

Chapter 1

The neon sign above the entrance flickered faintly, casting a soft, pink glow over the sidewalk. The Saturn Room—the name was etched in cursive across the glass door, and I couldn’t help but feel a mix of excitement and nerves as I adjusted the strap of my dress. It was a deep emerald green, something I’d bought specifically for tonight. I knew it hugged my figure in all the right places, accentuating my curves—the swell of my breasts, the dip of my waist, the roundness of my hips. I’d caught Larry staring when I stepped out of the bedroom, his eyes lingering a little too long on the way the fabric clung to me. I’d seen the flicker of desire in his gaze, but also something else—uncertainty, maybe even a flicker of doubt. I reached for his hand, squeezing it gently.

“You okay?” I asked, my voice soft but steady.

Larry nodded, though his smile didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Yeah, just… you know. First time doing something like this.”

I understood. This was new for both of us. We’d talked about it for weeks, late into the night, lying side by side in bed. I’d been honest with him—brutally so, at times. I loved him, deeply and completely, but there was something missing. Something I couldn’t quite put into words until I’d met Darius at that club a month ago. The way he’d looked at me, the way his commanding, confident demeanor that made my stomach flutter, had stirred something in me that I hadn’t felt in a long time. And Larry, sweet, understanding Larry, had agreed to this. Not because he wanted to, but because he wanted me to be happy.

“We don’t have to do this if you’re not ready,” I said, my thumb brushing over his knuckles.

Larry shook his head. “No, I… I want to. For you. And for us.”

“It’s just this once,” I smiled, looking up into his eyes. “I promise.”

“I know… I know. We should get going, we shouldn’t be late.” The weak, half smile returned. I wished I could’ve comforted him more in that moment but he was right, we were going to be late.

I smiled, leaning in to press a quick kiss to his lips. “Thank you.”

The door to the lounge opened with a soft chime, and the low hum of jazz music spilled out into the night. Inside, the atmosphere was intimate—dim lighting, plush velvet booths, and a bar that gleamed under the soft glow of pendant lights. I scanned the room, my heart skipping a beat when I spotted him.

Darius was seated at the bar, his tall, athletic frame impossible to miss. He wore a tailored navy blazer that hugged his broad shoulders, and as he turned to greet us, I felt a familiar flutter in my chest. His smile was warm, but there was something in his eyes—a confidence, a quiet authority—that made my pulse quicken.

“Paisley,” he said, standing to greet me. His voice was smooth, like honey, and it sent a shiver down my spine. “And you must be Larry.”

Larry extended a hand, his grip firm but not overly so. “Yeah, nice to meet you.”

Darius shook his hand, his grip lingering just a moment too long, his eyes briefly scanning Larry as if sizing him up. I noticed the way Larry’s shoulders tensed, the way he shifted his weight from one foot to the other. Darius was taller, broader, and his presence seemed to fill the space around us. I felt a pang of guilt for putting Larry in this position, but there was also a part of me that couldn’t help but find the contrast between Darius’ solid, imposing frame and Larry’s very average (dare I say soft?) frame… thrilling.

“I’m glad you both could make it,” Darius said, his tone polite but with an edge of something else—something that made my stomach twist in a way I wasn’t ready to examine too closely. “Can I get you a drink?”

I nodded, sliding onto the stool beside him. “A martini, please. Dirty.”

“Manhattan,” Larry said, taking the seat on my other side.

Darius signaled the bartender, ordering our drinks with an ease that made me wonder how often he came to places like this. He seemed so comfortable, so in control, and it only added to the allure. I caught myself staring at the way his fingers drummed lightly against the bar, the way his lips curved into a smile as he turned to me.

“So,” he said, his eyes locking onto mine. “How’s your week been?”

“Good,” I replied, fighting to keep my voice steady despite the butterflies in my stomach. “Busy with classes, but good. How about you?”

“Can’t complain. Just wrapped up a big project at work, so I’m looking forward to relaxing a bit. You’re both college juniors, you and your boyfriend, right?” I nodded and sipped my drink, feeling a bit more at ease.

The conversation flowed easily, Darius asking questions that drew both Larry and me into the discussion. He was charming, but there was an edge to his politeness—a subtle dominance that I couldn’t ignore. When Larry mentioned his photography, Darius nodded, his expression thoughtful but his tone just slightly dismissive.

“Landscapes, huh?” Darius said, not quite sneering but not entirely smiling either. “That’s cool. I’m not much into landscape photography myself. Always thought it seemed a bit too easy. Nature is low hanging fruit, you know? Not too difficult to make it beautiful in a picture. Not to diminish your preference, of course.”

I saw the way Larry’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t say anything. Instead, he nodded and took a sip of his drink. I reached for his hand under the bar, giving it a reassuring squeeze, but I couldn’t deny the flicker of heat I felt at Darius’s confidence, the way he seemed to effortlessly command the room.

As the night wore on, the drinks kept coming, and the conversation grew more relaxed—or at least, it seemed that way on the surface. Darius told stories about his travels, his deep voice drawing me in as he described the bustling streets of Tokyo and the serene beaches of Bali. Larry shared anecdotes from his photography trips, almost as if he were trying to prove his culturedness in competition with Darius. However, as time passed I could tell even Larry was warming up to Darius. As the two men got more used to each other’s presence, Larry’s laughter mingled with Darius’s in a way that made my chest ache with something I couldn’t quite name.

But beneath the surface, there was a tension—a quiet, simmering energy that I couldn’t ignore. I was hyper-aware of Darius’s proximity, the way his knee occasionally brushed against mine under the bar, the way his gaze lingered on me just a beat too long. I knew what he was working with—I’d done my research, after all—and the thought sent a thrill through me that I tried to push down. I loved Larry, I reminded myself. This was just… an experiment. A way to explore something I’d been missing.

Still, when Darius leaned in to whisper something in my ear, his breath warm against my skin, I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through me. “You look incredible tonight,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate. “That dress… it suits you.”

I felt my cheeks flush, and I glanced at Larry, who was engrossed in a conversation with the bartender. “Thank you,” I said softly, my heart pounding in my chest.

Darius smiled, his eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite place. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you better,” he said, his tone leaving no room for misinterpretation.

