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An Average Guy

My name’s John, and a few years ago, when I was twenty-four, I was living in Sacramento, California, working as a loans officer at a local bank. It wasn’t the kind of job anyone dreamed about as a kid, but I was good at it. I understood numbers, people trusted me, and the paycheck arrived every Friday without fail. At that stage of my life, that felt close enough to success.

Amy was the part of my life that actually felt impressive.

We’d been together for a little over two years by then. She was twenty-five, a physiotherapist with her own small practice, and one of those women who seemed effortlessly composed in a way that made everyone else feel slightly unfinished around her. Even now, looking back, I can admit there was something intimidating about her. Not because she tried to be — she never did — but because she always seemed completely comfortable in her own skin while the rest of us were still figuring ourselves out.

She was five-six, slim and athletic, maybe a hundred and fifteen pounds, with olive skin, dark eyes, and thick dark hair she usually pinned up for work. Not conventionally cute. Striking. The kind of woman people noticed the second she walked into a room, even when she genuinely seemed unaware of the attention.

And she got attention everywhere.

Men stared at her constantly. At restaurants. Grocery stores. Gas stations. It didn’t matter where we were. Sometimes it was subtle — a glance held a little too long. Sometimes it wasn’t subtle at all. I used to tell myself it didn’t bother me, but that wasn’t entirely true. Part of me loved it. The other part wondered what someone like her was doing with someone like me.

I’d be lying if I said her body hadn’t hooked me from the start.

Amy had this incredible balance between toned and soft that drove me insane. Long legs, narrow waist, curves in all the right places. And her breasts… Jesus. They looked impossible on someone that petite. Full, heavy, completely out of proportion with the rest of her body in the best possible way. They’d become a quiet obsession of mine almost immediately.

The funny thing was, most people probably had no idea. She spent half her life in sports bras and loose workout tops that flattened everything down and hid just how spectacular she really was. Somehow that made it even worse for me. Like I knew what was underneath while everyone else only got hints of it.

Two years in, our sex life had settled into something comfortable, predictable, and slightly difficult to complain about without sounding ungrateful.

Amy wasn’t cold. Far from it. She was affectionate, attentive, and genuinely sensual in her own way. But everything with her happened on her terms, at her pace. Unhurried. Controlled. She never seemed to fully let go of herself, even in bed. There was always a part of her holding something back, some invisible line she refused to cross.

That was true of most things in her life, honestly.

She responded when I touched her. She loved having her breasts played with, and her nipples were so sensitive it almost felt unfair. Sometimes just brushing my lips across them would make her shiver. But even then there was a limit to her reactions, a ceiling I could never quite break through no matter how badly I wanted to. She enjoyed herself, absolutely, but in a measured sort of way. Present without ever fully losing control.

The one thing she flat-out refused to do was go down on me.

Not occasionally. Not reluctantly. Never.

Early in the relationship I’d brought it up a couple of times, carefully, trying not to make it awkward. Amy had listened, nodded once, then shut the conversation down with that same calm certainty she used for everything else. She just didn’t enjoy it, she said. No embarrassment. No apology. Just a boundary stated plainly enough that arguing about it immediately felt childish.

And that was basically the end of it.

I told myself it didn’t matter. Partly because I didn’t want to turn sex into some running negotiation, and partly because she had absolutely no reservations when it came to receiving.

So we drifted into a routine.

Most evenings ended the same way: the two of us curled up on the couch with Netflix humming in the background, neither of us really paying attention to whatever show we’d put on. Amy would have a glass of red wine balanced in one hand, her legs tucked under her, looking effortlessly beautiful in leggings and one of those oversized tops she practically lived in at home.

Then, at some point, she’d shift slightly.

Not dramatically. Just enough.

A small adjustment of her hips. A glance in my direction. The tiniest parting of her thighs.

And without either of us really acknowledging it, I’d slide off the couch onto my knees.

She’d set her wine glass down on the armrest while I pushed her leggings and panties down just far enough, and then I’d stay there between her legs for as long as she wanted. Usually a while. Amy liked slow attention. She liked taking her time. Sometimes she’d barely even look away from the TV at first, just absentmindedly running her fingers through my hair while I worked my tongue against her until her breathing finally started to change.

Afterward, once she was relaxed and warm and satisfied, she’d pull me back up beside her.

That was usually when she’d finally give me her full attention.

She’d lift her top over her stomach, unclasp her bra with one hand, and free those heavy breasts like she knew exactly what seeing them did to me. Then she’d wrap her fingers around me slowly while I buried my face against her chest, kissing and sucking at her nipples while she stroked me with calm, practiced movements.

And that was generally how I finished.

Not rushed. Not cruel. But controlled in a way that always left me feeling like she’d decided exactly how much of herself I was allowed to have.

It was a Wednesday afternoon in early June when my boss, Dave, called me into his office.

At first I assumed I’d screwed something up.

Dave only ever used the phrase “got a minute?” in two situations: either someone was about to get yelled at, or someone much higher up the chain had started paying attention. Fortunately for me, this time it was the second one.

He spent the first few minutes talking about the commercial loan package I’d put together for a local construction company — a deal the branch had been chasing for over a year. I’d spent six exhausting weeks piecing it together, chasing paperwork, restructuring terms, smoothing over concerns from underwriting, and somehow convincing everyone involved that the whole thing was less risky than it actually was.

Apparently it had impressed people.

Dave told me the regional manager had mentioned my name directly during a conference call, which in banking terms was practically a standing ovation. He kept nodding while he talked, leaning back in his chair with that satisfied expression managers get when one of their employees makes them look competent by association.

Once the professional congratulations had run their course, though, his whole demeanor shifted.

He loosened his tie slightly, folded his hands across his stomach, and gave me a more casual look.

“You still with that girl?” he asked. “Amy?”

I smiled despite myself. “Yeah. Still going strong.”

“Smart man,” he said. “She’s the brunette, right? Physical therapist or something?”

“Physiotherapist,” I corrected automatically.

“Right. Her.”

There was a short pause before he continued.

“Listen,” he said, “Sandra and I aren’t going to make it up to Donner Lake this summer. Place is just going to sit empty.” He shrugged. “Honestly, you’d be doing me a favor using it. Better than having nobody there.”

At first I thought he meant a cabin.

Then he started describing the place.

Not rustic. Not some cramped fishing shack in the woods. A modern townhouse in a small private complex overlooking the lake. Four units total. Quiet. Isolated. Mountain views. Huge deck out back. According to Dave, the other units were barely occupied during midweek stretches in summer, which meant most of the time it would feel like we had the whole place to ourselves.

The more he described it, the more absurdly generous the offer sounded.

I thanked him probably three separate times before he waved me off and told me he’d email over the gate code and keys.

“Amy’ll love it,” he said. “Women go nuts for that mountain-lake crap.”

He wasn’t wrong.

The second I told her about it that evening, Amy lit up in a way she rarely did over spontaneous plans. Not dramatically — she wasn’t the squealing, bouncing-around type — but I could see the excitement immediately. She started looking up the area on her phone before I’d even finished explaining where Donner Lake actually was.

By the following week she already had the trip mentally organized.

We drove up on a Wednesday morning in late July, my dirt bike strapped to the trailer behind my truck, with Amy’s yoga mat, gym bag, and an overly ambitious stack of novels packed into the backseat. Five days away from work. No obligations. No schedules beyond whatever we felt like doing.

It felt strangely adult. Like the kind of trip married couples took.

Amy spent most of the drive with her bare feet on the dashboard, sunglasses pushed up into her hair, scrolling through recommendations for hiking trails, restaurants, and gyms around the area. She liked structure even while relaxing. Especially while relaxing, honestly.

Meanwhile, I was mostly thinking about the riding.

There were trails stretching out past Reno into Nevada I’d been wanting to explore for years, miles of dry mountain terrain perfect for the CRF450. My rough plan was to disappear for a couple of full riding days while Amy relaxed, trained, read by the lake, whatever she felt like doing.

At the time, it honestly seemed like the perfect setup for both of us.

The townhouse turned out to be even better than Dave had described.

We pulled into the complex late Wednesday afternoon and immediately realized we were completely alone. All three of the other units were dark and silent, no cars in the spaces, no lights behind the windows. Just stillness.

The setting itself almost didn’t look real.

Donner Lake stretched out below us like glass, perfectly framed by dense pine forest and mountains that seemed impossibly huge compared to the flat Sacramento valley we were used to. Even in late July the air carried that cold, clean mountain edge that makes you breathe deeper without thinking about it.

The second we stepped out of the car, Amy looked around slowly and smiled.

Not politely. Not the small social smile she gave most people. A real one.

“Okay,” she said quietly. “This is kind of amazing.”

And right then I knew the trip was already worth it.

We unpacked, opened windows, wandered through the townhouse together commenting on stupid little things like we were playing house. The place had high ceilings, dark wood floors, and huge windows overlooking the lake. Everything smelled faintly of pine and cold air.

That night we left the bedroom balcony door cracked open while we slept.

Between the silence, the altitude, and the cool air, I don’t think either of us moved once until morning.

I woke early the next day feeling more rested than I had in months. The townhouse was still quiet except for the occasional sound of wind moving through the trees outside. I went downstairs barefoot and made coffee and scrambled eggs while sunlight slowly filled the kitchen.

Amy came down maybe twenty minutes later.

She always looked different in the mornings.

Softer somehow. Less controlled. Her dark hair hung loose around her shoulders instead of pinned up neatly like it usually was, and she wore an oversized T-shirt with tiny shorts barely visible underneath. Still half asleep, she wandered into the kitchen rubbing one eye and immediately stole a piece of bacon directly from the plate beside the stove without saying a word.

Somehow that felt completely normal.

I’d always loved that version of her most. The rare moments when she stopped looking perfectly composed and just looked real.

We carried breakfast out onto the small deck overlooking the lake.

The water was perfectly still in the early morning light, reflecting the mountains so clearly it almost looked painted. For a while neither of us said much. Amy curled both hands around her coffee mug while I ate, the silence between us easy and familiar.

Then she glanced over at the trailer parked below.

“You’re going riding today,” she said.

Not really a question.

“That’s the plan.”

She nodded once and looked back out toward the lake again.

“So I have the place to myself.”

“Looks that way.”

Something about that seemed to amuse her.

Not openly. Just the faintest smile touching the corner of her mouth before she took another sip of coffee.

“Good,” she said quietly.

I remember smiling at that without really thinking about it.

At the time it felt harmless. Amy liked being alone sometimes. Always had. She loved quiet in a way I never fully understood. Give her a beautiful view, a workout, a glass of wine, and nobody bothering her, and she was perfectly content.

I told her I’d probably be back sometime mid-afternoon depending on the trails.

“Try not to kill yourself,” she said.

“I’ll do my best.”

She leaned across then and kissed me properly — slow, unhurried, one hand resting lightly against my jaw while the morning air moved through her hair. It lasted just long enough to catch me slightly off guard before she pulled away and went calmly back to her coffee like nothing had happened.

That was Amy all over. Little flashes of intimacy dropped into otherwise ordinary moments like she didn’t fully realize the effect they had on me.

I loaded up the bike just after breakfast and headed down toward Nevada.

It turned into one of those perfect riding days you remember years later for no particular reason other than how completely free you felt while it was happening. Long empty trails stretching out past Reno, dry desert heat rolling off the ground in waves, the constant vibration and roar of the engine underneath me. No traffic. No phone signal. Nobody around for miles.

Just dust, noise, and open space.

I kept things sensible, though. Riding alone in unfamiliar terrain has a way of making you very aware of your own mortality, especially once you get far enough out that nobody would find you quickly if something went wrong. So I resisted the temptation to do anything too stupid and headed back earlier than I normally would have.

I rolled into the townhouse complex sometime around three in the afternoon, dusty, dehydrated, and pleasantly exhausted.

That was when I noticed the Jeep.

White. New-looking. Parked outside one of the other units that had been empty the day before.

I registered it without thinking much about it. Mostly I just remember being vaguely pleased the place wasn’t completely deserted anymore. I made a mental note to be friendly in case whoever owned it knew Dave.

By six o’clock I’d showered, changed, and started helping Amy with dinner when there was a knock at the door.

I answered it expecting maybe another owner from the complex.

What I wasn’t expecting was Tom.

The first thing I noticed was his size.

He was tall — genuinely tall, not just taller than me — and broad through the shoulders in a way that immediately filled the doorway. Not overweight. Solid. Powerful-looking even standing completely still. He was Black, probably somewhere in his late forties, wearing an immaculately tailored three-piece suit that looked expensive enough to make me instinctively aware of every item of clothing I owned.

But honestly, it wasn’t really the suit.

It was him.

There was something composed about the way he carried himself. Calm. Unhurried. The sort of effortless confidence that can’t really be faked because it doesn’t need to announce itself. He looked like a man completely comfortable in every room he’d ever walked into.

He extended his hand immediately.

“Tom,” he said easily. “I own unit two, just along there.”

We shook hands and I introduced myself.

If I’m being honest, my first instinct was probably to impress him a little. The fact he knew Dave immediately made him feel important in my head, and I suddenly became very conscious of representing myself well. My second instinct was simply that he was an impressive man.

The kind you notice immediately.

He explained he needed a crescent wrench to swap out the propane tank on his grill and hadn’t brought any tools up with him. I told him I probably had something in the truck with my bike gear and we headed outside together.

While I dug through the toolbox in the back, Tom stood nearby with his hands casually in his pockets, looking out through the trees toward the lake like he had absolutely nowhere else to be.

Conversation with him was strangely easy.

Some people have that ability to make talking feel effortless without dominating it. Tom asked questions without seeming intrusive, actually listened to the answers, and spoke with the relaxed certainty of someone used to people paying attention when he talked.

He mentioned he’d known Dave and his family for over a decade.

“Good people,” he said simply.

He told me he came up to Donner most months whenever work in the city started getting overwhelming. The way he said it suggested a successful career without ever explicitly stating one. Again, that same quiet confidence. No bragging. No need to prove anything.

Meanwhile I was half buried in the toolbox trying to remember where I’d shoved half my sockets and wrenches after the last ride.

Eventually I found a crescent wrench buried at the bottom beneath spare gloves and a tangled tow strap.

“Hah. There you are.”

I held it up.

Tom took it from me, turning it once in his large hands before nodding approvingly.

“This’ll do perfectly,” he said.

A moment later the front door opened behind us and Amy stepped outside to see what was taking so long.

She’d clearly spent part of the afternoon working out. Earlier she’d mentioned following one of her training programs in the living room while I was out riding, and she still hadn’t changed. She wore fitted dark leggings and a pale athletic top clinging slightly from sweat, her hair tied back in a loose ponytail that looked like it had been thrown together halfway through the session.

If anything, she looked even better like that.

There was always something different about Amy after a workout. Less polished somehow. Looser in the way she carried herself. The usual composed edges softened just enough to make her seem more approachable without making her any less striking.

And the outfit wasn’t helping my concentration much either.

The thin damp fabric of her top left very little to the imagination, enough that I noticed immediately — and strongly suspected Tom did too.

He turned as she approached, and although the change in his body language was subtle, I caught it anyway.

A slight straightening through the shoulders. A sharper focus.

Not dramatic. Just attention.

Amy smiled politely when I introduced them, and Tom stepped forward with that same calm confidence he seemed to do everything with. He took her hand smoothly, then leaned down and kissed her lightly on the cheek.

It was probably a touch more familiar than most first introductions warranted.

But Amy accepted it without the slightest hesitation.

She tilted her head naturally toward him and rose slightly onto her toes to meet the gesture like it was the most ordinary thing in the world. The entire exchange lasted maybe two seconds, effortless and socially flawless from the outside.

Still, I noticed it.

Tom explained he’d been borrowing a wrench for the propane tank on his grill and mentioned he was planning to cook salmon that evening. Amy said that sounded amazing in the polite, conversational tone she used with strangers, though I could already tell she liked him. Most people relaxed around Tom quickly. He had that effect.

What I couldn’t help noticing, though, was the way he looked at her.

Not crudely.

Nothing remotely disrespectful.

If anything, that was what made it more noticeable. Tom looked at Amy with the calm, unhurried appreciation of a man entirely comfortable admiring a beautiful woman without feeling the need to hide it. His eyes moved across her naturally while they spoke, taking her in openly enough that I became aware of it almost immediately.

Then he asked if she was into fitness.

A perfectly reasonable question given how she was dressed, but the eye contact he held while asking it lingered a fraction longer than normal conversation required.

Amy answered in the modest way she always did.

“Kind of,” she said with a small shrug. “I train regularly, but nothing serious. I used to do gymnastics years ago, then got dragged into one of those charity fitness competitions with friends and never really stopped.”

The way she said it made it sound casual.

I knew better.

Amy trained harder and more consistently than almost anyone I’d ever met. She just never framed it as impressive.

Tom listened with genuine interest before smiling slightly.

“I competed for a while myself,” he said. “Bodybuilding. Long time ago now.”

That made me look at him differently.

Properly, this time.

The width across his shoulders. The way the suit jacket sat against his chest and arms. The thickness through his forearms and neck. He didn’t have the exaggerated mass you associate with professional bodybuilders, but the structure underneath was impossible to miss once you knew to look for it.

Leaner than huge. Powerful rather than showy.

