certain the whole performance at the door had been pure tease—the remaining one percent doing most of the heavy lifting for how hard it kept getting him. Now the percentage felt less stable.

On the side of “still a game”: she hadn’t moved until she saw Bill’s truck leave. The coincidence was almost theatrical. On the other side: she had been gone a little over an hour, returned in the same window Bill did, and walked in looking exactly like someone who had spent that hour getting used hard. Every scenario he had been inventing while she was out suddenly had more weight than he wanted to give it.

He was glad he’d stopped her for the kiss. The way she had stiffened and tried to keep it closed-mouthed had been very convincing—too convincing, if it was acting. In the previous weeks the stories she fed him had been true, or true with extra colour. This was different. This was her looking him in the face and saying “study session” when he was almost certain there had been no study session. Even if the girls’ night had been real, this afternoon was a lie.

His head, chest and stomach were all feeding the same insistent pulse in his cock. He kept coming back to the half-second his tongue had been in her mouth. He could have sworn there was a taste—or maybe only a smell—something faintly musky that was still sitting at the back of his throat. He no longer trusted the old ninety-nine percent. If he had to put a number on it now, he wasn’t sure he could claim more than ninety percent certainty that his girlfriend wasn’t actually cheating on him.

The shower started in the other room. He looked down at the obvious ridge in his pants, let out a short breath, and walked to the fridge, trying—and mostly failing—to make himself think about dinner.

--

Tom lay on his side watching Emily’s face lit by the phone screen. He had been hard for hours. Every time he looked at her across dinner, across the quiet stretch of supposed studying, across the sitcom on the couch, the same loop started again: Emily somewhere private, Bill’s weight on her, that thick cock opening her while Tom sat at home pretending everything was ordinary. By the time they reached the bedroom the ache was almost nauseating.

He reached out and rested his hand on her thigh, then began to stroke. She made a short sound of complaint and, without looking away from the phone, lifted his hand and set it back on the mattress.

“Not tonight. I’m wiped.”

She typed one more message. The corner of her mouth curled; she caught her lower lip between her teeth for a second. Then the screen went dark and she rolled onto her side, back to him. Tom stayed awake more than an hour longer, the same images turning over and over. When sleep finally came it only continued the torment—Emily on her knees, on her back, under Bill, doing whatever she was told.

He woke with the last of those images still clinging and his cock painfully hard against the sheet. Even the light friction of the pyjama pants made him wince. The other side of the bed was empty. Gym, he assumed.

He lay there inventing the rest. She would be in one of the new, barely-there sets again, the same ones that had made every man on the street look twice. Bill would be on the porch, eyes on her as she went past, either still shut out and starving for it—or already back in, waiting for the next arranged hour. The second possibility sat heavier. Maybe she wasn’t at the gym at all. Maybe she was across the street right now, and when she walked through the door later she would be flushed and damp and smell of sex, and she would smile and say she’d only been working out.

Tom realised his hand had started moving and pulled it away at once. He was already too close. The temptation to finish was sharp, but he held off—he wanted her to be the one who took him over the edge while she teased, and then, ideally, to laugh and admit the whole thing had been a performance.

He needed something to do with his hands. Pancakes. By the time the stack was done she still wasn’t back, so he slid the plate into the warm oven and sat down with his phone. The feed scrolled past unread; every few seconds his mind supplied another version of where she might be and what she might be doing.

Fifteen minutes later the key turned in the lock. He watched the door with complete attention, hungry for the first detail of what she was wearing and how she looked. Would she walk in the same wrecked state as yesterday?

When she stepped inside his mouth went dry.

The shorts were one of the briefest pairs she owned, pulled up so high and tight that the shape of her was unmistakable through the thin fabric. On top she wore only a cut-off tank, nothing underneath. It didn’t plunge, but the hem sat right at the lower curve of her breasts. A light sheen of sweat made the material cling in places, clearly outlining her. Tom’s mouth opened and stayed that way.

Emily tilted her head, the picture of mild confusion.

“What?”

“Did you actually wear that to the gym?”

She glanced down and laughed. “Oh—no. Something got spilled on my other top. This was just what I had in the bag.”

“What something?” His voice sounded thin even to him.

“Hmm?”

“What got spilled on you?”

“Oh. Just some protein stuff. You know.”

Tom was almost certain he saw a glint in her eye—a quiet dare to push harder, to name it. He couldn’t. The not-knowing had its own sharp, addictive shape; it twisted him up and kept him hard in equal measure. Underneath that was a quieter, less admissible hope: if this was still a performance, then refusing to challenge it might be read as permission for her to take the next real step with Bill. He looked down first.

“Yeah. Makes sense. I, uh—made pancakes. They’re in the oven keeping warm.”

“You’re the best.” The grin she gave him felt like thanks for the questions he hadn’t asked.

She went to the oven and bent to pull the plate out. The cut-off tank hung away from her body; for a clear second he saw both breasts bare, nipples tight from the air or the residual sweat. She straightened and set the pancakes on the table. Tom moved quickly to the cupboard for plates and cutlery, giving himself something else to look at.

After they ate she asked for the car—thrift stores. He stayed behind and tried to work, every few minutes inventing the same scene: Emily and Bill, second meeting of the day, some anonymous room. When she came back still in the same clothes and looking no more dishevelled than when she left, the disappointment and the relief arrived together. Two apparent affairs in one day might have finished him.

She carried in a couple of bags of second-hand clothes, set up the sewing machine, and began cutting. Tom’s disappointment slowly turned into something closer to interest as the afternoon wore on. Large pieces of fabric were ending up on the floor. Every so often she disappeared into the bathroom with a half-finished garment and the sound of the mirror light clicking on. He kept half an eye on the growing pile of altered clothes while the other half stayed on the work he wasn’t really doing.

When she finally packed the machine away that evening, Tom walked over. The pile on the table was substantial, and every piece was more revealing than anything she would have worn a few weeks earlier: cut-off jeans, tiny lycra shorts, short skirts, crop tops and tube tops, a couple of tight dresses, a sundress that had clearly lost several inches of hem.

“Updating the wardrobe?”

“Someone told me I should get a bit more fashionable after they saw what I’ve been wearing lately.” The smile was bright and open.

“Who?”

“Just a neighbour.” She held one of the little tops against her chest and gave him a slow look. “Want to see some of them on?”

“Yeah.”

“Sit on the bed. I’ll be right out.”

She steered him into the bedroom and shut the bathroom door behind her. Tom sat on the edge of the mattress and immediately started second-guessing himself. He should have pushed for the name. He still wasn’t sure which answer he actually wanted—clean confirmation that she was talking to Bill again (and almost certainly doing more), or clean confirmation that the whole thing was still an elaborate act for his benefit.