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. I wanted this—I knew I did—but I also didn’t want to hurt Larry. He was trying so hard, and I could see the effort he was making to be okay with this. I reached for his hand under the bar, lacing my fingers through his. He squeezed back, his grip firm, and I felt a surge of gratitude for him.

Larry's laughter was looser now, his posture more relaxed as the warmth of the alcohol settled over him. He and Darius had found some kind of rhythm, the initial tension between them softening, though it still lingered beneath the surface. I could tell Larry was trying—trying to be open, trying to be comfortable with this—but there was something in his eyes that told me he was reaching his limit.

He downed the last of his Manhattan and glanced at me, his fingers toying with the edge of his glass. “I think I should head home,” he said, his voice even but lacking conviction. He looked at me like he wanted me to say something—to ask him to stay, to reassure him—but I didn’t. Instead, I reached for his hand and squeezed it gently.

“Are you sure?” I asked, giving him one last out.

He hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. I think it’s best.” He forced a smile, then looked at Darius. “Thanks for the drinks, man. Nice meeting you.”

Darius inclined his head, offering a polite but knowing smile. “Likewise. Get home safe.”

Larry turned back to me, his eyes searching mine. I kissed his cheek, soft and lingering. “I’ll see you at home,” I whispered.

He nodded again, swallowing hard before standing and making his way toward the door. I watched as he stepped out into the night, a strange mixture of relief and guilt settling in my stomach. I didn’t know if this would break us or make us stronger. Maybe I didn’t want to know.

Darius exhaled, shifting closer. “You okay?”

I turned to face him fully now, my body suddenly hyper-aware of his presence. “Yeah,” I said, and I meant it. “I am.”

He smiled, slow and knowing. “Good. Come on.”

The drive to Darius’s place was quiet, the city lights slipping past in a blur. I stole glances at him as he drove—his strong hands on the wheel, the way his jaw flexed slightly as he focused on the road. There was an ease to him, a quiet confidence that made my pulse quicken.

When we pulled up in front of his house, I was surprised. I had expected something flashy, a bachelor pad dripping with arrogance, but it wasn’t that at all. It was a modest but well-kept home, its clean lines and warm lighting making it feel inviting rather than intimidating.

“You live here alone?” I asked as I stepped out of the car, taking in the neatly trimmed lawn, the sturdy porch, the single porch light casting a soft glow.

He nodded, leading the way inside. “Yeah. Been here a few years now. I like my space.”

Inside, the house was just as impressive—sleek but not sterile, lived-in but intentional. A well-stocked bookshelf lined one wall, a leather couch sat perfectly worn in, and the kitchen gleamed with just the right touch of warmth. I noticed a record player in the corner, a small stack of vinyl beside it.

“This is… really nice,” I admitted, turning in a slow circle. “I don’t know why, but I expected something different.”

Darius chuckled as he shrugged off his jacket. “What? Some penthouse with floor-to-ceiling windows and overpriced art?”

I smirked. “Maybe.”

He stepped closer, his gaze steady. “I like comfort. And control.”

I swallowed, my skin heating under his attention.

“Drink?” he asked, moving toward the kitchen.

“Yeah. That’d be great.”

He poured two glasses—whiskey, neat. He handed me mine, our fingers brushing, and I took a slow sip. It was smooth, warming me from the inside out.

He leaned against the counter, watching me over the rim of his own glass. “So… do you feel different now that he’s gone?”

I hesitated for only a second before answering. “A little.”

He nodded, as if that was exactly what he expected. “Good.”

The air between us thickened. He set his drink down, stepping toward me, closing the distance. I didn’t move. I didn’t need to.

His fingers brushed my waist, tracing the curve of my hip. “You look even better here,” he murmured into my ear. My heart pounded in my ears and I ever so slightly leaned into him. “I’ve been waiting for this moment all night.” Before I could breathe again his lips closed on mine.

Chapter 2

Darius’ hands began to roam my body as he kissed me deeply, somehow claiming every inch of skin for himself before I could take a stitch of my clothing off. He groped my thighs, then my ass, my (now swollen with arousal) breasts, before settling his hand on the side of my face, towering over me as he held my lips to his in an embrace that was passionate in a way that I hadn’t ever felt in my life.

I could feel his erection begin to grow on my thigh, and I felt myself begin to desperately grind on it in a way that felt almost involuntary, instinctual. My emotions tumbled chaotically between deep arousal, an inescapable feeling of getting away with something that I shouldn’t, and a reverent fear of what was to come. No partner had ever made me feel so much, so deeply, in such a short period of time. Never in a million years did I believe that someone could make me forget about Larry in such a quick instant, but here I was, pawing at Darius’ chest and rubbing my body on him in such an unhinged, near animalistic fervor that it shocked even me. Sensing my enthusiasm, Darius took my wrists in his powerful hands and slowly but firmly removed them from his chest, breaking our kiss for the first time.

“You’ve gotta slow down. Pace yourself. We’re in for a long night.” He gave me his slow, sure smile again, melting me with his intoxicating charisma. I silently nodded, mouth slightly agape with desperate, aching desire. “Good girl. Now, I’m going to show you exactly what you’ve been missing.” My delicate wrists still in his hands, he slowly applied downward pressure, and I instantly knew what he was telling me to do. I dropped to my knees, now eye level with his long, meaty bulge through his slacks.

“How big is it?” I didn’t realize I was speaking out loud, voice husky, eyes locked on the straining fabric. Darius smirked, a glint in his dark eyes, and tilted his head.

“Wanna measure it?” he said, voice low and teasing. “There’s a tape measure in the drawer behind you. Go on.”

I twisted, fumbling with the drawer, my hands shaky as I pulled out a roll of yellow tape. He unbuckled his belt, dropped his pants and boxer briefs in one smooth motion, and his cock sprang free—massive, circumcised, jutting straight out at a near 90-degree angle. I stretched the tape along his length, breath catching—nine inches, tip to base. Then around the thickest part—six inches of girth, the tape barely meeting. “Nine by six,” I whispered, awed, my pussy clenching at the numbers.

“Big enough for you?” he asked, smirking wider, and I just stared, dumbstruck, as he stepped closer.