Amy noticed too.

I caught the brief flicker of her eyes across him after he mentioned competing — quick, assessing, almost clinical. The sort of glance she probably gave patients at work without even thinking about it.

Then it was gone again just as fast, her expression returning to neutral before anyone else would’ve registered it at all.

Tom shifted the conversation smoothly, mentioning he'd come back from Alaska recently with far more salmon than he could reasonably get through alone. Had we eaten yet? We hadn't even discussed dinner. He insisted — he needed to make a dent in the fish and the BBQ was already going to be lit. Amy's face opened into a genuine smile at the mention of salmon, which is about as enthusiastic as Amy gets about food.

"Only if we can bring something," she said. "Dessert at least."

I told Tom that Amy's love of salmon was conveniently timed given she'd also just got out of making dinner, which made him laugh — a real laugh, easy and unforced. He told us to come over in an hour, he needed to change and get the grill ready.

We watched him head back toward his unit, wrench in hand.


A Nice Guy 


Before I got in the shower Amy and I agreed that Tom was good company — easy to talk to, clearly successful without making a point of it. We speculated briefly about what he did for a living. The suit, the unit, the Alaska fishing trip — it all pointed somewhere comfortable. Amy mixed together the brownie mix we'd brought while I sorted myself out, then she disappeared upstairs to shower and get ready.

I've learned not to rush Amy when she's getting ready. It takes as long as it takes and the result is always worth it, so I made myself useful in the kitchen and stayed out of her way.

She came downstairs at seven and I understood immediately why it had taken half an hour. She was wearing a short black skirt and a fitted white top — she knows exactly what a white top does for her, she's known it for as long as I've known her — with a sheer bra underneath that did very little to contain or conceal. Her nipples were visible through the fabric and the evening was warm enough that nobody could call it deliberate. She looked, to put it plainly, extraordinary.

What I actually said was that she was overdressed for a BBQ.

Amy gave me the look that particular comment deserved and told me I knew perfectly well that she likes to make an effort when she goes out. Then, with the precision of someone who knows exactly where to aim, she added that I had no reason to be jealous anyway — Tom was older than her father.

I told her I wasn't jealous, I just wanted her to save some of that effort for Friday night when I was taking her into town for dinner.

She smiled and said that if I wasn't jealous seeing her looking like this, maybe I should be.

I let it go and told her we should leave.

We walked the short distance to Tom's unit and knocked. He called out for us to come in, and we found him moving through the living room toward us with the relaxed energy of a natural host. He'd changed out of the suit into a tight black shirt and cream slacks, with a chef's apron over the top that read Big Tom in large block letters. Without the jacket it was immediately obvious what the suit had been quietly containing — his chest and arms were substantial, the shirt doing very little to disguise the fact that he was in serious physical condition for a man his age. Or any age, frankly.

He shook my hand warmly and gestured toward the patio where the smell of grilling salmon was already drifting in, then turned to Amy.

He looked at her for just a moment before saying anything — the natural pause of someone taking something in properly.

"You look absolutely stunning," he said, and leaned in to kiss her on the cheek. Then, straightening up, he added, "and you smell incredible."

Amy received this with a composed smile, then turned to me with an arched eyebrow.

"Thank you Tom," she said. "That's considerably more than I got from my boyfriend."

Tom caught the undercurrent of that immediately and wisely chose not to get involved, simply smiling and gesturing toward the patio.

"Come on through, both of you. The salmon's almost ready."

The patio was well set up — a long table with decent outdoor furniture, string lights strung between the eaves, the lake visible through the treeline below catching the last of the evening light. Tom moved between the grill and the table with the ease of someone who'd done this many times, keeping glasses filled and conversation moving without any apparent effort.

The salmon was exceptional. Tom explained he'd caught it himself on a trip to Alaska the previous month, out on the water for four days with a couple of colleagues. He described it briefly and without showboating — the cold, the early mornings, the particular satisfaction of eating something you've pulled out of the water yourself. Amy listened with genuine interest, asking the kind of precise, engaged questions she asks when something actually catches her attention.

What struck me most about Tom as a host was that he was almost entirely uninterested in talking about himself. Every time the conversation drifted toward him he'd redirect it smoothly — back to us, our lives, how we'd met, what Amy's work involved. He asked about her practice with the focused curiosity of someone who actually wanted to understand it rather than just fill silence. Amy, who can be guarded with new people, visibly relaxed over the course of the meal. By the time the plates were cleared she was leaning forward with her elbows on the table, which for Amy is practically sprawling.

Tom caught me watching her at one point and smiled — not pointedly, just warmly — and topped up my glass.

After dinner he suggested we move inside for wine. He mentioned it almost apologetically, as though wine were a minor weakness he'd never quite managed to address. That and working too much, he added. I told him I was more of a beer man but he waved that away and told me I needed to try this particular bottle, that it would change my position on the matter. He said the same to Amy with considerably more confidence, which turned out to be justified.

It was a very good wine. We opened a second bottle without really discussing it, settled into the comfortable chairs in his living room and talked for another two hours. The conversation ranged easily — Tom drawing us out, Amy more animated than I was used to seeing her with someone she'd met the same evening, the wine doing its quiet work on all three of us.

At some point I noticed Amy had tucked her feet up beneath her on the armchair, which is something she only does when she's genuinely comfortable. She was laughing at something Tom had said, her head tilted back slightly, and Tom was watching her with an expression that was appreciative in a way that went just fractionally beyond polite.

I noticed. I didn't say anything.

The bodybuilding came up naturally enough — Amy had been curious about it since she'd first clocked his physique out by the truck, and after a couple of glasses of wine she simply asked. Tom was modest about it in the way that people are when they're genuinely comfortable with something rather than performing humility — said it had been a hobby for years, that he'd competed seriously in his thirties but these days it was just about staying in decent shape.

Amy smiled at that. "Decent shape," she repeated, with a dry note in her voice that made Tom laugh.

He asked about her training in return — how she'd got into it, what her routine looked like. They talked about it with the easy fluency of two people who share a reference point, comparing approaches, debating the merits of different methods. I followed along well enough but it wasn't really my territory.

At some point Tom observed that she had a natural foundation for it — the gymnast's build, the muscle memory, the body awareness. He said it straightforwardly, the way a professional might, without loading it with anything. Amy received it the same way — thanked him, said her gymnastics coach had told her something similar years ago. But there was a slight colour in her cheeks that the wine may or may not have been entirely responsible for.

It was Amy who pushed it further, which surprised me. The wine had loosened something in her — not dramatically, just enough to sand down the usual edges of her composure. She stood up from the sofa with a sudden decisiveness, pointed at Tom and said "watch this" with a straight face, then flexed her bicep at him like a fairground strongman.

Tom and I both laughed. Amy has good definition — genuinely, her arms are impressive for someone her size — but she was planting herself in front of a former competitive bodybuilder, which gave the gesture a certain comic quality she was fully aware of.

"Go on then," she said to Tom, holding the flex. "Feel it."

Tom shook his head, still laughing.

"I'm serious," Amy said. "John will tell you. Feel it."

Tom relented, reached out and closed his thumb and index finger gently around her bicep. His hand made her arm look like something belonging to a different species. He nodded with exaggerated seriousness and told her it was extremely impressive.

Amy grinned and dropped her arm. "Right," she said. "Your turn."

Tom declined, waving her off — said he hadn't competed in over a decade and wasn't about to start flexing in his living room.

Amy looked at him with the particular patience of someone who has already decided how this ends.

Amy wasn't deterred. She told Tom that my arms were decent enough but that his looked on another level entirely, which I chose to take as a compliment of sorts. Tom laughed and continued to decline, but Amy had the easy persistence of someone who knows they're being entertaining and is enjoying it.

She didn't wait for permission. She reached down and wrapped both hands around Tom's right bicep — him still sitting in the armchair, not even flexing — and squeezed. Her face did something genuinely unguarded then, a flash of surprise she didn't quite manage to contain.

"Oh my God," she said, looking over at me. "John, I can't even get my hands around it and he's not even flexing."

Tom looked quietly amused. I laughed and told her she'd made her point.

Amy hadn't let go. She was still holding his arm with both hands, turning it slightly as though assessing it professionally, which given her job she probably was. There was something in the way she was looking at it — focused, unhurried — that was marginally beyond the purely comic territory we'd been in a moment ago. Tom was looking at her with an expression that was careful and patient and very still.

I kept smiling because that seemed like the right thing to do.

Tom looked over at me with a grin and said I might want to get my girlfriend under control. He was clearly joking, the warmth of it taking any edge off the comment entirely.

Before I could respond Amy laughed and said that I'd tried and failed on that front, and made a small gesture down at herself — her figure, her general existence — as if that explained everything. It was confident without being cruel, the kind of thing that lands differently depending on your mood.

I didn't say anything. Tom didn't either.

Amy looked between us both, still laughing, and said that the silence proved her point entirely.

There was a beat where all three of us sat with that — Tom amused, Amy pleased with herself, me doing the mental arithmetic that you do in those moments, trying to work out exactly what had just been established and whether I should care about it.

Tom glanced at me and seemed to decide that a diplomatic intervention was in order. He looked at Amy and said, "there are probably very few men who could control you — given how ridiculously attractive you are."

Amy beamed at that. "Oh Tom, that's so sweet of you." She paused and then said, "now flex the other one."

Tom laughed. "Absolutely not."

"Come on," Amy said, already moving around to the left side of his chair.

Tom relented, and this time when Amy wrapped both hands around his bicep he actually flexed it properly. The expansion pushed her hands apart and she squealed and laughed. Tom, clearly enjoying himself, began contracting and releasing rhythmically — flex, release, flex, release — the motion travelling up through Amy's hands and arms and rocking her whole upper body in response.

"Oh my God," Amy said, laughing and holding on. "John, are you seeing this?"

I told her I was seeing it.

It was genuinely funny and I was laughing along with them. But I noticed that while Tom was flexing he was looking directly at Amy's chest, which was moving with each contraction of his arm. He was controlled about it — not obvious, not crass — but I was watching carefully enough to catch it.

I kept smiling and said nothing.

"Oh my God John, look how big his arms are," Amy said, still laughing and holding on.

"I see," I said.

What I saw was Tom's eyes settled on Amy's chest, which was only about a foot from his face, moving with each flex of his arm. I looked away and back again and he was still looking. Not for long. But long enough.

Amy released his arm and straightened up, slightly flushed from the wine and the laughter. She asked Tom how often he trained.

"Four times a week," he said. "Just to stay in decent shape."

Amy looked at him with that dry expression of hers. "You keep saying decent shape," she said. "I'm a physiotherapist, Tom. I know what decent shape looks like."

Tom smiled but didn't take the bait.

Amy asked him how old he was.

Tom leaned back in his chair and said, "old enough to be your father."

Amy laughed at that. "That's not an answer."

"No," Tom agreed pleasantly. "It's not."

There was something in the way he said it — unhurried, comfortable, letting the ambiguity sit there — that I noticed without quite being able to name. He was good at this. Very good at it.

Amy laughed and said, "that's funny actually, because that's exactly what I said to John before we came over."

Tom's expression shifted slightly — not offended, just curious. "How did my age come up in that conversation?" he asked.

Amy caught herself and realised immediately how it might have landed. She shook her head and said, "oh no, it wasn't like that — it was nothing to do with your age. It was more that John thought my outfit was a bit much for a neighbour's BBQ and I was telling him he had nothing to worry about."

Tom looked at me with a measured smile. "Is that right?"

I told him it wasn't quite how I'd put it — that I wasn't jealous, just making an observation about the outfit.

Amy looked at me with an expression that suggested she found this clarification less than convincing.

Tom wisely chose to stay out of the middle of it, raising his hands slightly and saying, "hey, it's all good."

But after a short pause he looked at Amy and said, "for what it's worth — John was right to notice. You look incredible tonight."

The room settled into a brief silence after that. Not uncomfortable exactly, but weighted. Amy held Tom's gaze for just a moment before reaching for her wine glass.

I took a breath and told them both that wasn't quite how it had happened — I'd simply said I wasn't the jealous type. Which I'm not.

Tom laughed and said, "hey, it's cool, it's cool," with the ease of a man who has no interest in presiding over someone else's domestic friction.

Then he looked at Amy and said, "for the record — it's not the outfit that would turn any red blooded man's head. It's what's underneath it."

It was direct enough to sit in the room for a moment. Amy took it with a slow smile, still standing close to his chair.

"You're very sweet Tom," she said. "Maybe you could give my boyfriend a few lessons in how to appreciate a woman properly."

Tom glanced over at me with an expression that was carefully neutral — sympathetic without being unkind. I gave him a look back that I hoped conveyed that I was fine, that this was just Amy, that I wasn't rattled.

I was a little rattled.

"I'm sure John appreciates you plenty," Tom said diplomatically.

"Most of the time," Amy said, and laughed. "But there's always room for improvement. This is educational for him — seeing how a man properly appreciates a woman." She gestured loosely between Tom and herself. I wasn't entirely sure what she meant by that and I didn't ask.

What happened next I wasn't expecting. Amy turned and settled herself down on the arm of Tom's chair, close enough that their arms were almost touching. She leaned down and kissed him on the cheek, told him he was very sweet, and straightened back up with the composure of someone who hadn't just done something that would play on a loop in my head later.

They both looked over at me.

I had nothing. Genuinely nothing. I sat there with my wine glass and what I hoped was a neutral expression.

Amy burst out laughing. "You really aren't the jealous type are you John," she said. "Either that or you're very cool under pressure."

She pushed herself off the arm of the chair and walked back across the room toward me — and I want to be precise here, she walked differently than she'd arrived. Something in her hips, a deliberateness to it, aware of being watched by both of us. She settled back onto the sofa beside me and reached for her wine as though nothing particular had happened.

I looked at Tom. Tom looked at me briefly, his expression unreadable, and then looked away.

As we made our way toward the door Amy finally asked him outright how old he was. Tom smiled and said forty eight, with the quiet satisfaction of a man who knows he doesn't look it.

Amy shook her head. "No way," she said. "Seriously?"

"Seriously," Tom said.

"I would have said mid thirties," Amy told him, and she meant it — you could tell from her tone. "I've never met anyone your age in that kind of condition. That's remarkable Tom, genuinely."

Tom laughed and deflected it graciously. "Clean living," he said. "And too much time in the gym."

Amy thanked him for being such a good sport about her attempts to wind me up over the course of the evening. Tom grinned and said, "it was entirely my pleasure Amy — anytime you need someone to make your boyfriend jealous, I'm available."

We all laughed at that, the last of the evening's tension dissolving completely on the warm night air.

We ended up standing on the porch longer than we'd intended, nobody quite making the move to leave. Amy asked what he did for work.

"Corporate law," Tom said. "San Francisco."

Amy nodded. "That explains the suit at six in the evening."

Tom smiled. "Old habit. I came straight from the office." He mentioned the divorce almost in passing — a couple of years ago now, reasonably amicable all things considered. He said it without self pity, just as context, and Amy received it the same way, nodding without pressing further.

Tom asked what we had planned for tomorrow.

I told him I was heading back out on the bike — there were some trails further east I hadn't covered yet.

Amy said she was planning a quiet one. "Reading, training, nothing exciting. I'll probably just use the living room again."

Tom's expression shifted slightly. "I've got a fully equipped gym in the garage if you want to use it," he said. "Proper setup — rack, cables, the works. It's just sitting there."

Amy looked at him. "Really?"

"Really," Tom said. "Come over whenever. I'll be around."

Amy smiled at that — a genuine one, not the polite professional version. "I might take you up on that," she said.

We said our goodnights and walked back along the path to our unit, the lake visible below through the dark treeline, the night air cool and clean around us.

The night air was still warm as we walked back along the path, the lake glittering through the treeline below us. I didn't say much. There wasn't much to say — my head was full of the evening, of Amy in that white top, of the way she'd settled herself on the arm of Tom's chair like she owned the place, of the walk back across the room afterward. That walk. She'd known exactly what she was doing.

She was still smiling when I closed the door behind us.

I crossed the room and kissed her — harder than I meant to, probably — and she kissed me back with the unhurried amusement of someone who knows they have the upper hand and isn't in any particular rush to use it. I got my hands in her hair and she let me, for a moment, and then she pulled back just enough to look at me.

"Somebody had a good evening," she said.

I didn't answer. I steered her toward the stairs.

We made it to the bedroom in a tangle of impatience that was mostly mine. I got her onto the bed and pushed her skirt up around her hips — she was wearing the small black thong she'd had on all evening, and the thought that Tom had spent half the night in the same room as it did something unhelpful to my composure. I moved the fabric aside and put my mouth on her.

She was soaking. Not just responsive — soaking, a heat and slickness I felt immediately and didn't comment on, because commenting on it would have meant acknowledging what it meant. I knew what it meant.

Something came loose in me then. I stopped being careful about it — stopped being measured and methodical the way I usually was, the way that got the job done without ever quite catching fire. I buried myself in her, hands sliding under her hips to pull her harder against my mouth, and she made a sound she didn't bother to suppress. Her thighs tightened around my head. I felt her fingers find my hair — not a gentle suggestion but a proper grip, knuckles pressing into my scalp, holding me exactly where she wanted me.

"There," she breathed. Not a word so much as a verdict.