The bathroom door opened. Emily stepped out in a short ruffled skirt and a tight crop top that looked like it had started life in a children’s section. The skirt had been neatly shortened by several inches, leaving her thighs bare. The top clung so closely that the shape of her breasts was unmistakable; a faint suggestion of pink showed through the blue fabric where her nipples sat.

She gave a quick spin. The skirt flared. For a clear second he saw she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. When she stopped, the new hem only just covered her. Tom’s breath left him in a short, startled sound.

Emily tilted her head, still smiling.

“So? Do you think our neighbour will like it?”

“You look—god, you look so hot. But… which neighbour, exactly?”

Emily’s eyebrows rose.

“Why does it matter which one? Oh my god. You think it was Bill. You think I’m taking style notes from Bill so I can wear this little slutty outfit for him. You probably hope it was him.”

Tom could only swallow.

“Look at you. Your cock’s already hard just from the idea. Not from your girlfriend standing here in new clothes—from the picture of her sneaking off with the neighbour.”

“That’s not—”

“You won’t even deny it properly.” She lifted one bare foot and set it against the rigid shape in his pants, pressing just enough to make him feel every contour. Tom’s breath left him in a rough sound; after hours on the edge the contact alone was dangerous. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt you this hard. You’d love it if I walked across the street in this right now, wouldn’t you? Knock on his door, ask for a cup of sugar. Or help opening a jar my boyfriend isn’t strong enough for. Or just ask him straight out to fuck me with that thick cock the way you can’t.”

His eyes screwed shut. She increased the pressure, toes working deliberately over the sensitive head through the fabric.

“I bet you even liked watching what happened with Langdon. I bet that gave you the biggest hard-on of the night. Is that why it took you so long to come get me? Waiting for it to go down after you watched your girlfriend finally get taken by a man who doesn’t ask?”

She flexed her toes once, deliberate and firm. Tom’s eyes shut; a full-body shudder ran through him. He came hard, the front of his pants darkening as the heat soaked through the fabric and between her toes.

“Ugh. Pathetic.”

The word was pure disdain, but even through the haze he caught the quick, private curl at the corner of her mouth—the look of someone who had finally collected on something she’d been patiently working toward. She wiped her foot clean on his pant leg without ceremony and disappeared into the bathroom to change.

Tom stayed still for a few seconds, not entirely sure what the next correct move was. Eventually he stood, changed into clean pants, and went to the kitchen to put together a late, simple dinner.

--

Emily was surprised by how hard the confirmation hit her. She had drawn a private line days earlier: no further escalation until Tom admitted, out loud or by unmistakable reaction, that he was still living in the fantasy. The long stretch of pretending to cheat had left her more invested in that admission than she expected. When it finally came—his silence, the hardness under her foot, the way he came apart at the mere suggestion of Bill—the relief and the excitement arrived together.

The practical opening had appeared that same morning on the walk back from the gym. She had almost made it to the door in the cut-off tank when she ran into Asha. The first second was pure mortification at being caught in the top. Asha’s easy, big-sister manner dismantled the embarrassment in under a minute; before Emily quite realised how much she was saying, the entire current game and the weeks that had produced it were on the table. Even knowing how openly Asha had approved of the earlier, milder phase of showing off, Emily had not expected this level of calm support.

Asha had listened to the end, then summarised it with uncomfortable accuracy.

“So basically you’re trying to get him to admit he’s still fantasising about you and Bill—so you don’t have to feel guilty when you actually do something with Bill.”

“…Yeah. That’s about it.”

Asha’s grin was immediate.

“Tell me if you want help. In fact—tell Tom ‘a neighbour’ saw the outfit and said you should definitely get more like it.” A wink. “You’re welcome.”

Emily had smiled back, the shape of the afternoon already forming in her head as she climbed the steps.

--

Two days of rising anticipation. On the second afternoon Emily messaged Asha to lock in the plan. The reply came back almost at once. She set the phone down and sat there grinning, heart doing an unsteady little flutter. By the time Tom walked through the door she was already having trouble keeping her face ordinary.

“Hey—I’m going out with Asha tonight. Just so you know.”

Tom looked up, mildly surprised by the short notice. His mind had already started inventing the state she might come home in.

“After dinner?”

“Before. You’ll have to sort yourself out, sorry.”

She disappeared into the bedroom. He tried to return to the laptop and mostly failed, especially with the repeated sound of the bathroom door and the soft rustle of fabric as she tried things on and rejected them.

When she finally stepped out, the effect was immediate. Makeup done for evening, hair in loose waves down her back, body in a short, tight red dress of smooth stretch fabric. He couldn’t see any obvious alterations, but the hem sat so high he was certain she must have taken it up with care; it covered her only from the upper curve of her breasts to the tops of her thighs. No bra—nipples clearly visible against the thin material. No panty line either. The practical question of how she planned to sit down without giving the room a full view arrived a second later and refused to leave.

She crossed to him, brushed a quick kiss on his cheek, and headed for the door, already having to tug the hem down as it rode up with every step.

“See you later.”

“Bye—have fun with Asha…”

The door had already closed. The last clear image in his head was the dress riding up the backs of her thighs as she left.

Tom tried to treat the evening like any other. Frozen meal, finish the work sitting on the laptop. Half an hour of producing exactly nothing later, he gave up, walked into the kitchen, and started a carbonara simply to give his hands something to do. An hour after that he was on the couch with an empty bowl scraped clean, watching a drama series he knew Emily had no interest in. The ordinary quiet of the apartment felt louder than usual.

His phone buzzed. Unknown number.

Hey Tom, it’s Asha. Emily gave me your number a while ago in case I ever needed it. She asked me to cover for her today while she did something she didn’t want you to know about. I agreed so I could follow her and see what she was doing, then tell you. I took some pictures. Do you want me to send them through?

For a second the room seemed to stop. The careful ninety-percent certainty he had been living inside collapsed. She really was doing something behind his back. Asha hadn’t said what—only that there were pictures—but the shape of it was already obvious. There was only one way to know for sure.

He typed the single word and hit send.

Yes.

He sat staring at the dark screen, phone tight in his hand. His heart was going hard enough to feel in his throat; sweat had started along his hairline; his cock was fully, painfully hard. The next notification landed like a physical blow. A wave of vertigo forced his eyes shut for a second. When he opened them the first image was there.

Bill’s truck, alone in a gravel lot. Emily walking toward the driver’s side in the short red dress, caught mid-stride the way a paparazzi shot might catch a celebrity—every line of the dress working against her.

His stomach clenched. He felt equally close to being sick and to coming on the spot.

The second picture arrived. Emily leaning in through the open window. Bill’s hand on her side, thumb pressed just beneath the curve of her breast. Even without bending far, the dress had already ridden up enough to show the lower half of her ass.

The third: she had leaned in further. The hem was three-quarters of the way up; Bill’s hand had moved fully onto her breast; their faces were pressed together in an unmistakable kiss.