The thick, broad head of his cock stared me straight in the face, and if I weren’t already on my knees I know that they would’ve felt incredibly weak in that moment. I gazed back at his member, feeling drunk with longing and desire. I felt as though in a haze, in a stupor, I had never seen anything like this, ever. For the first time in what felt like hours, I found words.

“It’s so…” The words drooled out of my mouth, my head swaying slightly from side to side. “It’s so… big. It’s perfect…” The longer I stared, the more I felt my entire body begin to buzz with anticipation. I could feel my pussy begin to throb underneath my dress, as if already preparing to accommodate such an enormous gift.

“Is it bigger than Larry’s?” The way he asked a question that he already knew the answer to was so hot, the fact that he wanted to hear me say it, wanted to make me say it.

“Yes…” I said wistfully. Darius took my chin into his hand and lifted it to where I was looking him in the eye, still on my knees.

“Tell me.” He commanded me. My panties were soaking through. I didn’t know how much I needed someone to take control of me in this way. “Be a good girl and tell me.”

“It’s… so much bigger than Larry’s. It’s so much bigger. I’ve never seen a cock this big in my life…” I told him obediently, not breaking eye contact for a second. I slowly lifted my hand and wrapped it finger by finger around the base. My entire hand didn’t even fit around his cock, and as I began to stroke his shaft with my small, pale hand I looked back up at Darius to find him smirking approvingly at me. At this point my face was so close to his throbbing missile of a penis that I could almost taste the manly pheromones it gave off. I opened my mouth as widely as I could and slid my lips over the head. Darius moaned in pleasure as I slowly slid my mouth back and forth over just the head, still stroking him at the base. Never had I been so aroused by giving a blowjob, and I began rubbing my clit over my panties with my other hand as I serviced my new friend. I could taste his frenulum on my tongue, feel the beginning of his large dorsal vein on my top lip as I took more and more of his length into my mouth. I was doing what he said, taking my time, not rushing such an intimate, visceral experience.

“Good girl, suck that dick baby. You’re doing so good for me, keep going just like that.” Darius encouraged me, placing his hand on the back of my head and guiding me back and forth, using my mouth for his pleasure. With each bob of my head I took more and more of his cock into my mouth. I relaxed my throat muscles and accepted as much of it as I could, but even with all of my might, I could only swallow a little under half of his length. To be fair to myself, I didn’t have much deepthroating experience from being with Larry. Making him cum from a blowjob was trivially easy, I could take Larry’s entire dick into my mouth without even involving my throat. Darius was new territory, a new challenge that I was determined to conquer.

“Let’s get you out of that dress, Paisley.” He gently pulled my head off of his cock with a loud pop of suction from my lips. I hadn’t even realized how hard I was sucking on his dick until I came off, a thin string of drool connecting my lip and his cock head. Darius bent down and lifted my dress off of my body with one deft motion, discarding it on the chic loveseat behind him. Underneath the dress I wore a set of lingerie that I had bought to wear on Larry’s birthday the year before. A lacy white see-through bra with similarly sheer matching panties. Larry had gone absolutely insane over it, it was the fastest I’d ever seen him cum during sex. He still asked me to wear it sometimes, but I always told him it was only for special occasions. This was a very special occasion. Darius scanned my entire body with a hungry look in his eye, but then something shifted.

“Do you wear that for Larry?” he asked me, voice even. I gazed up at his deep, dark brown eyes, his cock still rock hard in my peripheral vision.

“I… I guess. I have. Yes.” I stammered. Had I done something wrong? Should I have worn something different? I was too far gone in my own lust to have this moment ruined, the thought of an obstacle right now was unthinkable. Darius’ expression didn’t change. He took one step back from me, the string of my drool still hanging off of the head of his cock.

“Stand up. Take it off.” I did as I was told, rising back to my feet, unhooking my lacy bra, then stepping out of my panties. I went to take my heels off last, before Darius stepped back toward me. “Leave those on. I thought you couldn’t look more perfect, but here you are.” Darius took both my bra and my panties from my hands, leaving me completely naked in his living room except for my three-inch heels. He gingerly folded both pieces of lingerie and set them on the loveseat on top of my crumpled dress. “Now you only wear those for me. Do you understand?” A pang of guilt coursed through me but I pushed it down.

“Yes, I understand.” The words left my mouth before my mind could catch up. I would’ve said anything, agreed to everything in that moment to keep Darius’ favor.

“Now go down that hallway and enter the second door on your left. Take off your heels, set them next to the door, and lay down on my bed. I want you to be comfortable and relaxed. I’ll be there shortly.” I nodded, my breath unsteady, my pulse a wild drumbeat in my ears. Without another word, I turned and made my way down the dimly lit hallway. Each step felt impossibly slow, the plush carpet sinking beneath my heels. My body thrummed with heat, a deep, needy ache settling low in my stomach. I swallowed hard, barely able to contain the anticipation that coiled tight inside me.

Reaching the second door on the left, I eased it open and stepped inside. The bedroom was exactly as I imagined—dark, masculine, and impeccably clean. The bed dominated the space, a king-sized sanctuary dressed in smooth, jet-black sheets. A faint, musky scent lingered in the air, unmistakably Darius. It made my thighs press together, a futile attempt to temper the relentless arousal coursing through me.

I bent down, carefully slipping off my heels and placing them beside the door just as he had instructed. Then, slowly, I crawled onto the bed, stretching out against the cool fabric. My skin was feverish in contrast, hypersensitive to every brush of air against it. I shifted slightly, my legs instinctively pressing together as a soft whimper escaped my lips. I wanted him. Needed him.

The anticipation was unbearable. Every second that passed felt stretched, weighted with an unspoken promise. I bit my lip, my breath shallow as I turned my head toward the door. In almost dreamlike fashion, as soon as my vision focused in the moonlit bedroom Darius glided past the door frame into the bedroom, still fully naked. His erection had not moved, had not lost any of its vigor. My legs slowly parted on the bedsheets and I displayed my pussy to him, a primitive instinct that felt so natural in the moment. With a strong, virile man with a raging erection in my presence, what could I do besides offer myself to him, place myself completely under his control? Darius approached the bed and climbed on, hovering over me as I wondered where to place my hands. I found them reaching for my breasts, my thighs, the sheets, but nowhere felt correct.