I felt the shift in her — the way her hips started to move with me instead of waiting for me, the grip in my hair tightening and releasing in a rhythm I followed instinctively. She was making sounds I hadn't heard from her before, less composed than her usual self, something rawer underneath — and I realised distantly that this was what had been sitting just behind the ceiling I'd never managed to push past. Whatever Tom had stirred up in her this evening, she'd brought it home with her, and it was in my hands now.

She came hard, with a sharp gasp and both fists wound into my hair, her whole body pulled taut for a long suspended moment before she broke. The sound she made when she did — unguarded, involuntary — went straight through me.

She usually took the better part of fifteen minutes. I'd clocked it enough times to know.

I moved up over her, already half out of my mind with wanting her, and she felt me — felt what I was trying to do — and in one smooth motion rolled her hips sideways and deposited me onto the mattress beside her.

"No," she said pleasantly.

"Amy—"

"No." She sat up, reached back and unclasped her bra through the fabric of her top, then peeled both off in one efficient move that I'd seen a hundred times and never got used to. She looked down at me with an expression that was fond and entirely merciless, then leaned over and pressed one breast against my mouth. "There you go."

I made a sound I wasn't proud of.

She settled in beside me, warm and unhurried, and brought her lips close to my ear. "Go on then," she murmured. "Make yourself cum."

"Come on," I managed. "Do it for me."

She laughed softly, the sound of it right against my ear. "Not tonight, sweetheart." A pause, precisely weighted. "You weren't very nice to me earlier. No favours for you."

So I did it. With her breast warm against my face and her breath at my ear, I took myself in hand — and the humiliation of it, the sheer naked fact of it, somehow made everything worse and more urgent at the same time. I was achingly hard in a way that had nothing to do with anything she was doing for me and everything to do with the evening replaying behind my eyes. Tom's hand on her arm. The way she'd looked at him. That walk across the room.

"That's it," Amy murmured, her lips brushing my ear. Her voice had dropped to something low and private, and she knew exactly what she was doing with it. "There you go. Stroke it for me."

Thirty seconds. Maybe less. I came with an embarrassing urgency, a sudden helpless convulsion that I couldn't have stopped if I'd tried, and Amy pulled back just enough to watch it happen with an expression I didn't dare read too carefully.

The silence that followed was not kind.

Then she started laughing — not cruelly, but fully, the way she rarely laughs, her whole body in it.

"John." She was staring at me. "You never come that fast. What on earth—" She pressed her lips together, trying and failing to contain it. "Was it Tom? Did all that flirting make you jealous?" She tilted her head, enjoying herself enormously. "Did it actually turn you on?"

"Don't," I said.

Which was, of course, an answer.

"Oh my God." She covered her mouth with her hand, eyes bright. "Maybe you are the jealous type after all, Johny."

I looked at the ceiling and said nothing, which was the only move available to me. The evidence was not exactly on my side.

She settled back against the pillow still smiling, her head tilting toward me in the dark. Neither of us said what we both knew — that it had been Tom, specifically, the fact of Tom, the size of his presence in that room all evening — that had done this to me. We didn't name it. But it was there between us, warm and unresolved, and we both let it sit.


A Promise

I'd promised Amy two riding days out of five, and this was the second. I loaded the bike before she was properly awake, left coffee on the counter, and headed down toward Nevada while the morning was still cool and the roads were empty.

It was good riding country — long flat stretches out past Reno giving way to remote trails that climbed and wound through high desert terrain, nobody around for miles in any direction. I kept it sensible for most of the day. Riding alone in unfamiliar territory has a way of concentrating the mind — there's no one to ride to you if something goes wrong, and the desert doesn't care about your schedule.

Four hours in, with the truck finally visible in the distance and the terrain starting to feel familiar again, I let myself relax into it. Opened the throttle a little. Enjoyed it. I was nearly back — close enough that the caution I'd been carrying all day started to loosen its grip.

That was the mistake.

The ravine came out of nowhere — a clean ten-foot gash cut into the desert floor, probably flash flooding, the kind of thing that doesn't exist until it suddenly does. I saw it at fifty miles an hour with no time to do anything useful about it. I hit the far edge hard, the front wheel catching, and went over the bars.

I lay in the dirt for a moment, waiting to find out what was broken. The answer, mercifully, was nothing — just the wind knocked clean out of me and a knee that announced itself immediately and unambiguously as a problem. I got the bike upright, got myself upright, and limped both of us back to the truck.

On the drive back toward the lake I turned the knee question over in my mind — whether to find somewhere to get it looked at, whether it was the kind of thing that waited or the kind that didn't. In the end I decided to see how it felt in the morning, which is what you decide when you don't want the answer a doctor might give you.

The townhouse was quiet when I got back. I called out from the doorway, more out of habit than expectation, and my voice went unanswered. I tried her phone — it rang through to voicemail, Amy's clipped professional message, as though she were redirecting a patient.

I stood in the hallway for a moment. Tom's offer from the night before came back to me — the gym in the garage, come over whenever. I looked at the stairs between here and there, thought about my knee, and decided the shower came first.

The hot water helped. I stood under it longer than necessary, letting the desert grime and the dull throb in my knee both loosen slightly, and tried not to think about the fact that my girlfriend was one unit along working up a sweat with a man who'd spent most of last night staring at her chest.

I was halfway through getting dressed, one leg of my jeans on and one knee firmly opposed to the project, when I heard the front door open downstairs.

She came up the stairs quickly — I could tell from the sound of it, that particular lightness in her step that means she's in a good mood. She appeared in the doorway flushed and bright-eyed, her hair damp at the temples, her training top dark with sweat. She looked the way she always looks after a good workout — loose, pleased with herself, more present than usual.

"Tom's incredible," she said, by way of greeting. "He showed me how bodybuilders actually train — not just the movements, the whole methodology. I've been doing it completely wrong apparently." She was already pulling her hair out of its tie, clearly running the session back through her head with satisfaction. "I need a shower. What time are we eating?"

"I crashed the bike," I said.

She stopped. Looked at me — really looked, clocking the knee, the careful way I was standing.

"Oh no. Are you okay?"

"Twisted the knee. Nothing broken."

She crossed the room and briefly examined it with the efficient hands of someone who does this for a living, pressing around the joint with focused attention while I tried not to wince. Then she straightened up.

"You need to keep it elevated. Ice if we have any." A beat. "So what are we doing for dinner?"

I laughed despite myself. She kissed me once, quickly, and disappeared into the bathroom. I heard the shower start.

I made my way to the bed and got my leg up onto the pillow, staring at the ceiling while the water ran and the afternoon light moved slowly across the room.

Amy emerged from the bathroom with her hair wrapped in a towel and that particular post-shower energy she has — clean and decisive, already thinking three steps ahead. She'd clearly been thinking in the shower too, because she had a fully formed plan by the time she sat down on the edge of the bed.

"We should have Tom over for dinner tomorrow," she said. "Early, since we're going into town the night after." She was unwrapping her hair as she said it, matter-of-fact. "It's the right thing to do — he fed us, he let me use his gym. He's up here alone."

My knee had stiffened during the shower and the pillow arrangement I'd constructed was finally working. The prospect of moving at all, let alone cooking, was not appealing.

"Sure," I said. "That sounds fine."

Amy looked at me briefly, as though checking whether I meant it, then nodded and moved on. She was already opening the wardrobe.

She took her time getting ready, which I'd long since learned was not something worth commenting on. I lay on the bed with my leg elevated and half-watched something on my phone while the sounds of her preparation drifted out of the bathroom — the hairdryer, a drawer opening and closing, the particular silence that means she's looking at herself in the mirror and making decisions.

When she came out I understood why it had taken as long as it had.

The dress was black, fitted, and made an extremely compelling case for itself. It left most of her back bare and the front did something architectural with her cleavage that I was fairly certain required engineering. She looked — there was no other word for it — devastating.

She stood in the doorway with the slight patience of someone waiting for a response they feel they've earned.

This time I didn't make the mistake of withholding it.

"You look incredible," I said.

The smile she gave me was warm and genuine and slightly triumphant. She crossed to the bed, leaned down and kissed me — properly, unhurried, one hand on my jaw — and when she pulled back she was still smiling.

"You're learning," she said.

I reached up and got my hands on her waist, pulled her a little closer, and felt immediately what the dress had been concealing — or rather, what it hadn't been concealing at all. Nothing underneath. The weight and warmth of her unmistakable through the thin fabric.

She let me have exactly three seconds of that before stepping back out of reach, one eyebrow raised, composure perfectly intact.

"Later," she said simply, and picked up her clutch from the dresser.

Tom arrived at seven with two bottles of red wine, a easy smile, and the particular quality he had of making any room feel immediately more comfortable. He'd dressed down from the night before — dark jeans, a fitted charcoal shirt that did nothing to downplay the obvious — and he shook my hand warmly, clocking my elevated knee without making a fuss about it.

"Heard you had a disagreement with the desert," he said.

"The desert won."

He laughed and handed me the wine. Amy appeared from the kitchen in the black dress and something shifted almost imperceptibly in Tom's expression — not improper, just the involuntary attention of a man confronted with something worth looking at. He kissed her on the cheek and told her something smelled incredible, which covered both the food and everything else neatly enough.

The meal was easy and unhurried. Tom was good company in the way he'd been the night before — curious, genuinely engaged, the conversation moving where it wanted to without anyone having to steer it. We ate well, drank steadily, and somewhere over the second course learned that Tom's divorce had been reasonably civilised given the circumstances. His ex-wife had the beach house in Monterey — a detail he mentioned without bitterness, in the tone of a man who'd done his accounting and arrived at something like peace with the numbers. She'd been a striking woman, he said, when Amy asked — Caucasian, very attractive. He left it at that.

After the plates were cleared Tom produced a third bottle from the bag he'd brought — something he'd been saving, he said, for an occasion that merited it — and we moved to the sofas. The wine was exceptional. The kind that makes the conversation slower and more honest without your quite noticing the transition.

It was Amy who brought up the training. She'd clearly been turning it over since the afternoon, the way she does with things that genuinely interest her, and she relayed back to me what Tom had apparently told her in the gym — that she had the foundation, the discipline, the body awareness. That if she wanted to compete she could.

Tom leaned forward with his elbows on his knees, glass in hand, and looked at me directly.

"I mean it, John. With the right programme, proper nutrition, and a serious coach — Amy could absolutely step onto a stage and hold her own." He paused. "The one thing she'd need to nail is the tan. The whole package has to land together on the day."

I looked at Amy, whose olive skin in the warm lamplight of the room looked, to my entirely unqualified eye, like it was doing perfectly well without intervention.

"She's already darker than half the people I know," I said. "And she'd rather do anything than sit baking in the sun for weeks."

Amy pointed at me. "That is completely true."

Tom smiled. "Nobody bakes anymore. Not seriously. It's all topical — spray tans, self-tanning creams. You can get a competition-grade result without seeing the sun at all." He swirled his glass lightly. "My ex swore by a particular brand. Used it constantly. I think I might actually still have some up here."

Amy looked at him with the focused interest she reserves for things that have just become genuinely relevant.

"Does it actually work?" she asked.

Tom nodded. "It works. She used it before every competition she went to — charity events, charity galas, anything where the photographs mattered. I could always tell the difference." He set his glass down. "I'm fairly certain I've still got some next door. She left half her life in that place." He said it lightly, without weight. "You're welcome to it — it's just sitting there."

Amy turned the bottle over in her mind for a moment, the way she considers things she's already decided. "I'd try it," she said. "Genuinely. I've always wondered if it would actually work on my skin tone or just turn me orange."

Tom laughed. "Not this one. It's good stuff — works with the natural pigment rather than against it. On your colouring it would look—" He stopped, reconsidered, and finished the sentence more carefully. "It would look very good."

He stood up, buttoning one more button of consideration into it. "I need to go back for another bottle anyway. Give me five minutes."

He was back in closer to three — a bottle of wine under one arm and a sleek dark bottle of tanning cream in his hand, which he passed to Amy with the ease of someone returning a borrowed book. He'd changed while he was there, the charcoal shirt swapped for a fitted t-shirt and loose shorts, the formality of the evening quietly set aside. Without the shirt the architecture of his shoulders was simply a fact in the room, and I noticed Amy register it briefly before looking down at the bottle in her hands.

She turned it over, reading the label with genuine interest, shaking it once to hear the consistency.

I stayed where I was. My knee had made its feelings about the evening abundantly clear and I'd long since negotiated a settled position on the sofa — leg up, cushion arranged, glass within reach — that I had no intention of abandoning. Two days on the bike plus one unplanned flight over the handlebars had left me operating at a reduced capacity that the wine had done nothing to improve. I was comfortable, and tired, and content to let the evening come to me.

Amy, by contrast, had found her second wind somewhere around the third glass and was now thoroughly, cheerfully unmoored — not sloppy, just looser than usual, the careful edges of her composure pleasantly softened. She was cross-legged on the other sofa with the tanning bottle in her lap, and she looked up at Tom with the bright curiosity of someone who has just decided that tonight is a good night for an experiment.

"Okay," she said. "How does it actually go on? Is there a technique or do you just— " she made a vague rubbing gesture with her hand.

Tom settled back into his chair with his wine and smiled.

Tom leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and walked her through it with the practical authority of someone who'd watched this process enough times to know the pitfalls. The cream needed to go on clean, dry skin and had to be kept well clear of fabric — it would stain anything it touched, permanently and without apology. More importantly, you had to think about coverage from the start. Any edge where the cream met bare skin would leave a line, so the application had to follow whatever you were wearing — or not wearing.

"Ideally you'd use a bikini you don't care about," he said. "Something minimal, so you're not fighting the coverage later."

Amy considered this. "I didn't bring a bikini." A beat. "What about old underwear? Something I wouldn't miss."

Tom nodded. "Same principle. That'd work fine."

I registered the exchange with the vague, wine-softened assumption that they were discussing a plan for tomorrow — a sensible morning project, decent light, Amy with a spare hour before the gym. It didn't occur to me to question the tense of it.

Which is why it took me a moment to process what happened next.

Amy was already on her feet, setting her glass down on the coffee table with the decisive click of someone who has made a decision and is acting on it immediately.

"Right," she said. "Give me two minutes." And she was heading for the stairs, light-footed despite the wine, glancing back over her shoulder as she went. "I'll find something I don't care about. Don't start without me."


What Next

Her footsteps crossed the ceiling above us and I listened to the sound of the wardrobe opening in the bedroom above, trying to locate the point at which this evening had taken a turn I hadn't anticipated.

Tom waited until the sounds from upstairs were settled and then looked across at me. The look was measured and direct — not awkward, just honest. Checking in.

"We good?" he said quietly.

I opened my mouth, closed it, and tried to organise my thoughts into something coherent. The wine wasn't helping. My knee wasn't helping. The memory of the previous evening, specifically of the way Amy had walked back across Tom's living room, was helping least of all.

"Yeah," I said finally. "I mean — yeah. I just—" I glanced at the ceiling. "I'm not entirely sure what's happening."

Tom held my gaze for a moment, nodded once, and reached for his wine.

She came back downstairs in a short robe, hair loose, barefoot, the bottle of tanning cream tucked under her arm. She looked comfortable and unhurried — the wine and the warmth of the evening had settled into her in a way that suited her. She shook the bottle, read the instructions on the back with brief professional attention, and then squeezed a measure of cream into her palm.

She lifted one leg onto the chair beside the sofa and leaned forward to start working it in, and that's when the wine made its presence known. Her balance shifted unexpectedly and she grabbed the chair back with a small noise of surprise, laughing at herself.

"Right," she said. "Floor approach."

She settled cross-legged on the carpet with the unselfconsciousness of someone who has stopped caring about appearances for the evening, and went about it methodically — legs extended, working the cream in with the same focused attention she brings to anything physical. Tom watched from his chair and offered the occasional practical note — avoid the knees, blend the edges out properly, don't rush it or you'll streak. Amy followed his instructions with the particular receptiveness she has with people whose expertise she respects, asking brief questions, adjusting her technique.

It took her the better part of five minutes to do both legs to her satisfaction. She sat back, examined them critically in the lamplight, and seemed pleased enough with the result.

"Okay," she said, standing and handing the bottle toward me. "Back next. Can you—"

She looked at me properly then, and registered what she should have registered earlier. I'd made the mistake of shifting position while she was upstairs and my knee had punished me comprehensively for it. I was effectively pinned — the joint swollen and uncooperative, weight-bearing somewhere between unpleasant and impossible.

I started to say something about managing it.

"No, stay there," Amy said immediately, the physiotherapist in her overriding everything else. She turned to Tom with the easy practicality of someone solving a logistical problem. "Would you mind? Just the back — I can't reach it myself and his knee's had it."

Tom looked at me. Not quickly — a considered look, giving me genuine space to weigh in.

"If that's alright with John," he said.

There was a pause that lasted slightly longer than it should have. My knee throbbed. Amy waited. Tom waited. The question hung in the warm air of the room with a patience that felt, for reasons I couldn't quite articulate, like its own kind of pressure.

"It's fine," I said.

Amy undid the robe and let it drop.