More images followed in a short burst—the same make-out continuing while Bill’s hands worked over her chest, the dress climbing higher with every frame until the last clear shot showed her bent through the window, the fabric out of the way, her bare pussy visible to anyone who might have been watching the lot.

Tom didn’t last. He shoved his pants down, took himself in hand, and stroked hard and fast to the sequence, the public risk of the location in the photos the last thing on his mind.

The next batch of pictures showed Emily straightening up and walking around the front of the truck to the passenger side. Tom’s eyes widened. Her left breast had been pulled completely free of the dress by Bill’s hands and still hung exposed; the short hem left most of her ass bare as she moved. The final frame caught her already in the passenger seat as the truck pulled away, a clear, pleased smile on her face, Bill’s right hand back on her chest while his left stayed on the wheel.

Tom’s mind raced ahead of the images. Where was he taking her? Somewhere private with only the two of them, or to other people? Another card game? The possibility of Langdon being in the room again rose up fully formed—Emily deliberately winding him up, wanting a repeat of the last time—and the picture was enough. Tom came hard, eyes half-closed, the phone still in his other hand.

When the worst of it passed he sat back, a flat wash of shame moving through him. He shouldn’t be reacting like this to his girlfriend cheating. Except… was it still the game? The uncertainty itself sent a fresh, unwelcome pulse of heat through him. His cock stirred again almost at once.

A clearer, colder thought arrived: Asha now knew. Emily would never have pulled a neighbour into a pure performance. So it had to be real. The realisation made his heart hammer and his erection return in full. He needed to do something—he couldn’t leave Asha thinking he was simply fine with it.

His phone buzzed again.

Asha: That’s all I could get. I think it’s better if we have more before you do anything—just so you’ve got enough evidence. I can pretend to help her again and try for more if you want?

Relief loosened his chest. He still had time. Almost immediately the relief was replaced by the question of what the next set of pictures might show.

Tom: Yeah. You’re right. Let me know when she asks you next.

Asha: Will do :)

Tom stayed where he was, still hard, mind turning over two overlapping questions: what the next set of pictures might show, and what she was doing right now. The urge to take care of himself again was strong; he held off. If she came home willing, he wanted it to be her hands, her mouth, her voice that finished it.

Three hours crawled by with nothing to occupy him except the same loop. By the time the key finally turned in the lock his whole body was tight—balls aching, stomach in constant low-level freefall, pulse loud in his ears. He was on his feet before the door had fully opened. Emily was trying to come in quietly.

“Oh—you’re still up.”

Her hair was wet. Most of the evening makeup was gone; only a smear of lipstick and one thin, missed trail of mascara at the corner of an eye remained.

“Yeah. Thought I’d wait. You’re late. And… you showered?”

“Asha’s idea. She decided we should go clubbing. I got completely sweaty dancing, so I had a quick shower at hers so I wouldn’t wake you up coming in like that.”

For half a second the story almost settled. Then the photos sitting on his phone reasserted themselves. The casual, complete lie sent a sharp twitch through his cock. Her eyes dropped to the front of his pants and a small, knowing smile appeared.

“Is that why you waited up? Hoping for a little relief?”

“I was just making sure you got home okay.”

“Really. So you don’t want me to help your little guy out?”

“Yes—I do.”

“Then go sit on the bed.”

Tom went straight to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the mattress. Emily followed, gestured for him to move further back, and when he did she planted one knee outside his thigh, then the other, settling across his legs still in the short red dress. His eyes dropped at once to the shadowed space between her thighs. He was painfully aware she had left the house without panties; he found himself searching for any visible sign of how roughly she might have been used. Before he could see anything she reached down, caught the front hem of the dress, and held it firmly in place. When he looked up she was already smiling.

She ran a hand slowly along his thigh.

“Come on. Get it out and get started. It’s late.”

He fumbled the fly open, freed his cock, and started stroking. His gaze stayed locked on the fabric she was deliberately keeping closed, inventing the view she was denying him—the same view Bill had apparently had without obstruction for the last several hours. He pictured swollen, used flesh, the clear evidence of someone else’s cock, and the thought only made him harder. When he finally lifted his eyes again she was watching him with a small, knowing smirk, as if the entire contents of his head were written on his face.

“What are you looking at? Wondering if I’m wearing any panties?”

Tom nodded.

“Do you really think I’d go out in a dress this short with nothing underneath? A dress that rides up every time I take a step? I’d be flashing everyone. You’d love that, wouldn’t you? Walking around like an open invitation—any man who wanted to could just take me right there on the street.”

Tom’s hand sped up. Her fingers dug harder into his thigh, urging him on.

“Maybe I should start going without panties around here. There’s a neighbour I think you’d especially like to watch claim me out in the open—where anyone could see exactly who I belong to.”

When he looked up he could have sworn the desire in her eyes was real, not performed. He gripped himself tighter and stroked hard, matching the pressure of her hand on his leg. The orgasm hit in thick, helpless pulses; cum landed in his lap between her thighs, stopping just short of the hand still holding the dress closed.

Emily giggled.

“Almost got me, big shot.”

She gave him one last mischievous smile, rolled off his lap—offering a brief, clear view of her bare ass—and disappeared into the bathroom. The insides of her thighs were shiny with her own wetness; whatever else was true, she was at least as deep in the game as he was. Tom was left sitting on the edge of the bed with the evidence cooling on his pants.


Chapter 13

Emily was surprised he had finished so quickly—without seeing more of her, without her even touching him. The timing was lucky. Bill’s cum was already starting to slip out of her again despite the long shower she had taken at his place; she still couldn’t believe there was any left after nearly half an hour of cleaning up.

She hadn’t planned on letting him inside her at all, and certainly not on letting him finish there. When he named full sex as the price of going along with her plan she had agreed more easily than she wanted to admit. The only hard condition she had managed to set was that he pull out—even on birth control, letting him come inside her still felt like crossing a line she wasn’t ready to erase. She had reminded him of it again when he turned the truck off the main road and up the old track to the lookout. He had given a short grunt of agreement, then bent her over the tailgate and pushed straight into her in one thick, unbroken thrust.

The sound that left her was loud and unashamed. After the long stretch without him, the stretch itself felt like relief; her body closed around the shaft in slow, contented pulses.

Bill started moving, each stroke aiming to seat as much of himself against the deepest point he could reach. The pace climbed. Emily’s moans broke into open, helpless sounds as the orgasm took her; her walls clamped down hard around him, which only made the pressure more intense, more complete.

After another ten minutes and several more of her orgasms, Bill pulled back until only the thick head remained inside her, rolled her onto her back, and drove in again in one hard stroke. Her eyes rolled and a short, full-body tremor ran through her. When it passed she lifted her head and watched, still half-dazed, the way her stretched lips clung to the shaft on every withdrawal and the several inches that still remained outside her.