“I need you to relax, Paisley. I’m going to make you feel good now.” Darius smiled warmly down at me, and I felt the anxiety of the moment melt away instantly. I felt safe, ready for what was to come. My breathing steadied, and I returned a bashful, blushing smile of my own. Sensing my newfound comfort, he positioned himself in front of me. With his index and middle fingers, he met my clitoris with incredible dexterity and began making soft, controlled circles around it. I moaned softly, biting my lip to prevent being too loud. His fingers were lightly calloused and touched me with such care, such precision that it was hard to believe that this was only the second time we’d met in person. It felt like he immediately knew exactly what I wanted, exactly what I needed. He gazed at my pussy like it was the most beautiful thing in the world, like it was the only thing in the world that mattered. Like his entire purpose in that moment was to massage me to pleasure. I was used to Larry staring at my vagina like it was a terrifying puzzle. He tried, but being with someone who could immediately make my heart pound and make my skin flush was exhilarating. Darius looked up from my pussy to search my expression.

“How does that feel, Paisley? Does that feel good?” He asked quietly as he continued softly rubbing my clit. “Don’t be afraid to show me how it feels.” I took that as permission to express myself liberally.

“Please don’t stop, it feels so good, baby,” I cooed as I grabbed my breasts and lightly tweaked and tugged at my own nipples. “You’re gonna make me come like this… Please keep going…” A deep, expansive sensation began spreading across my groin as Darius massaged me. He started rubbing just a hair faster and I could hear how wet I was. A shaky gasp mixed with a moan stumbled out of my mouth as I reached my climax. “Oh fuck, I’m coming! Fuck, I, oh!” I squeezed my thighs around his hand as I orgasmed. My chest heaved unevenly as I slowly came down, all of my muscles relaxing as I sank back into the bed. A weary smile grew onto my face. “Oh my god, Darius.”

“We’re just getting started, Paisley.” Darius’ deep voice grounded me from the last remnants of my climax. I lay on my back legs completely spread as he positioned himself between them, gripping the base of his cock. I had never taken a cock half as big as his, but I was determined. Darius shifted his core above me, placed the head at my entrance, and slowly pushed.

The initial feeling was absolutely electric, a culmination of weeks of negotiations with Larry, the frantic hour I spent dressing for the date, the instant fireworks between Darius and I at the bar, and our entire encounter up until now. Being entered by Darius’ monstrous member was a vindication of the emotional roller coaster I’d been on, the end to justify all means. I sensed my vaginal muscles shifting and stretching to accept his considerable length and girth. I imagined it might hurt just a bit at first, but Darius had done such a good job at preparing me with foreplay that all I felt was an explosive, fiery pleasure the further he penetrated me. Each stroke he stretched me just a bit further, opened me up just a bit more, until he bumped up against a barrier. Darius had been watching himself penetrate me up until then, but he looked up and flashed a knowing smile, acknowledging what we’d both been thinking. That was how deep I was used to being penetrated in my long term relationship, and I certainly wasn’t used to being stretched by Darius’ girth. Darius continued stroking my pussy up against that barrier, always knocking on it but never crashing through it. It was as though he knew the power that he possessed with such an incredibly large cock, and knew that he needed to be patient, that my vagina would relent and accommodate him soon enough. The physical sensations combined with my knowledge of how remarkable the cock inside me was sent shivers down my spine. I gripped Darius’ strong arms and sputtered curse words, almost delirious with pleasure. Slowly, the depths of my pussy began to open and Darius penetrated me even deeper.

“Darius, I… fuck, please keep… oh shit, fuck, I… fuck…” I could barely speak. I could not fathom just how deeply this man was fucking me. I kissed all over his chest and pulled him as tightly as I could into me, wanting more, needing more. Darius’ breathing was heavy but controlled, his strong torso maintaining a consistent pace. My pussy gushed with wetness, I heard it with every thrust. Darius slowed down his pace considerably, adjusted his angle up, and in one motion slid his dick all the way inside me for the first time.

Feeling Darius’ entire penis inside me left me speechless, soundless even. I squeaked and squealed quietly with pleasure, writhing under his body and desperately pulling him even deeper. The feeling of fullness, feeling of togetherness I felt with this man was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Darius locked eyes with me as he slowly slid his entire cock in and out of me.

“Tell me how much you love it,” His voice ever so slightly more ragged now, more animalistic. “Tell me how much you need it.”

“I love it baby, it’s everything I need, I love it, I…” I continued sloppily kissing his chest and gripping his shoulders, his sides, as if I might float away. He pulled my head back up to look at him again.

“Tell me how much you love my big black cock.”

“I love your big black cock Darius! Please keep fucking me with your big black cock! Fuck! Please, fuck me!” I screamed instantly in response. He knew exactly where to take me mentally and physically to elicit the pleasure I so desperately craved. The contrast of our skin tones, the exotic nature of a new partner, much less one so different from the one I’d had was absolutely mind melting. At my exclamation I felt Darius’ cock get even harder inside of me, which put me on course for orgasm. I felt my vaginal muscles begin to involuntarily contract around his cock, my breathing became more shallow and erratic, and I gripped his body to mine as tightly as I could.

“Fuck! Fuck! I’m coming! I’m coming, Darius!” Waves of pleasure washed over me like a tidal force as my pussy gripped, then released, then gripped his shaft over and over. Darius’ once controlled thrusting became wild and unstable as he approached his own orgasm. He smoothly withdrew from my pussy, grabbed the shaft of his cock, and began pulsing thick ropes of cum all over my tits and torso. I was shocked and delighted by the sheer volume of his cum, and I shifted to the left and right to catch every drop. As his orgasm subsided and his breathing steadied, he looked down at me in a way that I never knew I needed to be looked at. Admiration, approval, sincere appreciation. Darius leaned over, reached into his nightstand, and withdrew a pristine white towel. He began to sensually wipe his cum off of me, allowing his hands to roam my ravished body and maintaining eye contact with me the entire time. He tossed the used towel into an empty hamper across the room, pulled the sheet back from the bed, and pulled them over both of us. I’m not ashamed to say that after that night I was instantly lights out.