She was standing perhaps ten feet from where I sat — close enough that nothing was hidden from me, far enough that I couldn't have intervened without making a production of it even if I'd wanted to. The bra was plain, functional, pale against her olive skin. The underwear was older, a little worn — exactly what she'd said she'd find. She looked, despite or because of all of that, extraordinary.

Tom stood and took the bottle from her without ceremony and Amy turned her back to him, gathering her hair over one shoulder to clear the way.

I watched my girlfriend stand in her underwear in front of a man she'd known for less than forty-eight hours, the lamplight warm on her bare back, and felt the jealousy move through me in a slow wave — heavier and more complicated than the night before, with something else underneath it I wasn't ready to name yet.

Tom uncapped the bottle but didn't immediately move. Amy sensed the hesitation before I did — she has a professional's instinct for reading physical discomfort — and turned her head slightly to look at him over her shoulder.

"What's wrong?"

Tom's eyes moved briefly to me across the room. It was a careful look, considered, the look of a man who finds himself in a situation he didn't architect and wants to be certain everyone in the room has arrived at it willingly.

"Maybe I should call it a night," he said. His voice was easy, no drama in it, just a quiet offer of an exit that we could all take gracefully.

Amy was still for a moment, reading the room. Then she turned to face me fully, one hand resting lightly on the back of the chair beside her, the robe pooled on the floor at her feet. She looked at me with an expression that was affectionate and gently amused and knew exactly what it was doing.

"You don't mind, do you Johny?" The smile was already there, curving at the corner of her mouth. "After all — you're not the jealous type. You said so yourself."

The pause she left after it was precisely calibrated. Just long enough.

Something in the absurdity of it broke the tension cleanly and all three of us laughed — genuinely, the kind that releases something. Even me.

I looked at Amy standing there in the lamplight in her underwear, at Tom with the bottle in his hand and the careful patience of a man waiting to be told where he stands, and I made the only calculation available to me.

"I'm fine," I said. "If you're both fine."

Tom poured a measure of cream into his palms, worked it between his hands for a moment — the white cream stark against his dark skin — and then placed them on Amy's shoulders.

The difference in scale was immediate and striking — his hands spanning the width of her back with room to spare, her skin a warm olive against his darkness. He worked methodically at first, spreading the cream evenly from her shoulders downward, following the lines of her back with a thoroughness that was almost clinical. Almost.

Amy's head dropped forward slightly.

"God," she said quietly. "That feels good, Tom."

Tom said nothing. His hands kept moving.

Amy turned her head to look at me over her shoulder, her hair falling to one side, and gave me a slow smile that was entirely private — just for me, or perhaps precisely because of me, I couldn't quite tell which. Her eyes were soft and dark in the lamplight and whatever the smile meant, it settled in my chest like a coal.

Tom worked his way down to the small of her back and Amy straightened slightly, thinking ahead with the practical part of her mind that never quite switches off.

"I can't have a line across my back," she said. Matter-of-fact, reasonable. The tone of someone solving a problem.

She reached both arms behind her without further preamble and unclasped her bra. Then she drew her arms back to her front and pressed them together, holding the cups in place, the strap hanging loose. From where I sat I could see the full length of her bare back now — the curve of her spine, the flare of her hips above the waistband of her underwear, the bra strap swinging free.

Tom paused for just a fraction of a second. Then he continued.

Tom took his time. Five minutes at least, his big hands moving across Amy's back and shoulders with an unhurried thoroughness that had stopped being purely functional some time ago. Amy stood with her head slightly bowed, her loose hair falling forward, giving herself over to it with the unselfconscious ease of someone receiving a massage they've decided to simply enjoy. Occasionally she'd direct him — just there, a bit lower — in the quiet, authoritative tone she uses when she knows what she wants.

I sat with my wine and watched and didn't say anything.

Eventually Amy straightened up with the decisive energy of someone moving to the next stage of a project.

"I need to do the front," she said. "Give me a second."

She disappeared and came back with a towel from the bathroom, which she folded and laid out on the living room floor with neat practicality. She positioned it carefully — eight feet from where I sat, close enough that the proximity felt deliberate, a small geographic reassurance offered to both of us.

Then she lay down on her back.

She hadn't re-clasped her bra. With her arms settled at her sides the cups stayed loosely in place, held there by nothing more than the soft weight they were covering — the fabric barely doing its job, the full curve of her visible at every edge. The towel was pale against the dark carpet and Amy lay on it with her eyes on the ceiling, calm and unhurried, as though none of this were particularly remarkable.

Tom stood at her feet and looked at her.

It was not a brief look. His eyes moved over her with an attention he was no longer troubling to conceal entirely, and when he finally glanced up it was not at Amy but at me — a quick, checking look, the same instinct toward decency that had made him offer to leave earlier. But there was something else in it now too. A heat underneath the courtesy. I got the very clear impression that the only thing in the room moderating Tom's behaviour was my presence in it, and that he was becoming less certain that was enough of a reason.

Amy caught the direction of his glance and turned her head toward me. Her expression was open, almost gentle.

"This is okay, isn't it Johny?"

The question sat in the warm air of the room. I opened my mouth and found, to my genuine surprise, that nothing came out of it. Not a yes, not a no — nothing. Just the silence of a man who has lost the thread of what he's supposed to want.

Amy held my gaze for a moment, then turned back to Tom with the serene composure of someone who has received the answer they were looking for.

"See?" she said quietly. "He's fine." A brief pause, her voice dropping slightly. "He trusts me, Tom. Don't worry about him."

Tom knelt beside her and poured more cream into his palms — white against black — and began working his way up from her stomach. He moved with the same unhurried thoroughness he'd brought to her back, his large hands spreading the cream evenly across her collarbone, her shoulders, the flat plane of her sternum. Amy lay with her eyes closed and her arms at her sides and gave every impression of a woman who had made her peace with the situation and intended to enjoy it.

I watched and said nothing.

When Tom reached her breasts he slowed further, his voice quiet and practical.

"I need to make sure there's no line underneath," he said. To neither of us in particular. To the room.

His hands moved to the underside of her breasts, working the cream in with careful, circular strokes. The loose bra cups shifted with each motion, the fabric no longer pretending to serve much purpose. Amy's body responded to his touch with a gentle, unhurried sway — the soft weight of her moving with his hands, back and forth, back and forth — and Tom's eyes were fixed on her with an intensity he had stopped trying to moderate.

I kept waiting for Amy to stop him. To shift away, to reach up and redirect his hands, to deploy the calm authoritative no that I'd heard her use often enough to know exactly what it sounded like. I knew that register. I'd been on the receiving end of it.

It didn't come.

She just lay there. Eyes closed. Breathing slowly. Her expression somewhere between composed and something else entirely — something I didn't have a word for yet, or perhaps wasn't ready to use.

Nobody spoke. The music filled the silence and the lamplight moved and Tom's hands kept moving and I sat ten feet away with my wine glass and watched it all with the fixed attention of a man trying very hard to look like he isn't affected.

Then Tom stopped. He sat back, looked at the bottle, and announced with the easy authority of a man comfortable making decisions that we all needed more wine. He stood, picked up the bottle from the coffee table and took it through to the kitchen.

The room was suddenly just me and Amy.

She opened her eyes and turned her head toward me slowly, her hair spread on the towel beneath her. Her expression was unreadable for a moment — and then one corner of her mouth curved upward.

"Are you enjoying yourself?" she asked.

"I'm not thrilled," I said carefully, "that you're letting him touch you like that."

Amy looked at me for a long moment. Then she rolled her eyes with the particular patience of someone who has heard an argument they find unconvincing.

"John." Her voice was low, measured. "You would be doing this if you hadn't come off that bike. Tom is being perfectly decent about it." A pause, pointed and precise. "Don't be pathetic."

The word landed cleanly. She'd chosen it deliberately and we both knew it.

I didn't have an answer for her. She'd framed it neatly — my injury, Tom's decency, the simple logic of it — and left me nowhere useful to go. I sat with it for a moment, feeling the inadequacy of my position rather acutely.

Amy's expression softened. She tilted her head toward me on the towel, her voice dropping to something that was just for me.

"Hey," she said. "Don't sulk. I'll make it up to you later — same as last night, but better. I promise." The smile that accompanied it was warm and private and did nothing whatsoever to help my composure. "I'll get you all worked up and then I'll take care of you properly. Okay?"

"You better," I said. "Because you're genuinely torturing me here."

She laughed at that — delighted, the sound of it low and satisfied. "Good," she said. "That's very good to know." A beat, her eyes bright. "You treat me like a queen tomorrow and I'll make sure you don't suffer."

She was still smiling when Tom's footsteps came back across the kitchen floor.







A Normal Massage

Tom set the bottle down, refreshed both our glasses without being asked, and settled back beside Amy with the easy momentum of a man returning to something he'd been enjoying. He poured a fresh measure of cream into his palms — the white vivid against his skin in the lamplight — worked it thoroughly between his hands and placed them on Amy's shoulders.

He started at the top and worked downward. Shoulders, collarbones, the base of her throat — methodical, unhurried, with the focused attention he brought to everything. Amy closed her eyes again immediately, that small private smile returning to her lips. Her breathing was slow and even.

"That feels good," she said softly, to no one in particular.

I watched Tom's hands. Watched the way they moved in slow circles, covering ground gradually, working their way south with a patience that had a shape to it — deliberate, directional, going somewhere it had already decided to go. His eyes were fixed on Amy's chest with an attention that had long since left any pretence of professionalism behind.

Each pass of his hands went fractionally lower than the last. The loose bra cups had shifted further with each motion, the fabric now barely relevant, and Tom's fingers were tracing the upper curve of her breasts with a thoroughness that made my grip tighten on my wine glass.

Amy's smile deepened almost imperceptibly. A quiet sound escaped her — not quite a moan, something softer than that, involuntary.

Tom's hands stilled for just a moment. Then he spoke, his voice low and even.

"Do you want to make sure there are no lines?" he said. "No marks from the bra?"

The question sat in the room with its full weight.

Amy's eyes stayed closed.

"Yes," she said.

Tom hooked one finger under the loose bra strap and moved it aside with a gentleness that was almost worse than if he'd been less careful about it. The cups fell away slowly, the fabric sliding down until it was simply no longer relevant — and then there was just Amy, lying on the towel in the warm lamplight, her breasts bare and her nipples visibly, unmistakably, achingly erect.

Neither Tom nor I said anything for a moment.

I don't think either of us could have.

Her nipples were extraordinary — dark against her olive skin, stiffened to a hardness that made the temperature of the room feel suddenly very significant. They told a story that Amy's closed eyes and composed expression were working hard to contradict, and they were not telling it quietly.

Tom looked at them the way a man looks at something he has been exercising considerable restraint about for quite some time.

I looked at them and felt the specific, complicated anguish of a man watching something that is his being appreciated by someone else — the jealousy and the arousal arriving together, inseparable, each one feeding the other in a way I had no framework for and no ability to stop.

Tom poured more cream into his palms — deliberately, taking his time, the white lotion stark against his dark hands — and still he didn't look away from her. Couldn't, or wouldn't. His eyes moved over her with an open hunger that the evening had been quietly building toward for hours.

Then he placed his hands on her.

Whatever remained of the pretence dissolved completely in that moment. His hands moved over her breasts with a fullness and intention that had nothing to do with tanning cream — slow, encompassing strokes that covered every inch of her, his thumbs grazing her nipples on each pass with a casualness that was entirely deliberate. Amy's breath caught once, audibly, and her chin tilted upward almost imperceptibly.

Tom's eyes finally lifted from her chest to her face. What he saw there — that small, undeniable response — seemed to settle something in him. His hands continued their work, unhurried and thorough, no longer even gesturing toward any pretence of purpose beyond the obvious.

I sat ten feet away, perfectly still, and watched my girlfriend's body respond to another man's hands in the particular way it only ever responds when something has reached her properly.

Tom's hands moved over her with a slow, possessive thoroughness that had completely abandoned any remaining pretence. And then, with a deliberateness that made my breath catch, he took one of her nipples between his thumb and forefinger and squeezed — gently at first, then with a firmer, rolling pressure that he held for a moment before releasing.

Amy's lips parted. She said nothing. Her eyes stayed closed.

He did it again with the other, watching her face with focused attention the way you watch something when you're learning exactly how it responds to you. Amy's chest rose and fell. The small sounds she made were quiet enough that they could almost have been breathing — almost — and the slight arch in her back was subtle enough that you'd have missed it if you weren't watching carefully.

I was watching very carefully.

I was also — and this arrived with the particular cruelty of something you notice at exactly the wrong moment — impossibly hard. The kind of arousal that sits just below painful, that has been building for so long under so much pressure that it announces itself not gradually but all at once, with total authority. I shifted slightly on the sofa and hated myself for it.

Five and a half inches is, I reflected with the grim practicality of a man doing damage limitation, not the most difficult thing in the world to conceal beneath a pair of jeans. Small mercies. I kept very still and arranged my expression into something I hoped resembled calm detachment and watched Tom roll my girlfriend's nipple between his fingers again while she lay on the living room floor ten feet away and tried not to make a sound.

The jealousy and the arousal were the same thing by now. I'd stopped being able to tell where one ended and the other began.

Tom worked in silence for a long moment, his hands moving over her with a reverence that had quietly replaced the earlier thoroughness. The room had contracted to just the three of us and the lamplight and the soft sounds of Amy's breathing, and nobody seemed to want to be the one to break it.

Then Tom sat back slightly, and the words came out of him with the unguarded conviction of a man who has simply stopped editing himself.

"Jesus, Amy." He shook his head slowly, his eyes moving over her with open admiration. "Your tits are absolutely phenomenal."

Amy opened her eyes. She looked up at him with the composed unhurriedness of a woman receiving a compliment she has decided to accept gracefully rather than deflect.

"Thanks," she said.

Tom held her gaze for a moment, then looked across at me. His expression had shifted — the heat still there underneath, but something more genuine sitting on top of it now, something that looked almost like sincerity.

"John." He said it with a weight that made it more than just my name. "You are a lucky, lucky man." A pause, his eyes steady on mine. "She is extraordinary. Don't ever take that for granted — not for a single day." Another beat, quieter. "I mean that, my friend."

The word friend landed with its full complexity. He did mean it — that much was unmistakable — and somehow that made it worse and better simultaneously. I was being paid a genuine compliment by a man who had just had his hands all over my girlfriend's bare tits, and the awful thing was that the compliment felt entirely sincere.

"Thanks," I said. "I won't."

Amy looked at me from the floor with an expression that was fond and merciless in equal measure.

"You mean you won't anymore," she said.

Tom laughed — a short, slightly uncomfortable sound that I recognised as the laugh of a man who finds something funny and probably shouldn't. I laughed too, for the same reason. The nervous energy of it moved through the room and dissipated, leaving something looser and more honest behind.

Amy lay back and closed her eyes again, satisfied. She knew exactly what she was doing and she knew that we both knew it — using her own body, and Tom's willing participation in the evening, as a very precise instrument. The lesson was landing and she was enjoying the teaching of it.

Tom sat back on his heels and cast a professional eye over his work so far, tilting his head slightly.

"You're going to get lines at the hips," he said. "Where the underwear sits. We should do that too."

He stood, looking around the room, then nodded toward the Echo on the kitchen counter. "Mind if I put some music on?"

"Go ahead," I said.

He spoke a brief command and the room filled with something low and unhurried — a late night kind of sound that suited the warm air and the lamplight rather too well. Tom returned to Amy and settled on his knees beside her right hip, pouring a fresh measure of cream into his palms.

With one hand he drew the fabric of her underwear gently upward and to the side, and with the other he began working the cream into the soft skin of her hip, his fingers moving in slow circles just beneath the elastic.

Amy hadn't pulled her bra back up.

It was still there — technically — bunched uselessly at her ribcage, the cups displaced, serving no purpose whatsoever. She could have reached down and repositioned it at any point in the last ten minutes. She hadn't. She was lying on the towel with her tits bare and her eyes closed and the small smile still playing at the corner of her mouth, and she had made absolutely no move to cover herself.

That detail worked on me in a way I hadn't anticipated. The tanning cream, Tom's hands, the whole escalating architecture of the evening — I'd been able to frame all of it, just about, as things that had happened to her, things that had unfolded around her composure. But the bra was a choice. A small, quiet, deliberate choice that she hadn't made any attempt to conceal from either of us.

She was there willingly. She was staying there willingly. And she wanted us both to know it.

Tom knew it. His eyes moved between the two points of interest available to him with the unhurried appreciation of a man who has been given permission he wasn't expecting and intends to use it thoughtfully — her bare tits, still flushed from his hands, and the thin fabric of her underwear which he was drawing aside with each application of cream, angling himself slightly, trying to get a clear view of what was underneath. The intent was unmistakable from where I was sitting. He wanted to know if she was shaved. He was going to find out one way or another.

I sat with my wine and my throbbing knee and my carefully concealed erection and watched him try, and felt the jealousy and the arousal tighten another notch into something I no longer had a name for.

Tom worked Amy's right hip with the same unhurried thoroughness he'd brought to everything else this evening, and from where I sat I had a clear, unobstructed view of all of it. His face, her face, his hands, where they were and where they were going. He was facing me directly and I don't think he minded that in the slightest — there was something almost performative in his patience, the slow deliberate circles of his hands, the way his eyes moved between her hips and her bare tits with the comfortable appreciation of a man in absolutely no rush. Ten minutes, at least. Possibly more. The music filled the room and nobody said anything and I watched every second of it with the fixed, helpless attention of someone who cannot look away from something that is destroying them.