He leaned down. She met his mouth at once, tongue greedy for the familiar taste of him. Without breaking the kiss or leaving her body he shifted them deeper into the bed of the truck and settled his weight over her. The solid press of him pinned her completely; she could only wrap her legs as far around his waist as they would go and hold on while he thrust with the full force of his hips. Another orgasm took her while she was still locked around his tongue.

He rolled. She found herself astride him, his cock still buried halfway. For a few breaths she simply sat there gathering herself, then began to move—slow at first, savouring the stretch on every downward stroke. The pace climbed on its own. She started dropping harder, chasing the mix of pressure and ache, grinding in tight circles at the bottom of each stroke as if she could force more of him inside. Bill’s hand closed on her nipple and used it to pull her down onto him at the end of every thrust. His own sounds had grown rough; she could feel how close he was. The thought of him finishing inside her—crossing the line she had set—tipped her over again. Her legs gave out and she dropped the full remaining length of him in one sudden slide. The depth set off another wave; she shook on top of him, walls clenching hard around the shaft.

Bill’s voice came out tight and urgent.

“I’m close—get off me or I’m going to come straight up into that tight cunt.”

The warning reached her through the thick haze of the orgasm. Even then some part of her still tried to push up and off him—to keep that final line for Tom—but her legs had nothing left. She barely moved.

“Oh well,” Bill gritted out, driving up hard on each broken syllable, “if—you—in—sist—”

The last word turned into a raw shout as he buried himself and came. Emily felt every heavy pulse land deep, the volume and the thickness of him leaving almost no room; the pressure itself seemed to stretch her a fraction further. Each spurt set off another ripple through the orgasm still holding her. By the final few pulses she could feel the excess being forced out around the shaft, running down the inches that still remained outside her.

She rolled off him and collapsed onto the ridged bed of the truck. For a long moment she simply lay there, body open, the white of his cum visible along the stretched walls before they began to close; a slow trickle escaped and tracked down the cleft of her ass. Her mind was nothing but warm static.

Bill’s breathing eventually evened. He shifted closer and let his softened cock fall across her face with a wet sound. Even spent, the weight and width of it covered her from cheek to cheek.

“You couldn’t get off in time and made a mess of me,” he said. “You can clean it up.”

Emily set aside the fact that he had been asking to finish inside her from the start and simply began cleaning him with slow, thorough passes of her tongue. The taste of both of them was thick on the shaft. Within a minute he was hardening again in her mouth; she opened wider and took him deeper, working him into her throat.

“That’s it. You love having this cock in your throat, don’t you?”

She could only moan around him. The open humiliation of what she was doing only fed the heat between her legs. She pushed further, the wet sounds of gagging and muffled moans loud in the quiet dark. After a while he took over—hands locking in her hair, hips driving hard into her face. Every so often he held himself as deep as he could go until her throat convulsed around him and her lungs started to burn; then he pulled back, thick ropes of spit still connecting her gasping mouth to his cock, more running down her chin, and told her how well she was taking it even while the words themselves stayed rough.

The combination of the praise, the degradation, and the repeated short deprivation of air loosened something in her. She felt her mind tip toward simply accepting whatever he decided next. The lack of oxygen had helped, but the thrill underneath it was real and clear.

He turned her, put her on her hands and knees, and drove back into her pussy in one heavy stroke. The pace he set was relentless. Emily shoved herself back to meet every thrust, chasing the bright edge of pain each time he bottomed out. When one of his hands shifted, a finger pressing into her ass while he used the grip to pull her harder onto him, she didn’t protest. She only moaned louder, the new intrusion registering as one more thing Bill was taking before Tom ever had the chance.

Bill’s free hand started landing open-handed smacks across her ass, steady and hard, until the skin burned. The combination of the deep thrusts and the sharp heat pushed Emily straight into another orgasm, walls clamping around him while she shook.

The earlier face-fucking had left him close again. He told her so. She only kept driving herself back onto him, lost in the rhythm, low broken sounds leaving her on every stroke.

“I said I’m about to come in this tight little pussy.”

The clearer warning cut through. She remembered exactly how it had felt the first time—the pressure, the heat, the way her body had taken it—and the memory erased what little resistance she had left. Stopping had been hard enough when she still didn’t know. Now that she did, her body refused the line.

“Do it. Just fucking do it. Come in me.”

Even Bill was briefly thrown by the open demand; he had expected at least a token fight. For a second he considered pulling out and making her beg properly—extracting some new promise while she was this far gone—but he was already past the point of control. He drove himself as deep as he could and let go. Emily’s scream and the violent clench of her orgasm met the first heavy pulse. He kept emptying into her while she convulsed under him.

When it finally eased he stayed buried for a moment, breathing hard, already filing the thought away: next time he would make her ask for it.

--

Tom spent the rest of the week waiting for either a message from Asha or for Emily to announce another night out. He knew a second outing the very next evening was unlikely, but the possibility still occupied most of his waking thoughts.

The text finally arrived on Friday afternoon while he was stuck in a long meeting. He had to clamp his jaw shut to keep from making a sound.

Asha: Emily wants to meet him again today. Says she’ll tell you we’re going out so she’s covered.

The rest of the day passed in a tight, continuous knot of nerves and anticipation. He walked home faster than usual, forcing himself not to break into an actual jog. At the door he stopped, drew a few deliberate breaths, and only then went inside, aiming for ordinary.

“You’re back early,” Emily said, glancing up from her laptop. He could have sworn a small smirk touched her mouth before she returned her attention to the screen. He stood there for a moment, half-expecting her to volunteer the evening’s plans, then gave up and carried his bag through to the bedroom.

He spent nearly an hour moving aimlessly around the apartment—tidying things that didn’t need it, opening the fridge without taking anything—trying and failing not to get hard every time his eyes drifted back to her. At last she spoke without looking up from the screen.

“Oh—by the way. I’m heading out with Asha again tonight.”

“Oh—okay. No worries.”

The words came out thin. He couldn’t believe how natural she made it sound.

For the next hour she stayed on her phone, smiling at the screen, occasionally catching her lower lip between her teeth as she typed. Three separate times she took the phone into the bathroom with her. Tom’s mind supplied the obvious pictures: Emily angling the camera, sending Bill exactly what he wanted to see before the night even started.

At six-thirty she finally stood, pulled something from the closet, and disappeared into the shower. She didn’t come out for a full hour. When she did, the effect was immediate. Makeup precise, hair falling in clean, glossy waves, body in an outfit that left almost nothing to interpretation. The bottom was a narrow white tube of fabric that just covered her and stopped at the upper curve of her hips, exposing the clean line where her stomach narrowed; the whole piece was less than a hand-span deep. The top was equally minimal—elasticated, floral, off-shoulder sleeves, cut to show a deep run of cleavage. Taken together it somehow still read as intentional rather than pure costume, balanced right on the edge between polished and openly inviting.

She stopped a few feet in front of him and simply let him look, saying nothing.

Tom’s mouth was dry.