Chapter 3

The morning sun sliced through the blinds as Darius’s car rolled to a stop outside our apartment—mine and Larry’s. My skin still buzzed, thighs sticky with the echoes of last night, a delicious ache throbbing deep inside me. I shifted in the passenger seat, the emerald dress clinging to me like a second skin, wrinkled and reeking of him. Darius flashed that slow, knowing smile, the one that melted my insides all over again.

“Last night was a lot of fun, Paisley,” he said, voice smooth as velvet, his hand brushing my knee—electric even now. “Let’s make it happen again.”

I swallowed, heat flooding my cheeks. “Yeah,” I murmured, barely audible, already picturing it. “Soon.” Guilt gnawed at me, but it was drowned out by the pulse between my legs. I stepped out, heels clicking on the pavement, and waved as he drove off, leaving me alone with the wreckage of what I’d promised.

Inside, the apartment was quiet, the air thick with the stale scent of yesterday. Larry sat on the couch, a half-empty coffee mug cradled in his hands, staring at the TV—some mindless rerun flickering across the screen. He didn’t look up when I shut the door, but his shoulders stiffened, a silent tell.

“Hey,” I said, voice too bright, too brittle. I dropped my bag by the door, the thud loud in the stillness.

“Hey,” he echoed, flat, eyes still glued to the screen. His jaw twitched, fingers tightening around the mug. “How was… it?”

“Good,” I said, too fast, the word spilling out before I could stop it. “I mean, fine. You know.” My tongue felt heavy, clumsy. He nodded once, a jerky little motion, and said nothing. The silence stretched, sharp and jagged.

I forced a smile, tugging at my dress like it could hide the truth. “I’m beat. Think I’ll go lie down, take a nap or something.” The lie tasted sour, thin as tissue paper, and I knew he’d see through it. Larry’s eyes flicked to me then—brief, searching—but he didn’t call me out. Just nodded again, lips pressed tight.

“Yeah, sure,” he muttered, turning back to the TV. “Rest up.”

I fled down the hall, guilt pricking my skin, but beneath it, that ache flared hotter. Our bedroom door creaked as I slipped inside, the familiar space feeling foreign now—tainted by what I’d done, what I couldn’t stop craving. The bed loomed, sheets still rumpled from two nights ago, Larry’s side neat, mine a mess. I kicked off my heels, peeled the dress over my head, and let it crumple to the floor. No bra, no panties—Darius had claimed those, folded them away like trophies. I crawled onto the bed naked, the cool cotton kissing my overheated skin, and sank back against the pillows.

My hand slid down before I could think, fingers brushing my stomach, then lower, finding the slick heat between my thighs. I was still swollen, tender from Darius’s monstrous cock stretching me wide, and the memory hit like a drug—his deep voice growling “Tell me how much you love my big black cock,” the way he’d filled me, owned me. I gasped softly, circling my clit, slow at first, teasing myself like he had. My other hand cupped my breast, thumb flicking the nipple, picturing his calloused fingers there instead.

“Fuck,” I whispered, legs parting wider as I dipped two fingers inside, chasing that fullness. It wasn’t enough—not after him. I thrust deeper, curling them, imagining his thick, pulsing shaft splitting me open, bumping that wall Larry never touched. My hips rocked, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room, and I moaned—low, needy—lost in the haze of it. Darius towering over me, his dark skin glistening, that smirk as he’d painted my tits with cum. I rubbed faster, clit throbbing, breath hitching as the edge rushed closer.

The door creaked.

My eyes snapped open, heart lurching. Larry stood there, frozen in the frame, his mug still in hand—coffee sloshing over the rim onto the carpet. His gaze locked on me—legs splayed, fingers buried in my dripping pussy, chest heaving. Shame burned through me, but it only made me wetter.

“Paisley…” His voice cracked, soft and wounded, eyes wide with something between shock and betrayal.

I yanked my hand free, sitting up, sheets clutched to my chest like they could shield me. “Larry—I—I didn’t hear you—” The words stumbled out, useless, my face flaming. He didn’t move, just stared, the hurt carving deeper into his features.

“What are you doing, Paisley?” Larry’s eyes were round with hurt, begging me silently to tell him that he wasn’t seeing what was in front of him.

I swallowed hard, the ache still pulsing, demanding. “I… I need to tell you something,” I said, voice shaky but edged with resolve. “Last night… with Darius… I can’t stop thinking about it... I… I want to see him again.”

Larry’s mug trembled, more coffee spilling. He was silent for a moment. His eyes fell to the floor, then wandered to the side, then eventually met mine again. “We said one time, Paisley. One. You promised.”

“I know,” I said, slowly sliding off the bed, sheets falling away. I stood there, naked, vulnerable, but pressing forward. “I know what we said, and I’m sorry—I am. But it’s not just sex, Larry. It’s… it’s like he woke something up in me. Something I need. Don’t you want me to feel that? Don’t you want me to be happy?”

His jaw tightened, eyes glistening—hurt, raw and ragged. “Happy?” he echoed, voice breaking. “You think this makes me happy? Watching you… knowing you’re still—” He gestured at me, at the bed, words failing him. “I said yes once because I love you. But again? I don’t know if I can take it.”

I stepped closer, guilt twisting my gut, but that hunger drowned it out. I touched his arm, soft, coaxing. “You won’t lose me, Larry. I swear. This isn’t about us—it’s about me feeling alive. And if I’m alive, I’m better for you. For us. Please… just try to see it. For me.”

He flinched under my touch, staring at the floor, breathing uneven. The silence stretched, heavy, until he sighed—a defeated, hollow sound. “Okay,” he muttered, barely audible. “If it’s what you need… okay.”

Relief crashed through me, tinged with a pang of remorse I shoved down deep. “Thank you,” I whispered, leaning in to kiss his cheek—his skin cold, stiff. He didn’t look at me, just turned and shuffled out, mug still dripping. I sank back onto the bed, heart pounding. I felt bad—God, I did—but not bad enough to stop.

Chapter 4

Later that day…

The clock ticked past seven that evening, the apartment dimming as dusk bled through the blinds, casting long shadows across the room. Larry paced the living room, camera bag slung over his shoulder, his footsteps restless against the hardwood. He’d been a specter all day—silent, eyes flicking to me then skittering away, unable to carry the weight of what I’d admitted, what he’d let me have. I sprawled on the couch, one leg slung over the armrest, watching him wrestle with it. My chest gave a little theatrical hitch—sympathy, yeah, but it was a flimsy cover for the feral heat Darius had ignited in me.