Then he shifted to her left side.

His broad back filled my line of sight completely. Suddenly I could see nothing — not his hands, not their position, not the expression on his face. Just the wide dark span of his shoulders moving slightly with whatever his hands were doing on the other side of him, and Amy's face, which had changed.

She looked more relaxed. More inward. Whatever had been composed and performative about her earlier ease had settled into something quieter and more genuine, and that somehow was worse.

Tom said something to her, low enough that the music swallowed it. Amy shifted her position slightly — hips, I thought, though I couldn't be certain. A minute passed. He said something else and she shifted again, a small, cooperative adjustment, like someone following careful instructions.

Then he leaned down close to her ear and murmured something that I had no chance of catching.

Amy laughed — a genuine sound, surprised out of her. "Yes," she said. Just that.

I stared at the back of Tom's head and tried to reconstruct the sentence that had produced that answer and came up with nothing useful.

Another few minutes passed. Tom's shoulders moved. Amy's breathing had changed — slower, more deliberate — and the small sounds she occasionally made had taken on a quality that tightened something in my chest.

Tom leaned down again, his mouth close to her ear, and whatever he said this time was even quieter. Amy was still for a moment.

"Yes," she said. "Okay."

Then she turned her head toward me — unhurried, almost dreamy — and asked me to throw her a pillow.

I did. She lifted her head, positioned it underneath, and settled back down with a small sound of satisfaction.

"That's better," she said.

Tom whispered something else. This time I caught the shape of it if not the words — something about her eyes, about opening them. Amy complied, her gaze finding the ceiling first and then drifting sideways toward Tom's face, and something passed between them that I was not part of and couldn't read.

They were murmuring to each other now — too quiet for me to catch, punctuated by Amy's occasional soft laugh, Tom's low responses. Smiling at something shared. The private frequency of two people who have arrived somewhere together and are no longer particularly concerned with the rest of the room.

I sat absolutely still and felt the distance of those eight feet like a physical thing.

Then Amy's whole body shifted and she let out a sudden sharp sound — not a scream, not quite, but loud enough to cut clean through the music.

"Oh my God — no way."

I sat up straighter. "What?"

Amy had dissolved into laughter — real laughter, breathless and uncontrolled, her hand coming up to cover her mouth.

"Amy." Nothing. "Amy, what happened?"

She shook her head, still laughing, unable or unwilling to form words.

I looked at Tom. Tom was sitting back on his heels with the expression of a man who is extremely pleased with himself and sees no reason to pretend otherwise.

"Amy." The third time, with the specific patience of someone who knows they're being kept out of something deliberately. "Tell me."

She turned her head toward me at last, composing herself with visible effort, the laughter still moving through her.

"It's nothing, Johny," she said. Her eyes were bright. "Forget it. It's nothing."

I knew I should let it go. Every instinct I had left was telling me to pick up my wine glass and change the subject and preserve whatever dignity remained available to me.

I didn't let it go.

"Come on Amy. What was it?"

She shook her head again, the laughter subsiding into something more deliberate — the expression of someone who has decided, with some relish, to let you walk into a thing.

"Johnny." She said my name with the particular patience of someone about to do me a disservice for my own good. "Trust me on this one. You genuinely do not want to know."

Which was, of course, the single most effective thing she could have said.

"Tell me."

She looked at me for a long moment. Then she looked at Tom, who gave a small, almost imperceptible shrug — your call — and looked away.

Amy took a breath.

"Okay." She pressed her lips together briefly. "If you absolutely must know." A pause, timed perfectly. "I glanced over and — well. Tom's cock was sticking out the bottom of his shorts, Johnny." She paused again, letting it settle. Then, quieter, with a kind of stunned sincerity that landed harder than the laughter had: "And it's fucking huge."

The laughter came back then, fully, her whole body in it.

I looked at Tom.

Tom looked back at me with the measured expression of a man who is genuinely, mildly apologetic about something he is also entirely comfortable with.

"Sorry, man," he said simply. He shrugged, one shoulder. "Sometimes there's just no hiding it." He paused for a beat. "You know how it is."

The implication of that last sentence — the casual, comfortable assumption that I might know how it was — sat in the room with us for a moment before quietly making itself at home.

As he lifted it I finally had my answer.

The fabric of his loose shorts had ridden up with the movement and from where I sat, at the angle he'd positioned himself — deliberately, I had absolutely no doubt — his cock was visible below the hem. The shaft was almost entirely black, thick beyond any reasonable expectation, and at the end of it the head emerged in a striking contrast — a deep, swollen purple, smooth and entirely exposed, the skin pulled taut over something that looked less like a part of a man and more like a statement of intent. No foreskin. Nothing softening the blunt, bare fact of it. Just that dark purple crown sitting atop the blackness of his shaft, out in the open, entirely unapologetic.

I stared at it with the specific paralysis of someone encountering something that doesn't fit into any existing category.

And then, because apparently the evening hadn't finished with me yet, my mind went exactly where I didn't want it to go. The instinctive, horrible comparison — my own cock, which I had always considered perfectly adequate, which Amy had never complained about — smaller, considerably thinner, my foreskin sitting loosely over a head that I now realised had never once looked like that. Had never announced itself like that. Had never, in its entire existence, looked like something that could stop a conversation.





Anouncing His Presence

Amy looked at me looking at it and said nothing. Her expression was patient and unsurprised — the face of someone who had already done this recalibration and was simply waiting for me to catch up.

Amy caught me staring. Of course she did — she misses nothing, especially when she's looking for it. She turned her head toward me from the floor with a expression that was equal parts delight and vindication.

"I told you, Johnny," she said, and dissolved back into laughter.

Tom just smiled. The smile of a man who has been here before and knows exactly how this goes.

He kept Amy's left leg elevated considerably longer than he had the right — working the cream into the back of her thigh with a slow, methodical patience that had absolutely nothing to do with tanning and everything to do with giving me time to look. And I did look, despite myself, because the alternative was staring at the ceiling and we were all past pretending.

His shorts had shifted further with each movement, the fabric riding up and outward, and what had started as a glimpse was now simply on display — inch after inch of him, the black shaft thick and heavy, the deep purple head catching the lamplight with a brazen, almost aggressive clarity. He made no move to adjust himself. Why would he. He was, it was perfectly clear, a man who had made his peace with what he was carrying a very long time ago.

Amy was watching it too, quite openly now, with the focused attention of someone trying to solve a problem in their head.

"I'm sorry Tom," she said, with the tone of someone who isn't sorry at all, "but I have to ask." She tilted her head slightly. "How big is that thing?"

Tom set her leg down unhurriedly and considered the question with the mild, unselfconscious air of a man being asked something no more remarkable than his age.

"Haven't measured in a while," he said. "Eight inches, maybe a bit more."

Amy turned to look at me with enormous eyes.

"Johnny." Her voice was careful and deliberate, the voice of someone delivering important information. "Are you seeing this?"

I looked away, clearing my throat.

"Amy, I'm a guy," I said. "Guys don't look at other guys'— " I gestured vaguely. "You know."

Tom laughed — a genuine, warm sound, completely unforced.

"Amy," he said, glancing at her with considerable amusement, "don't worry about it." A beat, perfectly timed. "I saw him staring."

The room erupted. Amy's laughter rang off the walls and Tom sat back on his heels looking deeply satisfied with himself, and I sat on the sofa with what remained of my dignity — which was, by this point, a fairly modest amount — and waited for it to pass.

Tom set Amy's left leg down but kept it bent, her knee raised, and the shift in position changed the geometry of everything — opened it up, made it less ambiguous, made it harder for anyone in the room to pretend we were still talking about tanning cream.

"I want to make sure you don't get a line in the bikini area," Tom said. Quietly, matter-of-factly, as though this were the most natural next step in the world.

He hooked two fingers into the waistband of Amy's panties and drew it upward and away from her skin, creating a gap, and with his other hand tipped a measure of cream directly onto the soft skin just above her pubic area. Then he began to work it in — slow, circular strokes, fingers moving just inside the fabric line, each pass fractionally lower than the last.

Amy's teeth found her lower lip.

She didn't speak. Didn't move. Didn't redirect his hands or shift her hips away or deploy any of the considerable arsenal of composed authority I knew she possessed. She just lay there with her knee bent and her bare chest rising and falling and her teeth pressed into her lip, frozen in place by something that looked less like reluctance and more like the very careful management of her own response.

I was frozen too. From my position — elevated on the sofa, slightly to her right, looking down the length of her — I could see the top of her pussy where Tom's fingers had drawn the fabric aside. The neat, bare skin of her, the beginning of her. Tom, positioned below her, couldn't see what I could see from up here. Not yet.

His fingers moved lower. And lower.

And then he simply pulled her panties down.

Not partially. Not suggestively. Just — down, clear of her, fully exposing her to his gaze with the calm finality of a man removing the last obstacle between himself and something he has decided he is going to have.

He looked at her for a long moment. The room was absolutely silent except for the music and the sound of my own pulse.

"Wow," Tom said softly. His voice had lost its social register entirely — this was something more private, more unguarded. "You're beautiful, Amy."

Amy held his gaze.

"Thanks," she said.

I stared at the side of her face.

Thanks.

He wasn't telling her she was beautiful. He was telling her that her bare, shaved pussy — young and perfect and fully exposed to him now in the warm lamplight — was beautiful. And she'd received it with the same composed grace she'd use to accept a compliment on her hair. As though a man pulling her underwear down and gazing at her with open hunger was something she was taking entirely in her stride.

I sat with my wine glass and said absolutely nothing and felt the ground continue its patient, steady shift beneath me.

Tom worked the cream in slow, deliberate circles around her — the soft skin of her lower abdomen, the crease of her hip, the sensitive flesh of her inner pelvis — all of it under his hands now, all of it his territory, the panties dispensed with completely and set aside without ceremony or comment.

"No tan lines," he murmured, almost to himself. The justification had become a kind of ritual by now — something said out of habit rather than belief, a form of words that nobody in the room required anymore.

His fingers moved lower and I lost sight of them. His broad back and the angle of his position blocked my view of exactly what his hands were doing, and the not knowing was its own particular torment. I could see Amy's face. I could see the slight tension in her jaw, the deliberate evenness of her breathing, the way her hands had found the edge of the towel on either side of her and were holding it — not gripping, just holding, like something to anchor herself to.

Were his fingers near her? Touching the soft outer edges of her? I couldn't tell. The uncertainty was unbearable in a way that certainty might not have been.

Then Tom shifted his weight and with one broad shoulder applied the gentlest, most casual pressure to Amy's knee — a nudge, barely anything, the kind of gesture you might use to move a door that was almost open already.

Amy's legs parted wider.

"Inside of the thighs," Tom said quietly. "I need to cover the inside of the thighs."

Amy said nothing. Her eyes closed.

His hands disappeared further from my view and Amy's fingers tightened imperceptibly on the edge of the towel and the music played on and I watched her face move through something slow and private and entirely beyond my reach — a warmth spreading upward from her jaw through her cheeks, her lips parting slightly, her head pressing back into the pillow by degrees.

His hands were on her. I knew it with a certainty that had nothing to do with sight.

I couldn't take it any longer.

So I said, "Amy!" Tom just looked up at me and glared at me with an evil stare as if to say, "shut the fuck up." Amy was almost in a trance.

So I had to again ask, "Amy, are you all right?" That got me yet another glare from Tom. Then Amy bit her lower lip harder and she let out an audible gasp.

"Amy," I said.

She didn't respond. Her head was tilted back, her lips slightly parted, lost in something I wasn't part of.

"Amy." Louder this time.

Tom glanced up at me. Not the glare I'd half expected — something quieter than that. A smile, unhurried and entirely comfortable, the smile of a man who knows exactly where he is and has no concerns whatsoever about the view from where I was sitting. He looked at me for just a moment, then looked back at Amy, and continued.

"Are you alright?" I asked her.

Amy turned her head toward me slowly, as though returning from somewhere. Her eyes were dark and heavy and not entirely focused.

"I'm fine, Johnny," she said. Her voice was low, slightly unsteady at the edges. "I'm fine."

Tom's shoulders moved. Amy's breath caught.

"Baby," I tried again. "Maybe we should—"

"Johnny." She said my name with a patience that had something else running underneath it — something warm and helpless that she wasn't bothering to hide anymore. Her head tilted back again. "It's okay."

Tom smiled down at her and said nothing. He didn't need to.

I knew. The way her breath was coming, the angle of Tom's arm, the small involuntary movements of her hips — I knew exactly what was happening and I said her name again, louder this time, with everything I had left.

"Amy."

Tom didn't stop. Didn't slow. Didn't acknowledge me at all. He was entirely elsewhere — focused on Amy with the complete, unhurried attention of a man who has decided that the only thing in the room that exists is her.

Amy turned her head toward me. Her eyes found mine and held them, and what I saw in her face was complicated — heat, and something that might have been apology, and underneath both of those something else entirely that she wasn't trying very hard to conceal.

"It's okay, Johnny," she said softly. Her voice had a quality I hadn't heard in it before — loose, slightly undone. "I told you. I'll make it up to you later."

Then her eyes drifted closed again.

I sat on the sofa and did the only honest accounting available to me. Tom was larger than me in every relevant sense. My knee had reduced me to a spectator whether I'd chosen to be one or not. And Amy — Amy was not asking to be rescued. The occasional glance she turned on me was not the look of a woman waiting to be pulled back from something. It was something else. Something that made the jealousy and the arousal and the helplessness all tighten together into a single feeling I had no name for.

There was nothing I could do. We all knew it. The room knew it.


Nothing I Could Do

After a minute Amy's teeth found her lower lip again — softer this time, less like resistance and more like something being savoured. The tension that had been holding her body rigid was loosening, degree by degree, her hips settling into a rhythm that was no longer reluctant.

She wasn't fighting it anymore.

I told myself a story. It was the only thing available to me so I told it with conviction — that this was Amy being Amy, pushing things to the edge for the thrill of it, running the tension up as high as it would go before pulling back with the composed authority she always had in reserve. She'd let it go another minute or two. Then she'd stop it, redirect it, file it away as another evening she'd turned into something to hold over me. Tom would be shown the door with his dignity intact and she'd come to me flushed and pleased with herself and I'd go down on her while she recounted it, and that would be what this evening became.

I held onto that story carefully.

Then Amy reached down between them.

My heart lurched — but her hand wasn't pushing him away. She wasn't repositioning herself or creating distance. Her fingers found his wrist and her voice came out low and unsteady, stripped of its usual composure.

"Please — slow. Slow. Slow."

I knew that register. I knew it intimately. It was the register she used in the specific early moments when something was almost too much for her and she needed it handled with care — when the sensation was too much too fast and her body needed time to open up to it properly. When I went down on her and used my fingers at the same time she often used almost exactly those words, that exact cadence, in the first minutes. Start slowly. Give me time.

She wasn't asking him to stop.

She was telling him how she wanted it.

Tom's shoulders stilled. He looked down at her with an expression I couldn't fully read from where I sat — dark and patient and very focused.

"Okay, baby," he said quietly.

The word baby settled into the room and stayed there.

I had a partial view at best. Amy on her back, knees still bent, the angle of her legs blocking any clear sight of what Tom's right hand was doing between them. Tom sitting on the floor with his legs splayed either side of hers, his body low, his broad back angled away from me just enough to obscure the details I most wanted and least wanted to see simultaneously. Eight feet of living room carpet between us that might as well have been a mile.

I could see Amy's face. I could see her chest. I could see the slight, rhythmic movement of her hips that she wasn't entirely managing to suppress.

And I could see Tom's left hand.

He shifted his weight forward — a sudden, decisive movement — and his left hand came up and closed around Amy's breast with a roughness that was completely without preamble. Not the careful, measured touch of a man applying tanning cream. A grab — firm and unambiguous, his large hand compressing the soft flesh with a directness that made me sit up sharply on the sofa.

I waited for Amy to object. To flinch away, to use that voice.

She arched into it.

Tom's fingers found her nipple — already stiff and dark — and pinched it, rolled it, a slow deliberate twist that dragged a sound from Amy that she didn't bother to muffle. His hand moved across to her other breast and treated it with the same rough attention, squeezing and releasing, his fingers working her nipple with a confidence that spoke of a man who knows he has permission and intends to use it fully.

His right hand remained below my line of sight, somewhere in the obscured space between Amy's thighs. I didn't need to see it to know what it was doing.

I pulled my eyes from Amy's chest and found her face.

Her eyes were closed, her teeth pressed hard into her lower lip — harder than before, the flesh white around the pressure of it. Her brow was faintly creased. There was a tension running through her whole body that I couldn't read cleanly — it sat somewhere between pleasure and pain and reluctance and want, all of them layered together in a way that her usual composure would have organised into something legible but now, stripped of that composure, just looked like a woman at the absolute limit of her own threshold.

"Baby." I kept my voice as steady as I could. "Are you alright?"

She didn't answer. Didn't turn her head. Whatever was happening to her — Tom's hands rough on her nipples, or whatever his right hand was doing in the obscured space between her thighs, or both, or the combination of all of it arriving at once — had taken her somewhere beyond the reach of polite conversation. She was enduring something, or surrendering to something, and I genuinely could not tell which, and that uncertainty sat in my chest like a stone.