“That’s… quite the outfit for a girls’ night out.” The nervous chuckle that followed didn’t help.

“Haha—yeah. Asha always looks so put-together. Figured I’d better keep up.”

She stayed where she was a few moments longer, shifting her weight from one foot to the other, giving him an unhurried view of everything the outfit left bare. Her skin prickled with the knowledge of what he was inventing—Bill’s hands moving over her the second the door closed. The same pictures rose in her own mind and landed as a clean, hard wave of heat; her nipples tightened visibly against the thin top. She turned for the door before it could get any more obvious.

“I’d better go.”

“Have a good time,” Tom said to her back.

A minute later he heard the knock at Asha’s door, then the easy sound of the two of them talking and laughing as they headed for Asha’s car. The short window of nothing happening was enough to remind him he was hungry. He made a large sandwich, carried it to the couch, and ate without tasting any of it, eyes fixed on the phone resting on the arm of the chair.

He didn’t have to wait long. The notification came after only a few minutes. He set the sandwich aside, wiped his hands on his jeans, and opened the message.

Asha: Just dropped her with Bill.

A tight sequence of roughly twenty photos followed almost at once. Emily walking up to the driver’s window of the truck. Bill’s hand sliding straight up under the short white skirt; she had to brace herself against the doorframe. Him using the top to pull her down so her breasts spilled free into the open air. The two of them kissing hard enough that their tongues were visible even from Asha’s angle across the lot. The bent posture leaving her completely exposed to anyone who might have driven past. The last few frames showed her walking around the front of the truck and climbing into the passenger seat.

Asha: Going to try to follow.

Tom waited several minutes with nothing new. Feeling slightly ridiculous, he finished the sandwich, carried the plate to the sink, washed his hands, and hurried back. The phone was already lit with a fresh notification. He unlocked it with unsteady fingers.

The new photo had been taken from across the street. A low, worn-looking bar; Bill’s truck parked directly in front. Both of them were climbing out. Bill wore a plain dark shirt and jeans—ordinary, not staged. Emily had tugged the white tube and the floral top back into place so that the outfit at least covered what it was designed to cover.

Blood seemed to leave Tom’s face for a second. Public. An actual bar. What if someone they knew walked in? He looked up the name on his phone: only a fifteen-minute drive, not the kind of place their usual circle would choose, but the pictures his mind supplied refused to care. He saw Emily trying to hold a polite conversation with some shocked acquaintance while Bill’s hands moved under the tiny skirt; saw her voice going thin and breathless; saw Bill finally just taking her mouth in a long, open kiss right there in front of whoever it was.

The pure social horror of the fantasy only made his cock harder. The specific shame of his girlfriend being claimed in public by the neighbour who was older, stronger, and simply larger than him landed like fuel.

Another photo arrived and pulled him out of it. The two of them walking toward the entrance side by side, Bill’s hand already settled openly on her ass, fingers spread. Tom rubbed himself through his pants at the blunt, public ownership of it—the clean visual mismatch of the couple, her in the barely-there outfit, him solid and unapologetic beside her.

The next photo showed they hadn’t gone straight in. A metre from the door Bill had her back against the wall in a deep, open-mouthed kiss. Tom’s free hand was already working his fly open while his eyes moved over every detail: Emily’s eyes shut, Bill’s hand clearly between her legs, his other hand pinning one of hers above her head against the brick. Only when Tom’s gaze widened to the rest of the frame did he see the two rough-looking men approaching from the far side of the entrance, only a few metres away. The picture of what they must be assuming—expensive company for the night—landed hard; his cock jerked in his hand.

Another image arrived almost at once. Same position against the wall. Emily’s head was tipped further back, still locked to Bill’s mouth. Her free hand now rested on the forearm working between her legs, the gesture looking like restraint, but her stance had opened wider. The short white tube had ridden up the small distance required; four of Bill’s fingers were clearly buried inside her, the wetness visible even at Asha’s distance. The two men had stopped dead, staring openly.

Tom couldn’t hold back any longer. He stroked hard to the pure publicness of it—his girlfriend more openly sexual in a dive-bar doorway than she had ever been with him, an audience of strangers watching the neighbour take what he wanted. Several more notifications stacked up before he managed to scroll.

Bill pulling back, looking down at her with clear satisfaction: her eyes wide and almost pleading, the skirt shoved up around her hips, pussy open and her thighs shining. The next frame—she had finally noticed the two men. Colour flooded her face; she yanked the skirt down too far and briefly flashed the top of her slit before correcting. Bill was already grinning at the onlookers, openly pleased with the reaction his company was getting. The last shot: Bill towing her through the door by the wrist while she was still trying to get the hem straight; the two men still standing there with their mouths open.

Asha: Sorry—that’s all I can get. Can’t go in without being seen. Still no actual sex, so we should probably wait until I can get that before you do anything, right?

Tom: Yeah. No point jumping early.

Asha: I’ll message you next time she reaches out :)

--

Emily’s legs felt like they’d been replaced by something soft and unreliable. The residual shock of the doorway—Bill’s fingers still a ghost-pressure inside her, the two strangers’ open staring—had left her so worked up she could barely coordinate the simple act of walking. Bill was doing most of the work, hauling her along by the wrist while she tried, one-handed, to tug the white tube back down over her hips and keep the floral top covering what it was supposed to cover. Every step threatened to flash the entire street. The fear of being recognised by someone she knew only fed the heat; she could still feel the two men’s eyes on the backs of her thighs. The question of what they had decided she was kept turning over: willing companion who actually wanted this, or something cheaper he’d paid enough to bring into the open. She couldn’t tell which version was more humiliating. Both of them made her wetter.

Then they were properly through the door and the scale of the room wiped every other thought out of her head.

The bar was packed—forty people at least, close to capacity. Nearly all of them were men, and nearly every head had turned toward the entrance as Bill pulled her in behind him. The demographic was a rough match for him and the two outside: blue-collar, a scattering who looked between jobs, a thin handful of office types who’d clearly wandered off their usual circuit. The few women present mostly looked like they were working. Older, outfits that were trying too hard, expressions arranged into professional interest for whatever the hourly rate was worth at this stage of the evening.

Bill didn’t pause. He steered them straight to the bar where two stools sat empty, dropped onto one with the easy ownership of a man who had done this before, and left her to manage the second. Emily climbed up with short, careful movements, knees pressed together, determined not to give the room anything else after the doorway. The bartender was already looking their way—along with most of the rest of the place—so Bill barely had to raise a hand to get served. While he ordered, Emily finally got the hem of the tube fully sorted, smoothed it once with both hands, and sat very still, feeling the weight of dozens of unfamiliar eyes on every inch the outfit left bare.