“Are you okay, Larry?” I asked, voice soft and measured, tilting my head just enough to play it up. I cared, sure, but that wild pulse between my thighs roared louder, insatiable.

He stopped, scrubbing a hand over his jaw, stubble rasping under his fingers. “I need some air, Paisley. I’m going downtown to take some photos, try to clear my head.” His tone was low, frayed, like a cord about to snap. “I’ll probably be back in four or five hours.”

I stood, brushing his arm with a light, reassuring touch—a bit too practiced, maybe. “Take all the time you need, babe. I totally understand.” My lips curved into a small, careful smile, and he mirrored it, faint and hollow, eyes shadowed with something unspoken. He grabbed his keys, muttered a quick “See you later,” and slipped out, the door clicking shut with a soft, final thud.

I lasted five minutes.

The silence crashed in, thick and heavy, but my skin burned—alive, ravenous. I snatched my phone from the coffee table, fingers shaking as I pounded out the message: “Larry’s gone for a while. Come over now.” Darius’s reply buzzed back fast: “I’m on my way. Be there in ten.” My breath collected in my throat, pussy throbbing, already dripping at the thought of him—his towering frame, that thick, perfect cock, the calm way he’d torn me open last night.

The doorbell hummed, cutting through the stillness, and I jumped up and practically flung it open, pulse hammering like a beast in my chest. Darius stood there, gray shirt clinging to his broad chest, dark eyes steady under the porch light, a faint smile tugging his lips—cool, composed, like he’d known I’d cave. He stepped inside, shutting the door with a quiet click, and drew me in, his kiss firm but unhurried, lips claiming mine with a quiet confidence. His hands settled on my hips, fingers pressing through my leggings, warm and sure, guiding me without force.

“Have you been thinking about me, Paisley?” he asked, his voice smooth and low, a ripple of honey in the dim air. He slid my shirt over my head with a single, deft motion, letting it crumple to the floor, then unhooked my bra with the same easy grace, tossing it aside. My leggings peeled away next, leaving me bare, skin prickling under his gaze, a wild heat clawing up my spine. He shed his own clothes—dark skin catching the faint light, muscles shifting beneath, cock swinging free, thick and heavy, hardening slow—but he moved with a casual poise, no rush, just control.

We drifted down the hall to the bedroom—mine and Larry’s—the familiar space crackling with something raw and new. The sheets still carried a ghost of Larry’s scent, clean and faint, but they’d soon drown in Darius’s musk, earthy and deep. He eased me onto my back, the mattress sinking under his weight, and nudged my knees apart with a gentle press of his own. I sprawled against the pillows, breath ragged, as he knelt between my thighs, hands resting lightly on my hips, steadying me. His cock brushed my entrance, the broad head slick with my dripping arousal, teasing against my folds, and I felt that savage stretch begin to claw at me.

“Do you want me inside you, Paisley?” he asked, his eyes locking onto mine, dark and calm, waiting with a patience that only stoked the fire raging in my gut.

“Yes, Darius, I want you inside me—I need it, fuck, I need it now,” I moaned, voice thick and pleading, hands clawing at his shoulders, pale fingers digging into his deep brown skin. He nodded, a small tilt of his head, and eased forward, sliding into me slow and deliberate. The stretch hit like a thunderclap—thick, unrelenting—my walls splitting wide for him, inch by brutal inch, until he filled me to the hilt, pressing deep where Larry never touched. A feral growl ripped from my throat, hips bucking wild as I clawed the sheets, toes curling hard against the mattress, my whole body trembling with the savage fullness of him.

He started to move, hips rolling with a steady, unhurried rhythm, each thrust measured but firm, drawing out the chaos boiling inside me. The headboard tapped the wall in a lazy beat, a faint echo under the wet, obscene slaps of him plunging into me. My hands raked his back, nails biting into his skin, feeling the hard flex of muscle beneath—smooth, dark, a stark contrast to my own pale flesh. Sweat beaded on his brow, a few drops falling to my tits, and I arched up with a guttural cry, slamming myself onto him, chasing the primal heat of his cock dragging against every nerve, shredding me apart.

“This feels good, doesn’t it?” he said, his voice even, a low rumble that anchored me as his hands slid to my thighs, holding them open with a gentle grip—no roughness, just a calm claim. “You’re taking me so well, Paisley.”

“God, yes, it’s so fucking good, Darius—you’re tearing me apart, I can’t—” I howled, voice breaking into a ragged wail, legs clamping around his waist, heels digging into his ass as I yanked him deeper. My orgasm began to quickly come to form as he stroked me relentlessly with his big, black cock. Within minutes that felt like blissful hours, my pussy began to spasm around him, slick and frantic, each stroke stretching me wider, pounding that untouched spot until my spine arched like a bow, shivers exploding through me. The air thickened with our scents—his musk, my dripping need—and I thrashed beneath him, hips slamming up to meet his, a wild animal lost in the rut of it, growling and panting like something unhinged.

Then I heard the door open.

My head whipped around, vision blurred through the feral haze—Larry stood frozen in the doorway, keys dangling limp in his hand, face white as bone. His eyes widened, shock carving deep into his soft features, but his jeans twitched, a bulge stirring slow and unwilling against the fabric. Darius didn’t falter, his rhythm steady, hips still rolling as he glanced over, cool and unflustered, his gaze flicking to Larry then back to me.

“Do you want me to stop, Paisley?” he asked, his tone level and composed, a full sentence that hung calm in the air—a quiet offer, his dark eyes searching mine. His thrusts slowed but didn’t cease, a gentle glide that kept me teetering, my body a live wire screaming for release.

“No, Darius, don’t stop—fuck, I can’t stop, keep fucking me!” I roared, voice a primal snarl, eyes locked on Larry’s as the pleasure ripped through me, drowning the guilt clawing at my ribs. My pussy clamped around Darius, desperate and savage, and he nodded once, resuming that smooth, deliberate pace, sliding deep with a calm that only fueled my frenzy. Larry stumbled back a step, breath jagged, but he didn’t bolt—just stood there, watching, hurt flooding his gaze while that bulge swelled, a twisted shadow of the wildfire consuming me.