She was my girlfriend. She was lying on the living room floor with a man she'd met yesterday, and I was eight feet away on a sofa with a bad knee and a wine glass and absolutely no capacity to do anything useful, and the question of whether what was happening to her was wanted or unwanted or somewhere in the complicated territory between the two was one I didn't have a clear answer to.

And then I noticed Tom's hips.

I don't know when it had started — gradually enough that I'd missed the beginning of it. But Tom's movement wasn't only in his hands and arms. Each time he reached forward to grip her breasts his weight shifted, his hips lifted fractionally off the carpet and pushed forward — just an inch, barely anything, slow enough that it almost dissolved into the rhythm of the music. Rock forward, settle back. Rock forward, settle back. A movement so subtle it could almost have been nothing.

It wasn't nothing.

Everything below Amy's knees remained out of my sightline. Tom's right hand was somewhere I couldn't see, doing something I could only reconstruct from Amy's responses — and those responses had changed. The tightness in her jaw had eased. She wasn't asking him to slow down anymore. Whatever threshold she'd been at the edge of ten minutes ago she had crossed quietly and without announcement, and what was on the other side of it looked entirely different.

Tom's left hand continued its work on her breasts — alternating between them with a rough, possessive attention, his fingers finding her nipples and rolling them, squeezing them, the kind of handling that would have seemed too much five minutes ago and now drew nothing from Amy but a soft, controlled exhale. Her nipples were extraordinary — stiff and dark, responding to every touch with a sensitivity I knew intimately and was watching someone else exploit with considerable skill.

Tom's eyes moved between her face and the space between her thighs with the focused hunger of a man cataloguing something precious. I followed his gaze downward. Even from my angle, even with the obstruction of her bent knees, I could see enough — the neat bare skin of her, the warm olive tone of her inner thighs giving way to that soft pink at her centre. She was beautiful there. She had always been beautiful there. I'd just never watched another man look at her and known with complete certainty that he was thinking exactly the same thing.

Tom rocked forward. Settled back. Rocked forward again.

Ten minutes passed in that rhythm — the music, the lamplight, the slow movement of his body — and somewhere in the middle of it Amy began to move with him. Not dramatically, not consciously perhaps, but the slight roll of her hips had found his tempo and matched it, her body making an argument that her silence wasn't quite making. Her eyes opened. Found Tom's face. Stayed there.

Whatever had been reluctant in her had quietly packed up and left.

She was present now. Fully, openly present — her gaze on Tom steady and dark and no longer making any particular effort to be anything other than what it was.

Something shifted in me as I watched her. Not the jealousy — that had been there so long it had become a kind of background noise — but something more urgent underneath it. A discomfort that had a different shape. Because Amy enjoying herself was, I realised, considerably more alarming than Amy tolerating something. Amy tolerating something could be managed, redirected, laughed off in the morning over coffee. Amy with her eyes open and her hips moving and her gaze fixed on Tom with that particular dark steadiness — that was something else. That had a momentum to it. A direction.

I knew Amy. I knew what it looked like when she was in control of a situation and what it looked like when the situation had quietly taken the wheel, and the glaze that was coming over her eyes as the wine and Tom's hands and the accumulated heat of the evening all worked on her simultaneously was not the look of a woman who was managing things carefully.

I put my wine glass down.





Time For A Break?

"Hey," I said. Keeping it light, keeping it easy. "Should we maybe take a break?"

Tom didn't react. Didn't look up, didn't slow, didn't give any indication that there was anyone else in the room. He had been aware of me all evening — considerate of me, even — but that version of Tom appeared to have clocked out sometime in the last ten minutes and what remained was entirely focused on the woman in front of him.

Amy turned her head toward me slowly. Her eyes found my face and took a moment to focus.

"Come on, sweetheart," I said, and I could hear the careful steadiness I was putting into my voice. "Let's take a break before things get away from us."

The words landed softly and dissolved and Amy looked at me from somewhere far away.

"Baby," I tried again, hating the note that had crept into my voice. "Let's take a break before it's too late."

Amy's head tilted toward me slowly. Her mouth was slightly open, her eyes dark and unfocused, and she looked at me for a long moment with the expression of someone hearing a voice from a very long way away.

"It's already too late, Johnny," she said.

The words were quiet and entirely clear.

I opened my mouth to respond — to question it, to rationalise it, to find the version of that sentence that meant something less than what it obviously meant — and then Amy was moving. She sat up with a fluid, unhurried ease that was remarkable given the wine and the hour and everything else, and rose to her feet in one motion. Tom sat back on his heels and watched her with the patient stillness of a man who has decided to see what happens next.

Amy walked toward me.

She crossed the eight feet of carpet between us barefoot and entirely naked, her bra still hanging uselessly at her ribcage, her discarded underwear somewhere behind her on the floor, and she moved the way she'd moved across Tom's living room the night before — with the slow, hip-led deliberateness of a woman who is acutely aware of being watched by two men and has made her peace with it. She stopped in front of me.

She held my gaze for a moment. Then she reached down and unzipped my jeans.

"Amy—"

"Shh."

Her hand slipped inside and found me and I heard myself make a sound I had no control over whatsoever. She drew my cock out into the warm air of the room and looked down at it and then looked back up at me with an expression that was tender and merciless and deeply, deeply amused.

I was achingly, embarrassingly hard. The evidence was comprehensive and beyond dispute. And at the tip of me, catching the lamplight with a specificity that felt almost vindictive, a bead of precum that announced the full extent of my condition to anyone in the room who might have had any remaining doubts.

Tom, from his position on the floor behind her, had a clear and unobstructed view of all of it.

The humiliation arrived in a single wave — complete, thorough, washing through me from the chest downward — and my cock twitched visibly in Amy's hand in direct and immediate response to it, which did not help.

Amy felt it. Of course she did. Her fingers curled around me with the lightest, most unhurried touch — barely moving, just holding, a slow and devastating almost-nothing of a stroke — and she tilted her head at me with a smile that had been there all evening waiting for this moment.

"There we go," she said softly. "We'll stop as soon as this little guy goes soft." The stroke again — feather-light, unbearably gentle, completely deliberate. Her eyes didn't leave mine. "You just let me know."

Behind her, Tom said nothing. I couldn't see his face from where I sat but I could feel the weight of his attention, and I knew with absolute certainty that he was looking at exactly what Amy was holding in her hand and arriving at the same comparison I had arrived at forty minutes ago looking at him.

I said nothing. There was nothing to say. My body had made its position entirely clear and was showing no signs of changing it.

Amy stroked me once more, slowly, and waited.

Amy held my gaze for one more moment, her fingers still wrapped loosely around my cock with that unbearable lightness. Then she glanced back over her shoulder at Tom with an expression I couldn't fully read — something decided in it, something that had already moved past the point of question — and she lowered herself back down onto the carpet with the slow, deliberate grace of a woman who knows exactly what she's returning to.

She moved back to where she'd been. Settled onto her back. Her knees came up.

Tom was exactly where she'd left him, patient and still, watching her return with the quiet certainty of a man who hadn't doubted for a moment that she would. He repositioned himself between her legs and Amy reached up and placed one hand flat against his chest — not pushing, just connecting, feeling the solid warmth of him — and tilted her hips upward slightly in a movement that was as clear an invitation as I had ever seen.

I watched all of this from the sofa with my cock still exposed and my heart hammering and told myself I was seeing what I was seeing.

Tom's shorts were still on. His right hand had disappeared between them, pulling the fabric aside, and his left hand was braced against the floor beside Amy's hip. Amy's teeth had found her lower lip again — that same expression from earlier, the one I'd misread as pain or reluctance or the rough handling of her breasts.

And then it hit me. All of it, arriving at once, rearranging everything that had come before it.

Tom's right hand wasn't fingering her. It was wrapped around the base of his cock — that enormous, thick, dark shaft — holding it steady, guiding it. And at the junction of his body and hers, stretching her open around something that seemed physically impossible, the swollen purple head of him was already inside my girlfriend.

Already inside her. Had been inside her.

The slow rocking. The slow, slow, slow. The pain I'd seen in her face that I'd attributed to his hands on her breasts. The way she'd asked me to leave — not out of shame, but because she hadn't wanted me to see the moment she'd stopped being able to say no to it, or had stopped wanting to.

It hadn't happened suddenly. He'd worked himself into her by degrees, unhurried and inevitable, while I'd sat eight feet away and watched and understood nothing.

I stood there and stared.

I couldn't help it. The rational, functioning part of my brain had simply vacated the premises and what remained was just a man standing in a lamplit room watching something that shouldn't have been physically possible. Amy weighed a hundred and fifteen pounds. She was small and lean and tight in every sense of the word and Tom was — Tom was what Tom was, and the fact of him inside her, the visual reality of it, the way her body had accommodated something that size — I couldn't look away. I don't know how long I stood there. Long enough.

Amy's eyes found me from the floor. She was still moving — a slow, helpless rhythm, her hips rising fractionally to meet each of Tom's careful forward pressures — and she looked up at me with an expression that was complicated and unashamed and just slightly apologetic.

"Johnny," she said, her voice low and unsteady. "You shouldn't be seeing this."

The words unlocked something in me. I looked at the point where Tom's body met Amy's — at the dark thickness of his shaft, at the stretch of her around him — and the thing I noticed, the thing that cut through everything else and landed with cold clarity, was the absence of anything between them.

"He's not wearing a condom, Amy."

She held my gaze. Still moving. Still breathing him in by degrees.

"I know," she said simply. A pause, her lip caught between her teeth. "But who's going to stop him, Johnny?"

I turned to Tom.

"Hey." My voice came out steadier than I felt. "Stop. Now."

Tom didn't look up. Didn't slow. Didn't register my existence in any way whatsoever. He was somewhere I couldn't reach him — entirely absorbed in Amy, in the slow careful work of her, in the sounds she was making and the way her body was opening around him — and I was furniture. A lamp. A piece of the room.

I said it again and got the same nothing in return.

Amy looked up at me from the floor, her eyes dark and glazed, still moving with him, and said nothing at all. There was nothing to say. We both knew it. The room knew it.

I sat there and didn't move. Couldn't, not really — my knee, yes, but that wasn't really it. The truth was simpler and less flattering. I was rooted to the sofa by something I didn't have a clean name for, watching the two of them with the helpless, horrible attention of a man who has been shown something he can't unfold.

Tom was moving slowly. That was the thing that undid me most — the patience of it, the absolute unhurried control of a man who has all the time in the world and knows it. Each forward press was measured and deliberate, giving Amy time to adjust, to breathe, to take what her body was being asked to take. And her body was taking it. That was the part I kept returning to, the part that lodged in my chest like something sharp — her small frame accommodating him, her hips tilting upward to meet each careful advance, her hands finding the carpet on either side of her and pressing down as though anchoring herself against the tide of it.

She was making sounds I had never heard from her. Not performed, not managed — involuntary sounds, dragged out of her by something that was too large and too insistent and too relentlessly patient to be argued with. Each one landed in the room and dissolved and left me slightly more destroyed than the last.

And I was — God help me — I was still hard. My cock was still exposed where Amy had drawn it out, and the erection that had been there since Amy's hand had refused every instruction I'd given it. It was furious and indisputable and I hated it with a clarity that somehow made it worse. I hated that my body had decided this was something to respond to. I hated that the jealousy and the arousal were so completely intertwined that I could no longer find the seam between them. I hated that Tom, if he glanced over, would see exactly what watching this was doing to me.

I hated that Amy already knew. Had known, probably, before I had.

I looked down at myself and then back at Tom and the comparison that my brain insisted on making — the neat, foreskin-covered modesty of me against the dark, bare, devastating length of him currently buried inside my girlfriend — was not a comparison that did me any favours. I looked away. Looked back. My cock leaked a slow bead of precum onto my jeans and I watched it happen with the detached horror of a man who has lost all authority over his own body.

Tom spoke. Not to me — I had ceased to exist as far as Tom was concerned. He spoke to Amy, low and even, with the settled authority of a man issuing a simple logistical update.

"Now that you're getting used to my size," he said, "I need to get more comfortable."

And then he began to withdraw.


Watching

I watched from the sofa. I sat there with my cock hard and my knee throbbing and my mouth open and I watched Tom pull back from Amy — and it went on, and on, and on. Inch after inch of him emerging from her body, dark and slick, the scale of it only becoming apparent as he drew back and back and still kept coming. I had assumed — I had genuinely, stupidly assumed — that he had the head of his cock inside her, maybe an inch or two at most, that the hand wrapped around the base of him was bridging some impossible distance between his body and hers.

I had been completely, catastrophically wrong.

Five inches. Six. Still coming. Amy made a sound as he withdrew that was equal parts relief and loss and her body arched slightly off the towel as though reluctant to let him go even now, even after everything.

The full obscene length of him glistened in the lamplight and I sat there on the sofa and stared at it and felt my cock twitch visibly in the open air of the room and hated myself thoroughly and completely.

Tom withdrew completely and the sight of him — fully exposed now, the whole unobstructed reality of him — hit me like a physical thing. He rose to his feet with the easy movement of a man entirely comfortable in his own skin and pushed his shorts down and stepped out of them without ceremony or self-consciousness, and stood there in the lamplight of my boss's living room looking like something that had no business existing in the real world.

Eight, nine inches. Hard to say exactly. Hard to think clearly about measurements when the thing you're measuring looks like that — dark and thick and furiously engorged, the deep purple head bare and swollen at the end of all that black shaft, still slick with Amy, standing out from his body with the blunt authority of something that has never once in its life had reason to be modest about itself. I'd seen things like it in videos — had assumed the camera did something to scale, that it was angle and framing and careful staging. It was not angle and framing.

Tom looked over at me. Took in the full picture — me on the sofa, jeans open, cock hard and leaking and on display, expression presumably somewhere between devastated and desperate. He held my gaze for a moment with something that wasn't unkind.

Then he pointed to the chair in the corner.

"If you can sit there and be cool," he said quietly, "you can stay."

It wasn't a question. It wasn't quite an offer. It was a set of terms, delivered with the calm certainty of a man who already knew they'd be accepted.

I didn't say anything. I put my cock away — the small, foreskinned, thoroughly outclassed version of the thing currently dominating the room — zipped up, and didn't move.

Tom turned back to Amy.

He reached down and took her by the hips with both large hands and lifted her — not roughly, but with a decisive ease that made her size suddenly very apparent — and repositioned her onto her hands and knees in one fluid motion. Amy went with it. Didn't resist, didn't hesitate, just found herself on all fours on the towel with her hair falling forward and her back arched and Tom moving into position behind her.

"I prefer doggie," he said, to no one in particular. A statement of preference, simple as that.

He stood behind her and looked down at her with an expression of profound, unhurried satisfaction — at the curve of her back, the flare of her hips, the full view of her that this position gave him — and then looked over at me with that same careful neutrality. Making sure I was being cool. I was being cool.

"Put it in position," he told Amy.

Amy reached back between her own legs without hesitation — and that absence of hesitation, the simple, matter-of-fact way she did it, landed harder than almost anything else that had happened this evening. Her hand found his cock and guided the head to her entrance and held it there.

"Please," she said, her voice low and slightly unsteady. "Go slow. Take it easy."

Tom placed both hands on her hips.

"Don't worry, baby," he said. "You've got me so worked up this won't take long."

He pressed forward.

What followed was several minutes of Tom working himself into her by patient, incremental degrees — each forward movement drawing a sound from Amy that was pain and want braided together, each small withdrawal and advance claiming a little more of her than the last. Her arms were trembling slightly. Her head dropped between her shoulders. She took him — three quarters of him, perhaps, the last few inches meeting some limit of her that even Tom's patience couldn't quite negotiate past — and when he finally stilled, buried as deep as her body would allow, Amy let out a long, shaking breath that emptied her completely.

The difference in their bodies was almost architectural. Tom's broad dark frame behind her, his large hands spanning her narrow hips, the sheer disproportion of him against the small pale curve of her — it looked like something from a fever dream. It looked like nothing I had a reference point for.

I sat in the chair in the corner and watched and kept my mouth shut and was, by any available measure, extremely not cool.

Then Tom stopped being patient.

The shift was immediate and total — from that careful, measured advance to something else entirely, something that had been held back all evening and was done being held back. His hips drew back and drove forward and Amy's entire body lurched — a full foot, her hands sliding on the carpet, her hair swinging forward over her face. Then again. Then again.

The sounds in the room changed completely.

Amy's breath was coming in sharp, punched-out gasps, a sound torn out of her with each thrust rather than made deliberately, her body absorbing impacts that were simply too large and too forceful to process quietly. Her face — I could see her face from the chair, I could see everything — was tight with something that lived right on the border of pain, her brow furrowed, her teeth bared, working through each stroke like a wave she had to crest before the next one came.

Tom watched her face and didn't slow down.

He gripped her hips with both hands — those large dark hands nearly spanning her entire waist — and used them not gently, pulling her back onto him as he drove forward, holding her exactly where he wanted her so that her body had nowhere to go, no give, no retreat. Just him, and the full force of him, and Amy taking it because there was nothing else available to her.