Bill ordered them each a beer. Emily had never been much of a drinker of it, but she took the cold glass the second it landed and swallowed several large mouthfuls in a row—grateful for the simple distraction of the taste and the faint hope that the alcohol might take the edge off the way the whole room was still watching her. When she finally glanced sideways, Bill was scanning the bar with a carefully neutral expression. The satisfaction underneath it was obvious; he looked like a man who had brought something rare into a place that didn’t usually see it and was enjoying every second of the reaction.

She drew a slow breath and let her own eyes move over the room. Most people had made a show of returning to their conversations, but the glances kept coming—quick, repeated, poorly hidden. Bill’s hand settled high on her bare thigh, fingers digging in with open possession. The contact sent a clean flutter through her chest. He leaned in until his mouth was against her ear.

“Think about what every one of them is picturing right now. How hard I’m going to use that pussy when I get you home. They’re all trying to work out what kind of girl shows up on a guy like me’s arm looking like this.”

A short, private laugh, then he sat back and took a long pull of his beer, watching her over the rim. She felt herself clench around nothing; the wetness was already enough that she was aware of it against the cheap vinyl of the stool.

They stayed like that through a second round. Three more times he leaned in with the same low, deliberate voice, each comment landing like a finger dragged straight down her spine. The last one was the worst—or the best.

“Can’t wait to get you home and see how much more of this cock I can fit. Stretch you out properly. So if you ever do let that boyfriend of yours near you again he won’t feel a thing.”

His lips brushed her ear on the last words. She realised her mouth had fallen open; a small, helpless sound had already escaped at the picture of showing Tom exactly what Bill had done to her. Bill’s smile sharpened.

“You like that idea, don’t you?”

His hand slid the short distance up her thigh and found her bare. The first brush of his fingers made her breath catch.

“Christ—you’re soaked. Looks like you pissed yourself.”

The volume was just high enough. Heat flooded her face. He didn’t stop; he began rubbing slow, open strokes through the wetness while she bit down on her lip and tried to keep any further sound inside.

It didn’t take him long to push one finger inside her, then a second, then a third. The familiar stretch pulled a low sound out of her; she wrapped both arms around Bill’s shoulders and moaned against his ear as the first edge of an orgasm started to build. He worked his hand faster. Her thighs fell open without any conscious decision. She felt the short white tube ride up at the back until most of her ass was bare to whoever was sitting behind them.

Bill’s mouth moved to her neck, wet and open. When she glanced over her shoulder she froze. A dishevelled man—clothes rough, hair unkempt, the look of someone who had been living hard—was staring straight at her exposed ass while he stroked himself openly under the edge of the bar. The sight made her clench hard around Bill’s fingers. The man’s eyes flicked up, wide with the sudden fear of being caught, then registered the arousal plain on her face. A gap-toothed grin spread.

His weathered hand started to reach toward her. Some clearer part of her mind said she should stop it—Bill was right there, the whole room was watching—but the idea of letting a complete stranger touch her without Bill even knowing was too sharp to refuse. She needed it to happen before Bill lifted his head and ended it. Thinking fast, she yanked the floral top up and pulled Bill’s mouth down onto her breast. At the same moment the stranger’s hand closed on the bare curve of her ass, Bill’s teeth found her nipple and bit down hard enough to hurt.

She let her eyes move across the room. Almost no one was bothering to pretend they weren’t watching. Two different men were handling her in the middle of a packed bar and every face she met was fixed on the spectacle. One of the stranger’s fingers slipped between her cheeks. She looked back over her shoulder and let out another moan; his eyes had gone glassy, mouth open, the pace of his fist on his cock climbing. A sudden groan, a hard flex of his hips, and he sat back hard on his stool. When his focus returned he looked at her with something close to reverence, then slowly opened the hand that had been on her and showed her the thick, sticky load still pooled in his palm.

Emily couldn’t stop her tongue from moving across her lower lip at the sight of the thick load still sitting in the stranger’s open palm. His eyes flicked once to the nearly empty beer glass in front of her. The implication landed and pulled another low moan out of her throat. That was all the permission he needed. He reached over, used the rim of the glass to scrape the cum off his fingers, and let most of it slide down into what was left of the beer. The second his hand withdrew she had the glass. She set her mouth to the rim where the heaviest of it still clung and tipped her head back, swallowing in long, greedy pulls. When the liquid was gone she kept going, tongue working the inside of the glass for every remaining streak.

The taste hit the back of her tongue and the orgasm that had been building under Bill’s fingers tore through her in one continuous wave. The glass hit the bar harder than she meant it to. Her legs gave out; she locked both arms around Bill’s shoulders and shook against him while the climax ran its course in full view of the room, aftershocks still rolling through her long after the first peak.

When the worst of it finally eased she loosened her grip. Bill pulled back just far enough to look at her. The expression on his face was new—hungrier, sharper, almost dangerous. Instead of fear she felt a clean, answering want. She leaned in until her mouth was against his ear.

“You ready to take me home?”

Bill stood so suddenly that Emily’s head snapped up, a flash of real worry crossing her face—had she finally pushed too far? The next second answered it. He bent, hooked an arm around her waist, and hauled her over his shoulder in one clean motion. Her breasts were still bare, the white tube shoved up around her hips. A short, startled sound left her as the bar tilted and the floor swung into view.

He carried her straight for the door. On the way out more than one set of hands found her exposed ass and squeezed; one man reached up and pinched her nipple hard enough to sting, grinning the whole time. At the truck Bill wrenched the passenger door open, dumped her onto the seat, and strode around to the driver’s side. The engine turned over. Before he had even cleared the lot Emily had his fly open and was forcing as much of his cock into her throat as she could take in one go.

She stayed down for the entire drive, mouth working in wet, continuous strokes. Every hard corner and every rough patch of road pulled a muffled squeal out of her and drove him deeper; the approving sounds he made only fed the heat between her legs. She pushed further until the bumps were seating the thick head at the very base of her throat. Garbled moans and wet gurgles filled the cab. Now and then she had to pull off for a few desperate breaths—thick, frothy strings of spit still connecting her lips to his cock, more running down her chest—before she forced herself straight back down as deep as she could go.

They finally pulled up on the overgrown lot behind Bill’s house, still trying to stay out of any clear line of sight from across the street. Bill’s hand locked in her hair and pulled her straight off his cock. Emily stayed where she was for a second, panting, eyes wide and dark, the look on her face pure open need. He took his time looking her over—breasts and pussy still fully on display, the faint tan lines only making the exposure clearer.

Without warning he slapped her hard across the cheek. Her head snapped to the side; when she looked back the shock was plain.

“Move. Or do you not want to get fucked after all?”

“No—sorry—I do!” She scrambled out of the truck on unsteady legs. Bill laughed once, climbed out his side, and followed her through the long grass and low brush. He watched the short white tube fail completely to cover her as she pushed through the vegetation, twigs catching at the fabric and at her skin. The pure undignified urgency of it—her in that outfit, scratching her way to his back door just so he could finish what he’d started—kept his cock heavy and aching.