I screamed, raw and guttural, as Darius moved inside me, his hands steady on my thighs, his cock filling me over and over with that quiet, unshakable control—claiming me right there on our bed, with Larry’s eyes searing into us both.

Chapter 5

Darius adjusted his gray shirt with a casual tug, smoothing the fabric over his broad chest as he stood in the bedroom doorway, casting a final glance at me—his dark eyes steady, a faint, satisfied smile curving his lips. He looked effortlessly composed, radiating a quiet confidence, like the night had unfolded exactly as he’d planned. My hair hung in wild tangles, sweat still clinging to my skin, but I felt a deep, radiant glow as I slipped into a soft robe—pale blue, plush against my flushed body—and stepped into fuzzy slippers that muffled my steps. Larry lingered behind me, his face pale, eyes darting between us, a storm of shock and something else brewing beneath his silence.

We trailed Darius to the door, the apartment thick with the aftermath—his musk still heavy in the air, mingling with the faint trace of Larry’s cologne. I walked close to Darius, my shoulder brushing his arm, a serene hum settling in my chest, like the world had righted itself. Larry shuffled beside me, hands stuffed in his pockets, his jaw tight but his protests unspoken. Darius turned at the threshold, offering a nod—smooth as ever.

“Thanks for having me over, Paisley,” he said, voice low and even, his gaze flickering to Larry with a polite tilt of his head. “Good seeing you too, Larry. Take care.” No smirk, no taunt—just that calm assurance as he stepped out, the door clicking shut behind him with a soft finality.

The silence crashed in. I turned to Larry, my bare legs peeking from the robe, toes curling in the slippers, my body still thrumming with the echo of Darius’s touch. Larry stared at the closed door, his breath shallow, then spun to face me, his voice breaking out half-formed.

“Paisley, what the hell was that?” he said, low and unsteady, his hands gesturing vaguely toward the bedroom. “You—you invited him here, and I—I wasn’t even gone that long—” He cut off, swallowing hard, his eyes wide with hurt but flickering with something else, something he couldn’t bury.

I stepped closer, my voice calm, happy, lifted by the serene bliss still washing through me. “Larry, hey, it’s okay,” I said, soft and steady, reaching for his arm. “I know it’s a lot. I get it. But you’re not mad, not really—look at you.” My eyes dipped to his jeans, the bulge still straining there, undeniable. “You’re wrestling with how much you liked it, aren’t you?”

He froze, mouth opening then closing, his cheeks flushing a faint pink. “That’s not—I mean—” he stammered, but his shoulders slumped, the fight draining out of him. I took his hand, guiding him gently toward the living room, my slippers whispering against the floor. “Come on, let’s sit,” I said, serene as ever, leading him to the couch. He sank into it, reluctant but yielding, and I settled beside him, one leg tucked under me, the robe slipping open slightly at the thigh.

“Paisley, you can’t just—” he started, trying to rally, his voice firming as he leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “This wasn’t supposed to happen again. We said once, and then you begged me, and I agreed, and now he’s here, in our bed—” He shook his head, but his eyes kept darting away, betraying him.

I rested a hand on his knee, my touch light, soothing. “I know we said once, Larry, and I’m sorry it went this way. But you saw it—you didn’t leave. You stayed.” My fingers slid higher, brushing the taut fabric over his crotch, feeling the heat of him through his jeans. “You’re still hard, babe. I saw how you reacted in there.”

He flinched, breath hitching, but didn’t pull away. “I—I don’t know,” he muttered, voice small, sheepish, his hands clenched into fists on his thighs. “It’s messed up, Paisley. I shouldn’t—”

“Shh, it’s okay,” I murmured, my hand pressing firmer now, rubbing slow circles over his erection, coaxing it. “Do you know why it made you so horny, seeing me with Darius?” I unzipped his jeans with a gentle tug, easing his cock free—slightly below average, maybe five inches, slim and flushed pink against my pale fingers. I wrapped my hand around it, stroking slow and deliberate, my thumb brushing the tip where a bead of precum glistened, warm and slick under my touch.

Larry groaned, soft and reluctant, his head tipping back against the couch. “I—I don’t know,” he managed, voice shaky as I worked him, my grip warm and loving. “Maybe… maybe it was how he…”

“Was it his dominance?” I asked, my tone calm, curious, my hand sliding up and down his shaft with a tender rhythm, fingers curling gently around him. “The way he took control so effortlessly?” I leaned closer, my breath warm against his ear, my robe brushing his arm. “Or was it how wild I got—how much I loved it?”

He swallowed hard, eyes fluttering shut, his hips twitching into my touch. “Both, I think,” he admitted, voice barely a whisper, surrendering to the deep arousal pooling in him. “You were so… out of control, and he just—he handled it like it was nothing.”

I smiled, a rush of deep, aching love swelling in my chest, my strokes growing more intimate, my fingers tracing the length of him with care. “That’s it, babe,” I said, soft and happy, my thumb circling the head of his cock, spreading that slickness down his shaft. “It’s okay to feel that. I love you so much—you know that, right? I love how open you’re being with me.”

“Yeah,” he gasped, his hand finding mine on his chest, squeezing it tight as he gave in completely. “I love you too, Paisley—just… God, that feels so good.” His breath grew ragged, hips shifting slightly, and I slowed my pace, savoring the way he pulsed in my hand, the warmth of him against my skin.

“What else got you, Larry?” I murmured, my voice a gentle tease, my hand gliding smooth and steady now, fingers tightening just a little at the base. “Was it how big he is—how he filled me up? Or the way I screamed for him?” I pressed a soft kiss to his jaw, feeling his stubble rasp against my lips, my heart swelling with every shudder he gave me.

He moaned low, head lolling to the side, his free hand gripping the couch cushion. “It—it was all of it,” he confessed, voice trembling with need and truth. “Seeing you like that… losing it… and him just—just taking you. I couldn’t look away.”