"Yeah," Tom said, low and private, almost to himself. Then again, with more heat behind it. "Yeah." His rhythm was building, the measured control of earlier dissolving into something rawer and more urgent. He looked down at where their bodies were joined with an expression of pure, undisguised possession. "Hell yes, baby." A sharp exhale through his teeth. "Damn. You are so — incredibly — tight."

Each word punctuated. Each word driven home.

Amy's arms were shaking. She'd dropped from her hands to her forearms, her cheek nearly touching the carpet, reduced by degrees from the composed, assured woman who had walked across this room an hour ago to something entirely undone — beautiful and wrecked and taking everything he gave her with a endurance that was somewhere past choice.

I sat in the corner chair with my hands on my knees and watched my girlfriend get fucked into the carpet by a man twice her size and felt the shame and the arousal move through me in identical waves and said nothing, did nothing, was nothing in that room except a witness.

Tom's pace was climbing. His jaw was tight, his breath coming harder, his grip on Amy's hips whitening his knuckles. Amy had stopped trying to manage her sounds entirely — they were coming freely now, riding the edge between pain and something that had moved past pain into a territory I didn't have a map for.

Then his rhythm changed — deeper, slower, each stroke long and grinding and deliberate.

"That's it," he said, his voice dropping to something guttural and private. "Take that. Yeah — take that."

He buried himself and held there, and his whole body shuddered, and I watched the moment of it move through him like a current.

He leaned forward over Amy's back, his weight braced on his arms, and spoke to her quietly — almost gently, a complete reversal of the last few minutes.

"Can you feel that, baby?" His voice was low and spent and satisfied. "Can you feel me?"

Amy's cheek was against the carpet. Her eyes were closed. She was breathing in long, slow pulls, coming back from somewhere.

A beat. Then, softly:

"Yes."

She was smiling.

Tom held himself there for another long moment, the last slow pulses of him finishing what he'd started, and then he withdrew — a long, deliberate slide back — and Amy's body gave a final shudder and she simply collapsed, rolling onto her back on the towel with the loose, boneless relief of someone who has just been thoroughly and completely emptied out.

She lay there looking at the ceiling with her chest heaving and her hair spread around her and the remnants of the evening all over her skin, and she looked — despite everything, or perhaps because of everything — absolutely extraordinary.

Tom stood over her, his breathing settling, and looked down at Amy with the unhurried satisfaction of a man surveying something he's proud of. He made no attempt to cover himself — just stood there, spent and enormous and entirely unapologetic, the evidence of what had just happened glistening on his cock in the warm lamplight.

"How did that feel?" he asked her. His voice had recovered its ease, that familiar low warmth. As though they were discussing the salmon.

Amy lay on her back and stared at the ceiling for a moment, apparently genuinely taking stock. Then she turned her head toward him with an expression that was exhausted and amused and completely unguarded.

"Your cock is so big," she said, with the frank clarity of someone delivering a medical assessment, "that it hurt. Quite a lot, actually." A breath. "The first few minutes I genuinely wasn't sure I was going to survive it." She shook her head slowly against the towel. "Thank God you took your time getting me used to your size." The smile that followed was rueful and warm and entirely real. "If you'd just gone for it you would have split me in half, Tom. I mean that."

Tom laughed — that genuine, unforced sound that filled the room — and Amy laughed with him, lying there wrecked on the living room floor, and the easy intimacy of it was somehow the most disorienting thing I'd witnessed all evening.

I sat in the corner chair and said nothing and existed very quietly.

Tom stood where he was. Made no move toward his shorts, no gesture toward modesty or conclusion. He was still hard — startlingly, almost intimidatingly hard for a man who had just cum — his cock dark and slick, glazed with himself and with Amy, standing out from his body with the same blunt authority it had carried all evening. He looked like a man who had nowhere to be and nothing to prove and was content to let the room absorb the full reality of him for as long as it needed to.

I looked at him and felt the comparison arrive again, unwanted and precise. The thickness of him. The length. The bare, swollen head catching the light. Against that, the neat covered modesty of me, my foreskin, my five and a half inches that had always seemed perfectly adequate until approximately two hours ago.

Amy pushed herself up onto her elbows, beginning the slow process of returning to herself — smoothing her hair back, taking a breath, reassembling. The evening was over. That was the shape of it from where I sat. Tom would get dressed, say his goodnights, and we would find our way back to whatever version of ourselves was available to us after tonight.

That was what I thought.

Tom took one step toward Amy. He said nothing. He simply — gently, without force, with the unhurried certainty of a man who knows exactly what he wants and has earned the right to ask for it — reached down and cupped the back of her head in one large hand and drew her toward him.

Amy looked up at him.

Something passed between them — a question and its answer, occupying the same moment — and then Amy's eyes dropped to his cock and she opened her mouth and took him in.

I stopped breathing.

She had never — in two years, not once, not after asking, not after the careful diplomatic approaches I'd tried early on and abandoned — she had never done this for me. Had shut it down without discussion and I had accepted it and filed it away and told myself it simply wasn't something she did.

She was doing it now.

And the thing that undid me — the specific, surgical thing that I would carry around for a long time afterward — was not simply that she was doing it. It was how.

She didn't approach it tentatively. Didn't hold him at a cautious distance and manage it with her hand. She leaned into him, both palms flat against his thighs for balance, and took the head of his cock into her mouth with a deliberateness that suggested she had been thinking about this for longer than the last thirty seconds. Her lips stretched around him — that thick, bare, purple head filling her mouth in a way that was frankly almost architectural — and she held him there for a moment, adjusting, her jaw working slowly to accommodate his size.

Then she began to move.


Starting To Move

Her head bobbed forward and back in a slow, finding rhythm, taking a little more of him with each pass, her hand wrapped around the base of him — fingers not meeting, not close to meeting — working in time with her mouth. The sounds she made were not incidental. They were low and uninhibited and came from somewhere genuine, the sounds of a woman doing something she has decided she wants to do rather than something she is performing, and they were the most quietly devastating thing I had heard all evening.

Her eyes were closed. Her brow was slightly furrowed with concentration. Every few strokes she'd pull back to the head and work her tongue across it — across that smooth, exposed crown, the part that had no foreskin to retreat behind, the part that was just there, open and responsive — and Tom's hand would tighten fractionally in her hair and he'd exhale through his nose with the controlled restraint of a man holding himself very still so as not to rush something he is enjoying enormously.

She was hungry for it. That was the word I kept returning to, sitting in my corner with my hands gripping my own knees. Hungry. The tilt of her head, the way she chased him when she pulled back as though reluctant to lose contact, the soft greedy sounds she made when she took him deeper — none of it was performance. All of it was real. All of it was Amy, doing something she had told me she didn't do, with an appetite that suggested the issue had never been the act itself.

The issue, it turned out, had been me.

Tom looked down at her with an expression of profound, unhurried satisfaction and then looked across at me with the same careful neutrality he'd maintained all evening — not cruel, not triumphant, just clear. Letting me see what he was seeing. Letting me sit with it.

I sat with it.

Tom's hand was resting in Amy's hair, his thumb moving in a slow arc against her temple, and he was watching her work with the focused appreciation of a man who has all the time in the world. The room was quiet except for Amy's sounds and the music and my own carefully controlled breathing.

Then Tom looked over at me with an expression of mild, almost academic curiosity.

"She do this for you?" he asked. Conversational. The tone of a man asking whether you'd tried a particular restaurant.

Amy didn't stop. Didn't pause, didn't look up, didn't give any indication that the question had registered. Just kept moving, her head bobbing slowly, those low sounds continuing uninterrupted.

Which was, itself, an answer.

"Amy," Tom said, looking down at her now, his hand shifting slightly in her hair. Not pulling her off — just drawing her attention. "Does Johnny get this?"

Amy pulled back to the head, worked her tongue slowly across it in a way that made Tom exhale, and then looked up at him with dark, heavy eyes.

"No," she said simply.

And took him back in.

I sat very still in the corner chair.

Tom let a beat pass. Then, with the patient curiosity of someone who has started something and intends to finish it: "How come?"

Amy pulled off him again, slowly, her hand continuing to move on his shaft while she considered the question with an unhurriedness that suggested the wine and the evening had dissolved whatever filter she might otherwise have applied.

"I just—" she started, then stopped. Looked up at Tom again. Something passed across her face — a flicker of awareness that I was in the room, eight feet away, hearing every word — and then it passed and her expression settled back into that warm, unguarded openness that had replaced her usual composure some hours ago.

Tom's thumb traced her jaw. Patient. Waiting.

"Tell me," he said softly.

Amy glanced at me. Not long — just a look, quick and almost apologetic, the ghost of the composed woman she'd been at the beginning of the evening. Then she looked back up at Tom.

"I don't like uncut cocks," she said. Quietly, but clearly. "I never have. They just—" she shook her head slightly, searching for the word. "They don't do anything for me."

She turned back to Tom's cock without waiting for a response, ran her tongue slowly up the full length of his shaft from base to tip, and when she reached that smooth, bare, exposed head she made a sound that was almost possessive — a low hum of appreciation — and wrapped her lips back around it with an enthusiasm that made the statement she'd just delivered completely, comprehensively redundant.

The silence that followed was thorough.

I sat in the corner with my hands on my knees and felt the words land and arrange themselves into something I couldn't unknow. Two years. Two years of being told it wasn't something she did, that she simply didn't enjoy it, that it wasn't personal — and it had been personal the entire time. Specifically, precisely, anatomically personal.

I was angry. I was hurt in a way that had a completely different quality to everything else I'd felt this evening — sharper, more direct, less complicated by anything else.

I looked down at my lap.

My cock was straining against my jeans, harder than it had been all night.

I looked back up at Amy — at the back of her head moving steadily, at the sounds she was making, at Tom's hand resting in her hair with proprietary ease — and felt the anger and the arousal fold into each other in that way they had been doing all evening, inseparable, each one feeding the other, and I hated myself with a consistency and thoroughness that was starting to feel almost like a personality trait.

Tom looked over at me. He looked at my lap. He looked back up at my face.

He said nothing. He didn't need to.

Tom's hand tightened almost imperceptibly in Amy's hair. Not directing — just responding, the involuntary grip of a man whose control is beginning to cost him something. His breathing had changed, deepening, the easy composure of the last hour developing cracks at the edges. His thighs had tensed, the muscles standing out against his dark skin, and the hand that wasn't in Amy's hair had moved to his side and was gripping nothing, just gripping, fingers curling and uncurling with each slow stroke of her mouth.

Amy knew. She had to know. Every signal was there, unmistakable, broadcasting clearly to anyone paying attention — and Amy was paying very close attention indeed.

Tom looked down at her. His jaw was tight.

"Amy." Her name came out low and careful, carrying its full weight. A warning and a question at the same time. I'm close. You need to decide.

Amy's eyes lifted to his. Dark and steady and completely clear.

She held his gaze for one long, deliberate moment — long enough that nobody in the room could mistake what was happening for anything other than a choice — and then she dropped her eyes back to his cock, adjusted her grip, and took him deeper.

She wasn't finishing this by accident. She knew exactly where it was going and she was taking him there herself, on her own terms, with her eyes open.

Tom's breath left him in a long, controlled exhale.

"Okay, baby," he said softly. "Okay."

His hand fisted properly in her hair then — not roughly, but with a completeness, a finality — and Amy made a sound around him that might have been acknowledgement and might have been something else entirely, and she worked him with both hands, her mouth focused on that smooth bare head, and she didn't slow and she didn't stop and she didn't look at me once.

I watched my girlfriend make him cum.

I watched it move through him — the locked stillness of the moment before, every muscle in his body going taut, and then the shudder that ran through him from the base of his spine outward, his hips pressing forward with a last involuntary surge as he spent himself into her mouth. He was vocal about it — not words, just sound, low and guttural and completely unguarded — and his hand held Amy's head in place with a firmness that was past gentle, and Amy stayed exactly where she was and took it.

Then I watched her face.

The first sign was the slight tension around her eyes — a microsecond of something she didn't quite manage to suppress, a flinch that ran through her jaw as the reality of it registered on her tongue. Her throat moved. The taste — the sheer volume of him, probably, Tom being Tom in all respects — was clearly not what she'd anticipated, or perhaps more than she'd anticipated, and for just a moment her brow creased with the effort of managing it.

But she didn't pull back. Didn't turn away.

Her throat moved again. And again. Swallowing carefully, steadily, her hands still holding him, working him gently through it — coaxing every last pulse out of him with a thorough, unhurried patience that was almost tender. Her face did what it had to do — the slight grimace she couldn't entirely suppress, the effort of it visible in the set of her jaw — and she swallowed it down anyway, all of it, until Tom's hand loosened in her hair and he exhaled slowly and the room came back to itself.

Amy pulled back at last. She sat back on her heels and the back of her hand went to her mouth for a moment — a brief, almost involuntary gesture, there and gone — and she pressed her lips together and swallowed one final time and tilted her head slightly, recalibrating.

Tom looked down at her with an expression that was warm and spent and thoroughly satisfied.

"Good girl," he said quietly.

Amy looked up at him with dark, heavy eyes and said nothing. Then the corner of her mouth curved — slow, private, complicated — and she turned and looked at me directly for the first time in what felt like a very long time.

I looked back at her.

My cock was so hard it was painful and I had run completely out of ways to hate myself for it.

Amy sat back on her heels for a moment longer, collecting herself, one hand pressed lightly to her mouth. Then she stood — slowly, with the careful movements of someone taking inventory of their own body — and pushed her hair back from her face with both hands.

"I need to clean up," she said. To the room, to neither of us, to herself. Her voice was quiet and slightly distant, the voice of someone returning from a long way away.

Tom was already pulling his shorts on with the easy efficiency of a man who has somewhere to be. He moved through it without drama, without the post-event awkwardness that the situation probably warranted, and when he was dressed he looked around the room once — the towel on the floor, the tanning cream on the table, the wine glasses, the general evidence of the evening — with the composed neutrality of a man filing it all away.

He crossed to Amy first. Took her face briefly in one hand, tilted it up, and kissed her — not quickly, not perfunctorily, but with a warmth that had nothing performative in it. Amy received it with her eyes closed.

"You were incredible," he told her.

Amy opened her eyes and looked at him with that expression I'd been watching all evening — composed, warm, entirely her own.

"Thanks," she said.

I sat in the corner chair and watched my girlfriend thank the man who had spent the last hour taking her apart, and felt the word land in a way I suspected it was going to keep landing for quite some time.

Tom turned to me. He crossed the room and extended his hand and I stood — my knee registering its objection loudly — and shook it. His grip was warm and firm and he held it for a moment, his eyes steady on mine.

"Sorry, Johnny," he said. The apology was genuine — I could hear it, which somehow made it worse. "I truly didn't mean for the evening to go that way." A beat. "But you were a great sport."

I nodded. Produced something that may have passed for a smile. He held my gaze a moment longer — the look of a man checking that the damage is manageable — and then released my hand, said goodnight to the room, and let himself out.

The door closed.

The silence that followed was enormous.

Amy was looking at me from across the room with an expression that had shed everything else and arrived at something genuinely contrite. She crossed to me and stood close and when she spoke the composure was completely gone, replaced by something younger and less certain.

"Johnny, I'm so sorry." Her voice was low and very earnest. "I genuinely didn't mean for it to go that far. I just — I wanted to wind you up a little, that was all. I didn't think—" She stopped. Started again. "I didn't think a man his age could even — I mean, don't they need something? Viagra? Some kind of—" She shook her head with the bewildered expression of someone whose evening had significantly exceeded their expectations in all directions. "I honestly didn't think he'd be able to, Johnny. He's ancient."

I looked at her.

"He's forty eight," I said.

"That's ancient," Amy said, with complete sincerity.

Despite everything — the towel on the floor, the taste she'd just swallowed, the specific and targeted revelation about foreskins that was going to take me considerably longer to process — I felt something loosen slightly in my chest. Not forgiveness exactly. Not resolution. Just the first small evidence that the evening was going to have a morning after.

Amy was still mid-apology when she stopped.

Her eyes had dropped — not deliberately, just the natural drift of attention — and whatever she'd been about to say next dissolved completely. She stared for a moment with the focused expression she gets when something doesn't add up.

"Johnny." Her voice had changed register entirely. The contrition was still there but something else had arrived alongside it — curiosity, and underneath that the very early signs of amusement she was trying, for the moment, to suppress. "How do you still have an erection?"

I said nothing.

"No, seriously." She took a small step back to get a better look, as though distance might help her make sense of it. "After everything that just — how is that even—" She gestured, a small helpless motion in the direction of my lap. "How?"

"I don't know," I said. Which was the truth. I didn't know. I didn't understand it and I didn't have the vocabulary for it and I wasn't sure I wanted to find either.

Amy tilted her head. The amusement was winning over the contrition now, edging through despite her best efforts.

"Why did it turn you on?" she asked. Carefully, like someone approaching something they want to get right. "Watching that?"

"No," I said.

She looked at me with the patient, steady expression of a woman who has known me for two years and has a very finely calibrated sense of when I'm lying.

"Johnny." She looked pointedly at the extremely unambiguous evidence straining against my jeans. "Your cock is completely hard." A beat. "It's been hard for the better part of two hours." Another beat, more deliberate. "I can see it from here."

I had nothing. The defence rested.