By the time they reached the house her calves and thighs were laced with thin scratches and small twigs were caught in her hair. He steered her straight through to the bedroom and put her on the bed hard enough that she bounced once. He shoved his pants down; his cock sprang free, still slick from her mouth. He started to climb on after her.

“Wait—stop. The condom.”

The urgency in her voice made him pause.

“You’re seriously still on that. It’s not like I haven’t cum in you before?”

“Fuck, I know, but I can’t. I just can’t take the risk again. Listen, we went to the bar. You got to show me off. You promised.”

Her voice climbed with the words. She had spent the entire week locking this down—dozens of photos sent on demand, more than a few of them taken in public places with people visible in the background, the worst (and hottest) a rushed selfie in a packed lecture hall with her tits and pussy fully on display. After she hit send she had noticed, with a fresh pulse of heat, that the photo clearly showed how wet she already was. All of that for this: one night where she could finally stop watching for the moment he refused to pull out, stop doing mental arithmetic about birth control, and just take him.

Bill held her gaze for a long second, then exhaled and reached for the dresser. A foil packet appeared in his hand.

“I’m telling you—it won’t feel as good. Next time you’ll be the one asking me to leave it off.”

Emily watched, oddly fascinated, as he tore it open and rolled the condom down his cock. She had never actually seen one go on in front of her before. Even a size that would have swallowed Tom with room to spare only made it halfway down Bill’s length.

“Happy?” He gave the sheathed cock a short, impatient shake.

She nodded, the relief plain on her face.

“I’m going to fuck you harder for making me wear the fucking thing.”

The words landed straight between her legs. She lay back and opened her thighs wide, offering herself to exactly the kind of relentless pace she knew was coming. Bill leaned in, notched the thick head against her, and began to push with steady, increasing force. The condom did nothing to hide the stretch; inch after inch forced its way in while she writhed and moaned, legs kept deliberately wide. She was already so far gone that the sharp edge of it only read as more pleasure. When he finally bottomed out—hips slamming flush, the last of him seated hard against her limit—her eyes flew open and her mouth fell open on a soundless cry as every nerve lit at once.

Bill’s mouth curved in a tight, humourless grin. He pulled back until only the head remained, then drove in hard enough to jolt her whole body up the mattress. A short, high sound left her. He did it again—full withdrawal, full weight behind the return—then again, each stroke a fraction faster than the last, until the separate thrusts blurred into one continuous, punishing rhythm. Emily’s moans and broken grunts filled the room; her breasts moved with every impact, her open legs bouncing helplessly in the air.

Once the pace was locked he shifted his weight forward and closed both hands around her throat. Her eyes went wide at the sudden restriction of air; the sounds she was making only grew louder, not quieter. She looked up into his face, saw the real edge of anger there, and felt her body answer it with another rush of heat. Wetness landed on her cheek—he had spat on her. She turned her head just enough to catch it with her tongue and licked it away. The second her throat was free again his open hand cracked across her face. The sudden flood of oxygen and the bright sting of the slap hit her overloaded system at the same time; endorphins poured through her on top of everything else.

The orgasm that followed was long and total. She locked her legs around his waist and tried to drag him deeper. He didn’t ease off; every thrust now lifted her partially off the bed before slamming her back down. She shook and clenched around him for nearly a full minute, legs still tight on his hips while he kept driving her into the mattress.

When the last of the tremors finally loosened their grip he stopped and let his full weight settle onto her. His cock was still only a little more than halfway inside.

Emily lay still under the solid weight of him, eyes closed, an unexpected calm settling over her. She kept making small, slow movements of her hips, riding the last of the aftershocks while the stretch of him stayed constant inside her. Without the violence of his earlier pace she could finally notice what the condom changed. It felt less intimate, less filthy—none of the usual sharp thrill of being taken bare by him. At the same time the low background worry about pregnancy was simply gone. She opened her eyes and found him looking down at her with a tight, satisfied smirk.

He rolled without warning, bringing her with him so she ended up straddling his hips, still impaled.

“You didn’t think you were getting a break already. Your turn to work. Bounce.”

An open-handed slap landed across one breast. She yelped and started moving—rising and dropping on the thick shaft. He wasn’t satisfied.

“Harder. Slam yourself down on it like you’re trying to force it out of your mouth.”

A second slap cracked across the other breast. She flinched, then obeyed, lifting until only the broad head remained inside her, lips stretched tight around it, and dropping with her full weight. Each impact drove him against her limit and pulled a short, punched-out grunt from her throat.

She kept the pace high, legs burning but holding. Whenever the rhythm dipped even slightly he corrected her—another slap across a breast, or fingers closing hard on a nipple and yanking her down onto an upward thrust. It was one of those simultaneous pulls, both nipples caught and jerked downward while he drove up to meet her, that tipped her into the second orgasm. Her whole body started shaking; short, sharp sounds left her on every clench; her stomach fluttered with the contractions while she kept trying to move through it.

The second orgasm loosened its grip too soon. The thin barrier of the condom asserted itself again—stronger this time. Her body kept trying to milk him and found nothing; the contractions felt like effort without the payoff she was used to.

The moment the shaking stopped, Bill’s hand cracked against the underside of one breast.

“I’m not even close. Keep going.”

She jolted and started moving again, rising and dropping on the thick shaft. He watched the frustration on her face with open satisfaction.

“So—was I right? Worse with the condom than taking it raw?”

She only managed a moan as another hard thrust drove the air out of her. He answered with another slap across the already-reddened skin.

“Be honest. Does it feel better without it?”

She dropped harder instead of answering, each impact forcing a short gasp out of her lungs. Bill let her continue for several more strokes, then reached between them, caught her clit between thumb and finger, and began to squeeze with steadily increasing pressure.

“Answer the question.”

“Okay—okay—I admit it!” The words came out loud and broken. “It feels way better without the condom.”

“Then get off and take it off.”

“No—I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t want to risk getting pregnant.”

“All you have to do is get off in time. Or is that too much for you?”

“Yes—all right—I don’t trust myself to get off in time.”

“Then keep bouncing. I’m not even close yet with this thing on.”

Bill eased the pressure on her clit but didn’t let go, keeping up a steady pinch-and-rub while she moved above him. Her head had fallen back, eyes closed, chest lifted with every breath.

After another minute of simply watching her work he spoke again, voice almost casual.

“Got an idea that might actually work for that head of yours.”

“Mmm—what?” The word came out half-moaned.

“Stop taking the birth control. That way even you wouldn’t risk letting me finish inside.”

She stopped moving at once and looked down at him, surprise cutting through the haze.

“What? No. I can’t risk that.”

He answered by rolling his hips up into her while his fingers stayed locked on her clit.

“Why not? You saying you’d still be stupid enough to take the chance with nothing protecting you?”

“No—of course not—” The denial came out broken; her hips had already started small, helpless movements again.