“I’m so glad you didn’t,” I whispered, my strokes tender but firm, my thumb brushing over his tip again, coaxing another bead of precum that I smoothed into his skin. “You’re everything to me, Larry. This—us figuring this out together—it’s so special.” My other hand slid up his chest, resting over his heart, feeling it pound beneath my palm as I worked him with a slow, loving rhythm, every movement a quiet promise.

“Paisley…” he breathed, his voice breaking with a mix of awe and surrender, his hips rocking gently into my hand. “I—I love you so much.” His cock twitched harder now, pulsing in my grip, and I felt him tense, his breath catching sharp. He came with a soft, ragged moan, a small spurt of semen spilling over my fingers—warm, modest, but so purely him. I kept stroking gently through it, easing him down, my touch lingering as his body relaxed into the couch.

I leaned in, kissing him deep and slow, my lips soft against his trembling ones, tasting the salt of his breath. I pulled back, smiling, and wiped my hand on the robe before wrapping my arms around him, pulling him close. His head nestled against my shoulder, breath evening out, and I pressed a kiss to his temple, my fingers threading through his hair. “We’re okay,” I whispered, holding him tight, my heart full to bursting. “We’re still us—better than ever.”

He nodded against me, a shaky sigh slipping out, and hugged me back, his arms tight around my waist. “Yeah,” he murmured, voice soft and sure. “I love you, Paisley.” And in that moment, wrapped up in each other, I knew he meant it—and so did I.

Chapter 6

Six months had slipped by, and the Sunday morning sun poured through the living room blinds, splashing warm gold across my bare skin. I knelt on the hardwood, palms digging into the couch cushions, my ass arched high as Darius gripped my hips, his thick cock driving into me with that steady, commanding rhythm I’d come to crave. My sundress—pale yellow, crumpled—lay in a heap beside us, abandoned the moment he’d walked in and peeled it off me. Sweat beaded on my neck, trickling down my spine, and I felt alive—wild, full, my pussy stretching around him with every thrust, the raw heat of him searing through me. He was chill as ever, maroon tee clinging to his broad chest, his breath steady even as he claimed me, dark hands stark against my pale flesh.

“Fuck, Darius, yes—” My voice tore out, a feral moan ripping from my throat as I tossed my head back, hair spilling in a messy cascade. “I love your big black cock so much—don’t stop, please don’t stop.” My walls spasmed around him, slick and desperate, each plunge stoking that primal fire only he could spark. I was lost in it, hips rocking back to meet him, chasing that delicious ache, my whole body humming with need.

The front door clicked open, and I caught the faint rustle of grocery bags before Larry stepped into my hazy vision—hair tousled from the morning breeze, glasses slipping down his nose, arms full of provisions. My heart didn’t skip, didn’t falter; this was us now, six months deep into a life where he knew, where he consented, where Darius fit like a perfect piece in our puzzle. He glanced my way, his soft eyes meeting mine over the couch, and gave a casual nod—no shock, no anger, just Larry.

“Hey, Darius,” he said, voice light, like he’d caught me mid-conversation instead of mid-fuck. “Morning, babe.” He shuffled toward the kitchen, bags crinkling, and I heard the clink of jars as he set them on the counter. My lips curved into a breathless smile, love swelling in my chest even as Darius kept moving inside me, his rhythm unbroken, his hands steady on my hips.

“Morning,” I gasped back, voice jagged with pleasure, my nails biting into the cushions as Darius’s cock hit that deep, untouched spot—God, I’d never get enough of this. Larry’s footsteps faded into the kitchen, and I let out another guttural cry, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. “Fuck, you’re so big—you feel so good,” I moaned, my voice raw and loud, echoing off the walls.

I heard the hiss of the coffee maker starting up, the faint clatter of Larry unpacking groceries—normal sounds weaving into the wildness of this moment. He stepped back into the living room, a steaming mug cradled in his hands, and leaned against the doorway, watching us with that quiet acceptance I’d grown to adore. “Caught word of a rare bird in the woods nearby,” he said, sipping his coffee, his tone easy, like we were chatting over breakfast. “Gonna head out and try to snap some pics, but I’ll be back soon to make us all some grub.”

Darius slowed his pace—just a touch, not too gentle—his thrusts easing into a deep, deliberate glide that made my thighs tremble. I glanced up at Larry, my breath hitching, and he crossed over, bending down to press a soft kiss to my cheek. His lips were warm, familiar, a tender contrast to the savage pleasure ripping through me. Darius didn’t miss a beat, his cock still buried deep, and I groaned low, caught between them—my sweet Larry and my commanding Darius, both so vital to me now.

“See you soon, babe,” Larry murmured, his breath brushing my skin before he straightened, grabbing his camera bag from the hall. The door clicked shut behind him, and Darius’s hands tightened on my hips, his pace picking back up—not frantic, but firm, driving into me with that calm dominance that unraveled me every time.

“Oh God, Darius—” I growled, my voice a primal snarl as I shoved back against him, meeting each thrust with a desperate hunger. My pussy felt full—so full—stretched wide around him, every nerve alight, but my heart felt fuller still. I was so grateful for this—for Larry’s love, his trust, the way he let me have this with Darius, feeding needs I hadn’t known I’d buried. And Darius, giving me this raw, unshakable pleasure, a gift I could take back to Larry, woven into our life together. I was so damn happy, tears prickling my eyes even as I panted like an animal.

The heat coiled tight, building fast, and I clawed the couch, my moans escalating—wild, unrestrained. “Fuck, I’m gonna come—your big black cock’s gonna make me come so hard,” I wailed, my body shaking as Darius kept that steady rhythm, his hands anchoring me. The wave crashed, mind-blowing and relentless, my pussy clamping down around him as I screamed, raw and guttural, pleasure exploding through me in shudders that left me gasping. He didn’t stop, riding me through it with that quiet control, letting me savor every pulse until I slumped forward, spent and glowing.

I caught my breath, easing onto the couch, my limbs heavy but my soul light. Darius pulled out, smoothing a hand over my back—calm, satisfied—and I turned to look at him, a lazy, blissful smile tugging my lips. But my mind drifted to Larry too, out there with his camera, and to the breakfast he’d make when he got back. This was my life now—full, messy, perfect—and as I sank into the cushions, a deep contentment settled over me, warm and unshakable. I had them both, in their own ways, and I’d never felt so whole.
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