Amy reached out and wrapped her hand around my cock without further preamble — still outside my jeans, right there in the middle of the living room — and the contact after everything that had preceded it nearly finished me on the spot. Her fingers closed around me with a familiarity that was its own particular cruelty given the last two hours, and she held me there and looked up at my face with those dark, evaluating eyes.

"Something got you this hard, Johnny," she said. Her thumb moved. Just once, slow and deliberate, tracing the length of me through the fabric. "So let's think about what it might have been." She tilted her head. "Was it watching me with Tom?" The thumb again. "Was it his cock? Seeing how big he was?" A pause, weighted and precise. "Or was it watching him cum inside me? Feeling like you couldn't do anything about it?"

"I don't know," I said. My voice came out wrecked.

Amy looked down at her hand. Something shifted in her expression — genuine surprise moving through the amusement.

"Johnny." She said my name quietly, almost to herself. Her fingers adjusted their grip, testing, as though confirming something she could hardly believe. "I have never—" She shook her head slightly. "I've never felt you this hard. Not once." She looked back up at me. "Not in two years."

The observation sat between us with its full, uncomfortable weight.

Then Amy made a decision. I could see it cross her face — the slight settling of her expression, the shift from curious to purposeful — and she began to move her hand.

It was fifteen seconds. Maybe less. I'd like to say I lasted longer, that I had some remaining capacity for dignity, but the honest account is fifteen seconds of Amy's hand on my cock after two hours of everything that had preceded it and I heard myself say something that wasn't quite words and then I was cumming — hard, embarrassingly hard, the kind of orgasm that comes from somewhere deeper than the physical, wrenched out of me by something I still didn't have a name for.

Amy read it coming — she always does — and aimed me with the practiced ease of someone who knows exactly what's about to happen and has made her peace with it. The first shot went across her chest, the second, the third — she was still naked, the tanning cream and the evening and now this all over her skin — and she held me through all of it with that same unhurried steadiness, working me slowly to the end, and when I was done she looked down at herself and then up at me with an expression that was warm and satisfied and faintly incredulous.

"There," she said softly. Like she'd solved something.

Amy looked down at the evidence distributed across her chest and then back up at me with an expression that was caught somewhere between affection and genuine bewilderment.

"Johnny." She said my name slowly, carefully, the way you'd approach a puzzle. "That was — I mean—" She shook her head. "You've never cum in under ten minutes. Ever. In two years." A beat. "That was fifteen seconds."

"I know," I said.

"What the hell is going on with you tonight?"

"I don't know."


What's Going on With You

She looked at me for a long moment. And I looked back at her and we both sat with the thing we weren't saying — the full, unvarnished truth of it that was sitting in plain sight and didn't need articulating. That I had watched an older, wealthy black man with a cock that made mine look like a footnote take my girlfriend apart on the living room floor without a condom and without asking permission and without once acknowledging that I had any standing to object. That he had been dominant and unhurried and completely in control in a way I had no framework for and no answer to. That Amy had cum on him in a way that had nothing to do with me.

That I had sat in a corner chair and watched all of it and cum in fifteen seconds.

We both knew. Neither of us said it.

Amy wiped herself down with the abandoned robe and then settled against me on the sofa, tucking herself into my side with the easy familiarity of someone who has decided that the evening's accounts need balancing. She tilted her face up and kissed me — warmly, unhurriedly — and when she pulled back there was something in her expression that was soft and genuine and also, underneath, very deliberate.

"Johnny," she said. Quiet and careful. "I haven't cum with you tonight."

I opened my mouth.

"Don't," she said, before I could get there. "Whatever Tom did — that wasn't us. That wasn't ours." She shifted against me, her hand resting on my chest, her fingers curling slightly into my shirt. "I want you to take care of me, baby. That's different. You know it's different." A pause, her eyes steady on mine. "Please."

I looked at her. At the woman who had spent the evening dismantling me piece by piece and was now looking up at me with genuine want in her dark eyes — and I knew, because I know Amy, that the want was real. That the distinction she was drawing was real too, in its way. That what she was asking for was something Tom hadn't given her and couldn't — the particular intimacy of us, the specific thing that was mine.

Except.

"No," I said. "No way. Tom came inside you twenty minutes ago, Amy."

Amy sat up slightly. The softness was still there but something firmer had arrived underneath it.

"Johnny." Her voice was level. "I didn't want that. You know I didn't want that." She held my gaze steadily. "I didn't want his cock anywhere near me — you were right there, you saw what he was like, you saw what I was dealing with." Her jaw set slightly. "Neither of us could have stopped him so I did the only thing I could do. I relaxed. I tried to get through it." She paused, letting that land. "That is not the same as wanting it. And it is not the same as this."

I said nothing.

"I'm asking you," Amy said. Quietly now, the firmness giving way to something more naked underneath it. "Not him. You. I'm asking you to take care of me the way only you can." She held my gaze and let the full weight of it sit there. "Can you do that for me?"

She knew exactly what she was doing with that. She knew what it cost me and exactly how much I wanted to close that distance and exactly what it meant that she was asking me instead of him. She'd known all evening where this was going to end up. She'd probably known before Tom knocked on the door.

The jealousy was still there. Sitting right where it had been all evening, patient and immovable.

My cock, which had cum thirty seconds ago, was already stirring again.

I hated myself thoroughly and completely and with great consistency.

"I need you to get me off, Johnny," she said simply. The pleading was gone — this was Amy back in her register, the calm certainty of a woman who has decided how things are going to go. "You know what I need."

"Then go clean up first," I said. "At least do that."

Amy looked at me with an expression that was patient and faintly amused and not remotely apologetic.

"No," she said.

Just that. No.

She stood up, entirely unbothered by her own nakedness, and padded through to the kitchen with the easy unhurried movement of someone in complete possession of their evening. I heard the wine bottle, the soft pour, the brief silence of her standing there drinking and thinking. She came back into the living room with her glass and took a long, considered sip and looked at me on the sofa with her head tilted slightly — the physiotherapist coming online behind her eyes, assessing.

"Your knee," she said.

"What about it."

"You can't kneel." She said it practically, without drama, the tone of someone solving a logistical problem. She took another sip of wine, set the glass on the table, and made a decision.

"Lie down," she said. "On the floor."

"Amy—"

"Floor, Johnny."

I looked at her for a moment — at the absolute composure of her, wine-flushed and bare and still wearing Tom's evening on her skin — and then I lowered myself down from the sofa onto the carpet with my knee's full and vocal cooperation, and lay on my back.

Amy stood over me for a moment, looking down with an expression that was warm and unhurried and entirely in charge. Then she stepped forward, one foot either side of my head, and lowered herself down onto her knees above me with the slow, deliberate grace of a woman who knows exactly what she's doing.

She settled her weight over my face and looked down at me between her own body, her hair falling forward over her shoulders, and reached back to rest her hands on my chest.

"There," she said softly. "That works."

And she lowered herself the final inch and I had absolutely no more room for argument.

She was directly above me now and I had nowhere to look but up and nothing to do but what I was there to do. I took a breath and tried to be clinical about it — tried to bring the same detached practicality to this that I'd failed to bring to everything else this evening.

I looked.

The first thing I noticed was that she was still open. Not dramatically, not painfully — but visibly, undeniably, her body still carrying the evidence of what it had accommodated an hour ago. Tom's size had left its mark in the most literal sense and I lay there on the carpet beneath my girlfriend and stared at it and felt the full complex weight of that fact settle over me.

I looked for signs of him. Told myself I was being sensible, being cautious — that if I couldn't see anything then perhaps I could get through this with my dignity marginally less destroyed than it currently was. From what I could see in the lamplight the evidence wasn't immediately visible. I took that and held onto it and tentatively extended my tongue toward the soft skin of her inner thigh.

Amy's hands found my head.

She didn't guide me. She didn't suggest. She grabbed me — both hands fisting in my hair with a grip I recognised from earlier in the evening, the grip that meant she was done with patience — and pulled my face into her with a firmness that left no room for negotiation.

"Come on," she said, her voice dropping to something low and unsteady above me. "Stop overthinking it. Lick me."

So I did.

And the first thing I noticed was the heat of her — extraordinary, feverish almost, her body running hotter than I'd ever felt. The second thing I noticed was that she was wet in a way that had no precedent in my experience of her. Not just aroused. Drenched. Slick and swollen and absolutely flooding, coating my tongue and my lips and my chin within seconds with a volume that had no explanation I could arrive at comfortably.

I pulled back.

I looked.

And then I saw it — a slow, unmistakable pulse of white emerging from her, thick and deliberate, running in a trail that could only be one thing, that was absolutely and definitively one thing, that was Tom, that was Tom inside my girlfriend running out of her and onto my face while I lay on the living room carpet beneath her.

My stomach lurched. The room tilted. I started to pull back further —

Amy's hands tightened.

She pulled me back in with a strength that surprised me and held me there — properly held me, her thighs closing slightly around my head, her hands laced in my hair — and rocked herself forward against my mouth.

"Go," she said. Her voice had lost everything except the wanting. "Go, go, go — yes, yes — that's it Johnny, right there, don't you dare stop—"

I was tasting him. There was no pretending otherwise, no comfortable interpretation available to me. The smell was unmistakable, the taste foreign and thick and absolutely present, and I lay there with Amy's hands holding my head in place and her body moving against my face and I thought with the last functioning part of my brain — the sooner you finish this, the sooner it's over — and I went back to work.

"Come on," Amy breathed above me, reading my reluctance the way she reads everything — completely and immediately. Her hips rolled against me, coaxing, her grip in my hair loosening just slightly into something that was almost a caress. "It's okay, baby. I've got you. Keep going. That's it — just like that—"

She tasted of him and of herself and of the whole long evening, and I kept going because Amy's hands were in my hair and her thighs were warm against my face and because I was, I was furious to discover, harder than I had been at any point since she'd drawn my cock out into the lamplight and shown Tom exactly what he'd been compared to.

Some things, it turns out, are beyond the reach of dignity.

"Close," Amy breathed above me. The word came out fractured, barely a word at all. "Johnny — go, go, go—"

I knew this. Knew her body's specific language at this particular moment — the way her thighs tensed and her breathing shortened and the small desperate forward roll of her hips that meant she was right at the edge and needed everything I had. Fast and deep and unrelenting, no pausing, no adjusting, just commitment. I gave her all of it.

Her body responded immediately and comprehensively. Her pussy contracted around my tongue in long, rolling waves — clenching and releasing, clenching and releasing — and with each convulsion came another pulse of Tom, thick and warm, flooding my mouth with a volume that was frankly overwhelming. The smell filled my entire world. The taste was everywhere — foreign and unmistakable and absolutely inescapable — and I stayed with it because Amy's hands were shaking in my hair and her thighs had locked around my head and she was making the sound, the specific sound, the one I'd heard earlier in the evening and recognised as something that had been dragged out of her rather than offered.

She came apart above me with a long, shaking cry that she didn't bother to muffle, her whole body shuddering, her grip in my hair going from iron to nothing in the space of a few seconds as the orgasm moved through her and left her loose and trembling and finally, finally still.

I lifted my head.

Amy looked down at me from above — flushed and spent and bright-eyed — and whatever she'd been about to say dissolved immediately into laughter. Not polite laughter. Absolute, helpless, full-body laughter, the kind that bends her forward at the waist and makes her grab the nearest available surface for balance.

"Oh my God," she managed. She was looking at my face with an expression of delighted horror. "Johnny."

"What?" I said. Though I already knew. I could feel it — cooling on my chin, my lips, my cheeks. Tom, distributed across my face with a thoroughness that left nothing to the imagination.

"Tom's cum is—" She dissolved again, couldn't finish it. Pressed her hand over her mouth and shook. "Everywhere."

I waited for it to pass. It didn't pass quickly.

"I cannot believe," she said finally, wiping her eyes, "that you just went down on me after what Tom did inside me tonight." She shook her head slowly, still smiling, looking at me with an expression that was teasing and warm and something genuine underneath both. "That is honestly the most devoted thing anyone has ever done for me." A beat. "That's true love, Johnny."

"Tell anyone and I will deny every word of it," I said.

"Oh, I won't tell anyone," Amy said, with the precise tone of someone who absolutely will. "Probably." She tilted her head. "That depends entirely on how you treat me tomorrow."

I looked at her.

"If you treat me like a queen," she continued, settling herself back with the comfortable authority of a woman who knows she holds every card currently in play, "then this stays between us. But if you don't—" She let the implication sit there, warm and unhurried. "Well. Now I know exactly how to get your complete and undivided attention, don't I."

It wasn't a question.

I opened my mouth to respond and she glanced down at my lap and the response died completely.

"Besides," Amy said, her smile returning in full, slow and devastating. "I don't think you hated it quite as much as you're pretending." She nodded downward. "Your cock's hard again, Johnny."

She was right. It was.

I had nothing left. Not a single thing.

We dated for another two years after that weekend. Two years of Amy, which is to say two years of never quite knowing what she was planning, never quite having my footing, never quite being able to decide whether the jealousy was something to resist or something to surrender to. She'd found the thread that weekend at Donner Lake and she pulled it, with great skill and obvious enjoyment, for the entirety of what remained of us.

It wasn't always Tom. Sometimes it was a man at a bar who held her attention a beat too long, sometimes a colleague she'd mention with a particular casualness that I learned to recognise, sometimes nothing more than a look across a room that she'd describe to me later in careful, deliberate detail while her hand moved on me in the dark. She had an instinct for it — for finding exactly the pressure point and applying exactly the right amount of weight. She was, in that as in most things, exceptionally good at what she did.

The cuckolding, the teasing, the slow architectural dismantling of whatever remained of my composure — that was never going to be a one-time thing once she'd discovered what it did to me. I think I knew that on the drive back down from the mountains, the lake disappearing in the rearview mirror and Amy asleep in the passenger seat with the particular stillness of a woman who has had a very satisfying weekend.

There is one thing I should mention, since you might be wondering.

She never sucked my cock.

Not that night. Not the next night. Not in the two years that followed. Not once, not ever, not even close. The conversation we'd had — the one she'd had with Tom, rather, while I sat eight feet away and listened to the specific reason for its absence — was never revisited directly. It didn't need to be. We both knew where that particular line was drawn and who had drawn it and why, and it sat between us for two years as its own quiet, persistent reminder of the evening everything changed.

I think about it more than I should, probably.

Damn, do I miss Amy. She was, in the most complete and complicated sense of the word, an absolutely incredible woman.
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Taken: In Front Of Her Husband

I thought I was just a normal guy. My wife Jenny and I had a great marriage, great sex, and no secrets—until the night everything changed.

It started as a night out with friends. Drinks, dancing, harmless flirting. But when a tall, tattooed Black stranger pulled her onto the dance floor, I didn’t stop him. I watched. And when his hands wandered, when his mouth found her neck, when she let him… I still didn’t stop it.

That night, I watched my wife get taken by another man. A man with a thick, powerful cock that stretched her in ways I never had. I watched her moan for him. Ride him. Beg for more. And somehow, I couldn’t look away.

I thought I’d feel jealous. Angry. Broken.

Instead, I got hard.

Jenny changed that night—and so did I. She loved being used. Loved being a slut for him. And when she turned her wicked smile on me, I realized something else: this wasn’t just about her being taken.

It was about me being made to watch.

What started as a fantasy became something raw, filthy, and brutally real. I’d never seen my wife like this before. I’d never fucked her like this before. And by the time it was over, I didn’t even recognize the man I’d become.

All I knew was, I didn’t want it to stop.

Becca Gets Blacked: A White Wife's BBC Transformation

She said they were just fantasizing. But fantasies don’t leave you standing there, limp and dripping, while your wife swallows another man’s cum.

Becca was the perfect wife—smart, sweet, loyal. Luke never thought she’d really cross the line. Sure, they’d talked about it. The size difference. The fantasy of watching her with a big Black man. But that was all it was—talk.

Until it wasn’t.

It started with tequila. A few innocent touches. A kiss that lingered too long. And suddenly Becca wasn’t just flirting—she was moaning, riding, begging.

For him.

For Elton.

Luke arrived just in time to see his wife stretched open, gasping as Elton filled her completely. He should’ve stopped it. Should’ve said something. Instead, he came untouched… and then watched, stunned, as she got on her knees to thank her lover properly—with her mouth.

Now everything has changed. Their marriage. Their roles. Their desires.

Because once Becca has taken everything Elton has to give, Luke has to face the truth:

She didn’t just want it.

She loved it.

The Reluctant Hotwife: Origin

It started as a quiet obsession—fantasies I couldn’t shake: my faithful wife with another man, specifically a Black man.

I confessed everything to her after years of therapy.

Her answer was immediate: “No way.”

I thought that would end it. Instead, the seed took root. She began indulging me—just whispers in bed, a teasing name, small crumbs of dirty talk to keep me sane.

But reluctance has a way of crumbling.

Slowly, she grew bolder. Curious. Until one night I invited him into our home and watched from the shadows as my hesitant wife whispered “I can’t”… right up to the moment she spread her legs and begged for more.

Now she’s on our bed, still dripping his cum, eyes locked on mine with raw, unashamed lust.

No regret. No tears.

This is the origin of my Reluctant Hotwife—and I’m the one who set her free.

I only hope I can handle what comes next.
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