“Then it’s settled. Soon as you get home after this, you go throw the pills out.”

She was already moving again, rising and dropping while the picture filled her head: the same position, same stretch, except nothing between them and nothing protecting her. She knew the idea was reckless. The heat of it still drove her straight toward another climax.

“Okay…” The word left her as a moan.

“Promise me. The second you get home.” He drove up harder, the occasional low grunt breaking from his chest.

“Yes—yes—I promise—” The last word tore out of her as the orgasm hit. Her whole body locked and shook; he kept thrusting through it, then hauled her down as hard as he could and came with a short, rough shout, hips jerking under her. After a few final pulses he let go. She collapsed forward onto his chest, still trembling.

He gave her only a short window to recover. The moment her hips started small, seeking movements again he sat up and pushed her off the bed.

“Clothes. Home. And you video yourself dumping the pills. I want proof.”

Emily scrambled into the ruined outfit and left by the back door. The usual heavy calm that followed sex with him was missing; she was still wired, the new promise looping in her head the entire way through the overgrown lot. By the time she reached the sidewalk and started the long way around the block toward the apartment, the doubt had already started to hurt. Part of her wanted to talk herself out of it. Another part had already attached to the plan. She had given her word. She wasn’t someone who broke a promise.

The giddy, nervous heat in her stomach returned at once. She couldn’t work out why the idea excited her so much—only that it did.

She was almost at the apartment door before the state of herself registered. No shower this time. She stopped long enough to drag her fingers through her hair and tug the white tube and floral top into something closer to order. The makeup was a lost cause. For a second she considered turning around and cleaning up at Bill’s, then dismissed it. She had been getting more obvious every time; this was only the next step. More importantly, any delay would give her a chance to talk herself out of the promise she had made. She drew a slow breath, opened the door, and walked in with her stomach fluttering, hoping Tom would keep playing along.



Tom hadn’t been able to stay still since Asha’s last message. His stomach was a tight knot of dread while his cock stayed stubbornly hard. His head kept serving up worse and worse versions of what might be happening. He paced the apartment, stopping every minute or so to check the street for Bill’s truck. He never heard Asha’s car, but he was fairly sure he caught the sound of her door later on.

After an hour of restless movement he finally dropped onto the couch. Even with the sick feeling in his gut he couldn’t stop himself from opening the photo thread again. The images from outside the bar—Emily against the wall, the two strangers watching—were enough. He had his cock out within seconds and finished hard, then collapsed back and drifted into a shallow, uneasy sleep.

The sound of the front door woke him. He blinked down at himself—still exposed, cum drying on his hand—and scrambled to get his pants closed. The clock showed four hours since Asha’s last picture. He wiped his hand on the back of his jeans and headed for the entry.

Emily was just closing the door behind her. His mouth fell open. Smeared makeup, tangled hair, thin scratches along her legs and arms, and what looked like the fading outline of a handprint on one cheek. His eyes kept moving over her, unable to settle.

“Hi, baby. How was your night?” The words came out thin.

She gave him a bright, slightly crooked grin. “We had so much fun. We danced forever. Then Asha decided we should take this shortcut and I got all scratched up.” She pouted for effect. “Anyway—I need a shower.”

“Yeah. Okay.”

He watched her walk past him toward the bedroom, the short white tube doing almost nothing to hide the flex and bounce of her ass with every step. He could only imagine what the entire bar had been looking at.

--

Bill was still stretched out on the bed when his phone buzzed against the floor. He reached down, fished it out of his pants, and grinned when he saw Emily’s name on a video message. He opened it at once.

The phone was propped on a bathroom counter. Emily leaned into frame to start the recording, giving a clear view down the front of the floral top, then straightened and smiled at the lens. She lifted one hand so he could see the small packet of birth-control pills she was holding. Still smiling, she pushed the pills out one by one and let each drop into the toilet. When the pack was empty she reached out and flushed. She turned back to the camera, pulled the top off over her head, shoved the white tube down her hips and kicked it aside. For several seconds she simply stood there, fully bare, letting him look. Then she gave a small, cheerful wave, bent forward, and stopped the recording.
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Good Neighbors: A Couple's Journey Of Discovery In A New Neighborhood

We were just an ordinary, happily married couple—until we moved to this quiet street in New Hampshire.

A new job for me. A real house instead of a condo. We told ourselves it would be a fresh start. What we didn’t expect was how different our new neighbors would be… or how one drunken night would change everything.

It started innocently enough. Too much wine at the neighborhood gourmet club. My wife getting flirty. Her blouse slipping open. One bare breast on full display while our neighbor stared — and she smiled instead of covering up.

We thought it was just a silly, tipsy mistake. A harmless tease that would be forgotten by morning.

We were wrong.

Our new neighbors weren’t shocked. They were ready. They’d been playing this game for years, and they were more than happy to pull us in. What began as one naughty moment quickly spiraled into something much hotter — and much more addictive.

Now my wife is discovering how much she loves being desired by other men… and I’m discovering how much I love watching her. Well, it helps when my neighbors wife has her head in my lap! The line between fantasy and reality has completely disappeared, and neither of us wants to go back.

We came here looking for a quiet life.

We found something far more exciting.

You Want Me To Do What?: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Fantasy

You Want To Try What?

Some moments will live in my mind forever.

Like the moment I first told Jenny I wanted to see her with another man. Or the moment she first really got into it — sitting on my face, telling me she was imagining another man's cock inside her right then and there.

Or the moment she knelt in front of a stranger, unzipped his pants, and took him into her mouth.

If you met us in person you'd think — normal couple. Vanilla, even. Boring, maybe. And honestly, you'd be right. We are completely normal.

Except for the times when my wife has another man's cock in her mouth.

This is how we got there.

Cuckold: A Couple's Journey Into A New World

As I looked up, my heart slammed against my ribs. My sweet, sensible wife—the one who still packs our kids’ lunches with little notes—was bent over the hotel bed in nothing but black stockings and heels, her wedding ring catching the bedside lamp as she gripped the sheets. Behind her, a tall stranger—broad-shouldered, thick, very thick—had his big cock buried deep inside her, thrusting with slow, deliberate strokes that made her moan in a way I’d never heard before. Her back arched. Her mouth fell open. “God… you’re so big… so much bigger than my husband…”

I should have said something. I should have stood up from the chair in the corner, crossed the room, ended it. But I didn’t. I sat frozen, beer bottle sweating in my hand, cock straining against my trousers, watching another man fuck my wife harder and deeper than I ever had—watching her come apart on his cock, screaming his name, cumming three times while I just… watched.

How did we get here? How did two perfectly ordinary people—mortgage, school runs, Sunday roasts—end up in a hotel room with my darkest fantasy playing out in front of me? Even six months ago we were so vanilla. So safe. Let me tell you exactly how my quiet, loving wife became the woman who begs for bigger cocks while I sip my beer and wait my turn to reclaim her.
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